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PROLOGUE 

  

  



  

 Thailand - 2003 

  

A dusty, potholed track, some ten kilometres South of Thailand’s North Eastern 

provincial capital of Khon Kaen, leads to the impoverished village of Sang Yun. 

The single track, which would present a serious challenge to all but the most robust 

of vehicular suspensions, is the only viable route along which motorised transport 

can reach Sang Yun. However, for most of the Sang Yun residents, the preferred 

means of travelling to and from their village is to trek on foot around the raised 

perimeters of the paddy fields. A few fortunate souls, who are lucky enough have 

access to water buffaloes, have yet another way to go. For them, the most direct, 

but not necessarily the quickest route, is to travel straight across the water-laden 

paddy fields, sitting legs akimbo on the ungainly, lumbering beasts of burden. 

  

During the monsoon season, when the dusty, rutted track becomes transformed 

into a swirling torrent of water, the water buffaloes come into their own. On such 

occasions, these beasts are the only means of contact with the outside world - often 

for days at a time - and most of the Sang Yun villagers become marooned in their 

tiny village, having no choice but to anxiously await respite from the torrential rain 

storms. 

  

But now it was mid-May, the height of the dry season, and the rains were a good 

three months away. Afternoon temperatures climbed to over 40 degrees Celsius, 

and even the weather-hardy locals were starting to wilt under the scorching and 

unremitting sun. Very little activity took place in the middle of such days, but every 

now and then, an ancient, rusty two-stroke motorcycle would gingerly make its way 

along the inhospitable track, carrying its precarious human cargo. 

  

One such machine was carrying a typical complement of four, carefully placed 

passengers: the man was driving and his wife was huddled close behind, leaving 

just enough room for their teenage daughter at the end of the pillion seat. Nestled 

on the handlebars was their youngest daughter, a small girl of barely three years of 

age. 

  

They were making their way out of the village, to Khon Kaen municipal hospital. 

The thirteen-year-old girl was painfully thin and emaciated.  She had been ill for 

weeks and was now too weak to work. The father was determined to get his 

daughter back to work at the fireworks factory as soon as possible - before some 

other, equally young but healthier girl replaced her. 

  

The unfortunate child’s paltry earnings were a vital source of family income and 

the situation had become critical. It was an earlier family financial crisis that had 

turned her father into an amphetamine user; a highly addictive drug which was so 

readily available in this lawless district of the Northeast. It was inevitable that once 

he was addicted, he would become inexorably drawn into petty drug dealing, in a 

frantic effort to fuel his craving; but he was desperate to kick the habit and he 



needed his daughter’s income more than ever. He must quit. They had warned him 

that “he would be dealt with” if he carried on dealing - and that was three weeks 

ago. 

  

The man’s two teen aged sons were about to leave their wretched shack to return 

to yet more back- breaking labour in the paddy fields when an unfamiliar pickup 

truck pulled up outside the dilapidated family homestead. The dark grey vehicle 

was devoid of markings, which was unusual for this corner of the world; and if the 

brothers had bothered to look closer, they would have been also surprised by the 

absence of a registration plate. But their attention was elsewhere. Their frightened 

faces were transfixed on the three burly, serious looking men who climbed down 

from the air-conditioned front cab. They were dressed in khaki, but wore no 

insignia that might have indicated which branch of the armed services or police 

they belonged to - if any. 

  

The visitors stood in the middle of the track and glowered menacingly at the 

brothers, their faces already glistening in the stifling midday heat. After what 

seemed an interminable silence, the largest of the three, who was the leader, 

snarled, ‘We’re looking for Tongpoon. Is he here?’ 

   

‘No, he’s not here today,’ replied the younger brother.  

  

‘You lie – where is he? I demand to know!’ 

  

‘He is on his way to hospital with my sick sister,’ the eldest brother informed the 

stranger. 

  

‘You are lying,’ the man repeated, with a sneer. ‘Since when does a stinking 

drug dealer care about anyone but himself? Who are you?’ he demanded sharply. 

  

‘I am Tongpan,’ the twenty-year-old replied. 

  

‘Tongpan! You are the one I want!’ he snapped, looking at a piece of paper in his 

hand. 

  

‘No,’ replied the younger brother, ‘you asked for Tongpoon, my father.’ 

  

‘Tongpan! Tongpoon! It’s the same name! He is the one!’ 

  

‘No, no my father really is Tongpoon. My family called me Tongpan because I 

look like him.’ 

  

‘I don’t believe you, and even if it’s true, it’s of no consequence. I’m not driving 

all the way out here again after some miserable, worthless drug dealer. If you’re his 

son, you’ll do well enough.’ 

  

‘Do? Do for what?’ asked the elder brother. 



  

‘Tongpoon was warned to stop dealing,’ the stranger snarled, ‘but he took no 

notice.’ He took a step closer to Tongpan, and pulled a pistol from his trouser 

pocket. 

  

The younger youth immediately stepped in front of his brother. ‘No! Don’t do it! 

I beg you! He is not Tongpoon, I swear it!’ 

  

‘I told you, I don’t care – now, move out of the way!’ 

  

‘No! No! It’s not right!’ screamed the youth as he tried to shield his brother from 

the stranger. 

  

‘Move!’ shouted the stranger. 

  

The two youths stood motionless. 

  

Without hesitation, the man pointed the gun at the younger brother’s head and 

pulled the trigger, and the youth collapsed in front of him. He then turned to the 

older brother who had been cowering nervously behind. Once more the gun 

exploded and the second youth fell down, on top of his brother.  

  

Their task accomplished, the three visitors climbed back into the pickup, 

relishing the cool air that blew onto their dripping, sweat-stained clothes as the 

engine roared into life. They slowly made their way out of the village, along the 

rutted track that led back to Khon Kaen.  

  

The man with the gun was called Bunchit. He was also known by another name: 

along with others, he was known in these parts as “Madju-Raj, The Messenger of 

Death”. 

  

* 

  

From a vantage point on his porch, out of sight of the gunmen, Sang Yun’s 

village headman had watched the two lads being gunned down. He was shocked to 

be so close to the taking of innocent lives, but it hadn’t really surprised him. He 

knew that these extra –judicial killings were becoming more and more common 

throughout Issan, as the north eastern part of Thailand was known.  

  

Hundreds, possibly thousands of men, many of them innocent, had been rounded 

up and summarily killed by execution squads, under the orders of no less a 

personage than their beloved prime minister. It was all part of a populist political 

drive to rid the country of drugs and drug dealers; but like so many of the 

government policies, not only was this ruthless policy a crime against democracy 

and basic human rights, it was also doomed to failure.  

  



He walked slowly over to where the two bodies lay and stared sadly down at 

them. 

  

He knew that there probably hadn’t been much of a future for those two half-

starved and penniless young men. But whatever humble aspirations they may have 

nurtured, were ruthlessly cut short on that hot, torpid day in May, as their bodies 

lay intertwined in the last throes of an ugly death, and their meagre blood seeped 

slowly into the hard, unforgiving earth 

  



PART ONE 



CHAPTER ONE 

  
  

Perry had almost finished applying the first coat of paint to his bedroom wall on 

a hot, late September afternoon, when he was disturbed by a loud rap at the front 

door. ‘Who the hell can this be in the middle of the afternoon?’ he muttered to 

himself irritably, as he climbed down the stepladder that straddled the back wall. 

‘I’ll never get this damn decorating finished!’ He very nearly walked straight into a 

large pot of yellow paint that had been carelessly placed in the middle of the floor, 

when he heard yet another knock on the door. This time, he yelled back at the top 

of his voice,  

  

‘Who’s there? What is it?’ 

    

‘It’s me, Bert!’ was the booming, baritone reply. 

  

‘Oh, Bert. Well come on in then, the front doors open.’ 

  

‘Where are you?’ 

  

‘I’m in here, painting my bedroom.’ 

  

The towering, bulky figure of Bert put his head around the bedroom door. ‘More 

like you’re painting yourself. Look at you; you’re covered in yellow paint – from 

head to foot!’ 

  

‘Yes, I know. I’m hopeless at this painting lark.’ 

  
‘You can say that again, what a mess! It doesn’t look like you’ll ever get it 

finished?’ 

  

‘If you didn’t keep disturbing me, I might have got the bedroom done days ago,’ 

Perry complained with a smile, as he led Bert back through his cottage to his tiny 

kitchen.  

  

He was actually pleased to see Bert. The painting seemed to go on forever, and 

he hated doing it; but he had no choice, as there was simply no spare cash to pay 

for expensive decorators. But the longer he left it, the worse it would get and he 

needed to protect his investment. The plain fact was that most of his life savings 

were sunk into the property and he really needed to get on with his work, but 

couldn’t resist the temptation to take and break. Good old Bert would bring some 

light relief on a hot and very trying afternoon.  

  

Bert‘s home was a quarter of a mile “upstream” on the other side of the brook 

that dissected the village. At six foot four, he was a good two inches taller than 

Perry, and considerably heavier, with an upright stature that belied his seventy-two 

years of age. Perry had become friendly with Bert almost from the first day he had 



moved to Fawnhope, after they had met at the Royal Oak, a charming, three 

hundred-year-old public house which served the village and the surrounding 

locality. 

  

Bert had lived in a pretty bungalow near the top end of the village with his wife 

since his retirement, some seven years ago and Perry had soon realised that the 

elderly man’s friendship was worth fostering. Not only did he seem to know 

everyone and their business in Fawnhope, but he was also head of the local 

“neighbourhood watch”. He claimed to have a direct line to one of the senior 

officers at the local police station, which was located in the nearby market town of 

Ousby; and you never knew when an aspiring author, like Perry, might find that 

kind of contact useful. 

  

Bert’s wife, Mabel, was also a useful source of local gossip as she was a 

prominent member of Fawnhope’s branch of the Women’s Institute. Through her, 

Perry had started to become acquainted with the scandals and affairs that infiltrated 

even this serene corner of England’s “green and pleasant land”. Perry particularly 

looked forward to the occasions when Mabel would join the two of them in the 

Royal Oak, after her weekly “WI” meetings at the village hall. The two sprightly 

pensioners had made Perry feel so welcome in his new surroundings that he had 

taken an instant liking to the warm hearted and generous Mabel, and to Bert, her 

bombastic but amiable husband. 

  

‘Why don’t you get Ron Jackson down the road to do the decoration for you? If 

you pay him cash, there’ll be no VAT and I’m sure he’ll do you a good job. You’ll 

never finish this yourself at the rate you’re going.’ Bert suggested. 

  

‘No way, Bert. I just can’t afford it – I’ve got precious little savings left as it is. 

It’ll all get done one of these days. Now, how about a cold beer? I think I might 

have a couple of Buds left in the fridge.’ 

  

‘That’s what I like to hear. And if you’re especially nice, I’ll give you a bit of 

good news.’ 

  

Perry grabbed the last two beers from his fridge and the pair moved out onto the 

small patio in Perry’s back garden, where they slumped into a couple of dusty 

garden chairs. 

  

‘Good news? What’s happened? A new recruit for your neighbourhood watch?’ 

Perry asked. 

  

‘No, nothing like that. It’s an invitation.’ 

  

Perry had dined at Bert and Mabel’s house on a number of occasions, and he was 

truly appreciative. Mabel was an excellent cook of English fare, and as the culinary 

arts weren’t high on Perry’s rather pathetic list of talents, he always enjoyed the 

evenings immensely. So it was with an air of genuine regret that Perry told his 



friend, ‘I’m awfully sorry Bert, but unfortunately I’m not free tonight. I have a 

prior commitment. I’ve promised to attend a meeting of the local “author’s society” 

in Kettering.’ 

  

‘We’re not inviting you to our house!’ Bert retorted. ‘You’ve already had enough 

freebies from us. It’s from the young lady next door. Your sweetheart.’ 

  

Perry blushed. ‘Don’t be silly, Sunny’s not my… sweetheart… I hardly know 

her. But – but… what’s this invitation all about? When is it? Tonight? Well…I 

suppose …I might be able to cancel my other arrangements…’ 

  

‘Hang on there – not so fast. So, you’re happy to cancel out your “authors 

meeting” for Sunny, but not for Mabel and me. Our food’s not good enough eh?’ 

  

‘No Bert, I didn’t mean that.’ 

  

‘I know what you meant,’ he replied with a knowing smile. ‘Don’t worry, it’s not 

tonight, it’s next Saturday. Sunny’s having a house warming, and thanks to your 

good mate Bert here, I’ve managed to wangle you an invitation.’ 

  

‘A house warming? I don’t understand, I thought she already had that last 

month? 

  

‘For a lad with a public school education, you don’t learn much do you? Last 

month was the house blessing; now she’s having the house warming.’ 

  

‘I’m sorry, I’m lost,’ Perry mumbled. 

  

‘The shindig that she laid on last month was a ceremony: to bless the house and 

ward off evil spirits. It was a religious ceremony; and all the people there, except 

for us, were Thai. They were Sunny’s Thai friends from around England. This time 

it’s going to be a proper, western style house warming – for us barbarians. Most of 

the neighbours in Fawnhope have been invited, and even some of Sunny’s English 

friends from London, where she used to live. And if it wasn’t for me, you’d be 

missing out. I had to remind her about you – several times - otherwise you’d be 

pining at home alone; while we were all up the road, making merry, and tucking 

into all that delicious Thai food.’ 

  

Perry looked so downcast that Bert took pity on him. He slapped him on the 

shoulders, and said, ‘Come on, I’m just winding you up. Sunny popped round this 

morning to invite me and the wife, and when I told her I would be dropping by your 

place this afternoon, she asked me to pass on her invitation for you to come as 

well.’ 

  

Perry looked immediately relieved. ‘Well… er… it’s not as though I don’t know 

her…’ he stammered with obvious embarrassment. 

  



‘Take it easy Perry, you don’t have to pretend to me. I know you fancy her,’ Bert 

said as he drained his can of beer. 

  

‘Well – I…er… mean she is…er…rather pretty…but really…what chance do I 

stand with a girl like that? Yes, I admit I am attracted, but it’s all just a fanciful 

dream…isn’t it? Don’t you think so Bert?’ 

  

‘I wouldn’t know Perry, me lad. All I know, is if you fancy her, there’s only one 

way to find out if she likes you.’ 

  

‘Oh? What’s that then?’ 

  

‘Ask her, of course, you dolt.’ 

  

‘Oh no! I could never do anything like that – it would be far too embarrassing.’  

  

Bert shook his head in despair. ‘Well, as you seem to have run out of beer, I’d 

better be going. If I don’t see you before, I’ll see you on Saturday evening, at the 

party.’ 

  

‘OK Bert, and thanks for passing on the invitation.’ 

  

‘Think nothing of it – you know me –always willing to help my poor lovesick 

neighbour. Now don’t give me that hangdog look again. You know I don’t really 

mean it; but I just can’t resist winding you up,’ he said with a broad grin. ‘Get that 

painting finished – your house looks like a bloody building site!’ 

  

Bert departed by the front door, leaving Perry once again to his own devices. 

‘Well, I should climb back up that ladder and finish that damn bedroom wall,’ he 

told himself, without much conviction. ‘But it’s so pleasant, just sitting here in the 

hot sun.’ 

  

He remained seated on his small patio and sipped on the remains of his beer. It 

was all too easy to slip into one of his customary afternoon naps. ‘That Bert is a 

wind up merchant, and no mistake,’ he thought dreamily. ‘But it’s good news about 

the party at Sunny’s. I wonder what she really thinks of me.’ 

  

* 

  

Peregrine Woodthorne had lived in the village of Fawnhope for three years, but 

he still felt that he was very much a “new boy”. Despite this, he had found the 

locals surprisingly friendly, in this sleepy Northamptonshire village, with a 

population of precisely three hundred and nine. 

   

His move to Fawnhope was his second attempt to locate a peaceful setting which 

may be conducive to embarking on a new career as a writer. He had come into a 

modest inheritance, arising out of a personal tragedy some four years previously, 



and had decided to seek solace in the countryside. But the purchase of a tiny 

thatched cottage in East Sussex, into which he had thrown his entire assets, had not 

exactly turned out to be the beginning of the new dream life to which he had 

aspired. He had been obliged to continue commuting to his tedious bank job in the 

city, as even with his unexpected inheritance, he still had a sizeable mortgage to 

service. He had been hoping to become financially independent and cease the daily 

grind to his dead-end job but his first literary efforts were yet to find a publisher. 

  

And then there were his new East Sussex neighbours. It had soon became 

apparent that even village residents of over ten years standing were still regarded as 

outsiders, and Perry would consider himself lucky if he received so much as a 

single nod of greeting during his daily walk to and from the local rail station. The 

situation became even more depressing when he realised that social standings in his 

village were determined by the type of car parked in the driveway and even on the 

size of the swimming pool in the back garden. 

  

Poor Perry, with his rusting, twenty year old Ford Capri and without so much as 

a bird bath on his “postage stamp” lawn, seemed to be a virtual pariah in an area 

where the local populace was composed largely of arrogant, contemptuous 

stockbrokers, merchant bankers and insurance millionaires. 

  

After a spending a miserable and isolated twelve months in his new home, Perry 

came to terms with the reality of his new situation. He had exchanged his 

anonymous and lonely bedsit in the east end of London, for an equally lonely, but 

overpriced cottage that was situated in the middle of a neighbourhood that was 

largely made up of supercilious and hypocritical snobs. 

  

This realisation led to the difficult and brave decision to cut his losses, to sell up 

and move out of the traffic-infested southeast for good. Rising house prices had 

enabled him to realise a small profit on the sale of his East Sussex home, and he 

bought a run down, but habitable mid-terraced cottage in the charming 

Northamptonshire village of Fawnhope. There was no mortgage, which was just as 

well, as he was now much too far away from London to continue his daily 

commute. 

  

It was all so refreshingly different up here in the East Midlands. He had been 

made welcome from the first day he had moved in, and no one seemed to care what 

car he owned. Indeed if anything, the rule of thumb in Fawnhope seemed to be that 

the richer you were, the more humble was your means of transport. It was almost 

inverse snobbery, but for Perry, with his beloved Ford Capri, it suited him just fine 

  

This time, he was sure he had made the right move. A national magazine had 

recently agreed to publish one of his articles, and as he no longer had a mortgage to 

service, he was hopeful he could build on this modest achievement, and somehow 

scratch out a new living as a writer.  

  



He thought that Fawnhope was every bit as picturesque as the village he had left 

behind in East Sussex. A narrow winding brook meandered down the length the 

village, dividing the main thoroughfare, and creating havoc with the postal 

authorities, as the road bore no name. Vast weeping willows, towering elms, 

sycamores and horse chestnuts bordered either side of the brook, and a series of 

freshly painted white bridges criss-crossed the water, enabling the people of 

Fawnhope go about their daily lives. 

  

Half way along Fawnhope’s nameless road was a ford, which was navigable for 

most of the year, but occasionally, a heavy rain storm would force all but the most 

foolhardy of drivers to take an alternative crossing, via one of the two serviceable 

road bridges. A colony of ducks, usually to be found paddling around in the ford’s 

environs, completed the idyllic village setting.  

  

Perry had just turned thirty-five, and at six feet two, he was a tall, slightly 

imposing figure. He knew that he could benefit from the loss a few pounds in 

weight, especially from his midriff, which was starting to show the signs of an over 

indulgence of “real ale” at the local hostelries. He had a full head of brown - almost 

blond - thick wavy hair, and while some might say he had rugged good looks, the 

reality was that his nose was a mite too large, and his lips were a little too thin to 

justify such a flattering description.  

  

Although possessing a reasonably confident demeanour - the result of a minor 

public school education - he always felt slightly uncomfortable amongst women, 

particularly those of his own generation. This was undoubtedly due to the 

prolonged effects of enforced separation from girls during his boarding school 

years - something from which he had never quite recovered. Perry’s shyness would 

also explain why, even though he was well past the age when most of his 

contemporaries had settled down with families, he was still searching for the one 

lasting relationship which would transform his life.  

  

He reflected ruefully that up to now, he had experienced little in the way of 

excitement or indeed, good fortune in his life. His career as a banker in the city had 

never really taken off, and now, after more than a year of trying, he had made little 

headway as a writer. Hardest of all, was his dismal record with the opposite sex. He 

was sufficiently honest with himself to accept that he wasn’t blessed with natural 

good looks, and given his excruciating shyness, he was fast reaching the conclusion 

that he would be condemned to a life of eternal bachelor-hood. 

  

Since his move to Fawnhope, he sensed that he was approaching an important 

crossroads in his life. Bert’s new next door neighbour, Suneenart - Sunny - had 

bought her bungalow a year ago, but for the nine months following her purchase, 

the property had remained unoccupied; except that is, for an occasional overnight 

stay by the new owner, who was supervising the refurbishment and the construction 

of a new extension.  

  



Perry had first noticed the slim, dark haired oriental beauty from a distance, and 

had been immediately captivated. He had learned from Bert that his new neighbour 

was indeed a very beautiful Thai woman in her early thirties and as far as he could 

tell, she had no romantic entanglements. Perry was greatly encouraged by this piece 

of intelligence, but he still fretted that somewhere along the line there must be a 

boyfriend who would one day appear – probably when Sunny eventually moved in 

- and then all his hopes would be dashed once again. Besides, what chance would 

he stand with such a beauty? Given his miserable record with women, he would be 

lucky if she so much as deigned to acknowledge his existence. 

  

He became obsessed with getting a rare glimpse of Sunny during her sporadic 

visits before she took up permanent residence, and he dreaded the day when she 

would arrive in the village with some handsome young man in tow. He had yet to 

be properly introduced to her, so whenever he spotted her taking one of her 

occasional wanders through the village, he had made a point of rushing out of his 

cottage and walking nonchalantly past, offering a friendly nod of greeting.  

  

On such occasions, he found that everything that she had appeared to be from 

afar was more than confirmed when he saw her at close quarters. She certainly was 

an exquisite creature: she had a perfectly formed, slightly oval face, with an 

unusually pale and unblemished complexion, and he thought that her petite Asian 

figure was incredibly alluring. She was always immaculately dressed - whether it 

was in one of her close fitting pastel tops, with a matching, short skirt, that showed 

her perfectly shaped, slender legs off to perfection - or in one of her eastern style 

sarongs, which seemed to fit her oriental figure like a glove. But most rewarding of 

all was the return smile that seemed to light up her whole being, whenever Perry 

successfully attracted her attention. 

  

* 

  

He had truly thought that his destiny was on an upward spiral when soon after 

Sunny had finally made Fawnhope her home, he received a formal written 

invitation to her “house blessing”. He hadn’t a clue what a “house blessing” may 

entail, but he assumed that it must be some kind of house welcoming party, 

although the unusual time of nine in the morning did have him scratching his head. 

  

As with most good things that happened to him in Fawnhope, he had Bert to 

thank for his invitation.  Bert and Mabel had befriended Sunny almost from the first 

day that she had bought the bungalow; and initially, they were going to be the only 

westerners who were privileged to attend the ‘blessing’ ceremony. Sunny had 

decided that Bert and his wife must be invited, as they had been so helpful in 

getting her settled in. Bert had even acted as caretaker of her property during her 

many absences. But wily old Bert, keen to encourage Perry’s fascination with his 

new neighbour, had managed to wangle an invitation for his young friend. He 

persuaded Sunny that she would be doing him an enormous favour if she would 

agree to invite a lonely young writer in the village who was desperate to learn more 

about Thai culture. 



  

Perry had not known what to expect when he had arrived at Sunny’s new home 

for the house blessing on the appointed Sunday. It was a beautiful late summer 

morning, which, Perry mused, must have been ordained by the Gods for such an 

auspicious occasion. A note on the front door directed him along the driveway, 

which was packed with cars, to the back garden, where he found Bert and Mabel, 

surrounded by a large crowd of Thais.  

  

His two neighbours looked so conspicuous. Dressed formally in their English 

“Sunday best”, they stood out amongst the other guests, who were almost half their 

size, and looked more comfortable on this hot September day. The men wore light, 

tropical safari suits, and the women were in their traditional, full-length, close 

fitting silk skirts. Perry also felt a little out of place in his blue blazer and beige 

trousers, but at least he had had the good sense not to wear a tie. 

  

He detected the unmistakable aroma of Asian cooking, which wafted across the 

lawn from a barbeque that had been set up outside the rear door of the bungalow 

and was about to wander over and investigate, when Bert, noticing his arrival, 

managed to commandeer Sunny and escorted her over to where he was standing. 

She was wearing a traditional Thai silk costume, with a long, close fitting purple 

sarong, and Perry felt his heart jump a beat when at long last, he was finally 

introduced to the lady of his dreams. 

  

‘Hello, Perry,’ Sunny said, in almost flawless English. ‘I’ve been hearing a lot 

about you. I gather you are a writer.’ 

  

‘Well… er… yes... er… I suppose I am,’ Perry replied nervously. 

  

‘That is really interesting. What have you written? Anything famous?’ she asked, 

with a hint of laughter in her voice.   

  

‘No – not really – you see I’ve… I’ve only just started writing…’ 

  

‘I know that, Perry,’ she said softly, ‘Bert told me, I was just teasing you.’ 

  

Sunny produced one of her most winning smiles, and suddenly Perry relaxed, 

and his nervousness seemed to vanish. ‘So how are you settling in here – in 

Fawnhope? I imagine it’s a bit different to Thailand, isn’t it?’ he asked. 

 

‘It certainly is, Perry, and it’s also very different to London, don’t you think.’ 

  

‘London? Why yes, I suppose it is. But how…how did you know that I used to 

live in London?’ he asked, puzzled. 

  

‘You? Live in London? Oh I wasn’t talking about you, Perry, I was talking about 

myself – I had a house in West Kensington. Do you also come from London? How 

interesting. May I enquire which area?’ 



  

Perry’s embarrassment returned. Now he was going to have to tell her that he 

lived in a rented bedsit in a rough area of the East End - a far cry from the 

fashionable, up-market area that Sunny had obviously graced. But he was saved by 

a shout from the nearby kitchen which immediately distracted Sunny’s attention.  

  

‘Excuse me Perry; we have to go inside the house now. The ceremony is about to 

begin.’  

  

Sunny scurried off and he was to have no further opportunity for conversation 

with his hostess. The guests started to saunter into the house through the back door, 

and the sight of everyone carefully removing their foot-ware before entering the 

house bemused him. Bert caught up in time to indicate that they should follow suit.  

  

‘It’s a Thai custom,’ Bert explained, with the knowing air of someone who was 

conversant with all aspects Thai culture. ‘They never wear shoes indoors – they 

carry too much dirt.’ 

  

Perry did as he was told, and began to understand why Sunny didn’t want her 

floors soiled by exterior footwear. The house was immaculate - it looked so clean 

and tidy. The hallway was covered with a deep piled, exotic-looking carpet and as 

he was led into the spacious lounge, he was struck by the magnificent and highly 

polished, wooden parquet floor. He had barely taken in his new surroundings, when 

his attention was drawn to five, saffron-robed, figures who were sitting cross-

legged on the floor, underneath the front window. Each of the shaven-headed 

monks had their own individual cushion to sit on, and they held large bamboo fans 

in front of them, which obscured their faces. 

  

The guests were also seated cross-legged on the floor, facing the line of Buddhist 

monks, and Perry grimly realised that he would have to follow suit. He slowly and 

painfully eased himself down into the lotus position. Then Sunny, as the house 

owner, commenced the proceedings by praying alone, and after a couple of 

minutes; her guests started to join her in the strange, monotonous chanting. It 

seemed to go on and on, and when at long last, the ceremony seemed to draw to a 

close, Perry was dismayed to find that no sooner had the guests lapsed into silence, 

than the saffron-robed monks started up their own soporific intonations.  

  

His crossed legs were screaming out in agony and he desperately hung on for 

what seemed to be an eternity. To his immense relief, just when he thought that he 

couldn’t remain squatting any longer, the five holy men rose from the floor. The 

guests, including a much relieved Perry, followed suit.  

  

The monks walked slowly to the front window, where the head monk took a 

white sticky substance from a small packet, and made five marks, high up on the 

wall, above the curtain rail. They continued to chant as they moved throughout the 

house and made similar marks, high on a wall, in each room. When the whole 



bungalow was appropriately daubed with the “good-luck” symbols, the monks 

returned to the lounge where they resumed their seats below the front window.  

  

‘Oh no, not more praying,’ Perry thought, dreading the thought of having to 

squeeze his traumatised knees back into the cross-legged position. But to his relief, 

some of the guests who had earlier slipped away to the kitchen to make some 

finishing touches to the food buffet, now reappeared; and with much bowing and 

wai-ing, they invited the monks to follow them and take their food.  

  

Bert was on hand to explain. ‘The blessing ceremony is over.’ 

  

‘Thank God for that!’ exclaimed Perry. ‘What on earth was all that chanting 

about – I thought for a moment that they were all going into a trance. It was so 

weird – what sort of language were they praying in? It didn’t sound like Thai.’ 

  

‘Shsh… not so loud. You’re quite right; it wasn’t Thai, even though they’re from 

Thailand. They pray in an ancient Pali tongue – it’s the language of the Buddhists 

of India - a sort of Sanskrit. All Buddhists use that language when they’re praying 

and meditating.’ 

  

‘If it had gone on much longer, I think my kneecaps would have exploded. What 

happens now?’ 

  

‘The monks have to be fed. They must start eating before eleven o’clock in the 

morning.’ 

  

‘What happens if they don’t? Perry asked. 

  

‘It’s the rules. Once it’s gone past eleven, they can’t eat again until the following 

morning. They’re only allowed one meal a day, you know.’ 

  

‘What do they do for the rest of the day?’ 

  

‘I don’t know,’ Bert had responded with a slight hint of irritation, ‘meditate, I 

suppose.’      

  

‘I thought you knew it all,’ Perry whispered.   

  

‘Only what Sunny chooses to tell me,’ said Bert. 

  

The monks hungrily filled their bowls from the incredible array of Thai food that 

had been laid out on the kitchen table, before returning once again to their positions 

in the lounge to eat. The guests were then invited to help themselves, and as he 

joined the queue, Perry met a number of Thais who spoke English almost as well as 

Sunny; he learned that they had all contributed to the feast by bringing their own 

home cooked delicacies. 

  



Perry was sure that he had never tasted such delicious food in his life. There was 

such a riot of flavours: mild curries; hot curries; salads with chillies so spicy that 

they brought tears to his eyes; and grilled chicken and pork, marinated in exotic 

eastern sauces that would undoubtedly have put the most ambitious of English 

barbeques to shame. If he had needed any convincing, he now knew for sure that 

the Thais certainly knew how to cook. 

 

As they all settled down to eat, Perry decided to put his plate down for a moment 

and have a quick walk around and take a closer look at Sunny’s home. The 

bungalow was quite large, with four good-sized bedrooms, a splendidly equipped, 

kitchen-diner, an extremely spacious lounge, and a modern hi-tech study cum 

office, crammed with the latest computer equipment and peripherals.  

  

The piece de resistance as far as Perry was concerned, was the indoor tropical 

garden, which Sunny had set up in the new conservatory that she had built at the 

back of the lounge. Her home seemed to have been transplanted from Thailand, 

decorated, as it was with oriental paintings, wooden carvings, and ancient Buddha 

images, along with a riot of pot plants containing exotic, vivid blooms. ‘It’s all 

been so tastefully done,’ he mused. ‘No wonder she spent nine months preparing 

everything before she moved in.’ 

   

‘It’s a very nice home isn’t it?’ said an elderly Thai, who was also taking a 

clandestine look around the house. 

   

Perry looked at the man inquisitively. ‘Yes it is. I do hope Sunny doesn’t mind – 

us looking around like this,’ he said apologetically. 

   

‘I’m sure Sunny has no objections to our little snoop. Fun, isn’t it?’ 

   

‘I…suppose…it is. I’m sorry, we haven’t been introduced, I’m Perry. I live in 

the village – I’m one of Sunny’s neighbours.’ 

   

‘Yes, I heard about you from Mr Bert. He said that you are an author?’ 

   

‘Well…sort of…Mr…’ 

‘You can call me Thamon; I’m an old family friend.’ 

   

‘So you live in England?’ 

     

‘Yes, I do now. I have a place in London. I’ve been here for about five years.’ 

   

‘If you don’t mind me saying, your English is very good.’ 

   

‘Thank you, but it should be. You see when I was a child I was sent to school in 

England.’ 

   

‘Like Sunny?’ 



   

‘Yes, just like Sunny. 

   

‘That accounts for it. Mr Thamon, tell me if I’m being too personal– but isn’t it a 

bit odd, for a person at your time of life to come and live in England?’ 

   

‘I don’t mind you asking. The truth is I didn’t have much choice. I was – how 

you say – exiled from my own country.’ 

   

‘Exiled from Thailand! My God, what on earth for?’ asked Perry, shocked. 

   

‘It’s a bit complicated.’ 

   

‘You’re not…a …criminal…are you?’ 

   

‘It depends what you mean by criminal. No, I’m certainly not a criminal in the 

conventional sense. I used to be in the army. I was a general.’ 

   

‘I don’t understand. Why on earth would a general be exiled from his own 

country?’ 

   

‘You obviously don’t know much about Thailand, Mr Perry. Thailand can be a 

very lawless country – we don’t have true democracy, like you do in England. We 

are still learning, and sometimes the government becomes very corrupt. So every 

now and then, when the army sees that the situation is getting out of hand they try 

to step in, and put things right.’ 

   

You mean – like a coup d’état?’ 

   

‘That’s exactly what I mean. Five years ago, I decided that I had to do something 

about the government of the day – but I underestimated the opposition – and was 

arrested. At first, they wanted to put me on trial for treason, but we reached a 

compromise and I agreed to leave the country.’ 

   

‘Phew that’s quite some story. Thais seem to be such gentle people – I just can’t 

imagine that their country can be so… so…violent.’ 

   

‘When you have a chance, you should ask Sunny about Thailand. It is true that in 

many ways the Thai people are very gentle and kind – after all, they are Buddhists. 

But there is also a dark side to Thailand. There is terrible corruption and 

exploitation of the poor. Murder is a daily occurrence, and the drug trade pervades 

every level of society. I love my country – it is a beautiful place, but it can also be 

so terrible. We have a long way to go before we are as civilised as you English.’ 

   

‘I’m not sure that we’re that civilised,’ said Perry. ‘We have the same sort of 

problems in England – corruption, murders, and drugs. I doubt that we’re much 

better really.’ 



   

‘Believe me, Mr Perry, there’s a very big difference between Thailand and 

England. You don’t know how lucky you are, especially here in this lovely, 

peaceful village of Fawnhope. You are so insulated from the violence and evils of 

the outside world. 

   

‘You may be right. Sometimes I think that Fawnhope is almost too law abiding. 

Certainly nothing exciting ever seems to happen around here. But don’t you miss 

Thailand? It must be dreadful - never being allowed to go back home again?’ 

   

‘Yes, I miss Thailand very much. One day, maybe the authorities will change 

their mind and let me return. In the meantime, I remain a guest in your gracious 

country.’ 

   

‘Gracious? I would hardly call it that,’ said Perry, bewildered by all this talk of 

lawless Thailand, coup d’états, and the like. ‘Mr Thamon, it has been most 

interesting talking with you, but don’t you think we’d better go back and eat, before 

it’s all gone?’    

   

By the time Perry finally settled back down with his plate of food, the monks had 

finished their meal, and started making ready to depart. ‘I suppose they’re anxious 

to return to their temple in Hertfordshire and get back to more meditating. Too 

many temptations of the flesh around here, I would think,’ he muttered under his 

breath. 

   

‘Come on Perry, eat up, put your plate in the kitchen and join us outside to wish 

the monks a safe journey,’ said Sunny, who came up behind him unexpectedly. 

   

‘Oh, Sunny…why yes… of course,’ he stammered with embarrassment, as he 

jumped up quickly with his mouth still full, and did as he was told. 

  

Once the monks had departed, the festivities seemed to reach a natural 

conclusion, and the guests decided it was time for them to bid their own farewells. 

Many had long trips to make back to their homes around the country and within a 

short space of time the last of them were climbing into their cars and waving 

goodbye. Perry, together with Bert and Mabel reluctantly made their way on foot 

down Sunny’s driveway, as they followed the final car out into the main village 

road.  

  

‘That was quite something, Bert, I really enjoyed it. Thanks for arranging to have 

me invited,’ Perry said. 

  

‘You’re welcome, young man. But I must say I didn’t see you spend much time 

pressing your case with the lovely Sunny. What happened? A cat got your tongue?’ 

  

‘I…I didn’t really have much opportunity. At first she was too busy with the 

ceremony – the praying and all that – and then she was preoccupied with all her 



guests. I couldn’t really interrupt when she was talking, could I? After all, many of 

them travelled a long way to be here.’ 

  

‘Perry, you’ll have to learn to be a bit more assertive. I arranged the introduction, 

didn’t I?’ 

  

He nodded. 

  

‘The rest was up to you.’ 

  

‘Well it’s too late now. Anyway, I’m sure I’ll see her around the village.’ 

  

They went their separate ways, and Perry thought back on his pleasant morning 

spent with a charming group of people who were so far from their homeland but 

seemed perfectly comfortable in what for them must be a very strange country. 

  

And then there was Sunny. She had obviously done her utmost to create a little 

bit of the Orient at her charming bungalow in Fawnhope, and Perry was almost as 

captivated by her unusual and beautiful home, as he was by its fascinating and 

desirable owner. 

  

* 

  

He could hardly contain himself during the days leading up to Sunny’s house 

warming party on the coming Saturday, and he immersed himself in his much 

delayed decorating project with renewed vigour. He even succeeded in completing 

his bedroom. ‘Only four more rooms to go and I’ll have a house worthy for visitors, 

and who knows - maybe even one of the female variety,’ he said to himself, with a 

little chuckle. 

  

He had not seen Sunny since the memorable Sunday of the house blessing, and 

as the days went by without any sign of her presence in the village, he found 

himself becoming more and more depressed. He was pining over the loss of a 

relationship which, if he was honest, had never really got off the ground. He kept 

thinking that maybe he should have behaved differently, and been bolder in 

pushing himself forward when he was introduced to Sunny at her house. But that 

wasn’t his style, and it wasn’t the right time; after all, Sunny was totally 

preoccupied with her house blessing ceremony. He had been on the point of despair 

when Bert’s invitation had unexpectedly arrived. 

  

On the appointed evening, so eager was he to renew his acquaintance, that when 

he arrived on Sunny’s doorstep, panic suddenly set in. He anxiously wondered 

whether he had come too early but was relieved beyond measure when the door 

opened and dear old Daisy, Sunny’s next door neighbour appeared. 

  



‘Oh, It’s you young man,’ said Daisy, with surprise. ‘Well come on in then, and 

make sure you leave your dirty shoes at the front door. Sunny doesn’t want any 

mess on her lovely carpets, does she?’  

  

He slipped off his shoes and as he entered the lounge he found that this time, 

unlike his previous visit, the guests were all English. He recognised Fred and 

Bessie, the husband and wife team who ran the village store, as well as several 

other acquaintances from around the village. 

  

‘Perry,’ said Sunny, ‘I’m so glad you could make it, we’ve been talking about 

you.’ 

  

For the second time in as many encounters, Perry turned a bright shade of red. 

‘Talking about me? Why ever would you want to do that?’ 

  

‘We were wondering if you were courting,’ said Daisy, in a forthright manner 

that only the elderly seem to carry off with such impunity. ‘It’s about time that you 

settled down with a family, young man.’ 

  

Perry’s shade of red deepened still further. ‘Courting? … Married? … Me? … 

Not a chance!’ 

  

‘Why ever not, Perry?’ asked Sunny, with a hint of playfulness. ‘You must be 

the most eligible bachelor in Fawnhope, from what my new neighbours have been 

telling me.’ 

  

If he had been alone with Sunny, he might have been prepared to continue this 

line of conversation but he was completely tongue-tied when he realised he had 

become the centre of attention amongst his fellow villagers. To his immense relief 

before he suffered further embarrassment, the doorbell rang to announce the arrival 

of yet more guests, including the irrepressible Bert, who came bounding in and 

immediately became the new focus of attention.  

  

‘It looks as though you’ve got half of Fawnhope in your lounge, Sunny,’ said 

Bert. ‘Maybe I can call a meeting of the neighbourhood watch between dinner 

courses,’ he joked. 

  

‘You and your precious neighbourhood watch,’ chipped in Fred, the village shop 

proprietor. ‘Anyone would think we’ve got a crime wave raging around here. Do 

you know something? I can’t remember the last time when we had so much as a 

petty burglary in the village. This is a crime-free zone around here, Sunny, so I can 

assure you that your beautiful house is perfectly safe.’ 

  

‘That’s all thanks to my neighbourhood watch patrol,’ insisted Bert. ‘No burglar 

would dare to put a step inside Fawnhope.’  

  



‘I’m sure that I am very safe in your wonderful village, Fred.’ said Sunny. ‘And 

it’s no doubt thanks to the law abiding, and - how do you say - upright citizens who 

live here. Not forgetting of course, that Bert runs such a wonderful neighbourhood 

watch scheme.’ 

  

‘What a diplomat!’ exclaimed Bert. ‘Now I’m beginning to understand your 

claim that all Thais are born negotiators. What was it you were telling me the other 

day? That Thailand is the only country in South East Asia that has never been 

colonised?’ 

  

‘Yes, that’s right Bert. We always find a way to persuade our enemies that it is 

better to talk to us rather than fight us.’ 

 

The banter continued, and the heady mix of fine wine, exotic Thai delicacies and 

charming company made the evening pass quickly. It was approaching ten o’clock, 

and Perry was wondering if Sunny’s guests might soon start to drift homewards, at 

which point he hoped he would find an opportunity to engage her in conversation 

alone. It would be the perfect time to try and develop the relationship further.  

  

But he was to be disappointed yet again, as almost on the stroke of ten, the 

telephone rang, and Sunny excused herself to rush off and take the call in the study. 

Upon her return, she made an unexpected announcement to her guests. ‘I’m terribly 

sorry everyone, but I’m afraid that in a short while I’m going to have to bid you all 

goodnight.’ 

  

‘What on earth do you mean, my dear?’ Daisy expostulated. You can’t be serious 

– the party is only just starting to warm up!’ 

  

‘Sunny’s joking. You are joking aren’t you?’ Bert insisted, with a look of 

puzzlement in his eyes. 

  

‘No, I am serious. I’m really sorry, but I just received an urgent phone call. 

Something’s come up, and I have to rise very early tomorrow morning and drive to 

London. But don’t let me stop you enjoying the party. As you can see, there’s 

plenty of food and drink, so you can stay as long as you like, and enjoy yourself. 

You won’t bother me.’ 

  

‘But … what are you going to do?’ asked Perry, and immediately felt foolish. 

  

‘Me, Perry? I’m going to bed of course. I have to have my beauty sleep you 

know,’ she answered in that soft, slightly frivolous manner that Perry was starting 

to recognise. 

  

‘We couldn’t possibly stay if you have to go to bed my dear,’ chipped in Mabel. 

It wouldn’t be right.’ 

  



‘Can’t we persuade you to stay up for another hour or so?’ said a voice from the 

corner of the lounge. 

  

‘No, I must retire. After all, I’m sure you wouldn’t want me to fall asleep on the 

way to London and have a nasty accident, would you?’ 

  

There was general agreement that that wouldn’t be a very good idea, so in the 

face of Sunny’s determination, the consensus was that they all had no choice but to 

call it a night. 

  

‘We couldn’t possibly stay, if you’re going to bed’ Bessie told her. ‘We don’t do 

that sort of thing in Fawnhope.’ She turned to face the guests, ‘Well, everyone, it 

looks like it’s time to go home. Sunny needs her beauty sleep – and I think you do 

as well, Daisy.’  

  

Perry reluctantly joined the rest of the guests, as they made their way towards the 

front door. ‘Only Sunny could succeed in manipulating party guests in such a way,’ 

he said to himself. He had been seriously contemplating the notion of staying 

behind for a few minutes after the others had gone, but lacked the courage to do put 

the plan into action, so he fell into line and made his farewells.  

  

‘Thank you so much for an enjoyable evening, Sunny. You have a beautiful 

home, and I hope you will be very happy here in Fawnhope,’ he said to her as he 

walked out onto the front door step. 

  

‘Thank you for your kind compliments,’ Sunny replied, in her soft, musical 

voice. ‘I’m sure that I will be happy here, Perry. Fawnhope is so different to the 

places where I used to live –firstly in Bangkok, and then for many years in London. 

I always dreamt of having a home in the countryside – somewhere that I can find 

peace and solitude. I love to be alone you see, and I think Fawnhope is the perfect 

place. I really believe I can have my own space here.’ 

  

‘Surely you don’t want to be alone all the time?’ protested Perry. ‘If that was 

true, you wouldn’t have thrown this lovely party.’ 

  

‘No, not all the time,’ agreed Sunny with her infectious smile. ‘But most of the 

time,’ she added gravely, as she left him to escort the ancient Daisy down the path 

to her front gate, effectively putting an end to the longest conversation Perry had 

yet managed with this fascinating woman – a woman with whom he had now 

become utterly entranced.  

  

‘How about a nightcap then, Perry?’ asked Bert, when they as they met up 

outside Sunny’s front gate. 

   

‘Sounds good to me - where do you suggest?’ responded Perry eagerly. 

  



‘I was hoping that you might buy me a pint in The Royal Oak. There’s still over 

half an hour to closing time, if we get our skates on.’  

  

‘You’re on, let’s go. I need a shoulder to cry on, so it might as well be yours.’ 

  

* 

  

  

‘Honestly, Bert, It’s no use - I think I’d better give up,’ said Perry mournfully, as 

he downed most of his beer in a single gulp. 

  

‘You’re not much of a fighter, are you? No wonder you’ve never been married. 

You’re too timid by half. You’ve must assert yourself, and show Sunny what a nice 

young man you are,’ insisted Bert in his usual, ebullient manner.    

  

‘How on earth can I assert myself, and at the same time show her what a “nice 

young man I am”? Let’s face it Bert, it’s just not going to happen. If Sunny was the 

slightest bit interested in me, she would have found an opportunity to spend a little 

more time chatting and getting to know me by now. I’ve been to two parties at her 

house - thanks to you - but to Sunny I’m just another neighbour. You heard her. 

She wants to be alone – to have some solitude. So she certainly doesn’t want me 

barging into her life. It’s a crying shame that anyone as beautiful as her just wants 

to be alone.  I admit defeat.’ 

   

You’re jumping the gun a bit Perry, and I think you’ll regret it.’ 

  

‘Yeah, well. I’ll get over it,’ Perry mumbled as he swiftly drank what remained 

of his pint of bitter. 

  

‘I’m not convinced you’re doing the right thing,’ Bert said, and was about offer 

further advice when they were interrupted by a shout across the bar from the pub’s 

genial landlord.  

  

‘Hey Bert, there’s somebody on the phone for you.’ 

  

‘Who an earth can that be at this time of night? I hope it’s not Mabel, she knows 

it’s not closing time yet,’ said Bert as he took the receiver.  

  

‘Why on earth don’t Bert ‘ave a mobile phone like everyone else?’ the publican 

complained to Perry. 

  

‘He does, but as usual, the battery is flat. He can’t seem to get it into his head 

that mobiles need recharging once in a while if they’re going to work properly.’ 

  

‘He’s a pain in the ‘arse; this ain’t the first time I’ve ‘ad to act as his secretary,’ 

the publican continued. ‘What’s ‘e got a mobile for, if ‘e never uses it?’ 

  



‘Apparently the local constabulary in Ousby told him that he would have to get a 

mobile phone if he wanted to run an efficient neighbourhood watch scheme in 

Fawnhope,’ explained Perry. 

  

‘Warl, that’s a joke that be,’ said the landlord. ‘’Arf o’ Fawnhope cain’t get no 

mobile signal anyway, so what’s the use o’ that?’ 

   

‘Precisely. What with a patchy signal and Bert’s phone having a permanent flat 

battery – there hardly seems to be any point. But there again – he only needs it 

when he’s away from home. When he’s indoors, he can be contacted on his house 

phone.’ 

   

‘Or on my phone, when he’s down at the Royal Oak!’ the landlord added, with a 

scowl. 

   

‘Are you complaining again, Fred?’ shouted Bert, as he slammed down the 

receiver. ‘Come on Perry we have to go!’ 

   

‘Why? What’s happened, Bert?’ 

   

‘That was Inspector Tobing, from Ousby police station. There’s been a murder 

and they need to speak to Sunny urgently.’ 

   

Perry’s heart skipped a beat. ‘Sunny – urgently – murder!’ Why, what’s she 

done? I don’t understand. Why did the police call you, if they want to speak to her? 

   

‘Come on, let’s get back over to her house. I’ll tell you when we’re there – you 

know how I hate explaining things more than once.’ 



CHAPTER TWO 

  

   

Perry sat in the back seat of Bert's ageing Jaguar, ruefully considering the irony 

of his current situation. The fates had once more thrown him together with the girl 

of his dreams, but yet again she was too preoccupied with other, more important 

matters to take notice of his rather pathetic attempts to strike up a meaningful 

conversation. 

   

Bert hadn’t spoken during the short walk from The Royal Oak back to Sunny’s 

house, as he didn’t want to “repeat himself”, so Perry had to be patient and await 

Sunny’s appearance before he could find out what this murder business was all 

about. 

  

Sunny had obviously been fast asleep when the constant banging and ringing at 

her front door finally roused her. When she opened the door, Perry thought that her 

dishevelled appearance made her look more desirable than ever: her long hair was 

tangled, there was sleep in her eyes and she was wearing a creased, short silk 

kimono. 

  

‘Sunny, you better get dressed!’ Bert barked. ‘The police want you urgently at 

Ousby station.’ 

   

She just stared back at Bert and Perry.  

   

‘There’s been a murder, Sunny – over at Willowbridge,’ Bert said. 

   

‘A murder, Bert? What has a murder in Willowbridge got to do with me?’ 

   

‘Nothing. It’s got nothing to do with you. But Inspector Tobing, over at Ousby 

Police station, has asked if you could go down and see him urgently. Apparently 

they found a young lady at the scene of the murder, but she just mumbles in a 

strange language, and won’t respond to their questioning.’ 

   

‘I’m sorry, Bert, but I’m not with you. How can I help?’ 

   

‘Oh, didn’t I say? Apparently, the lady is from Thailand, and they assume that 

she was speaking in Thai. He has asked if you could go and translate.’  

   

Bert’s explanation seemed to goad Sunny into sudden action. ‘You better wait in 

the kitchen, I won’t be long,’ she said before vanishing back into her bedroom. She 

reappeared in less than ten minutes, looking incredibly well groomed, and Perry 

could only marvel at how quickly Sunny had transformed herself. She was now 

dressed immaculately in denim jeans and a stylish, long-sleeved T-Shirt. 

  

Minutes later, they were speeding along the narrow road into Ousby, with Sunny 

ensconced beside Bert in the front, and Perry alone in the rear, desperately trying to 



take in their conversation above the roar of Bert’s ageing Jaguar. ‘A middle aged 

Englishman was found lying in a pool of blood - just inside the front door of his 

home in Willowbridge  - and the Thai woman, who was probably his wife, was 

sitting in the kitchen, apparently in a state of shock,’ Bert told them. 

   

‘How was the body discovered?’ Perry asked. ‘Was the front door open?’ 

   

‘It’s a bit grizzlier than that. One of the next door neighbours was curious, as she 

hadn’t seen them all day, even though the car was parked as usual in the driveway. 

So she was having a bit of a nose around when she noticed that the newspapers 

were still sticking out of the mailbox in the front porch. She went up the pathway to 

investigate further, and spotted a trail of blood seeping under the front door.’ 

   

‘My God!’ Perry exclaimed. ‘That must have been a bit of a shock.’ 

   

‘It certainly was,’ Bert continued. She almost fainted; then, as soon as she 

recovered, she went screaming back to her house, where her husband phoned the 

police.’ 

   

Sunny, who had remained very quiet since she had got into the car, asked, ‘Bert, 

you told me that the police have requested that I translate for them?’ 

   

Bert nodded. 

   

‘But how did they know that I was living in the village? And even assuming that 

they did know – why didn’t they call me directly, rather than asking you to come 

and get me?’ 

   

‘Yes, Bert,’ added Perry, ‘are you sure you didn’t sort of volunteer her?’ 

   

‘To be honest with you, Sunny, as head of the neighbourhood watch, I could 

have volunteered you, as Perry has just suggested, but I didn’t. No, Inspector 

Tobing already knew about your existence in the village, as I had reported your 

arrival in one of my watch patrol reports. I happened to mention that we had a new 

resident in the village who came from Thailand, and the Inspector remembered this 

when the murder was reported to him earlier this evening. He didn’t know your 

name or phone number so he called me and asked me to make contact with you,’  

   

By this time they had pulled up outside Ousby police station and with great 

bravura, Bert led the way up the front steps. 

   

‘We have an appointment with inspector Tobing,’ Bert announced to the desk 

sergeant. I’m Egbert Allwinkle, head of Fawnhope Neighbourhood Watch. 

   

Egbert Allwinkle? Perry grinned to himself as the sergeant immediately took the 

three of them into an office at the back of the station. He had never heard Bert’s full 

name mentioned before, and now he knew why. 



   

Inspector Tobing was of medium height and looked to be in his late fifties. He 

was wearing a frayed, light brown sports jacket, with home-made leather patches at 

the elbows, and an ill-fitting pair of baggy grey trousers which had also seen better 

days. His trousers were held up by a pair of old fashioned, yellow braces and were 

slightly at ‘half-mast’, revealing a scuffed pair of brown suede shoes. His swarthy, 

weather- beaten face, and rather rotund figure, emanated an overall impression of 

placid geniality, which seemed to be at odds with his position as the ranking 

detective for the region.  

  

In truth, if Perry had been told that the person who now rose from his desk to 

meet them was in fact the local village constable, he would have considered that the 

gentleman fitted the role to a tee, but a Detective Inspector? Surely not! 

Nevertheless, in spite of outward appearances, he was indeed a fully-fledged 

Detective Inspector, and DI Tobing wasn’t quite the slow thinking rustic that many 

imagined him to be.  

   

‘Good evening, good evening, gentlemen, and – er - miss. Please sit down. 

Please sit down,’ rambled the inspector with his customary diffidence. ‘What a 

most distressing business this is, yes most distressing. And I can’t thank you 

enough… er…young lady for coming out to see me at this late hour.’ 

   

Inspector Tobing, this is Sunny, the Thai lady I was telling you about. And this is 

Perry Woodthorne, her…’ 

   

‘Oh I’m just here to give some moral support,’ interjected Perry, concerned that 

Bert was about to say something that would embarrass him. 

   

‘Well, I’m very pleased to meet you both. Now miss… er… Sunny…?’ 

   

‘My name is Suneenart Navadee, Inspector, but by all means call me Sunny. 

What can I do to help? I understand you’re holding a fellow countrywoman of 

mine, and that you need some assistance in questioning her.’ 

   

The inspector gave Sunny a warm smile, obviously appreciative of her quick 

grasp of the situation. ‘Yes Miss Sunny, that’s about the picture, as I see it. We’ve 

got a young lady who looks to be in her late twenties in the interview room who, 

we understand, is from Thailand - but we can’t seem to get any sense out of her. 

We’re pretty sure she speaks at least some English, as she’s been living here for 

quite a while, and we know that she was married to the deceased, a Mr Jack 

Johnson, an Englishman in his early sixties.’ 

   

‘That quite an age gap,’ Perry thought, ‘maybe she knocked him off for his 

money.’ 

   

‘Inspector,’ said Sunny. ‘Do you think that the woman killed her husband?’ 

   



‘Well…er… Sunny, it’s certainly looking that way, but until we can get her to 

say something, we can’t be completely sure what happened. And we also need to 

await the result of forensics.’ 

   

‘Forensics? What’s forensics got to do with it?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘You may well ask young man, and I’ll tell you, if you’ll just be patient for a 

moment. Sunny, do you understand what we mean by forensics?’ 

   

‘I assume you mean forensic science, inspector, and in this particular case, I 

assume you are talking about a laboratory examination of certain items that you 

have found at the scene of the crime.’ 

   

‘My God, she’s a bloody genius,’ thought Perry.  

  

The inspector replied, ‘I couldn’t have put it better myself, Sunny. In particular, 

we are examining a large stone pestle that the young lady was holding in her hand 

when we found her. The poor man’s head was crushed in something awful, and the 

pestle would appear to be a very strong contender as the murder weapon. It seemed 

to have been washed clean, but we’ll see what the lab boys come up with.’   

   

‘Inspector,’ said Sunny, ‘if the woman hasn’t actually said anything, how can 

you be so sure that she is Thai?’ 

   

Tobing opened his desk drawer and produced a brown coloured passport, which 

he handed to Sunny. ‘We found this in her handbag.’ 

  

Sunny opened the passport, and spent some time slowly leafing through the 

document. She studied the pages intently, before handing it back to the inspector. 

   

‘Her name is Jintana Boonsombat, but in England she is probably known as Jin 

for short. And she is from the North East of Thailand, from an area we call Issan. 

She is an Issan girl.’     

   

‘What’s that supposed to mean? Does it have any significance if she is from – 

how do you say? - Issan?’ Perry asked. 

   

‘That’s right Perry, Iss-an. I don’t know if it means anything. Most Issan people 

are very poor, and many of the Issan girls are forced to leave the North East and 

seek work elsewhere in the country to support their destitute families.’ 

   

‘And I suppose many of them end up as prostitutes?’ asked the inspector, in a 

matter of fact tone. 

   

‘Yes Inspector, that’s exactly what happens to many of them - but certainly not 

all of them, so we mustn’t jump to conclusions, must we?’  

   



‘No Sunny, we certainly mustn’t do that. This is a murder enquiry and we will 

proceed with due care. Now if you’re ready, I’d like you to accompany me to the 

interview room and let’s see if you can manage to persuade the young lady to say 

something in her own tongue.’ 

  

* 

  

   

The large interview room was almost bereft of furniture, and the stark, dirty 

interior added to a general feeling of gloom. A solitary wooden table had been set 

in the middle of the room and the small figure of a woman was slouched in one of 

three chairs, which had been placed around it. The woman’s head was resting on 

the table, cradled in her arms, and when Sunny and the Inspector entered the room, 

she thought that the woman was sleeping. But as they approached the table, the 

woman’s body suddenly shook with a heart-rending shudder, and Sunny realised 

that the person they had come to question was in a state of inconsolable grief. 

   

‘Hello Jintana,’ Sunny said to her in Thai. ‘I am Suneenart, and I’m here to help 

you.’ 

   

At first, there was no noticeable response, but when Sunny repeated her offer of 

help, Jin slowly lifted her head up from the table and looked into Sunny’s eyes. Her 

skin was much darker than Sunny’s, and she was several inches shorter. But in spite 

of her tear stained face, unkempt appearance, and obvious emotional distress, 

Sunny saw that she was an attractive young lady. 

   

‘You cannot help me,’ Jin finally replied, in what Sunny immediately recognised 

as a North Eastern Thailand dialect. ‘I have killed my husband, and no one can help 

me.’ 

   

‘Jintana, think carefully what you are saying,’ Sunny cautioned. ‘I want to help 

you, but I must also translate everything you say to this policeman. Now, I beg you, 

tell me exactly what happened.’ 

   

‘I killed him! I killed Jack! And now I must be punished. You can tell them. Tell 

that policeman that I killed my husband.’ 

   

‘What is she saying, Sunny?’ the inspector enquired. 

   

‘Please, Inspector Tobing. Please just give me a minute and I will translate for 

you,’ said Sunny, as she turned her attention once more to the grief stricken girl. 

   

‘Jintana, I understand you are very upset. But you must explain why you killed 

him. Did he attack you? Was he very bad to you?’ 

   



‘No! No! Jack was a good man. He never did anything wrong. He loved me,’ Jin 

protested, as a fresh bout of sobs started to wrack her body. After a long pause, she 

whispered, ‘I loved him.’ 

   

‘Then why did you kill him? Was it an accident?’ 

   

Jin shook her head and slumped back onto the table, convulsed again by her 

hysterical sobbing. 

   

‘Sunny, I’d like to know what she’s been telling you?’ the inspector asked 

gently. 

   

‘I – don’t understand inspector. Jintana – Jin – says that she killed him. But she 

won’t say why, and she won’t tell me how it all happened. Yet she says she loved 

him, and he didn’t do anything to make her kill him. It’s very strange, and very 

sad.’  

   

‘Well Sunny, if that’s what the young lady said, I’m afraid that I have no choice 

but to continue to hold her in custody.’ 

   

‘Will you charge her with the murder of her husband?’ Sunny asked. 

   

‘No, not tonight. Tomorrow morning I will arrange for an official Thai translator 

to come over from Northampton. No disrespect to you of course, but we must do 

everything by the book. When we are sure she understands what is happening, we 

will almost certainly charge her with her husband’s murder - even if she retracts 

this confession, because I have little doubt that the forensic tests will incriminate 

her further.’  

   

‘Inspector Tobing, there’s something very strange about all of this. I’m not 

convinced that Jin is the murderer.’ 

   

‘Oh? Would you mind telling me what leads you to that conclusion?’ the 

Inspector asked, irritated. 

   

‘I don’t know. It’s just a feeling. Something isn’t quite right. Jin’s not telling me 

the whole story. I think there’s more to this than meets the eye.’ 

   

‘We’re going to need something a bit more concrete than just a feeling, Sunny. 

Look, it’s getting very late and we all better get some sleep. Let’s go back to my 

office and collect Bert and that young man – they must be wondering what’s 

happened to you.’ 

   

They left Jin in the interview room and returned to the Inspector’s office where 

Bert and Perry were patiently waiting. 

   

‘Well, did the girl kill him?’ asked Bert. 



   

‘I don’t know – I’m not sure Bert. Can we go now? I’m feeling very tired,’ 

Sunny asked the Inspector. 

   

‘Yes, of course. I’m sorry to have dragged you out at such a late hour, but it does 

seem to have been worth it. After all she has admitted her guilt.’ 

   

‘As I said, Inspector, I’m not altogether convinced,’ said Sunny. 

   

They started to bid their goodnights to Tobing, and were about to leave his 

office, when the Station Sergeant reappeared, looking extremely flustered. ‘Excuse 

me sir, it’s the young lady in the interview room. She’s clinging to the table and 

keeps crying and saying the name “Sunny”. She refuses to budge, and we can’t 

move her - not unless we use force, that is, and we don’t want to do that, do we 

sir?’ 

   

‘Let’s go and see what this is all about, Sunny,’ said the inspector, as they 

retraced their steps back to the interview room. 

   

As soon as they entered, Jin jumped out of the chair and ran over to Sunny. She 

shouted at her in Thai, ‘Sunny, Thank God you haven’t left - please go to my house 

– there’s something there that I must have.’  

   

‘Inspector,’ Sunny said, ‘she wants me to go to her house – to get something. Is 

that allowed?’ 

   

‘It depends what she wants.’ 

   

Jin, what do you want?’ 

   

‘It’s a neck chain with a Buddha amulet. It means so much to me. I never go 

anywhere without it – it’s my lucky charm, and I’m lost without it. 

   

‘Why weren’t you wearing it when the police arrested you?’ Sunny asked. 

   

‘I took it off last night when I went to bed – I never wear it in bed. Then this 

morning, I was late getting up and everything happened so quickly. I didn’t have a 

chance to put it on, before it all happened. When…when…Jack was killed… I sat 

in the kitchen – I didn’t move all day, not until the police came. You’ll find the 

amulet in the drawer next to the bed – the top drawer. 

   

Sunny explained this to the inspector.  

  

‘Well, my team has already given the house a thorough search, so I don’t think 

you will be disturbing vital evidence. On the other hand, I don’t think we could 

allow her to have the chain – she might try to do something silly – like strangle 

herself. Strictly speaking, she’s not allowed any personal possessions, but I don’t 



see any harm in letting her have the amulet, as long as we are holding her at Ousby 

station. It might help to calm her down. But I can’t guarantee that she would be 

allowed to keep it if she’s transferred to another prison.’  

   

Sunny related to Jin in Thai that she would go be allowed to go and find the 

amulet; and Jin seemed immediately relieved. Then in English, Sunny said, ‘I will 

go to your house in the morning and get it for you.’ Turning to Tobing, she asked, 

‘Will that be alright with you, inspector?’ 

   

‘Yes, that should be in order. Now, if you’ll wait a moment, I’ll write the address 

down, and I’ll also give you a note that you can give to the constable who’s 

guarding the house. I’ll instruct him to let you in and collect the amulet, but make 

sure that you don’t go near the cordoned off area where the body was found. I don’t 

want anything disturbed until the forensic boys have finished their work.’ 

   

The three friends had almost reached the front door of the station when the peace 

of the late night was rudely shattered. Two young men, who had been sitting on a 

bench in the station entrance hall, suddenly jumped up and made a violent grab for 

Sunny. ‘You Asian bitch!’ one them shouted angrily as he pulled roughly at 

Sunny’s sleeve, ‘Another bloody murderer - like your sister, I bet!’ 

   

Inspector Tobing and the Sergeant immediately intervened and pulled the two 

men away from Sunny. 

   

‘Sergeant! What’s going on here?’ 

   

‘These are Mr Johnson’s two sons from his first marriage. They’ve just arrived 

and heard that his Thai wife was being held here, and as you can see, they’re pretty 

upset.’ 

   

‘You bloody Asians whores. You come over here and steal our men, and then 

you kill them,’ the taller of the two shouted menacingly. ‘You’re all the same. Life 

means nothing to scum like you, does it?’ 

   

Before Sunny or any of the Police officers realised what was happening, Perry 

suddenly launched himself at the taller man and landed a well-aimed punch at the 

his nose, with the result that he collapsed onto the floor. The second son managed 

to wrestle himself from Tobing’s restraining arms and went to his brother’s aid. 

Sunny screamed a warning and just in time, Perry turned to aim yet another punch - 

this time at the second man’s stomach - and he immediately bent over double, 

winded. 

   

‘How dare you speak to her like that! This woman is twice the person you will 

ever be!’ shouted Perry furiously. 

   



The noise had attracted reinforcements from within the station, and after a few 

moments of mayhem and confusion, the warring parties were separated, and the 

two abusive brothers were led off to another part of the building. 

   

Tobing was looking distinctly upset. ‘Mr Woodthorne! I’ll thank you not to take 

the law into your own hands. Any more of this and I’ll have you arrested on an 

assault charge.’  

   

‘You heard them, Inspector. They are the ones that should be arrested. First of all 

they manhandle Sunny, and then they abuse her. They should be charged with 

inciting racial hatred. It’s disgusting – poor Sunny comes over here in the middle of 

the night to help you out, and she gets subjected to this…this hooligan behaviour. 

I’m ashamed to be English!’ he concluded. 

   

‘Calm down Perry, calm down,’ said Sunny soothingly. ‘We have to make 

allowances. They are very upset – their father has just been killed. Nobody was 

seriously hurt, and name-calling isn’t going to hurt me, is it? Come on, it's time to 

go home.’  

   

Inspector Tobing offered his sincere apologies to Sunny for “this most unsavoury 

incident”, and at last, the weary threesome made their way out into the street to 

Bert’s Jaguar for the three-mile trip back to Fawnhope.  

  

On the way, Sunny recounted in detail the events that had transpired in the 

interview room. ‘I told the Inspector that I wasn’t at all convinced that Jin was the 

murderer, but he didn’t seem to take much notice. He probably thought that I was 

just trying to protect someone from my own country. But Bert, I really do think that 

Jin is probably innocent. I can’t explain it, but there’s something about the way she 

spoke to me. She told me that she killed him, but won’t give me any reason for 

committing such a terrible crime. She said that he hadn’t done anything to provoke 

her into killing him and to cap it all, she said that she loved him. It just doesn’t 

make any sense.’  

   

‘There’s not much we can do to help her if she refuses to say exactly what 

happened,’ Bert said. After a pause, he added, ‘Maybe young Perry here can battle 

his way into the police cell, and rescue her – he could carry her away in his arms. 

Seeing as he’s so eager to start fights inside police stations.’  

   

‘Don’t tease him Bert,’ said Sunny. ‘Perry was very brave and very gallant. I am 

proud of him. I didn’t see you coming to my aid,’ she said jokingly to Bert. 

   

‘I didn’t think you needed me, what with “Perry the Destroyer” taking on all 

comers. I was waiting in reserve - so to speak - if things had started to go wrong.’ 

   

Perry remained silent, desperately trying to avoid yet another fit of blushing, but 

was relieved to hear Bert change the subject. ‘I suppose you’ll be needing someone 

to point you in the direction of Willowbridge tomorrow morning?’ Bert asked. 



   

‘Well, yes Bert. I was hoping that you might take me there. You know how 

hopeless I am at map reading, and I still haven't got used to all these twisting 

country lanes yet.’ 

   

‘Unfortunately I’ve got to go to Peterborough in the morning with Mabel. She 

has an appointment at the hospital. But I’m sure Perry would be free to take you.’ 

   

‘Me… er… yes I’d be delighted to take you,’ said Perry, turning even redder, 

‘that is, if you don’t mind slumming it, in my rusty old Capri.’ 

   

‘Of course I don’t mind going in your lovely old car, Perry. Sometimes I think 

my car is really too fast for these dangerous country roads.’ 

   

Sunny was referring to her BMW convertible. Since she had moved to Fawnhope 

she had been loath to drive anywhere, unless it was absolutely necessary, which 

meant that her car spent most of the time in her garage. ‘How about picking me up 

at about eight thirty in the morning, Perry? Would that be OK? Or maybe you need 

longer for your beauty sleep?’ Sunny asked. 

  

‘Beauty sleep? …oh...eight thirty will be f…fine,’ Perry stammered his 

agreement. 

   

It was well past one in the morning, as they arrived at Sunny’s driveway. 

‘Sunny,’ said Bert, ‘you haven’t forgotten that you are supposed to be going to 

London in the morning, have you?’ 

   

‘Thank you, Bert. No, I haven’t forgotten. I will deal with that before I go to 

Willowbridge. One of my friends in London is in a bit of trouble, and I agreed to 

try and help; but this murder over at Willowbridge must take precedence. I’m afraid 

my friend will have to find someone else to help him. Now, for the second, and 

final time - I hope - good night to both of you.’ 

   

Perry’s head was in a spin. ‘What an incredible evening it had finally turned out 

to be,’ he thought. ‘Tomorrow - yes tomorrow - Peregrine Woodthorne would be 

taking the beautiful Sunny out in his cosy little Ford Capri, for a ride in the country 

- even if it was to go to the scene of a grisly murder. ‘Well you can’t have 

everything,’ he ruminated, as Bert dropped him at his front door. 



  
CHAPTER THREE 

  
 

Perry didn’t manage more than a couple of hours of sleep. After several hours of 

tossing and turning, he gave up the unequal struggle, and disentangling himself 

from his bedclothes, he stumbled, bleary-eyed, into the kitchen to cook an early 

morning breakfast. He was a poor cook, and after fumbling with an oily frying pan 

for half an hour, he found he was unable to eat the resultant mess: an unappetising 

plate of greasy bacon, sausages, eggs and soggy fried bread. Normally, he would 

have had little problem in devouring such a repast, but not this morning - he was 

much too excited about his forthcoming appointment with Sunny.   

  

It was only six thirty, and there was another two hours before the agreed meeting 

time. He decided to give his car a wash, and in particular, he thought it would be a 

good idea to give the interior a thorough clean. He dreaded the idea of Sunny’s 

clothes being stained by touching the dirty insides of his car. So he launched 

himself into his self-appointed task with great gusto, hoping that the work would 

occupy the remaining time.  

 

When he was finally done, he found that he still had over thirty minutes to go. 

‘Well, I can’t wait any longer,’ he mumbled to himself, in exasperation. Suddenly, 

his spirits rose, as he thought, ‘Maybe Sunny couldn’t sleep as well. Maybe she is 

actually waiting for me at this very moment.’  

  

He jumped into his car, now spotless, and drove slowly through the village, 

across the ford towards the entrance to Sunny’s bungalow. But although he left 

home brimming with confidence, he had a late attack of nerves, and by the time he 

turned into Sunny’s driveway, he decided that he’d better sit in his car for the 

remaining half an hour, before venturing out to ring Sunny’s doorbell. He needn’t 

have worried - he had barely turned off the engine when, with a mixture of 

apprehension and excitement, he spotted Sunny at her front door, waving for him to 

come inside. 

  

‘Hello Perry, you’re early. Couldn’t you sleep?’ she asked with her customary 

enigmatic smile. 

  

‘Er … yes, I mean no… really. I – I just thought you might be ready a bit early. 

Have you been up long?’ 

  

‘About half an hour. I was just about to have some breakfast. Would you like to 

join me?’ 

  

‘Oh…yes… that would be wonderful!’ said Perry, thanking his good fortune for 

the decision not to eat his own, badly cooked meal. 

  



Sunny led him into the kitchen where she set two place mats on the table, 

followed by two china bowls and a spoon and a fork next to each one. Then she 

carried a saucepan from the hob and served up what appeared to be some sort of 

rice pudding. ‘This is boiled rice, Perry, we call it kow tom. It is very good for 

settling the stomach early in the morning.’ 

  

‘I’ve never eaten rice for breakfast before, but I’m willing to give it a go. Do you 

just eat it like this?’ he asked, picking up a spoon and sipping the hot watery rice. 

  

‘Patience, patience. We must add something to give it more flavour. First, a dash 

of this,’ Sunny said, as she produced a bottle of Thai fish sauce and sprinkled a few 

drops into each bowl. 

  

‘And now a little food to eat with the rice soup,’ she said, as she produced two 

plates from the oven: one was an egg dish, and in the other, some strange looking 

vegetables. 

   

‘This is a Thai omelette, and these are pickled mustard greens. Try some.’ 

   

Perry didn’t dare to refuse, and was glad that he didn’t. The egg dish was quite 

unlike any omelette he had eaten before – it had a light, delicate taste that seemed 

to melt on his tongue. ‘It’s delicious,’ he thought. Then he tried the vegetables. The 

sharp tang of pickles mixed with the boiled rice was an experience that took a bit of 

getting used to, but it was certainly a contrasting blend of flavours.   

  

Sunny sat and watched Perry eat for a few moments. ‘How does this compare to 

your sausage, egg and greasy bacon, Perry?’ she asked with a mischievous twinkle 

in her eyes. 

  

‘How did she know what I was cooking this morning?’ he thought, as he replied,  

  

‘It’s certainly different, and it’s easy on the palate. You’re quite right Sunny; it 

really does seem to settle my stomach. I must admit, I felt a bit queasy when I 

arrived.’ 

  

They ate for a few minutes in silence, before Sunny went to her refrigerator, and 

produced a plate of sliced watermelon and papaya. 

   

‘Have some of this fruit. It will make your mouth feel fresh after the salty food. 

Now, please excuse me for a moment, as I have to finish getting ready,’ she said, as 

she popped a piece of watermelon into her mouth and disappeared back along the 

passage to her bedroom.  

  

* 

  

Perry had to concentrate hard to keep his eyes on the narrow and twisting road 

ahead, and away from Sunny’s graceful legs. She was dressed in a pale yellow, 



Chinese–style cheongsam skirt which hung just above her knees but she hadn’t 

reckoned on the low seats of Perry’s sporty Capri. Try as she might, she couldn’t 

prevent the skirt from riding up and revealing far more of her thighs than she 

wanted and was obviously relieved when some fifteen minutes later, they 

approached the village of Willowbridge. 

   

‘Here’s the address that Inspector Tobing gave me,’ she said, producing a piece 

of paper from her bag. ‘Why don’t you stop at the post office over there and ask for 

directions?’   

   

He was about to follow her suggestion, when along the road, he saw the tell-tale 

signs of a white police car with its black and yellow striped markings.  

  

‘It looks like it’s up ahead, where that police car is parked. I’ll drive over there 

and see.’  

  

As he parked alongside the police car, a uniformed constable approached and 

signalled for him to lower his window. ‘I’m afraid you can’t park ‘ere sir, this 

section of road is “off limits”,’ the constable said. Then, putting his head closer to 

the open window, he added, ‘Phew! What have you got in this car? It smells like a 

bordello?’ 

  

Perry blushed, and stammered in embarrassment, ‘Oh… I…I… spilt some car 

perfume when I was cleaning the car this morning. It… smelt so strong that I tried 

spraying the car with another deodorant to neutralise the perfume. I… suppose it 

didn’t work,’ he said, as he looked apologetically at Sunny. 

   

‘I thought your car looked a bit smarter than usual Perry, how thoughtful of you 

to give it a clean so early in the morning,’ Sunny said brightly. Then she leaned 

across Perry to address the Constable. ‘Yes, I agree officer; the smell is a bit 

pungent.’  

  

Perry wished he could be anywhere rather than in the car with Sunny at that 

moment. But Sunny just smiled and continued her conversation with the officer.  

  

‘You were saying that this area is “off limits”?’ 

   

‘Yes miss, this be part of a crime scene and no one is allowed in the vicinity of 

that house over there.’ 

   

‘Well, I hope you will make an exception for my friend and I.’ She replied, as 

she produced her letter. ‘This is a note from Inspector Tobing – I have permission 

to go upstairs and collect something from the bedroom.’ 

   

She handed the note to the constable, which he read with great deliberation.  

   

‘And who are you miss, and where do you live?’ 



   

‘I am Suneenart Navadee. I am known as Sunny, and I live at Fawnhope, in a 

bungalow called ‘Karuna’. 

   

Hmm, yes, that’s what is says ‘ere, and no mistake. It also says you’re from 

Thailand. Is that right, miss? Are you from Thailand? 

   

‘Well, she hardly looks as though she comes from England, does she constable?’ 

interrupted Perry, who was becoming irritated by the inane nature of the 

questioning. 

   

‘Now now then sir. I’ve got to be making sure everything is in order before I let 

you through. Do you have any proof of identity with you, miss?’ 

   

Sunny searched through her handbag and produced her driving licence, which 

the constable studied at length, before returning it. After further deliberation he 

waved at Perry to move the car over and park properly. 

    

The two alighted from the Capri and started to approach the house, whereupon 

the constable once more put his hand up. 

   

‘Not so fast you two. This ‘ere note mentions Miss… er… Sunny, but there’s 

nothing about an English gent with a smelly car. You may pass, miss, but you sir, 

will ‘ave to stay ‘ere with me. I’d go with you myself miss, but I’ve got strict 

orders to stay out ‘ere and guard the house. 

   

Perry was becoming very irritated. ‘Oh, come on, Constable. What do you think 

I’m going to do? Wreck your precious crime scene? I am with Sunny, and we’re 

going in together. I was with Inspector Tobing last night - I was with them when he 

wrote that note.’ 

   

‘Were you then sir? That’s most interesting. I suppose you wouldn’t by any 

chance happen to be the ruffian who assaulted the deceased’s sons inside the police 

station would you? I heard that the chap who did it was about your size and 

weight.’ 

   

‘Look constable, never mind that. Here, take my driving licence as proof of who 

I am. Sunny is my neighbour and she wants me to go in with her. Don’t you 

Sunny?’ 

   

‘Constable, Perry was kind enough to drive me all the way over here this 

morning, and I must admit that I’m a bit nervous about going into that house by 

myself. You know something?’ she continued with a friendly smile, ‘we Thais are a 

bit superstitious. A man has been murdered, and we believe that his ghost may be 

lurking there. I need Perry with me to protect me. Please let him come, I’ll be 

responsible for him – he won’t do anything wrong, I promise you,’ she concluded, 

giving the constable one of her most winning smiles. 



   

The Constable considered her appeal for a while. ‘Very well then Miss, if you 

insist. I’ll let ‘im through, but only on account of you being so scared an’ all. I 

don’t know about them ghosts – there ain't none of them around these parts, I can 

assure you. Now, you’ll have to enter the house by the back door, as the front hall 

is cordoned off. It’s where the poor man was killed. This note says you need to 

collect a locket or something from the bedroom, so I’ll open the front door and 

keep an eye on you, and I want you to go straight up the stairs, and you’ll find the 

master bedroom in front of you. Take the locket, and then straight out again. Don’t 

touch anything or go into any of the other rooms. Is that clear?’ 

   

‘Of course it is, constable. And thank you, you’re very kind. Isn’t he Perry?’ 

   

‘What? Oh yes, very kind, thanks a lot,’ Perry mumbled as they made their way 

through the garden to the rear of the house.  

  

The back door was unlocked. ‘Come on Perry, let’s go and get Jin’s amulet 

before that silly policeman changes his mind.’ 

   

They climbed the stairs, and found the master bedroom straight in front of them. 

Sunny opened the top drawer of the bedside table and she soon spotted the little 

Buddha amulet with its tiny gold chain - exactly where Jin had said it would be.  

  

‘Here it is Perry, this is the one, I’m sure,’ said Sunny, handing it to Perry for 

examination. 

   

‘It’s very pretty isn’t it? The Buddha image is so beautifully carved – it seems to 

glow a sort of dark green.’ 

   

‘Yes, it’s made of emeralds; it’s a tiny replica of a very famous Buddha image - 

The Emerald Buddha in the Grand Palace in Bangkok. I would guess that it’s quite 

valuable. Let me have a closer look.’ 

   

Sunny examined the emerald carving very closely, and as she held it between her 

fingers, she put her fingernail along one side and the front half of the carving 

opened out on tiny hinges. ‘Look Perry, there’s something inside – it’s a miniature 

photograph.’ 

   

‘Let me see. Good God! It looks like a young girl.’ 

   

‘Yes, it does. I wonder who that can be.  This is probably why Jin wanted me to 

get the amulet. What she really wants is that photograph.’ 

   

‘But who is it? Jin hasn’t got any children has she?’ 

   



‘Not as far as I know,’ Sunny replied. ‘Neither Jin nor the police mentioned the 

existence of any children. If there are any, I think it’s safe to assume that they’re 

not in England.’   

  

‘But this picture - do you think she might have a child in Thailand?’ 

   

‘I don’t know.’ Sunny stared at the photograph for a few moments. ‘Perry, do 

you think that we can we keep the presence of this photograph to ourselves for the 

time being? Inspector Tobing doesn’t need to know about it just yet does he?’ 

   

‘What photograph? It’s just a little Buddha image isn’t it?’ asked Perry with a 

smile. 

   

They went back down the stairs, and anxious to not provoke the constable, they 

followed his orders and went straight out of the back door into the rear garden. 

Perry started to make his way along the side of the house when Sunny suddenly 

grabbed his arm.  

  

‘Perry, did you see someone over there, behind that bush?’ she said, pointing to a 

large, thorny rose bush in the far corner of the flowerbed that bordered the rear 

lawn. It was about twenty yards from where they were standing. 

   

Perry looked in the direction Sunny was pointing. ‘No, I can’t see anything. Are 

you sure?’ 

   

‘Yes, it was a man – maybe he’s still there. Come on,’ she shouted as she ran in 

the direction of the rose bush.’ 

   

Perry instinctively followed, but as they approached the rose bush, it was clear 

that if there had been anyone hiding there, he was now gone. 

  

‘He must have got away, probably over the back fence. I’m sure someone was 

here - I saw a figure of a man, very clearly.’ 

   

‘Well whoever it was, he’s not here now,’ said Perry. ‘Probably just some nosy 

neighbour trying to find out what’s going on, what with all the police activity and 

everything.’ 

   

‘Maybe, maybe,’ said Sunny in a distracted tone. She was examining the ground 

intently, and suddenly shouted, ‘Look, Perry, look over here. It’s a fresh footprint. I 

knew it. Someone was definitely here!’ 

  

There had been heavy dew that morning, and the ground was still quite damp, 

revealing unmistakable signs of shoe marks on the soft, moist earth near the bush. 

   

‘There! Fresh footprints! Someone was here a few moments ago, and when I saw 

him, he must have run off.’ 



   

‘I think you’re right, Sunny,’ said Perry. ‘So what do we do now? Tell that 

stupid constable that there’s been a trespasser out here?’ 

   

‘Yes, in minute, Perry. Let’s have a quick look around first to see if there are any 

more footprints.’ 

   

Sunny groped her way carefully through the flowerbed, trying to avoid the 

vicious thorns. Suddenly she screamed. Perry looked up and saw that a thorn had 

caught her skirt and was almost pinning her to the branch. 

   

‘Hang on Sunny, don’t move or you’ll rip your clothes. I’ll come over and free 

you.’ He bounded over, paying no heed to the probability of becoming similarly 

impaled. 

   

‘No, Perry, I’m not shouting because of the thorns. Quick, over here I’ve found 

something by the tree.’ 

   

Miraculously, Perry made it through without a scratch. ‘What is it?’ 

   

‘Look!’ she said pointing to the ground in front of her. 

   

‘Where?’ said Perry bending over to get a better look.  

   

‘There, don’t touch it Perry! It’s a pestle – a stone pestle! 

   

‘A stone Pestle? Another one?’ 

   

‘Yes, another one. Just like the one that they found in the kitchen – like the one 

that Jin was holding. Perry, call the constable, I think this might be important 

evidence.’ 

   

‘It’s probably just been thrown away. Why do you think it’s important 

evidence?’ 

   

‘Well, to start with, no one in their right mind throws a stone pestle away. It 

doesn’t make sense for someone to throw a thing like this away - they are very 

expensive. It was made in Thailand – I can tell - the Thai design is very distinctive; 

and mortars and pestles are the most important cooking implements in a Thai 

kitchen. No, Perry, no one would throw this away deliberately, unless – unless 

there was a very good reason. And…I think… I can see what that reason may be.’ 

   

‘You can?’ 

   

‘Perry, look at the pestle closely. If I’m not mistaken, it looks like the front is 

covered in blood. It’s all dried and congealed, but I am sure that it’s blood.’ 

   



Perry kneeled down to get a closer look, almost rubbing his nose on the 

stoneware. ‘As usual, I think you’re right. It is indeed blood.’ 

   

‘Call the constable, Perry.’ 

   

The constable was called, and after the significance of the find was laboriously 

explained to him, he belatedly jumped into action, and extended the police cordon 

to cover the entire back garden.  

  

Standing guard over the blood-stained implement, he pronounced with great 

authority, ‘No one touches this ‘ere piece o’ stone ‘til someone in authority from 

Ousby “nick” turns up and decides what to do with it. And I’m sorry, Miss Sunny, 

but I ‘ave to insist that you and your dubious companion remove yourselves from 

the crime scene forthwith’. 

  

‘There’s gratitude for you!’ muttered Perry, exasperated. ‘We find fresh 

evidence – evidence that all you coppers were too dumb to spot - and then you tell 

us to get lost.’ 

  

‘It doesn’t matter Perry,’ said Sunny, ‘There’s nothing more we can do here. 

Let’s go to Ousby Police station and give the amulet to Jin. Maybe Inspector 

Tobing will be there, and we can tell him about this development.’ 

  

* 

  

Half an hour later, the pair presented themselves to the desk sergeant at Ousby, 

and Sunny was permitted to deliver the amulet, minus the chain, to the young Thai 

woman in the custody cell. Jin still appeared to be in a distressed state, and barely 

acknowledged Sunny’s arrival. Not, that is, until Sunny produced the amulet, 

whereupon she suddenly jumped up eagerly from her cell bunk. Grabbing the 

amulet from Sunny’s proffered hand, she returned to the bunk and clasped the piece 

of jewellery to her chest.  

  

‘Jin, is that the right one?’ Sunny asked her in Thai. ‘It was in the top drawer, 

where you said it would be.’ 

  

Jin looked briefly at her visitor, and nodded slowly as she started sobbing and 

muttering to herself. 

  

‘Jin, I saw what was inside the locket,’ Sunny continued. ‘Who is that baby girl? 

Do you want to talk to me about it?’ 

  

Jin gave a terrified look at Sunny before she became convulsed once more with 

hysterical sobs. 

  

‘Please, Jin, speak to me. Maybe I can help you.’ 

  



It was useless. Jin gave no sign that she had heard or understood what Sunny was 

saying to her, and after a few more attempts at conversation, Sunny gave up and 

asked to be let out of the cell. 

   

‘What did she say?’ asked Perry, who was waiting outside and had been 

watching through the cell window. 

   

‘I don’t know. She was talking in Issan; it’s a North-Eastern dialect, and there 

are a lot of Lao words mixed in with the Thai words. I couldn’t understand – it was 

too difficult for me to follow, with all her mumbling and crying. I think she may be 

losing her mind. She is in a terrible state, Perry.’ 

   

‘Yes, I can see that. Let’s go and find Inspector Tobing. Maybe we can persuade 

him to do something about it. We can’t just leave her like this, can we?’ 

   

The station sergeant told them that Inspector Tobing was out, but if they didn’t 

mind waiting, he should be back in about half an hour and would see them on his 

return.  

  

It was nearly two hours before Tobing finally made an appearance.  

  

‘Good afternoon, Sunny, Mr Woodthorne. I’m so sorry to keep you waiting so 

long. My sergeant told me you were here, but unfortunately I was delayed. I had to 

go to the police laboratory at Northampton. Come on through,’ he said as he led the 

pair into his office. 

   

‘Well Sunny, it seems as though we have to thank you once again, this time for 

uncovering a vital piece of evidence. Did anyone ever tell you that you should be a 

detective?’ He shook his head in despair. ‘I don’t understand how my men could 

have missed the second pestle that you found in the garden.’  

   

‘Maybe they didn’t want to get their clothes ruined by crawling under those 

thorny rose bushes,’ said Perry, sarcastically. 

   

‘You could be right, sir,’ the inspector admitted sombrely. 

   

‘Inspector, you’re too hard on your men. If I hadn’t spotted a man near that bush, 

I wouldn’t have seen it either,’ said Sunny. 

   

‘Yes - that man,’ said Perry. ‘I wonder who he was.’ 

   

‘That’s what we’d like to know. The man who you spotted running away is part 

of the reason I’m so late back. We made a cast of the shoe prints and took them 

over to the forensic laboratory at Northampton, along with the second pestle, for 

examination.’ 

   

‘When will you get the results, Inspector?’ Sunny asked. 



   

‘We should get some reports tonight, or tomorrow morning at the latest, Miss.’ 

   

‘Inspector,’ continued Sunny. I’m really grateful to you for allowing me to pick 

up Jin’s amulet from her house and bringing it over to her. But I am very worried 

about her state of health. I think she is in danger of having a break down.’ 

   

‘Yes, my sergeant has told me that she has hardly eaten a thing since she’s been 

here, and she hasn’t slept either. It’s most worrying.’ 

   

‘Isn’t there anything you can do?’ asked Sunny. Can’t you transfer her to a 

hospital or some kind of medical facility?’ 

   

‘That is a possibility, but firstly she will have to be examined by a police doctor. 

The problem is that she either can’t or won’t speak any English. I suggest that we 

give her one more day to see if she settles down. And if she hasn’t improved by 

tomorrow, I’ll do what I can to have her moved to a more appropriate 

establishment. But you must understand that she is a self-confessed killer, and I 

have to take into account the interests of the murdered man’s family.’ 

   

‘I understand that Inspector, and thank you for considering Jin’s welfare. So, 

would it be OK if I give you a call tomorrow morning to find out how she’s been 

over night?’ 

   

‘You could also let us know the outcome of all your forensic tests,’ added Perry. 

   

‘Yes, Sunny, you are welcome to call me in the morning, and we can have a 

further discussion the young lady’s condition,’ replied the inspector, ignoring 

Perry’s suggestion that they are kept informed on the progress of the case. ‘Now 

I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you both to leave, as I have a great deal of 

paper work to catch up on.’ 

  

* 

  

It was mid-afternoon by the time Perry dropped Sunny back at her home. She 

had seemed preoccupied on the short journey to Fawnhope, and sat silently next to 

him, staring at the road ahead, clearly in no mood to talk. He surmised that the 

dramatic events of the past twenty-four hours were starting to have an adverse 

effect on this cheerful and sometimes gregarious young lady.  

   

‘Shall I come round again in the morning?’ asked Perry, anxiously. 

   

‘Yes, why don’t you pop around at about nine,’ Sunny replied distractedly. ‘We 

can call the station and see how Jin has been faring overnight.’ 

   

‘Fine, Sunny, I’ll see you then.’  

  



Perry found himself at a loose end and decided to take a wander over to Bert’s 

house, where his elderly friends had just returned from a shopping trip. They 

invited him in for a cup of coffee and he quickly brought them up to date on the 

morning’s events. 

   

After he had recounted Sunny’s adroitness at the scene of the crime, Bert said, 

‘So our Sunny is turning into a regular little Poirot. Or, considering her oriental 

background, maybe we should call her Charlene Chan. But I don’t suppose you’ve 

heard of Charlie Chan?’  

  

Perry was aggrieved at his friend’s mocking tone. ‘I may not have been around 

on this earth as long as some I could mention, but it so happens that I have heard of 

Charlie Chan – and if I may say so, Bert, I think your remark is a bit racist,’  

  

‘Calm down, old son. I was only joking – you know me – I didn’t mean it. But 

come to think of it Perry, I must say you’d be a dead ringer for Poirot’s sidekick – 

what was his name? – Captain…?’ 

  

Hastings. His name was Captain Hastings,’ Perry replied irritably. ‘So you think 

I look like a…a… fictional buffoon do you?’  

  

‘Perry, you take things far too seriously.’ 

  

‘Maybe I do, but this murder business is no joke. And let’s get one thing straight 

Bert, Sunny is not a private detective. She just happens to be a highly intelligent 

and astute young woman.’   

  

‘Oh dear, you have got it bad, haven’t you – so quick to protect the lady’s 

honour. Come on then, tell us how your wooing of the lovely maiden has been 

going? You’ve certainly had plenty of opportunity today to make few moves. That 

car of yours is made for a bit of smooching.’ 

  

‘If you don’t mind Bert, I’d rather change the subject. My relationship with 

Sunny is my own business.’ 

  

‘You could have kidded me, the way you poured out your heart out to me the 

other night - about how hopeless it all was. Knowing you, I bet you got absolutely 

nowhere?’ 

  

‘Well, yeah, as usual I guess you’ve about summed it up,’ Perry agreed wryly. 

‘But this sort of thing takes time, you know?’ 

‘Well lad, I’m warning you - if you don’t make your move soon it will be too 

late.’ 

  

‘Too late? What do you mean too late?’ 

  



‘Glamorous young ladies like Sunny aren’t going to stay unattached forever. 

Now come on, Perry; if we hurry, we’ll just have time for a quick beer at the Royal 

Oak before they close up for the afternoon.’ 

  

* 

  

Perry was still suffering from the effects of too much beer and very little food, 

when he parked his Capri on Sunny’s drive on the stroke of nine the following 

morning. He had been eagerly anticipating a repeat of the previous morning’s 

breakfast, but to his surprise, Sunny rushed out of the house, in what for her was a 

rare state of excitement. 

  

‘Come on Perry, let’s go!’ 

  

‘Go? Go where?’ 

  

‘To Ousby police station of course,’ she said as she climbed into the passenger 

seat, this time wearing a pair of tight fitting red trousers.  

  

‘No chance of any seductive flesh today,’ he thought to himself, before saying to 

Sunny, ‘I thought we were going to call the station first?’ 

  

‘We were, but the Inspector called me half an hour ago. He’s received the results 

of all the lab tests and wants to see us as soon as possible. I thought you were never 

going to get here, Perry.’ 

  

‘But we agreed on nine o’clock,’ said Perry as he manoeuvred his car back 

through the village, and across the ford to the main road. 

  

‘Yesterday, you were half an hour early. So what kept you today?’  

  

Perry decided that there wasn’t a sensible answer to Sunny’s question, so he kept 

his eyes on the road ahead and trusted that his silence would prove to be an 

adequate response.  

  

As soon as they arrived at the station they were immediately shown into the 

Inspector’s office.  

  

‘Ah good morning to you both. What kept you? You were supposed to be here at 

least half an hour ago?’ said the inspector, glancing at his watch. 

  

‘Don’t you start…’ said Perry, before Sunny interrupted. 

  

‘We’re here now, Inspector, so what’s the latest news?’ 

  

The inspector picked up a sheaf of papers from his desk. ‘I have the lab reports, 

and they make most interesting reading. Firstly, the report on the pestle which the 



young lady was holding when she was arrested. As we suspected, it had been 

freshly washed, but we still managed to find some traces of blood on one side.’ 

  

‘Whose blood is it, Inspector?’ 

  

‘Well that’s the interesting part. We don’t know. The blood doesn’t belong to the 

murdered man, and it doesn’t belong to Jin. So, it’s a bit of mystery.’ 

  

‘Inspector, was the pestle new?’ Sunny asked. 

  

‘New? Well no, I don’t think so. What exactly do you mean?’ 

  

‘I mean, had been used before – for cooking?’ 

  

‘As a matter of fact it had. There were plenty of scratches and all kinds of food 

stains, as well as the bloodstains. So yes, it had definitely been used for cooking.’ 

  

‘Jin probably brought it with her when she came to England. I’ll bet she been 

cooking with it for years. The bloodstains found on the pestle could belong to 

anyone. At some point in the past, someone might have had an accident in the 

kitchen – cut their finger with a knife or whatever and maybe some small traces of 

their blood might have found their way onto the pestle. Don’t you think that’s 

possible, Inspector?’ Sunny asked, with increasing conviction. 

  

‘Well, yes Miss, of course that is possible.’ 

  

‘You know that the blood doesn’t belong to Jin’s husband, and you have no idea 

whose it is. So you’ve got no case, have you, Inspector?’ 

  

Tobing didn’t reply, but continued to study the reports he was holding. 

  

‘And another thing, Inspector,’ said Sunny, becoming increasingly animated, 

‘the pestle I found in the garden looked pretty new to me. I would suggest that it 

was probably brought to the house by whoever committed the murders.’ 

  

‘Ah yes, the other pestle, I was coming to that. According to the lab reports, the 

blood on the second pestle does match that of the deceased, Jack Johnson.’ 

  

‘What about fingerprints? Were there any fingerprints?’ asked Perry excitedly, 

anxious not to be left out of the conversation. 

  

‘If you’ll be good enough to let me continue, Mr Woodthorne, I will tell you. 

Yes, there were some very clear fingerprints on the pestle. And you will no doubt 

be pleased to learn that they do not match the prints of the young lady we are 

holding in custody. In fact we have run some checks, and we have no idea who they 

belong to. So you can see that we have a right proper conundrum. On the one hand, 

we have a well-used pestle with the young lady’s fingerprints on it but some 



unidentified bloodstains. And on the other hand, we have a new pestle with the 

victim’s bloodstains on it but unidentified fingerprints. Most peculiar, don’t you 

think, Miss Sunny?’ 

  

‘Yes I do, Inspector Tobing. But the important thing is that we now know that 

Jin didn’t kill her husband.’ 

  

‘Do we miss? Why is that?’ 

  

‘Because the murder weapon hasn’t got her fingerprints on it. It’s got someone 

else’s fingerprints – the prints of the person who killed Jin’s husband.’ 

  

‘Aren’t you forgetting one important point, miss?’ 

  

‘What’s that?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘The young lady has already confessed to the murder.’ 

  

Sunny was instantly deflated. In her excitement to put together an argument to 

establish Jin’s innocence, she appeared to have forgotten about the crucial 

confession. She sat and stared ahead of her. It was probably no more than half a 

minute.  

  

‘My God,’ Perry thought, ‘surely she’s not stuck for words?’ 

  

At last she spoke. ‘Inspector, yesterday we agreed that Jin’s mental state was 

very unstable: her husband had just been killed and she was very close to a 

breakdown. So in view of all this, I don’t think we can take her confession very 

seriously. In fact, I doubt if she was really aware of what she was saying.’ 

  

‘I agree with you that she has been highly traumatised,’ the inspector replied. 

‘But when all’s said and done, she did sign a statement, in front of a court 

appointed solicitor and an official translator. And the statement says that she killed 

her husband. I would be the first to admit that the statement is an incomplete 

account of what must have happened on that day; but nevertheless, it is a 

confession, and we have to treat signed confessions very seriously indeed.’ 

  

‘Inspector, now that I know the results of the forensic tests, I am more convinced 

than ever of Jin’s innocence. Tell me something - what would you do if she were to 

retract her confession?’ 

  

‘Well, if she decided to retract her statement, I suppose we would have to 

consider whether we would be justified in continuing to hold her. As you say, apart 

from her voluntary confession, all the evidence is pointing elsewhere. And then 

there’s the intruder you saw yesterday - maybe he has something to do with all this. 

We know that he was wearing size twelve Nike trainers, but that’s about it, at the 

moment.’ 



  

‘So if Jin decides to change her statement, then you’ll let her go?’ asked Perry? 

  

‘Slow down a minute sir. You’re jumping the gun a bit aren’t you? Do you have 

any reason to suspect that she will change her statement? 

  

‘No, not really,’ said Perry. ‘What do you think Sunny? Is it worth talking to Jin 

again? 

  

‘I gather you didn’t have much luck with her yesterday,’ commented the 

inspector.   

 

Sunny suddenly rose from the table. ‘Yes, that’s exactly what I’d like to do. 

Inspector, would it be possible to talk to Jin again?’ 

  

‘I don’t see any reason why not, I’ll have her brought out.’ 

  

Tobing picked up his telephone, and a few minutes later, Sunny, Perry and 

Inspector Tobing joined the suspect in the interview room. 

  

Once again, Sunny spoke to Jin in Thai, ‘Jintana, I know you are very sad, and I 

want you to know that we all understand and sympathise with your terrible loss. 

But we have to talk to you and you must tell us the truth. Jin, I know you didn’t kill 

Jack, but you have to tell me what happened that day.’ 

  

Jin stared at them, and then once more broke out into hysterical sobbing, and 

buried her head in her arms. 

  

‘Jintana, look at me,’ Sunny continued. ‘I know that you have a picture of a 

young girl hidden inside your amulet. The Inspector doesn’t know about it. Do you 

want me to tell him about it? He might take it away from you?’ 

  

Jin suddenly looked up at Sunny. ‘No! No! Don’t tell him. Please don’t tell him, 

I beg you!’  

  

Why don’t you want me to tell him? Who is the girl in that photograph?’ 

  

‘It’s the only thing I’ve got left. Please, please let me keep it!’ she begged. 

  

‘Calm down, calm down,’ Sunny said soothingly. I promise not to tell him, if 

you promise to retract your confession. I know you didn’t do it. The evidence tells 

me that you didn’t do it. Now do you agree to make a new statement?’ 

  

Jin’s tears continued to fall down her face as she slowly nodded her head, 

seemingly reluctant to agree to Sunny’s request. 

  



‘Good, now tell them in English that you didn’t kill Jack. I know you can speak 

English, so tell them.’ 

  

Jin looked up at the two men; nervously, she croaked her first words of English 

since she had been arrested at her house, two days ago. ‘I - not kill Jack. It not me. I 

no kill him,’ she said in English. 

  

‘That’s very interesting, miss,’ said the Inspector. ‘If it wasn’t you, then would 

you mind explaining why you signed a statement yesterday saying that it was you 

who did it?’ 

  

‘I not kill Jack.’ She repeated. ‘I - not do it. Another man – he kill my husband, 

not me. Not me!’ She cried, and once again buried her head in her arms. 

  

‘Inspector, she’s very distraught,’ said Perry. You heard what she said – she 

didn’t kill her husband. Surely that’s enough for now. Why don’t you let her go? 

And when she’s feeling a bit better, you can ask her more questions.’ 

  

‘That’s what I was about to say,’ said Sunny. ‘Inspector, you can see that Jin 

needs some rest - and a doctor. As Perry said, she’s withdrawn her confession, and 

you don’t have any other evidence to keep her here. I think it’s reasonable that you 

release her.’ 

  

‘Not so fast, miss, not so fast. I heard what she just said in broken English, but 

we still have the written confession in her own language. I will have to get the 

lawyer and translator back over here to sort out all the paper work. And I still want 

some more explanations. If she didn’t commit the crime, then she must know who 

did,’ he concluded, severely. 

  

‘Given time, I’m sure I can persuade Jin to give you some more information.’ 

Sunny said. ‘But for now, Inspector, I have a suggestion to make. Why don’t you 

release Jin into my safekeeping? She can stay with me for a few days until we get 

this paper work sorted out. Then, after she’s had a good rest, eaten, and seen a 

doctor, maybe she will be able to tell you more about what happened. I promise to 

bring her back here whenever you need to see her.’ 

  

Tobing cogitated at length over Sunny’s eminently sensible idea.  

  

Perry decided to try and add weight to the proposal. ‘She’ll be quite safe with 

Sunny, Inspector. I can vouch for both of them.’ 

  

‘That’s very kind of you sir, but that won’t be necessary. We already know about 

Miss Sunny, and I can assure you that she has impeccable credentials; it bit better 

than yours, I might add, what with your record of attacking people in police stations 

and ’all.’ 

  



‘You already know about Sunny? What do you mean?’ asked Perry, irritated by 

the inspector’s patronising attitude. 

   

It’s OK Perry, leave it,’ said Sunny. So what do you say inspector? May I take 

Jin home with me?’ 

   

‘Well, as you say miss, I don’t have too much reason to hold her any more, 

except for her signed confession, that is, and that’s a pretty good reason in anyone’s 

book. But I must admit that like you, I’m becoming quite concerned about her 

mental health. I’m thinking that it will probably be a good idea for her to stay with 

you for a while. Very well then, I am prepared to release her on police bail, on 

condition that she lives in your house, but she mustn’t leave the district. And just in 

case she has any ideas of fleeing the country, I think I’ll hold onto her passport for 

the time being. You will have to bring her in to this station every day to report - 

until we have straightened out this whole mess. Is all that acceptable to you?’ 

   

‘That will be fine. Thank you inspector, I really appreciate it.’ 

   

Sunny explained the inspector’s conditions to Jin, and after collecting her few 

personal belongings from the desk sergeant, the three of them finally took their 

leave. Sunny squeezed into the tiny seat at the back of Perry’s Capri, and Jin took 

the front seat next to Perry.  

  

Perry deposited the two girls at Sunny’s front door, and as he drove back through 

Fawnhope to his own cottage, he speculated gloomily that all the excitement of the 

past couple of days might be coming to an end. ‘There goes yet another failed 

opportunity to get to know Sunny better,’ he said to himself. ‘I’ll never be able to 

see her alone now - not with that Jin staying with her. And to top it all, I didn’t 

even get to eat another one of her delicious Thai breakfasts!’  



  

CHAPTER FOUR 

  

  

Egbert Allwinkle was beginning to wonder what his new exotic neighbour was 

playing at. She hadn’t spoken to him for over two days and apart from the briefest 

of glimpses as she raced out of the village in her BMW, he hadn’t seen her properly 

either. For the past two mornings, Sunny and her new houseguest had driven out 

just before eight, and returned an hour or so later, hurriedly unloading a few bags of 

shopping, before disappearing back into the bungalow for the rest of the day. 

  

Inspector Tobing had told him that the Thai woman, who had originally been 

arrested for the murder at Willowbridge, was now staying with Sunny; and he felt 

slighted that Sunny hadn’t made any attempt to see him or introduce him to her 

guest. So in desperation he decided to take the initiative, but there had been no 

response when he had walked over and rung Sunny’s doorbell, even though he was 

sure that they were home. It was all most irregular. After all, he was the head of 

Fawnhope’s Neighbourhood Watch, and it was he who was responsible for Sunny 

becoming involved in the Willowbridge murder in the first place. Bert had an 

uncomfortable feeling that he was being side-lined, and he wasn’t very happy. 

   

Bert wasn’t the only one who hadn’t seen Sunny for two days, and if Bert felt 

“put out”, then poor Perry was distraught. ‘What have I done to be so ignored? Is it 

because I looked at Sunny’s beautiful thighs for too long when I drove her over to 

Willowbridge?’ he wondered. ‘No, that couldn’t be it, for she was still friendly with 

me the next day when we obtained Jin’s release.’ Perry had been hoping that Sunny 

would call to ask if he could run them down to the police station for their daily 

reporting – but not a word. Evidently, he was not needed any more. 

   

By lunchtime on the third day since Jin’s release from detention, the two most 

ignored souls in Fawnhope had but a single idea of where they might seek comfort 

from their growing frustration.  In the event, Perry succeeded in beating Bert to his 

favourite bar stool in The Royal Oak by about two minutes. 

   

‘Well Mr lover-boy, what’s the latest news?’ asked Bert, as he drew up the 

vacant stool next to Perry. 

   

‘I wish I knew, Bert. Haven’t seen them since I dropped them off at Sunny’s, 

two days ago. I was hoping you might have seen them.’ 

   

‘Only the back of their heads when they went out each morning in Sunny’s car. I 

don’t mind admitting that I feel a bit “used”. After all I’ve done for Sunny – she 

treats me like this.’ 

   

‘Yes, it’s not fair,’ protested Perry, ‘I chauffeured her around for two days, and 

now she dumps me.’ 

   



‘Dumps you?’ asked Bert incredulously. ‘I didn’t know your relationship had 

reached the point where you could consider yourself dumped.’ 

  

‘To be honest, it hadn’t. But I still consider myself dumped. Everything was 

going so well until that girl, Jin, went to stay with her. Now Sunny doesn’t have 

time for me - or you - anymore.’ 

  

The beer continued to flow, and a couple of hours passed; at which point, 

emboldened by alcohol, a plan of sorts started to take shape in Perry’s befuddled 

head.  

  

‘Bert, I think we have to take the bull by the horn,’ said Perry. 

  

‘I don’t follow.’ 

  

‘Of course you don’t – I haven’t explained yet. Now, are you quite sure that 

Sunny and Jin are home?’ 

  

‘Absolutely. Her car is the garage, and no one has been out of her house since 

they arrived back at nine this morning. And as I’m facing the pub window, I would 

have seen her if she had gone out of the village since we’ve been in here.’ 

  

‘So what we have to do is go round to Sunny’s house and keep ringing her bell 

until we get a reply.’ 

  

‘I’ve already tried that – it didn’t work.’ 

  

‘But how many times did you ring?’ 

  

‘Oh maybe a couple of times.’ 

  

‘There you are. She just ignored you in the hope that you’d give up and go away 

– and you did. But if we just keep ringing, she’s bound to answer eventually, isn’t 

she?’ 

  

‘I suppose so, but won’t she be rather annoyed?’ 

  

‘She might be – but we’ll have to take that chance. It’s either risk making her 

angry or continue to be kept in the dark.’ 

  

‘It’s not much of a plan is it? What do we say if she eventually opens the door?’ 

asked Bert. 

  

‘We can say that we’ve been worried about her and we want to know if she 

needs any help.’ 

  



‘Well, Ok then,’ said Bert unconvinced. ‘But you do the talking – I don’t want to 

end up having a dispute with my next door neighbour.’  

  

After two further rounds of beer, the landlord finally called “time” on the 

lunchtime session, and the two inebriated friends made their way unsteadily 

through the village.  

  

‘Why on earth does Sunny insist on leaving her dustbins in the middle of the 

road?’ exclaimed Perry, as he clumsily replaced the second bin lid that he had 

knocked to the ground on his way to Sunny’s front door. 

  

‘I think you’ll find that those bins were actually placed on the side of the road, 

young fella me lad,’ slurred Bert. ‘You should watch where you’re walking. If the 

noise of those lids doesn’t bring Sunny to the front door, I don’t know what will.’ 

   

‘That’s the general idea, isn’t it? Well, the bell is definitely working,’ said Perry, 

after giving it a very long push. ‘I can hear it.’ 

   

‘Ring it again then, like we agreed’, insisted Bert. 

   

Perry put his finger back on the bell push, and it started to ring for a second time. 

‘I can hear – it’s definitely ringing.’ 

   

‘Go on – try again – keep going ‘till she answers – I know she’s there,’ 

encouraged Bert with a drunken grin. 

   

Once more Perry pushed the bell. Suddenly, the door swung open, and Sunny 

glared out at the two inebriates. ‘I’m not deaf you know’ she said quietly. I may be 

a “stranger in a strange land”, but I think I know what it means when somebody 

rings my doorbell.’  

   

‘No… no… Sunny. We didn’t mean to disturb you,’ Perry stammered.  

   

‘Didn’t mean to disturb me? Then what, may I ask, do you think you were doing 

by knocking over my dustbin lids and ringing my doorbell over and over like that?’ 

   

‘We…we…were just passing…and…we…’ 

   

‘And you decided to come and test my doorbell - to make sure it was working 

properly, I suppose?’ asked Sunny with more than a slight hint of sarcasm. 

   

Perry saw his hopes of building some sort of a romantic relationship with Sunny 

fast disappearing, as through his alcoholic daze, he realised what a pair of clowns 

they must appear. ‘We’re such idiots to come ringing Sunny’s doorbell in the 

middle of the afternoon, when we’re both pissed as newts,’ he thought miserably. 

In spite of the hopelessness of the situation, he still felt he had to try and offer some 

explanation for their uncouth behaviour. 



   

‘But we were worried about you Shunny,’ he slurred desperately. Bert has called 

on you many times, but you never answered the door.’ 

   

‘Many times? Are you sure you’ve been over many times Bert?’ 

   

‘Well, maybe two times, Sunny,’ Bert confessed. 

   

‘And you were worried about me, were you Bert?’ 

   

‘Well,’ Bert explained, ‘you never answered the door. So I thought that maybe 

something had happened to you.’ 

   

‘You did, did you?’ Even though you’ve seen me come and go in my car during 

the last two days – and don’t try to deny it, because I saw you in your front garden. 

And in any case, if you were in any doubt at all, you could have simply called your 

Inspector friend in Ousby, who would have told you that I have been reporting to 

his station every day. So you can’t really expect me to believe that you were 

worried about me?’ 

   

‘Well … er…I suppose not… but why didn’t you answer the door?’ 

   

‘Because I couldn’t, Bert. Didn’t Inspector Tobing - or your drunken friend here 

- tell you? I’m looking after a very disturbed young lady. Her husband has been 

murdered and she’s just been released from jail after being held as the prime 

suspect. She’s still in a terrible state, and I can’t leave her alone – not even to come 

to door. If you need to be concerned about someone, it should be Jin – not me,’ 

Sunny concluded, looking accusingly at her two neighbours.  

  

Perry felt worse than ever. ‘Oh my God Sunny, I’m so shorry for all of this 

stupid behaviour. Come on Bert, let’s get out of here,’ he said as he started to steer 

his companion back down the driveway. 

   

‘Just a moment you two – you don’t get away as easy as that!’ Sunny called after 

them. 

   

The two drunks stopped dead in their tracks. 

   

‘Now you’ve succeeded in getting me to the door, the least you can do is come in 

and keep me company for a while. Have either of you had anything to eat?’ 

   

They shook their heads sheepishly. 

   

‘I suspected as much. Come on – into the kitchen with you.’ 

   

‘Shunny, are you sure? I thought you were angry with us?’ Perry asked timidly. 

   



‘Angry? Of course I’m angry – and if you don’t come in this minute, I’ll give 

you a piece of my mind,’ she said with a wisp of a smile. 

  

They followed Sunny into the bungalow, and as they wearily slumped into a 

couple of kitchen chairs, Sunny burst out laughing. 

   

‘Oh Bert, Perry – you both look so funny! Shall I call Mabel and ask her to come 

and get you Bert?’ 

   

‘No, No. You wouldn’t do that, would you?’ 

   

‘No, not before I’ve got you sobered up a little.’ 

   

‘Shunny, so you’re not mad at us?’ asked Perry pathetically. 

   

‘Mad at you Perry? Well, a little bit, I suppose. But to tell you the truth, I think 

you two clowns have succeeded in cheering me up. God knows there’s been 

precious little to laugh about just lately. Now get some food inside you. I’m afraid 

it’s just boiled rice again - the same food that I gave you for breakfast the other day, 

Perry. It’s good to eat in the early morning, and it’s also very good when you’ve 

got an empty stomach with nothing in it but alcohol.’ 

   

She was right. The boiled rice was very good for them, and when they followed 

it up with a few cups of very strong black coffee, the pair started to sober up a little.  

  

‘So Jin is still in a bad way?’ Perry asked, concerned for Jin and also secretly 

concerned about the state of his relationship.  

   

‘Yes, Perry, I’m afraid she is. She’s hardly said a word since she’s been here. I 

am so worried. In fact the only time that she seems to show any interest in life is 

during our daily trips to and from the police station. The fresh air seems to be 

therapeutic for her.’ 

   

Perry pondered for a moment, before coming up with the idea of his life. ‘Sunny, 

this may sound like a crazy idea, but how would it be if we all went out together 

tomorrow?’ he suggested, congratulating himself on a plan which would propel him 

back into the centre of the action. 

   

‘Go out? Go out where?’ 

   

‘We could just drive around the countryside for a couple of hours. We could 

even stop and have a picnic somewhere. You said that Jin likes the fresh air - it 

might do her some good.’ 

   

Sunny sat staring at Perry with a quizzical expression. 

   



He thought, ‘Oh no, I’ve done it now. It’s obviously a bad idea.’ Then he said, 

‘No, I guess it was a stupid suggestion…forget it, Sunny.’ 

   

‘On the contrary, it sounds like a very good idea Perry. What about you Bert, 

would you and Mabel like to come as well?’  

  

‘I’m afraid you’ll have to count me out – much as I’d love to join you,’ said Bert. 

‘We’re going to Cambridge tomorrow, to visit my son.’ 

   

‘In that case, we could go in my Capri, if one of you doesn’t mind squeezing in 

the back. Unless, of course you’d prefer to take your BMW?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘Your little Capri will do just fine,’ answered Sunny with a smile. 

   

‘That’s all settled, then. Do you think we’re both sober enough to crawl home, 

Perry?’ asked Bert. ‘Mabel will be wondering what’s happened to me.’ 

   

Sunny answered. ‘I think it’s safe enough to let you loose on the world again. 

Come on then, off you go. I need to go and check on Jin – she was having one of 

her rare naps earlier on – which is why I was free to open the door.’ 

   

It was agreed that Perry would pick the two young ladies up at nine in the 

morning, and on the way out, they would stop by Ousby police station to report in, 

before heading off into the countryside for a picnic. They made their farewells, and 

as Perry took the short walk back to his home, he breathed a sigh of relief. More by 

luck than judgement, he had actually succeeded in manoeuvring himself back into 

Sunny’s orbit. 

  

* 

  

Sunny had told him that Jin’s mental condition had improved when she went out 

of the house, but Perry saw little sign of it on the drive to Ousby police station, the 

following morning. Jin had barely acknowledged his existence when he helped her 

into his car earlier that morning and after he observed the fragile state she was in as 

she signed her name at the police station, he wondered whether it had been a 

mistake to take her out at all. 

  

Perry then headed out along the winding lanes, which criss-crossed the rolling 

East Midlands countryside. He drove through a number of rustic, “picture postcard” 

villages: Thurning, King’s Cliffe, and Bulwick, with their distinctive grey stoned 

cottages, thatched roofs, medieval churches and picturesque pubs. At length, they 

arrived at the historical village of Fotheringhay, which boasts the dubious 

distinction of being the site where Mary Queen of Scots was beheaded, some four 

hundred years ago. Perry decided that this wasn’t the most propitious moment to 

impart this particular piece of grizzly English history; there would be plenty of time 

later to pass on his local knowledge - when Sunny wasn’t burdened with having to 

look after someone who had so recently been involved in a horrific murder.   



   

Leaving Fotheringhay, they drove through the scenic environs of Rockingham 

Forest and finally came to a halt in Barnwell Country Park, where he suggested 

they park up, and seek a secluded area for their picnic. It was a beautiful, wooded 

piece of Northamptonshire countryside, close to the River Nene. Several of the 

Nene’s tributaries ran through the park, and one of them fed into a large lake: a 

haven for ducks, water fowl and other wild life. A number of secluded grassy areas, 

suitable for private picnics, could be found scattered along the banks of the lake. 

  

Sunny had provided the food, which she had packed in a large wicker basket and 

Perry had brought the liquid refreshment: cans of soft drinks and wine, buried in ice 

inside a red cool box. Always the gentleman, he carried both the basket and the 

cool box, and as they wandered further and further along the banks of the lake, he 

was sure that at any moment his arms would jump out of their sockets. 

  

‘Are you sure you can manage that by yourself?’ asked Sunny.  

  

But he was determined to suffer in silence. ‘Oh I’m just fine thank you,’ he 

replied, breathing a huge sigh of relief when at long last Sunny found a spot that 

seemed to satisfy her. 

  

As expected, the food was delicious. It was a mixture of daintily cut English 

sandwiches and pastries, together with some deliciously grilled meat and 

vegetables, which had been marinated, Thai style. Perry handed Jin a can of Coke, 

and asked Sunny, ‘Would you like to share a cold bottle of Chardonnay with me?’ 

  

‘Are you sure you will be fit to drive home if you drink?’ she asked. 

  

‘I’m only going to have a couple of glasses – that won’t put me over the limit.’ 

  

They made themselves comfortable on a couple of blankets that Sunny had been 

carrying, and Perry tucked into his food as though he hadn’t eaten for a month. He 

was certainly very hungry, as he had been too excited to eat that morning and 

Sunny could only wonder at his appetite. A small plate of assorted snacks quickly 

satisfied her, but Jin, who had settled down a few yards away on the second 

blanket, barely touched the food that Sunny gave to her.  

  

‘Jin, you must try to eat something,’ Sunny said in Thai. 

  

Jin looked at Sunny, and gave a weak smile. She mumbled something softly to 

herself, and pushed the plate away.  

  

‘What’s she saying?’ Perry asked. 

  

‘Not much really. She just refuses to talk about what happened. I really don’t 

know what to do for the best. She can’t stay with me forever.’ 

  



‘Did you ask her about the photograph of the baby girl – the one inside the 

amulet?’ 

  

‘I did, but it just produced another bout of crying. Maybe I should try again, I’ve 

nothing to lose have I?’ 

  

Once again, Sunny spoke to Jin in her own language, with the same predicable 

result as before. She burst into tears. 

  

‘You see, Perry, I told you, it’s hopeless.’ 

  

After a few minutes Jin’s sobs gradually ceased, and she started muttering 

something under her breath. It sounded to Perry, like the same sounds, over and 

over. 

  

‘What is it Sunny?’ What is she saying?’ 

  

‘I don’t know – it doesn’t make any sense. I’m not sure what she means,’ Sunny 

replied, trying to decipher Jin’s repeated mumbling. 

  

The muttering and sobbing continued for a while, and eventually Jin lay down on 

the grass, apparently exhausted, and closed her eyes. 

  

‘Good,’ Sunny said, ‘I think she’s going to sleep. She certainly needs it, I doubt 

if she’s had more than a dozen hours of sleep since she’s been released.’ 

  

‘You’ve taken on a huge responsibility, haven’t you, Sunny? What are you going 

to do? You can’t keep her with you forever?’ 

  

‘I will try to look after her for as long as possible, and hope that she slowly 

recovers her sanity. She obviously needs a lot of care and comforting. Somehow I 

have to find a way to help her make all the pain and anguish can go away. If and 

when she feels better, she might feel like talking to me about it all. Until then, we 

must be patient. 

  

‘You are a very good person Sunny,’ Perry said softly, as he sipped his wine,  

‘you’re so kind and considerate.’ 

  

‘Don’t be so silly. I’m not good at all – I’m only doing what anyone would do in 

similar circumstances.’ 

  

‘Well, I think you’re wonderful. I’ve never met anyone quite like you, and I 

think you’re the most incredible person I have ever met,’ he said, almost in a 

whisper. Sunny took a sip of her wine, and turned her head to look to out over the 

tranquil lake, avoiding Perry’s searching gaze.  

  



He kept his eyes on her face, trying to fathom what was happening behind those 

sparkling brown eyes. ‘Sunny, I’m in love with you.’  

  

He waited – terrified - for her reaction; but she remained silent and continued to 

look out at the lake, giving not the slightest indication that she had heard those most 

intimate of words.  

  

‘Sunny, I said that I’m in love with you.’ 

  

She gave no sign that she had heard him, or that she would respond.  

  

He panicked. ‘Oh my God, what have I done,’ he thought. ‘Sunny, please, please 

say something – anything – I can’t stand this much longer.’ 

  

As if reading his thoughts, Sunny finally turned back to Perry, and spoke to him 

with a soft smile. ‘You’re a very sweet person, and I’m very fond of you; but Perry, 

at this point in my life, the last thing I need is a serious relationship.’ 

  

He looked at her, open-mouthed, unable to speak for a few seconds. ‘Why – yes 

of course Sunny, I – understand.’ He was desperately trying to keep his composure, 

but inside his stomach was churning. He grimly realised, not for the first time, that 

his declaration of love had been spurned and that his pursuit of Sunny was about to 

end in humiliating failure. 

  

‘I would still like you to be my friend, Perry,’ Sunny continued in her quiet, 

lilting voice. ‘One day, who knows? We might become even closer. But just now, 

with all this terrible trouble that I’m involved in, we have other things to occupy 

our minds. Don’t you think so?’ 

  

‘Yes Sunny, I suppose we do,’ he replied miserably. 

  

‘Don’t look so sad – we were having such a lovely time out here by this beautiful 

lake. Come on, a smile please.’ 

  

Perry looked at her and tried to smile. 

  

‘Listen Perry, we hardly know each other. Believe me, you wouldn’t call me so 

wonderful if you really knew me,’ Sunny said with a smile.  

  

‘And you know nothing about me,’ Perry responded, ‘so maybe you could grow 

to…to… love me – one day, when you know me better?’ 

  

‘Yes, Perry, that is quite true. One day, maybe, I could. But not now.’ 

  

‘Sunny, can we be really honest with each other? Can we be completely frank?’ 

  

‘Yes, of course.’ 



  

‘Well, I think you are the most wonderful and most beautiful person I have ever 

met. I don’t need to know anything more about you to be absolutely sure of that. 

There is nothing you could ever tell me that would change my feelings for you. But 

I want you to be honest and tell me what you really think of me – as a man – as a 

person. I mean, I’m not from your part of the world – I’m not an Asian - and maybe 

you could never have a serious relationship with a non-Asian. Even as a westerner, 

I know that I’m not a particularly good specimen. I’m too fat, my nose is too big, 

and I haven’t even got a proper job.  So, would I be correct in thinking that I could 

never have any chance with you – tell me truthfully – do you find me repulsive?’ 

  

Sunny burst out laughing. ‘Oh Perry, sometimes you’re such a child aren’t you.’ 

  

Perry started to blush. 

  

‘Of course you’re not repulsive. You know something?  English and Thais have 

very similar sayings. You say: “Beauty is in the eye of the beholder”, and we say, 

“A person’s beauty is from within”. It’s not how you look on the outside that 

matters. It’s what you are like on the inside – deep inside – your heart. That is what 

matters to me. And I know that you have a good heart.’ 

  

Perry smiled. ‘So you don’t find me repulsive, phew, that’s a relief. But tell me, 

what do you really think about me?’  

  

‘You asked me to be honest, so I’ll tell you. To me, Perry, you are still a child, 

even though you are – how old? - about thirty?’  

  

Perry nodded.  

  

‘You hardly know anything about the world – or life - outside of your lovely, 

civilised England.’ Sunny continued. ‘You wanted honesty, Perry. So that’s what 

I’m giving you. You have so much growing up to do – we may be of similar ages – 

but I think there is an enormous gap in our experience of life.’ 

  

Perry stared at the ground, completely crestfallen. 

  

‘Cheer up, you did ask for it,’ Sunny said with a bright smile.  

  

‘So there’s really no hope for me. Not only do I look awful, but I’m also 

immature.’ 

  

‘Perry, listen to me carefully – I don’t care what anyone else has told you. 

You’re not a bad looking chap at all – any woman would be happy to have you as 

her husband.’ 

  

‘No, Sunny, I don’t think so.’ 

  



‘Really - I mean it. As a man, you look absolutely fine. You must have more 

confidence in yourself.’ 

  

‘Yes, that’s what Bert keeps telling me,’ said Perry. 

  

‘Well, I know dear old Bert is a bit of a know-all, but he’s right about you. If you 

just had more self-belief, you could have any woman you wanted.’ 

  

‘I don’t want any woman. I want you.’ 

  

‘Now Perry….’ 

  

‘I know, I know. I’m sorry, Sunny. I was forgetting – you want a man, not a 

boy,’ he said sullenly. 

  

‘Perry, you’re not listening. I don’t want anybody. Not now, and not for a long 

time to come. I told you when we first met, that I want to be alone.’ 

  

‘But why?’ Why do you want to be alone? It’s not natural.’ 

  

‘Not natural? What is natural? I told you, you don’t know anything about me. 

Maybe one day, you will know a bit more, but not now. It’s not the right time for 

that yet.’ 

  

‘I’m too young to understand, I suppose,’ he said sadly. 

  

Sunny was silent, and stared at the ground. She didn’t know what she could do to 

make this young man realise that what he thought was love, was in reality, just a 

crazy infatuation. She believed that people didn’t fall in love so quickly, that true 

love only happens when two people know and understand each other over a long 

period of time. But she felt that she couldn’t explain this to Perry in his current 

state. He was too confused, and too lonely. 

  

Perry made a desperate effort to pull himself together, and putting on a brave 

smile, he said, ‘Well Sunny, I will certainly look forward to the day when you are 

ready to tell me more about yourself. And since you’ve said that you’re not 

interested in having a serious relationship for the foreseeable future, maybe you’ll 

be good enough to wait until I grow up?  When that happens, you could give me 

another chance. What do you say?’ 

  

‘Now then, Perry,’ Sunny said, with a disapproving look.  

  

‘It’s all right. I’m joking. But you did say you wanted to be friends. Is that 

possible? Can we still be friends?’ 

  



‘Of course we can. I want us to be very good friends. I’ve already told you that. 

But please try to find yourself a new girlfriend. Believe me, I’m not right for you 

Perry.’ 

  

‘I think I’ll be the judge of that.’ 

  

‘Perry, it looks like Jin is starting to stir,’ said Sunny, changing the subject. 

‘Maybe we should think about heading back.’ 

  

‘Yes of course - and thank you for being so honest with me. I confess that what 

you’ve told me is pretty devastating, but at least I know where things stand between 

us,’ said Perry, sounding a little more like his old self. 

  

‘Believe me, it hasn’t been much fun having to tell you all this, Perry, and I’m 

sorry that I can’t be more positive about the future. But Perry, one last thing.’ 

  

‘Oh? What would that be?’ he asked, fearing yet another put-down. 

  

‘Why didn’t you tell me about that Scottish Queen who was beheaded in 

Fotheringhay when we drove through there this morning?’ 

  

‘Scottish Queen? Mary Queen of Scots? You mean to tell me that you know all 

about her?’ 

  

‘Of course I do. If I didn’t know you better, I might suspect that you were trying 

to hide the more unsavoury aspects of British history from me.’ 

  

‘Hide some of the...’ He looked at Sunny’s smile. ‘You’re teasing me, aren’t 

you?’ 

  

‘Yes, Perry, I’m teasing you.’ 

  

‘Oh dear, Sunny. I see even an ardent declaration of love isn’t enough to stop 

you pouring yet more humiliation on a naïve and innocent young man.’ 

   

‘Perry, you can’t really believe that – I was only having a little fun,’ she said, 

with a worried look. 

   

‘I know. So was I,’ he replied with a smile.    

  

* 

  

The return journey to Fawnhope was a very quiet affair.  Sunny and Perry were 

both lost in their personal reflections, and Jin sat silently in the back, remaining in 

the same comatose-like state she was in when Perry had picked her up that 

morning. The late afternoon sun almost blinded Perry as he steered his car along 

the narrow, winding lane that led back into Fawnhope.  



  

‘Thank you so much for taking us out today, Perry. It has been a pleasant change 

from being stuck in my bungalow – and we would have missed this lovely weather. 

I’m sure that Jin has appreciated it as well, but as you can see, she has a lot on her 

mind, and isn’t exactly communicating much at the moment.’  

  

‘You’re very welcome Sunny. It’s been my pleasure. And I hope that our very 

personal conversation doesn’t mean that we can’t do this again, sometime soon. As 

you said, we have to take advantage of all the good weather we get in England.’ 

  

‘I’ve told you, I want us to stay friends and I’d love to go out again.’ 

  

Perry’s mood lightened at Sunny’s reassurance, and he was on the point of 

suggesting that they might go somewhere over the coming weekend, when Sunny’s 

bungalow came into view. The sight that met him immediately put any thoughts of 

another picnic from his mind as there were no less than three police cars parked in 

Sunny’s driveway. 

  

‘Sunny,’ Perry exclaimed, 'something serious must have happened. The police 

are here – in force by the look of it.’ 

  

Perry parked behind the police vehicles and a reception committee comprising 

Sunny’s next door neighbours and three uniformed policemen were waiting to greet 

them. Perry feared the worst as he saw their worried expressions. ‘What’s 

happened, Bert? Not another murder I hope?’ he asked, as he climbed out of his 

car. 

  

‘No, nothing like that,’ Bert replied. ‘Sunny, I’m afraid there’s been a series of 

break-ins.’ 

  

‘Break-ins? What do you mean, Bert?’ 

  

‘Oh it’s terrible Sunny,’ chipped in Daisy Burns. ‘Some wicked people have 

been breaking into our homes. Oh dear, oh dear. People are so bad these days.’ 

  

‘I don’t understand,’ said Sunny. Whose homes have been broken into? Did they 

break into your house Daisy, you poor thing?’  

  

‘Yes Sunny, I’m afraid they did,’ said Bert. 

  

‘How terrible for you. I hope you weren’t home at the time.’  

  

‘She was out shopping,’ explained Bert.  ‘Mabel and I were in Cambridge. We 

were visiting my son, when the thief broke into our place.’ 

  

‘This is shocking Bert. Two break-ins in one day – and in broad daylight too!’ 

Sunny commiserated. 



  

‘Not two, Sunny, three. I’m afraid there’s been a break-in here as well. 

Fawnhope’s crime figures have jumped from the bottom of the Neighbour Watch 

league to the top, in one fell swoop. I’ll be lucky to keep my position after the 

events of today.’ 

  

‘Never mind that Bert, what did they take? Anything valuable?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘That’s exactly what we’d like to know sir,’ interrupted one of the police 

officers. Mr Allwinkle and Miss Burns have told me that as far as they can tell, 

nothing has been taken. Just a bit of a mess where their windows have been broken, 

and a few scratches on the furniture where the burglar must have jumped down. But 

nothing appears to be missing.’ 

  

Well that’s a relief Daisy, isn’t it?’ said Sunny. 

  

‘It’s certainly good news for Daisy and me,’ said Bert, ‘but from what we can 

see from looking through your broken window, we don’t think you’ve been let off 

so lightly, do we constable?’ 

  

‘I’m afraid there’s a bit of a mess in there, miss. Would you mind going inside 

and checking it out for us.’ 

  

‘Of course,’ said Sunny, taking her front door key out of her bag, and opening 

the door. ‘So far everything seems to be in order, officer,’ she called back from the 

hallway. ‘Well everyone, you all better come inside.’ 

  

They followed Sunny across the hallway and into the kitchen, which didn’t 

appear to have been touched. ‘You wait here, while I go and check the rest of the 

house,’ she said.  

  

As she entered the lounge with two policemen – she let out a cry of anguish. ‘Oh 

my goodness! My new home has been wrecked!’ she shrieked.  

  

Bert and Perry rushed to the lounge door and looked over her shoulders. It was a 

total mess. All Sunny’s pictures and carvings from Thailand had been smashed and 

ripped to pieces. The furniture had been slashed, and Sunny’s delicate silk curtains, 

also imported from Thailand, had red paint daubed all over them. The tropical pot 

plants had been upturned and the earth strewn all over the floor and furniture. The 

bedrooms had received similar treatment. Only the kitchen seemed to have been 

spared. 

  

Perry’s heart went out to her. For the first time since he had known her, he could 

see she was about to lose her inner calm and self-control. Her eyes were welling up, 

and she started to shake.  

  

‘Sunny, are you all right,’ Perry asked. 



  

‘All right? Yes… I think so. This is all so terrible,’ she said. But she was unable 

to control herself any longer and the tears started to roll down her cheeks. 

  

‘Come and sit on the bed,’ Perry suggested, leading her back into her ravaged 

bedroom. 

  

She sat down gratefully, and after a few minutes she gradually regained some 

semblance of composure. 

  

‘Thank you Perry, I think I’m Ok now. Let’s go back to the kitchen – they’re all 

waiting for me. 

  

Perry led her back to the kitchen, where she joined the rest of the gathering. 

  

‘Do you think anything has been stolen, miss?’ asked one of the policemen. 

  

‘I’m… I’m not sure. It doesn’t look like it. I will have to check. Oh dear, what a 

mess! What a mess!’ 

  

‘You poor, poor dear,’ said Daisy, soothingly. ‘I don’t understand it, whatever is 

the world coming to? Here we are in peaceful, law abiding Fawnhope, and we 

suffer three crimes in one day.’ 

  

Sunny seemed to have recovered her composure. ‘Oh Daisy, I’m so sorry,’ she 

said. 

  

‘Sorry? It’s not your fault my dear?’ 

  

‘No? Well I wish that was true, but I suspect that it may be something to do with 

me. I would guess that whoever did all this was after my house. If, as you say, there 

wasn’t much damage to the other two houses, it looks as though it was mine that 

they were after?’ 

  

‘There was very little damage to ours, apart from a broken window and a scratch 

on my coffee table,’ said Bert. ‘And nothing’s been stolen.’ 

  

‘The same for me, dear,’ said Daisy. ‘But why does that make it your fault?’ 

  

‘Because they were after me – and if I hadn’t moved here, none of this would 

have happened. I’m so sorry, Bert and Daisy. Let me pay for the damage to your 

houses.’ 

  

‘Don’t be silly, Sunny,’ said Bert. Of course it wasn’t your fault. In any case, our 

insurance policies will cover the cost of repairs.’ 

  

‘I still feel responsible,’ insisted Sunny. 



  

‘But why Sunny? You’re not being very logical, you know’ piped up Perry. 

‘Why would anyone want to trash your house?’ 

  

‘I’m not sure,’ said Sunny. Maybe it’s a racist attack. You saw how those two 

men behaved at the police station the other day. There are a few racists around 

here, you know. Maybe someone doesn’t want an Asian living in your village.’ 

  

‘Sunny,’ said Bert, ‘What happened at Ousby police station was unforgivable, 

but you said yourself that there were extenuating circumstances leading to that 

outburst – what with their father having just been murdered an ‘all. But I know 

every single person who lives in this village, and quite a few from the other villages 

around here, and I would stake my life that there isn’t a racist amongst them. We’re 

all absolutely delighted to have you living here in our little community. You’ve 

been such a breath of fresh air. And I’ll tell you something else – you’ve got better 

manners than most of the locals.’ 

  

There were enthusiastic murmurs of agreement, as Sunny said, ‘Thank you Bert 

that was quite a speech. I appreciate it, I really do. But I still feel responsible, no 

matter what you all say. Now if you’ll kindly forgive me, I need to get poor little 

Jin here back to her room, and start clearing up the mess. I’ll also call a glazier – 

they can fix Daisy’s window first, and then I’ll send them round to you, Bert.’ 

  

Sunny would brook no argument, and after a few moments, the neighbours 

started to depart, leaving only Perry remaining, as he had gallantly volunteered to 

help clear up.  

  

The police stayed for a while, making detailed notes on the damage, and they 

were just about to take their leave when yet another car appeared at the end 

Sunny’s driveway. 

  

‘Who can it be now?’ Perry muttered, when the familiar figure of Inspector 

Tobing climbed out of the unmarked car, He nodded briefly to the uniformed men 

who were leaving, and walked up to Sunny’s front door.    

  

‘Good afternoon, Inspector,’ shouted Perry. I’m glad to see that the local 

gendarmes are taking a serious interest in this despicable outrage. Sunny thinks it 

may be racially motivated. What do you think?’ 

  

‘Good afternoon sir and Miss Sunny. These break-ins are indeed a terrible 

outrage, but I’m afraid that I haven’t come about those crimes, reprehensible 

though they may be. No miss, it’s even more serious than that. May I come in for a 

moment?’ 

  

‘Of course, Inspector,’ said Sunny. Come into the kitchen, it’s the only habitable 

room left in the house,’ she said with a weak smile. 

  



Tobing glanced at the chaos left behind by the intruder. ‘What a mess, miss. I am 

very sorry that this happened. I hope my men took all the necessary details?’ 

  

‘Yes Inspector, they were very thorough and very polite, thank you. Now, what 

can be more serious than three break-ins in one day?’ 

  

‘I think you both better be seated. May I enquire where the young lady is – Miss 

Jin? 

  

‘She’s in her room, Inspector,’ answered Sunny. ‘I regret to tell you that her 

mental state hasn’t much improved.’ 

  

‘No? I’m sorry to hear that. Now I’m sorry to have to ask you, but would you 

mind bringing her out here? She needs to hear what I have to say.’ 

  

‘Does she have to be disturbed Inspector? I think she is trying to sleep.’ 

  

‘I’m afraid she does, miss,’ said Tobing ominously. 

  

Sunny went into the bedroom and after a few moments, reappeared with a very 

frightened looking Jin. 

  

‘Now, Sunny, I would like you to tell Jin that we’ve been carrying out some 

more searches in the area at the back of her house. In particular, we’ve been 

conducting a very thorough search in her back garden,’ the inspector said. 

  

As Sunny translated this, Jin suddenly gave a horrified look towards the 

policeman. 

  

‘I thought she might be interested in that piece of news,’ said Tobing slowly. 

  

‘Inspector, what do you mean? Searching the garden? What did you find?’ asked 

Sunny. 

  

‘I think she knows what we found – but I’ll come to that in a minute.’ 

  

Perry thought that Jin was on the point of collapsing in sheer terror as Tobing 

continued.  

  

‘You see miss, after we found that footprint and second pestle in the garden, we 

decided to re-interview the neighbours. We wanted to find out if the footprint 

belonged to someone living around there, or if anyone had seen a man running 

away.’ 

  

‘And did you find out anything?’ asked Perry. 

  



‘Yes we did sir, but not what we were expecting. We found out something rather 

strange. No-one had seen a man running away, but two of the closest neighbours 

told my men that during the last two months they had heard the sounds of a young 

girl in the house.’ 

  

‘A young girl?’ asked Perry, incredulously. 

  

‘Yes sir, a young girl. They told us that they had heard sounds of a girl crying, 

and laughing. And then the neighbour who discovered the deceased’s blood in the 

first place –I think we can say she is a bit on the nosy side – even claimed that she 

had seen a young girl in the garden on a couple of occasions.’ 

  

There was total silence around the kitchen table – except for some unusually 

heavy breathing coming from Jin, who seemed to be in total shock. 

  

‘So all this got us wondering a bit – who was this girl? And more important, 

what had happened to her? Well one thing led to another, and we had another look 

around the back garden, and this time we paid particular attention to the ground 

under the rose bushes – where all those thorns were – the ones which deterred my 

men the first time around.’ 

  

‘Inspector, please tell me what you found?’ said Sunny, in a controlled but 

clearly emotional voice. 

  

‘I think you may have guessed, Miss. We found a shallow grave, with the body 

of a small girl inside.’ 

  

‘Oh my God!’ screamed Perry, as Jin suddenly let out the most horrific wail, and 

collapsed onto the table, her renewed sobs wracking her body. 

  

‘Inspector, how did she die?’ asked Sunny, in the same almost robotic tone. 

  

‘We’re not sure yet, miss. We’re awaiting the results of the post mortem. But it 

looks very much as though her skull was smashed in. Just like Jack Johnson’s. The 

killer probably used the same kind of murder weapon – a pestle no doubt.’ 

  

Jin continued to scream, and Perry was too shocked to say anything. Sunny and 

Tobing were the only ones still in control of themselves. 

  

‘There were some things buried with the girl. Personal things – her clothes and 

such like. And among these things we found a passport, a Thai passport. Here it is, 

Miss, have a look,’ he said as he handed the brown document to Sunny.  

  

Sunny studied the passport intently. ‘Her name was Nitaya, Nitaya Boonsombat. 

She was three years old.’ 

  

Yes, Nitaya – how do you say? Boon-som-bat. Is that right?’  



  

Sunny nodded. 

  

‘Isn’t that the same surname as Miss Jin over there? 

  

‘Yes, it is, Inspector.’ 

  

‘So it would be a reasonable assumption that Jin is the little girl’s mother, 

wouldn’t it?’ the inspector said quietly. ‘It won’t take long to check it out – she 

must have applied for an entry visa at the British Consulate in Bangkok,’ he added 

as an afterthought. 

  

 To everyone’s surprise, Jin suddenly stopped crying, and stared across at 

Tobing. 

  

Sunny walked over to her and put her hands around Jin’s shoulders, but Jin just 

shook her off. She looked straight into the inspector’s eyes, as she spoke in halting 

English, ‘Nit – she my daughter. I kill her – and I kill Jack. Take me! Take me back 

to prison! Lock me up! I am a killer! I want to die! Take me, take me now!’ 

  

‘Yes… er …Miss Boon...som...bat,’ said Inspector Tobing gravely, that is 

precisely what I intend to do.’ 



  

CHAPTER FIVE 

  

  
The sombre events that followed the re-arrest of Jintana Boonsombat 

overshadowed all thoughts that Perry might have secretly harboured in his quest to 

capture the heart of the wonderful and incredibly desirable Sunny. He had 

unwittingly been drawn into to a pernicious and tangled web of murders, which had 

already yielded two corpses. Murders, that were almost too horrific to contemplate, 

and which incredibly, had been perpetrated only a short distance from where he 

lived. The girl, Jin had confessed to the double killing, but Sunny seemed 

convinced that she was innocent. What did it all mean? Two days had passed, and 

Perry was still speculating as to whether he would continue to be closely involved 

in the case when, to his surprise and pleasure, he received a call from Sunny. 

  

‘Hello, Perry. How are you feeling this morning?’ 

   

‘I am feeling very well, thank you Sunny, and all the better for hearing your 

lovely voice. It’ll take my mind off this tasteless breakfast I’ve been trying to 

digest.’ 

   

Sunny ignored his attempt at light banter as she continued, ‘Perry, you wouldn’t 

by any chance be free to drive me over to Ousby Police station would you?’ 

   

‘Free? Me? Of course I’m free Sunny! I’m always available to take you 

anywhere – you know that. So what’s happening? Why do you have to go there?’ 

    

‘Inspector Tobing just called. He asked me if I could pop in and see him about 

the case. 

   

‘Which case is that?’ asked Perry. ‘The break-ins, or the murders?’ 

   

‘The murders, Perry. The Inspector didn’t mention the break-ins, but maybe we 

can ask him about them when we see him. I hope I’m not putting you out too much 

– it’s just that I thought you might like to hear the latest developments first hand, so 

to speak. And you know how much I hate driving.’ 

   

Perry was delighted that Sunny had asked him to accompany her. Maybe this 

was the much hoped for breakthrough in the relationship. 

  

‘Sunny, I promise you that you’re not putting me out at all. I’ll be over in five 

minutes,’ he answered excitedly, almost overturning the kitchen table in his haste to 

rush to the bedroom and get ready to go out. ‘Maybe this time she won’t shut me 

out,’ he thought. ‘Maybe she’s decided that she really needs me to help her through 

this nightmare.’ 

  

* 



  

Inspector Tobing looked particularly grave as he showed the couple into his 

office an hour later. ‘Thank you for coming, miss, and you sir, even though I don’t 

recall inviting you.’ 

   

‘Inspector, Perry’s my very good friend, and I need to have him with me during 

this terrible time. So if it’s alright with you, I would like him to stay. I want him to 

hear what you have to say.’ 

   

Perry’s face flushed with pleasure at these words and the Inspector looked back 

at him quizzically. He slowly nodded his head. 

   

‘Very well miss, if that’s the way you want it, it’s fine by me. Now to business, I 

have two reports here,’ he said, waving some papers at the couple who sat opposite 

him. ‘These reports have been very useful to us in trying to piece together this 

tragic jigsaw.’ 

   

‘What sort of reports are they, Inspector?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘Well sir, one is the post mortem report on the young girl’s body, and the other is 

the latest forensic report on the two pestles that were found at the house. You see, 

after we discovered the body buried in the garden, we had the lab re-check the 

blood traces on the pestle that the young lady was holding when we found her in 

the kitchen. And you know what? It’s a perfect match. The blood on the pestle is 

the same as the blood belonging to the poor murdered child. So I’m afraid, Miss 

Sunny that it looks as though Jin was really telling us the truth about what 

happened when she confessed the other day. All the evidence is now pointing to her 

as the killer. I think she did kill the girl – Nittaya – her daughter.’ 

   

‘But why on earth would she kill her daughter? It doesn’t make sense!’ 

exclaimed Perry. 

   

‘No sir, it doesn’t make a lot of sense.’ 

   

There was no visible reaction from Sunny to this latest revelation, and after a 

long pause she asked the inspector, ‘You said you had a post mortem report, 

Inspector. Is there anything in the report that throws any light on what might have 

happened?’ 

   

‘Well, in a manner of speaking, we did find something that may point to a 

motive for the killing,’ he replied gravely. 

   

‘A motive, inspector?’ Sunny asked. ‘What possible motive could there be for a 

young mother to kill her daughter?’ 

   

There was another very long pause before Tobing replied. ‘The girl, Nittaya, had 

been abused – sexually abused – very badly, according to this report.’ 



   

‘That’s ghastly!’ shouted Perry. ‘Are you sure?’ 

   

‘Yes, we are very sure. Here, take a look at the report for yourself,’ he said as he 

handed the papers to Perry.  

  

Perry glanced at the report briefly before handing it to Sunny. ‘Here Sunny, you 

read it, I can’t take it in.’ 

  

Sunny studied the report intently for a few minutes before handing it back to the 

Inspector. 

  

‘As you say Inspector, the poor girl was subjected to a lot of suffering before she 

was killed. So what exactly do you think happened?’ 

  

‘We may never know exactly what happened miss, but it was probably 

something like this. We believe that the young lady, Jin, must have met the 

deceased, Jack Johnson, in Bangkok, about two years ago as we know from the 

records that they were married in Bangkok in June, 2000. After they were married, 

they moved to England and set up home at Johnson’s house in Willowbridge.  

  

‘Jin must have already had a daughter in Thailand, and we also know she made 

recent trip to there, presumably to visit her family. She must have decided to bring 

the girl back with her to England. So far, my theory pretty much follows the facts. 

We know she had a daughter, from the forms and papers she submitted to the 

British consulate to obtain the girl’s entry visa into England. The rest is just 

conjecture.  

  

What we suspect is that Johnson probably started abusing the girl and at some 

point her mother found out. She must have decided to kill him, but she couldn’t do 

it alone. She is only a slight little thing, and Johnson was over sixteen stone in 

weight. She had to have an accomplice – you remember that there were 

unidentified prints on the pestle found in the garden? Well they almost certainly 

belong to the person who hit Jack Johnson on the head. We have matched the prints 

with some found elsewhere in the house - in the kitchen and in the hallway where 

the body was found. We are still trying to find out who this person is, but with Jin 

refusing to say anything, so far, we have drawn a complete blank.’ 

  

‘But the young girl, why would she kill her daughter?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘Who knows sir. Maybe we’ll never know. But the poor might was definitely 

killed with the pestle that Jin was holding when we found her sitting in the kitchen. 

And she has confessed to the double killing – even though she won’t tell us who 

helped her. I can only guess that Jin killed her daughter because she thought that in 

some strange way her daughter was better off dead – after she had suffered all that 

abuse. What do you think Sunny? Is that possible?’ 

  



‘Anything is possible, Inspector, but it is most unlikely. Unless…’ 

  

‘Unless what miss?’ 

  

‘Unless she had completely lost her mind. Unless she had some sort of mental 

breakdown.’ 

  

‘Yes, that is exactly what we have been thinking,’ the inspector said slowly. 

  

‘Inspector, would it be possible for me to see Jin?’ 

  

‘I was actually hoping that you’d ask to see her. Maybe you could try to explain 

the progress we have made in the case - the lab reports and what we believe 

happened. Tell her everything, and in particular, tell her that we know she had an 

accomplice. Tell her that it might help her situation if we could find him, or her. 

  

Jin was brought back into the interview room from the cell where she had been 

held for the past two days. She appeared even more distraught than the last time 

Perry had seen her. Her hair was in a tangled mess, her clothes were badly soiled, 

and she looked as though she hadn’t washed for several days. 

  

‘We can’t get her to wash or change her clothes,’ the Inspector explained. ‘Every 

time one of our female officers tries to go near her, she starts screaming, and curls 

herself up into a tight ball. We can’t do anything with her, so I’m afraid this will 

have to be our last effort at trying to communicate. If she doesn’t settle down and 

start behaving in a rational manner, then she’ll have to be taken away.’ 

  

‘Taken away? What do you mean?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘Two psychiatrists have examined her, and I’ve just been informed that that their 

report will confirm that she’s not in a fit state to stand trial. They will recommend 

that we move her to a secure mental institution, and I’ve arranged for her to be 

moved this afternoon - which is why we thought we’d have one last try with you 

miss, before she leaves.’  

  

Sunny approached Jin and spoke very softly to her in Thai. Jin sat deathly still, 

staring at the table and gave no sign that she had heard anything that Sunny was 

saying to her. Suddenly, Jin let out a heartrending shriek, and collapsed into her 

arms, her body once more becoming wracked with sobs. 

 

‘What did you say, Sunny?’ whispered Perry. 

  

Sunny looked at the Inspector and Perry. ‘I told her that the police knew that her 

daughter had been abused.’ There was a long pause as Jin continued her pitiful 

crying. ‘It’s no use, inspector. She won’t tell me anything. Her mental condition 

seems to have deteriorated. She needs proper care and attention.’ 

  



‘Yes Miss, we know, and she’ll be getting it quite soon. Well, thank you for 

trying – it was worth a go. I want you to know that we do feel for her. We can see 

that her mind is so tortured and she didn’t know what she was doing. And if I my 

theory is correct, well… maybe Johnson got what he deserved…but that’s off the 

record. We’re here to uphold the law, and you can’t go around killing people, 

whatever the provocation. But we’d love to get our hands on whoever helped her. 

I’m sure that her accomplice wasn’t suffering from any mental illness.’ 

   

‘I know you’ve been doing your best, Inspector, and thank you for arranging to 

have Jin transferred to a hospital. I am very grateful,’ said Sunny. 

   

‘You don’t have to thank me, miss; I’m just doing my job. It’s obvious that the 

poor girl isn’t in her right mind, so I was trying to do the best thing for all 

concerned.’ 

   

‘What about the murder case Inspector? What happens if you can’t find Jin’s 

accomplice?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘The murders will stay on file. The young lady can’t be charged until the doctors 

decide she has recovered her mental health.’ 

   

‘And then – if she recovers?’ 

   

‘If she recovers, and if she is considered fit to stand trial, she will be charged 

with the double murder, the murders of her husband and daughter.’ 

  

* 

   

Perry had been so elated when Sunny asked him to take her to see Inspector 

Tobing that he was completely unprepared for the total lack of contact since the 

traumatic morning at the station. They had driven home in almost complete silence, 

and Perry had thought that Sunny was near to tears. He remembered that he had 

resisted an overwhelming desire to take her in his arms and comfort her. But of 

course, he didn’t dare.  

  

A week had now passed and absolutely nothing. No calls – no fleeting sightings 

of Sunny speeding away in her car – nothing. He was back in the wilderness and 

Sunny seemed more elusive than ever. ‘Even Bert hasn’t seen any trace of her,’ 

Perry thought, ‘which is quite amazing for the wily old bird, with all his snooping 

tricks. And he’s not about to go round there to ring her doorbell – not after what 

happened the last time,’ Perry thought. ‘But why should he? After all, he’s not in 

love with her, is he?’ Perry muttered to himself. ‘There’s only one thing for it. I’ll 

have to go round myself, even if she tells me to get lost. I’ve got to do it. After all, 

it’s even possible that something’s happened to her,’ he mused. 

  

It was late afternoon when Perry finally gathered up enough courage to walk the 

quarter of a mile to Sunny’s front door and timidly ring the bell. He was so terrified 



of what may happen that he gave the bell the meekest of pushes, and then 

immediately began to worry whether Sunny had heard such a very short ring. ‘Now 

what shall I do now? Ring again?’ he wondered. 

  

He was just preparing himself mentally for a second strike at the door bell, when 

to his surprise and horror, the door swung open and there was Sunny, staring at him 

with a distant, puzzled look on her face. She looked very pale, and her appearance 

was surprisingly unkempt. Her hair was roughly tied up in a loose knot and she was 

wearing ill-fitting blue overalls on which Perry noticed a number of stains and a lot 

of dust.  

  

‘Sunny! How…er …are you? I was just…’ 

  

‘Just ringing my door bell?’ she asked rather abruptly 

  

‘Yes…er…Sunny. I was worried about you. No one has seen you for days,’ he 

said haltingly as he looked imploringly into her eyes. ‘She is still beautiful,’ he 

thought, ‘no matter what she wears.’ 

  

Sunny’s puzzled look slowly dissolved and was replaced with her more 

customary smile. ‘Worried about me? Oh my dear Perry, you mustn’t worry about 

me. I’m fine. Come on in, come inside, I’ll make us some coffee.’ 

  

Perry sighed with relief as he followed Sunny into her kitchen. ‘But what have 

you been doing, Sunny? Nobody’s heard from you or seen you in days. Have you 

been ill?’ 

  

‘No, I’ve not been ill Perry. I just wanted to be alone for a while. This business 

with Jin is so upsetting – I needed time to come to terms with it.’ 

  

Perry looked at Sunny, and realised what a selfish fool he had been to worry 

about her not calling him. She was obviously very disturbed by the awful events 

that had happened. He saw the sadness in her eyes, and decided that he’d better 

leave. 

  

‘How stupid of me not to understand what you must be going through. I’m so 

sorry Sunny, I won’t disturb your peace any longer,’ he said as he made his way 

towards the front door. 

  

‘Come back here and sit down, you silly man. You’re not stupid – you are very 

kind and thoughtful. Now sit down and have some coffee with me. I could do with 

some company.’ 

  

‘Well, if you really insist, I have to say that it’s the best offer I’ve had all week;’ 

he said trying to be cheerful.’ 

 

Sunny smiled, but remained silent, concentrating on filling the coffee percolator. 



  

‘Sunny,’ Perry continued, ‘I know it’s none of my business, and you’re much too 

clever to take advice from a duffer like me … but you know… sometimes it’s not a 

very good idea to sit around at home and mope when something terrible has 

happened. You’ll just feel worse and worse. Believe me I know. You should do 

something to occupy yourself – to take your mind off things.’ 

  

Sunny brought the two cups of coffee over to the kitchen table, and sat next to 

him. 

  

‘You’re quite right Perry. That’s exactly what I thought, and for the last couple 

of days I’ve actually been quite busy.’ 

  

‘Oh? What have you been up to?’ 

  

‘Well amongst other things, I’ve been packing.’ 

  

Perry felt his heart miss a beat. ‘Packing? Packing? Why are you packing 

Sunny?’ 

  

‘Because Perry, I’m going away,’ Sunny replied. ‘I’m going back to Bangkok for 

a while.’ 

  

‘Bangkok?’ Perry repeated. 

  

‘Perry, you must stop repeating everything I say. I knew you would be upset, 

that’s why I have been so quiet these last few days. But I suppose you had to know 

sooner or later.’ 

  

‘But why are you going to Bangkok? How long will you be away?’ he said, 

becoming increasingly agitated. 

  

‘I’m going to Bangkok because I want to try and replace all those things that 

were smashed by the intruder last week. I want to have my house back the way it 

was before the break-in, and the only way I can do that is to go and buy those Thai 

ornaments and pictures all over again. As to how long I’ll be gone? Well I can’t 

really say. It all depends on how long it takes to find everything again. Maybe a 

couple of months or so.’ 

  

‘But… this is terrible…We’ll all miss you so much!’ 

  

‘Don’t be silly. I’ll be back soon enough.’ 

  

‘But what about Jin and the murders? You can’t go away and leave her to her 

fate. You’re the only one who can help her !’ 

  



At the mention of Jin and the murders, Sunny lowered her head and rested her 

chin between her palms. 

  

‘I’m sorry Sunny, I didn’t mean to upset you.’ 

  

‘It’s all right Perry. Yes, of course you’re quite right. I can’t leave Jin to her fate 

– and I don’t intend to.’ 

  

‘But if you go away for two or three months – who knows what may happen 

while you’re away!’ 

  

‘I know Perry, I know,’ she said softly. She sat silently looking at Perry for a 

while, and then seemed to make up her mind about something. Suddenly, she rose 

from the chair and took Perry’s arm. ‘Come on Perry, let’s go and sit down in the 

lounge where it’s more comfortable. I think I’d better tell you the truth. You 

deserve it.’ 

  

A puzzled, but excited Perry followed Sunny into the lounge. He was now 

entering completely new territory. ‘The truth Sunny? What do you mean?’ 

  

‘Perry, I am going to Thailand and I am going to try and replace some of the 

things that were smashed. But the main reason I’m going is to do a bit of detective 

work.’ 

  

‘Detective work? To do with Jin?’ 

  

‘Yes, to do with Jin – I want to find out more about her background.’ 

  

‘Why? Do you think that will help? 

  

‘I’m not sure – I just think it may do. I’m still not at all convinced that Jin 

committed those murders. There are so many things to do with these crimes that 

don’t make sense.  

  

‘But you said you are going to Bangkok. Doesn’t Jin come from the North East? 

  

‘Yes, that’s right.’ 

  

‘Then why go to Bangkok?’ 

  

‘I’m not going to Bangkok – except to pass through in transit.’ 

  

‘To where then? The north east? 

  

‘Well not exactly – I’m actually going to Hat Yai.’ 

  

‘Hat Yai? Where is that?’ 



  

‘It’s a large provincial town in the south of Thailand.’ 

  

‘But Jin is from the North-east. 

  

‘Yes, but when Inspector Tobing showed me Jin’s passport, I noticed that she 

had an exit stamp from Hat Yai. 

  

‘An exit stamp? I don’t understand,’ said Perry. 

  

‘Hat Yai is in the Deep South – near the Malaysian border. She had an exit stamp 

from Hat Yai and an entry stamp into Malaysia. And then, sometime later, she must 

have gone back to Hat Yai as there two more stamps – an exit from Malaysia and 

an entry back into Thailand, at Hat Yai – all the stamps were on the same page so it 

was easy to see them. But I didn’t have a chance to make out the dates. The 

inspector was becoming rather impatient with my prolonged inspection of the 

passport, so I thought I’d better give it back to him.’ 

  

‘But what makes you think that you will find anything in Hat Yai that will prove 

that Jin didn’t commit two murders in England?’ asked Perry, trying to hide his 

scepticism. 

  

‘It’s just a hunch. I think that Hat Yai may provide some of the answers. If I can 

find out why Jin was in Hat Yai, it might provide me with a starting point in my 

search for the truth. I am determined to get to the bottom of this Perry,’ she said 

earnestly. 

  

‘Yes, I can see that, Sunny. But you told me that Hat Yai is a large provincial 

town?’ 

  

‘Yes, that’s right. It’s a very popular town for tourists – both for Thais from 

other parts of Thailand, and there are also a large number of Malaysian tourists. 

They come over the border in droves to enjoy the delights that Hat Yai has to offer 

– things they can’t get back home.’ 

  

‘Like what?’ 

  

‘Perry, Thailand is a very beautiful country, but it also has a very un- beautiful 

side to it. Like Bangkok, Hat Yai boasts a great variety of entertainment 

establishments. You know the sort of thing - bars, massage parlours, brothels.’ 

  

‘I see, I see,’ said Perry somewhat abashed. ‘But if Hat Yai is such a large and 

busy place, how on earth are you going to find out anything about a visit there by 

Jin. You don’t even know when she was there, or where she was staying.’  

  

‘I think I may have a clue that’s worth following up. As you know, when Jin 

came to stay with me, she didn’t say much that made any sense. Most of it was 



unintelligible muttering. She kept drifting from the Thai language into her native 

Issan tongue. It was impossible to make head or tail of most of it. But occasionally 

I used to hear her curse the name of a house – she would repeat the name over and 

over.’ 

  

‘What was the name?’ 

  

‘Bahn Kiyo. It means ‘The Green House’ – Kiyo means ‘green’ in Thai – A 

house might be called Bahn Kiyo to distinguish it from other, similar houses in the 

neighbourhood, that were not painted green. 

  

Jin kept cursing this house over and over – using the most horrible Thai 

profanities. Something very terrible must have happened there for her to use such 

words. Thai women wouldn’t normally use such language, but as we know, Jin 

wasn’t in her right mind.’ 

   

‘So you’re going to try and find this house? This Green House? 

   

Sunny smiled. ‘That would be a bit of a tall order Perry. As you said, Hat Yai is 

a large town. No, if that was all I had to go on, I wouldn’t be going to all this 

trouble.’ Sunny stood up and walked over to the front bay windows and looked out 

onto her tranquil front garden. Perry waited in silence for her to continue her 

explanation. 

  

‘When we went for our little picnic the other day – You remember that day?’ 

  

Perry reddened, ‘Of course I do – how could I ever forget?’ 

  

‘Do you remember that Jin kept mumbling something – just before she fell 

asleep?’ 

  

‘Yes I do, and you couldn’t work out what she was trying to say could you?’ 

  

‘She kept saying that she should never have left Raj-yindee. She kept repeating it 

over and over again. “I should never have left Raj-yindee!” she kept saying.’ 

  

‘What does that mean? Raj…?’ 

  

‘Raj – yin- dee,’ Sunny said slowly. ‘It literally means, “The King is glad.” At 

the time it didn’t make any sense. But later after she was re-arrested I went over 

everything again in my mind. I remembered that word and I remembered the Hat 

Yai stamps in her passport.’ 

  

‘And…’ 

  

‘So I logged onto the Internet and typed the words Hat Yai and Rajyindee into a 

search engine. And I found it. It’s actually Thanon Rajyindee - Rajyindee Road in 



English. It’s a small road near the centre of Hat Yai –next to the main red light 

district.’ 

  

Perry looked impressed. ‘And I suppose you’re going to tell me that you even 

found – what was it? The Green House?’ 

  

Sunny smiled. ‘No Perry – I wasn’t that lucky, although I do admit that I looked 

for it. Then I downloaded a map of Hat Yai from the internet, and as I said, I found 

that Rajyindee is only a small street, so there’s a good chance that I may be able to 

track down someone in that street who might know something about Jin. I might 

even find “Bahn Kiyo”. Jin must have spent a lot of time around there, otherwise 

why would she keep muttering that she should never have left it? 

   

‘So you’re going to Hat Yai to see what you can find out about her in Rajyindee 

Street?’ 

   

‘That’s about the strength of it, Perry.’ 

   

‘This street – you say it’s close to the red light district? 

   

‘Yes, that’s right.’ 

   

‘Won’t it be a bit dangerous for you to go poking your nose around in an area 

like that? I mean no disrespect Sunny, but it can’t be very safe there can it. I admit 

that I don’t know much about Thailand, but since I met you, I’ve been reading a bit 

about your country, and I do know that the South is bit lawless. There’s a lot of 

crime, killings and the like, isn’t there?’ 

   

‘Yes there is. But don’t you worry about me. I can look after myself, after all, I 

am Thai.’ 

  

‘If you’ll excuse me saying it Sunny, that’s exactly the point. You are a 

beautiful, delicate, sophisticated creature. What do you know about the seedy side 

of life? In Thailand, or anywhere else come to that? I bet there’s a lot of very rough 

people there. You can’t possible go snooping around by yourself – it’s a crazy 

idea!’ 

  

‘I have no choice. I must try to find out what happened to Jin – and it’s the only 

lead that I’ve got.’ 

  

Perry arose from the armchair and walked over to join Sunny at the front 

window. He had an idea, but was feeling very apprehensive. ‘Well, nothing 

ventured nothing gained,’ he thought to himself. 

  

‘Sunny, please don’t be angry, but I have a suggestion.’ 

  



‘Perry, you must learn to stop talking like this. Why on earth would I get angry? 

Whatever do you think of me?’ 

  

‘I think only good things about you, but I know you Sunny, and I think you 

might be upset at what I am going to say.’ 

  

‘Well, let’s see. Come on – out with it!’ 

  

‘How about…?’ 

  

‘Yes?’ 

  

‘How about… if I were to accompany you on your trip to Thailand?’ 

  

He looked into Sunny’s eyes, and wasn’t reassured. ‘If looks could kill’. Perry 

decided, ‘I’d be well and truly dead by now. In fact I think I’d rather be dead. 

What’s she thinking? What’s she going to say?’ 

  

But after an interminable silence, all she said was: 

  

‘Oh Perry, you silly, silly man.’ 

  

* 

   

The group that had assembled in Sunny’s front room on the following Friday 

evening was almost identical to the one that had attended her house warming, 

several weeks earlier. Bert was already into his third Bud Ice and even the ancient 

Daisy Burns was well into her second Gin and tonic. 

  

‘So when are we going to be told the reason for this sudden party?’ asked an ever 

impatient Bert. 

   

‘All in good time,’ answered Sunny, looking immaculate as usual. ‘I’m just 

waiting for our final guest to arrive.’ 

   

‘You mean Perry? I can’t believe he’s so late,’ said Bert. ‘Especially for one of 

your parties.’ 

   

‘I’m sure he’ll be here any minute,’ Sunny assured them, as she glanced out of 

the window and spied Perry’s Capri reversing into her driveway. 

   

‘Has everyone got a drink then?’ asked Sunny. 

   

‘No, not me Sunny,’ said a flustered Perry as he rushed breathlessly into the 

lounge. 

   



‘You can wait,’ she said, trying to look angry. ‘You’ve kept everyone waiting 

long enough as it is. Now, ladies and gentlemen, I have a small announcement to 

make. I’ve invited you all here this evening because I want to say goodbye to you – 

goodbye to my good friends in Fawnhope.’ 

   

Goodbye, dear!’ cried Daisy. ‘Whatever do you mean? Are you moving away 

already?’ 

   

‘No Daisy, I’m not moving away. But I am going away –I’m going back to 

Thailand for a while.’ 

   

‘For a while? What does that mean? How long for?’ asked Bert. 

   

‘But why?’ asked Fred, the village store owner. You’ve only just moved in.’ 

   

‘Well, all of you know about those shocking break-ins that we had two weeks 

ago. As you know, I had a lot of precious things broken or destroyed. So it’s quite 

simple really – I’m going back to Thailand to try and see if I can buy some new 

treasures for my home. I want to have everything back the way it was before that 

horrid afternoon.  

  

‘As to how long I’ll be gone? – I don’t know. As long as it takes I suppose - 

maybe a few weeks, maybe two or three months. I just thought it would be a good 

idea to have a little party and tell you all what I was doing, so that you wouldn’t 

have to wonder where I’d gone. I’ve already learned how easily rumours get started 

in a little village like Fawnhope,’ she added with a telling look at Mabel, Bert’s 

wife and legendary gossip. 

   

‘What about your house, Sunny? Who’s going to look after it while you’re 

away?’ asked Bert. 

  

‘I thought you might ask me that Bert, and I was hoping that you would be so 

kind as to keep an eye on things for me – just like you used to do before.’ 

   

‘It would be a pleasure, but just a thought - maybe Perry would like to be your 

caretaker?’ he said with a knowing smile in Perry’s direction. ‘After all, he doesn’t 

have much to do these days – and he’ll have even less to do when you go away,’ he 

added a little unkindly. 

   

‘Ah yes, I was coming to that,’ said Sunny. 

   

‘Yes, er… Bert,’ added Perry. ‘We were coming to that. As it happens, I am 

going to be Sunny’s caretaker, but if you do have the time, would you like to keep 

an eye on my house as well as Sunny’s?’ 

   

‘Your house! Sunny’s house!’ Why ever would I need to do that? Especially if 

you’re her caretaker – I don’t understand.’ 



   

‘Because, Bert,’ said Perry proudly. I am going to accompany Sunny on her trip 

to Thailand.’ 



  

  

PART TWO 



  

CHAPTER ONE 

  

  
Almost as soon as he had settled into his seat on the Thai Airways Seven-Four-

Seven for the Sunday night flight to Bangkok, Perry couldn’t help feeling that he 

had somehow stepped into a different world and that his life would probably never 

be the same again. His premonition that changes were imminent was further fuelled 

when they checked in at Heathrow airport. No sooner had the tickets been handed 

over, than the woman at the check-in desk immediately picked up her telephone, 

and a smart looking Thai man suddenly appeared behind the counter. He had put 

his hands together in a typical Thai greeting, smiled at Sunny and immediately 

launched into a long conversation in Thai. 

  

Perry had no idea what was being said, but it was obvious that they were having 

a very amicable discussion, and that the man seemed to know Sunny very well. At 

length, Sunny and Perry were checked in, and to Perry’s amazement and delight, he 

discovered that they had been upgraded to Business Class. 

  

‘How on earth did you manage that Sunny?’ Perry had asked as they walked to 

the departure gate. ‘That man must be a good friend of yours.’ 

  

‘A friend? Sunny smiled, ‘No, Perry, I’ve never seen him in my life before.’ 

  

‘Then how did we come to be upgraded?’ 

  

‘Oh…well…my family name…it’s quite well known in Thailand.’ 

  

‘Sunny, you’re losing me. What do you mean – your family name is quite well 

known? And how does that entitle you to have your ticket upgraded? Mine as 

well!’ 

  

‘Don’t ask too many questions Perry. When you have spent a bit of time in 

Thailand you may start to understand these things. Let’s just say that economy class 

was chock-a block, and there were some empty seats in business class. So, as I told 

you, they recognised my family name and offered to move me. But, you will be 

pleased to know, I only agreed to the upgrade if they upgraded you as well,’ she 

added with a smile. 

  

‘That was very decent of you.’ 

  

‘Well, it was touch and go – they only let well-dressed people into Business 

Class, you know.’ 

  

‘Well dressed!’ exclaimed Perry. ‘So did I pass muster?’ 

  



Perry was dressed very conservatively, with a pair of razor-creased, heavy dark- 

grey slacks, a long sleeved white cotton shirt, and a dark blue blazer, topped off 

with an immaculately knotted, old school tie. 

  

‘I think we can say you passed muster,’ Sunny said, with a teasing smile.  

  

‘I should think so too,’ he said, slightly aggrieved. Perry still wasn’t sure when 

he was being teased. ‘So you – or I should say your family - is very famous in 

Thailand?’ 

  

‘In a manner of speaking. But that’s enough questions for now. Come on, let’s 

go and find a bite to eat before we get on the plane.’ 

  

‘And now here we both are in business class – in the lap of luxury!’ he thought. 

‘And she’s more mysterious then ever – just shows her passport and gets upgraded. 

Why won’t she tell me who she is? It’s so frustrating.’ 

  

As usual, Sunny seemed to read Perry’s thoughts. ‘Don’t think too much about it 

Perry. As I told you, Thailand is a different world. I’m not famous Perry, I promise 

you.’ 

  

‘But…’ 

  

‘No, Perry. That’s enough for now. Later, we’ll talk again.’  

  

‘She always shuts me out from her personal life,’ thought Perry as he settled 

down with a pre take-off glass of champagne. ‘I suppose I shouldn’t grumble too 

much,’ he thought as he looked across at the delightful creature, who was dressed 

so elegantly yet so sensibly, in her beige cotton slacks with a matching light jacket 

and white T-shirt. 

  

‘I feel that I’m in Thailand already, Sunny.’ 

  

‘Believe me; you’ll know when you’re in Thailand.’ 

  

* 

  

‘Wake up! Wake up Perry – there’s a meal coming.’ 

  

Perry had hardly slept since the Friday night farewell party at Sunny’s house, 

two nights ago, and the heady champagne had the immediate effect of sending him 

into a much needed and welcome rest. Sunny’s soft call had succeeded in 

awakening him, and a quick glance at his watch told him that he had been asleep 

for about four hours. 

  

‘Goodness me Sunny, I must have fallen asleep – I’m so sorry.’ 

  



‘Don’t be silly. There’s nothing wrong with sleeping – you obviously needed it.’ 

  

‘But I wanted to savour every moment of the flight. And you’ve been all alone, 

with no one to talk to. Was I snoring?’ 

  

‘Only a little,’ Sunny said with a smile. ‘Now, put your seat up, there’s some 

food on its way.  Lean forward for a moment, I’ll make you more comfortable’ 

  

Perry did as he was told and to his astonishment, Sunny put her hands up to his 

neck and loosened his tie and started to undo his top shirt button. 

  

‘Wh…What are you doing Sunny?’ 

  

‘Just keep still,’ she said, as she eased the tie off his shirt, and gently pushed his 

shoulders back into his seat. ‘There, that’s much better. We don’t need any stuffy 

old ties in Thailand. It’s much too hot.’ 

  

‘If you say so, but I don’t feel properly dressed without a tie.’ 

  

‘Perry, you look just fine!’ 

  

The Thai food was delicious, and Perry discovered he was ravenous. 

  

‘You know something Sunny, I think this is the happiest I have felt in years.’ 

  

‘I must say that you look a lot happier than you were back in Fawnhope. Was life 

so miserable for you back in the village?’ 

  

‘Life miserable? No, not really. I really like Fawnhope, it’s such a pretty little 

village, and the people there are all so nice – especially you,’ he said with a bright 

smile. I don’t think my sadness has anything to do with Fawnhope.’ 

  

‘Perry, did something happen in your life – something bad – maybe many years 

ago?’ 

  

Perry looked at Sunny in wonder. ‘Why yes, something did happen – but how on 

earth would you know? I’ve never spoken to anyone about it since I’ve been in 

Fawnhope. Not even Bert.’ 

  

‘I just guessed. I’ve always thought that I could see a little sadness in your eyes, 

even when you are smiling and laughing.’ 

  

‘That’s amazing, Sunny. How can you see something like that?’ 

  

‘It’s a sort of gift that I have – I am very intuitive.’  

  

‘Sometimes you almost scare me.’ 



  

‘Don’t be silly. Perry, I want to help. You’ve been bottling up your sorrow for a 

very long time, haven’t you? 

  

‘Yes, I guess I have.’ 

  

‘Don’t you think it’s time you unburdened yourself?’ 

  

Perry looked into Sunny’s hypnotic brown eyes for a very long time, and 

eventually came to the realisation that one way or another she was going to get it all 

out of him, so he decided that maybe it was indeed time to unburden himself. 

   

‘Well, as you know, I’ve been living in Fawnhope for three years. Before that I 

lived for a year in West Sussex – which was a pretty horrible experience, but I 

won’t go into that. I suppose I’d better start at the beginning. My father was a 

banker in the city, and my mother used to be a nurse until she married my Dad. I 

was an only son, and I was brought up in a middle class suburb in London –

Harrow. Have you heard of it?’ 

   

Sunny nodded 

   

‘Well Daddy had a job in the city and when I was ten, I was sent away to stay in 

a Public School, up in the East Midlands.’  

   

‘Did you like that?’ 

   

‘It was OK really. I didn’t see my Dad much anyway as he always seemed to be 

working, but I really missed my Mum. I loved her so much. I guess it’s hard for a 

ten-year-old to be separated from his Mum.’ 

   

‘Yes, I’m sure it is,’ Sunny said. 

   

‘Well I did OK at school, nothing brilliant but good enough to get a University 

place, and a second class degree. And then to the city – to career in banking.’ 

   

‘So you followed in your father’s footsteps?’ asked Sunny. 

   

Yes. I couldn’t decide what I wanted to do – except write – but that’s not really a 

career is it? So Daddy arranged an opening through one of his city contacts and 

that’s where I worked for the next eight years or so.’ 

   

‘You don’t sound as though you enjoyed it very much?’ 

   

‘No, I didn’t, not really. I wasn’t cut out to be a banker – I went through the 

motions, but my heart wasn’t in it. I was never going to reach the giddy heights, 

and make squillions of pounds – it just wasn’t me. But it had its compensations.’ 

   



‘You mean you earned good money?’ 

   

‘No, not that. I didn’t earn all that much – I wasn’t smart enough at my job. The 

good part was that I had a chance to get to know my Dad a lot better. When I 

finished university, I didn’t go back to live with my family - I preferred my 

independence – if you can call living in a bedsit in East London being 

independent.   

  

‘Dad only worked down the road from me, and we would often meet for lunch 

and occasionally after work. I’d have dinner with Mum and Dad most weekends, 

and during that time I started to appreciate what they’d sacrificed for me. School 

fees don’t come cheap, and Dad’s job wasn’t that great. They were just determined 

to give me every chance in life. They were a lovely couple and during those years 

in the City I grew very close to them.’ 

   

‘What happened to them Perry?’ 

   

‘I was twenty-nine. Dad and Mum had decided to drive over and see me one 

evening. I’ll never know why, but I know they were coming to see me, because 

they were only a couple of streets from my home when it happened. They were 

driving down a busy side street in Leyton – a particularly rough area of East 

London, when they stopped at a red traffic light. The car behind didn’t slow down 

and smashed straight into their rear. They weren’t hurt – probably just shaken up a 

bit. Anyway, Dad got out to check on the damage and talk to the guy who had 

crashed into him. But before he had a chance to say anything the man pulled out a 

gun and waved it at him. Dad being Dad tried to tell him to put it away and not to 

be silly. Anyway, according to a witness, the man pointed the gun at dad’s head and 

shot him at point blank range. Then Mum jumped out of the car and ran over to the 

man, screaming at him, and…’ 

   

‘She was killed as well,’ said Sunny. 

   

‘Yes, she was killed as well. It was all so pointless. All over a stupid car shunt at 

a red light. So overnight I became an orphan.’ 

   

‘Did they catch the man who killed them?’ asked Sunny. 

   

‘No, they didn’t. The car was found later, about three miles away on some 

wasteland – a burnt out wreck. But it was stolen anyway, and the police never 

found him.’ 

   

‘Would you feel better if he was found and made to pay?’ 

   

‘Part of me wants that to happen. Sometimes I lay awake for hours imagining the 

day – the day when I can look at the killer sitting in the dock on trial for the murder 

of my parents - and stare into his eyes as he is sentenced to life in jail. Then, at 



other times I’m not sure whether I even care whether he is caught or not. It won’t 

bring them back. It won’t bring Mum and Dad back – will it Sunny?’ 

  

Sunny looked into Perry’s sad eyes. Perry held her gaze, and then looked away, 

as his eyes grew moist.  

   

‘No Perry, it won’t bring them back. You must have loved them very much.’ 

   

‘I did. I know it sounds corny for a grown man to love his parents so much, but I 

can’t help what I feel. Oh, look at me,’ he said as he dabbed his eyes with a 

handkerchief. I’m sorry, this is embarrassing.’ 

   

I don’t think it’s corny at all. I think you are a kind, sensitive man who has 

suffered a great loss. It’s certainly nothing to be embarrassed about.’   

   

The pair lapsed into silence as they finished the last remnants of their meal. 

   

‘I hope you didn’t mind me telling you all this stuff about my parents. It’s 

probably the last thing you need after all the problems with Jin and the murders 

back in England.’ 

   

‘Of course I didn’t mind Perry. I wanted you to open up and I’m glad that you 

did. I now feel I know you a lot better. And I’m sure you feel all the better for 

speaking about it.’ 

   

‘Yes I do. And now it’s your turn Sunny.’ 

   

‘My turn?’ 

   

‘Yes. I’ve told you about my past, now you have to tell me about your past.’ 

   

‘Yes, well, not just now. I’m very tired Perry, I want to catch a few hours’ sleep 

before we arrive in Bangkok.’ 

   

‘Before you sleep, how about giving me a little snippet. Come on, just a little 

something about your past. I know nothing about you. Just five minutes’ worth and 

I’ll leave you alone.’ 

   

Sunny showed no signs that she had heard Perry’s request, and closed her eyes. 

   

‘Sunny! Sunny! 

   

But it was no use. She was fast asleep. 

  

* 

  



They were both a bit bleary- eyed when they gathered their belongings and made 

their way along the aircraft gantry and out into the huge, windowless walk way that 

snaked through Bangkok’s Don Muang airport. 

  

‘My God this is a long walk!’ exclaimed Perry. ‘When on earth are we going to 

get to immigration?’ 

  

‘I’m sorry if my country’s airport is less than perfect, Perry. You must forgive 

us, after all we are still a ‘third world’ nation.’  

  

‘I didn’t mean to criticise,’ Perry replied in a conciliatory tone, it’s just that I’m 

still half-asleep, and I was just wondering how much further we have to go.’ 

  

‘Here we are,’ Sunny replied as they turned the corner and encountered a 

heaving mass of disorderly, weary passengers, who were all desperately trying to 

manoeuvre themselves into the countless queues that stretched interminably 

towards the immigration officials in the far distance. Perry stopped in his tracks, 

perplexed at the sight in front of him. 

  

‘Welcome to Thailand, Perry,’ said Sunny softly. Now, you join on the end of 

one of these queues and I’ll see you in the baggage claim hall.’ 

  

‘Where are you going?’ Perry asked. 

  

‘I have a Thai passport, so I go to a special section at the far end of the hall. See 

you in a while,’ she said as she disappeared through the milling crowd. 

  

It was a very long wait, but at last Perry had his turn at the immigration counter. 

He was surprised and uplifted by the polite and cheery smile proffered by the 

young female immigration officer who had obvious been on her feet for many 

hours.  

  

When he eventually found his way to the baggage hall, he immediately spotted 

Sunny at the designated carousel, with the bags already retrieved and neatly stowed 

onto two baggage trolleys. 

  

‘Well done Sunny, as efficient as ever I see. It’s a good job you relieved me of 

my tie on the plane, it’s so hot in this place - haven’t they heard of air conditioning 

in Thailand?’ 

  

Perry, I can assure you that the air conditioning is blasting out as hard as it can 

go. If it wasn’t, we’d all be dying of heat stroke. Take off your jacket, and let’s get 

going. We’ve got forty minutes to make the connecting flight to Hat Yai.  

  

He followed Sunny through the ‘Nothing to declare’ door and out into the main 

arrival hall. ‘Yes, I am truly in a different world,’ he thought as they made their 

way through the thronging mass of Thais who were awaiting the arrival of their 



friends and loved ones. ‘I seem to be the only one sweating in this whole airport,’ 

he pondered, as he hurried along behind Sunny. They picked their way through the 

waiting crowds, and into a long passageway beyond, which led to the domestic air 

terminal.  

  

To his horror, the crowds surrounding the check-in desks for Hat Yai seemed 

even more disorganised than the queues he just left behind in the international 

arrivals hall. But with her usual aplomb, Sunny somehow seemed to glide to the 

head of the queue, skip through the formalities, and before Perry had time to gather 

his breath, he found himself ensconced next to Sunny on the short haul Boeing jet 

for the flight to Hat Yai.  

  

‘My God Sunny, how do you stay so calm and collected? - Especially in this 

heat? You look as though you’ve just stepped out of a shower and put on fresh 

clothes – and look at me! I’m a nervous, quivering, sweat stained wreck!’ 

  

‘You are so funny Perry. You don’t look as bad as all that – certainly no worse 

than most of the other European passengers,’ she said with a smile. ‘Maybe next 

time you will remember to wear more sensible clothes. As for me – well I’m Thai – 

I’m used to this heat.’ 

  

‘But I don’t have any sensible clothes Sunny – all the ones I brought with me are 

the same as the ones I’m wearing - long sleeved cotton shirts, and sort of heavy-ish 

trousers.’ 

  

‘In that case we’ll have to do some shopping when we get to Hat Yai.’ 

  

‘Shopping!’ shouted Perry. ‘I can’t afford a new wardrobe of clothes Sunny – 

I’m not exactly rolling in money.’ 

  

‘Don’t worry, I promise you that a few T-shirts, shorts and slacks are not going 

to break the bank. Just wait and see.’ 

  

Perry had been in Thailand for over half a day, but he had seen very little of the 

country. However, this state of affairs soon changed when they arrived at Hat Yai 

airport, and hailed an ageing taxi for the journey to the downtown area where their 

hotel was located. As they left the airport building, he found that the heat was even 

more oppressive than ever, and it seemed as though he was walking into some sort 

of giant sauna. Fortunately, despite its outward appearance, the taxi had efficient air 

conditioning, and he was able cool off a little as he started to assimilate a small part 

of Thailand’s landscape during his trip into town.  

  

For the most part, the road was a busy two-way highway, and all that could be 

seen was the outskirts of a tropical jungle, with an occasional cluster of wooden 

houses, atop of rickety wooden stilts, set in dirt clearings. Perry was yet to become 

familiar with the ubiquitous rice and noodle shops that dot along the highways and 

byways of Thailand, peddling their meagre grocery wares, together with 



inexpensive, freshly cooked, local food. He passed several of these, oblivious of 

their function, as the dilapidated signs bore only the distinctive Sanskrit-style Thai 

script. However, the garish red Coke and Pepsi signs should have given the game 

away, even though most of them were also in Thai. As they neared Hat Yai city, 

such establishments became ever more prevalent.  

  

Suddenly, they seemed to jump from a sleepy, third world environment into a 

modern, garish urban sprawl that announced that the twenty first century had 

arrived in Hat Yai.  Skyscrapers seemed to challenge for headroom in this brash, 

cross-border, boomtown, and modern six lane highways traversed the downtown 

area, where hotels, shopping malls, restaurants and all other manner of tawdry-

looking entertainment establishments abounded. 

  

Despite the obvious influences of western culture, Perry was left in no doubt that 

he was in an Asian environment as he stared in fascination at the seething masses 

that seemed to occupy every inch of the pavements and lanes that criss-crossed Hat 

Yai’s main thoroughfares. The whole area was swarming with street vendors, 

selling every conceivable type of merchandise, from food, to clothes, to watches to 

jewellery to fashion accessories to knickknacks for the home, and even to things 

Perry wouldn’t have dared to take home in a month of Sundays.  

  

Sunny had booked two single rooms at a modest, two-star hotel in the centre of 

Hat Yai, bearing the unlikely name of Hotel Manhattan. It had three floors, a 

swimming pool and coffee shop that had seen better days, but the rooms were 

surprisingly comfortable, despite needing a coat of paint, and were well equipped 

with refrigerated mini-bars and even cable television. 

  

‘It’s cheap, and it’s adequate for our needs,’ Sunny had explained when they 

checked in. ‘Go and unpack, and we’ll meet back here in an hour for something to 

eat. Then we can go and do a bit of shopping,’ she had added. 

  

‘Shopping!’ Perry had exclaimed, looking at his watch. It’s already seven in the 

evening. By the time we’ve unpacked and eaten it’ll be gone nine. What time do 

the shops close around here?’ 

  

‘Never, probably, Sunny enigmatically replied. ‘Go on hurry up, I’m feeling 

hungry!’ 

  

The Thai food they hungrily wolfed in the hotel coffee shop was delicious, and 

Perry was about to order a second large bottle of Thai lager, when Sunny stopped 

him and insisted they go and visit the street markets before he became too drunk. 

  

‘Any more of that strong beer and I’ll be carrying you back to the hotel. 

Especially after all the travelling and lack of sleep,’ she said reprovingly. 

  

‘Well at least it’s cooled down a little,’ Perry thought, as they left the Hotel. 

They joined the mass of pedestrians, who all seemed to be walking towards a large 



open-air market where there seemed to be literally thousands of vendors, all vying 

to do business with the swarms of tourists and locals that were their daily 

customers.  

  

It wasn’t long before Perry was the proud owner of some sensible, lightweight 

clothes that were to become his wardrobe mainstay for the remainder of his time in 

Thailand. ‘All for a cash outlay that wouldn’t even buy a decent meal back in 

Northamptonshire’, he thought with considerable satisfaction. 

  

‘You were right, Sunny. I do have a lot to learn,’ he said, as he finished 

converting the cost of his purchases from Thai Baht into Sterling on his pocket 

calculator. ‘Now, how about that good night’s sleep we’ve been promising 

ourselves?’ 

  

‘In a minute,’ said Sunny. ‘Let’s just take a quick walk over to the far end of the 

market.’ 

  

‘I thought we were through with shopping for today.’ 

  

‘We are, just follow me.’ 

  

Perry had trouble keeping up with Sunny as she slipped through the crowds and 

all but disappeared from view in the dark night, where the only illumination was 

the twinkling lights from the vendor’s stalls.  

  

‘Hey Sunny, wait for me!’ Perry shouted as she completely vanished into the 

gloom ahead. 

  

‘Oh my God! She’s gone! What do I do now?’ he thought as he tried to make his 

way vaguely in the direction she had pointed to a moment ago. The faster he tried 

to walk, the less progress he seemed to make, such was the density of the crowds 

who were all apparently determined to impede the big Englishman’s progress. 

  

He continued to flounder desperately in what he assumed was the right direction 

for about ten minutes, before finally resigning himself to the fact that he was 

helplessly lost. ‘What on earth do I do now?’ he thought. ‘I don’t even know where 

the hotel is.’ 

  

‘Well at least I know the name of the hotel, so I’ll just have to ask,’ he said to 

himself, as he slowly made his way to the edge of the market, and thence to a main 

road.’ 

  

‘Excuse me, can you help me?’ he asked the first respectable looking Thai man 

he encountered. 

  

The man up looked at Perry, smiled and continued on his way. 

  



‘Probably doesn’t speak English’, Perry thought.                   

  

He tried again, and then again, with the same or very similar results. Everyone 

smiled, but no one understood him.  

  

He was starting to feel fairly desperate when a voice behind him shouted, ‘Hey 

mister, you wan’ tuk-tuk?’ 

  

‘Thank God,’ he thought. At last someone who understands English. He turned 

and saw a battered, open-backed, three –wheeled motor tricycle that passed for a 

local public transport in this southern province. ‘Tuk-tuk? Yes, that word was in my 

Thai phrase book,’ he thought as he approached the grinning driver. 

  

‘Mister, you wan’ go someplace? Very nice massage – lovely ladies?’ the Thai 

asked as he showed Perry some dog-eared photographs of Thai women in various 

stages of undress. 

  

‘Good God no, man!’ I want to go to my hotel!’ 

  

‘'otel! You wan’ nice ‘otel? I find you very good ‘otel – very cheap!’ the helpful 

driver continued. 

  

‘Hotel Manhattan – I want to go to the Hotel Manhattan! Perry shouted in 

exasperation. 

  

‘You sit in here – I take you!’ 

  

‘Where? Where are you taking me?’ asked Perry as he climbed uneasily into the 

seat of the ramshackle vehicle. 

  

‘Man-Hat-Tun! We go Man-hat-tun!’ the driver replied. 

  

‘Very well then,’ he said as the tuk-tuk sped off into the swirling traffic.  

  

After ten minutes of terrifying weaving through hectic traffic, to his utter relief, 

Perry recognised the familiar hotel sign as the driver pulled up at the front door. 

  

‘Thank goodness for that,’ he thought as he asked the driver how much he owed. 

  

‘Five ‘undred!’ said the driver, holding up five fingers by way of further 

illustration. 

  

It sounded pretty expensive, as he was sure they hadn’t paid anything like that 

amount for the trip from the airport – and that was in air-conditioned comfort. But 

he wasn’t about to argue, so he paid up and made his way wearily back into the 

foyer.  

  



There was no sign of Sunny in the reception area, and a check with the 

receptionist confirmed that she hadn’t yet returned to the hotel. 

  

‘Where on earth can she have got to’, wondered Perry, ‘She just disappeared into 

thin air – and if I didn’t know better, I’d say she did it deliberately.’ 

  

Tired though he was, he decided to sit down and await her return, but no sooner 

had he made himself comfortable in a well-worn reception armchair, than he 

immediately fell fast asleep. 

  

* 

  

‘Perry, Perry! What are you doing here? Why haven’t you gone to bed?’ 

  

Perry slowly opened his eyes, and for a moment he had no idea where he was. 

Then it all came back to him, and here was Sunny anxiously shaking him out of his 

slumber. He looked at his watch. ‘My God Sunny, it’s two in the morning! Where 

have you been?’ 

  

‘Never mind that – come on Perry go up to your room, you can’t sleep down 

here.’ 

  

Perry gathered his senses and started to take a closer look at his companion. For 

once, the unflappable Sunny looked distinctly out of sorts. Her hair was in some 

disarray, and her white T-shirt was covered in what appeared to be food stains. She 

looked very tired and somehow lacked her usual calm composure. 

  

‘Sunny, what’s happened? Where have you been? You must tell me. Your 

clothes are all…sort of…dirty – you look terrible! 

  

‘Well thank you for that kind compliment. I had a spot of bother, but nothing to 

worry about’, she said a little distractedly. ‘Now let’s get some sleep.’ 

  

‘What sort of bother. What have you been doing?’ 

  

‘I … was looking for Bahn Kiyo – you know the Green House.’ 

  

‘So what happened – did you find it?’ 

  

‘Well let’s say that I know where it is. I found out where it is Perry, so can we go 

upstairs now?’ 

  

Perry thought that for once, Sunny looked very fragile and unsure of herself. She 

was obviously exhausted, so he decided that he better leave his questioning for the 

morning – after she had had a chance to recover from the night’s exertions – 

whatever they may have been.  

  



‘Come on, let’s go then, you can tell me all about it over breakfast.’ 

  

They collected their room keys and as they made their way to the lift, Sunny 

asked,  

  

‘So what happened to you then? Why did you disappear?  

  

‘That’s a good one – you’re the one that vanished. One minute we’re walking 

through the market and the next you’re charging off and leaving me behind. It’s a 

wonder I didn’t get abducted or something – all alone in that night market.’ 

  

‘Hey there, ‘Mr Hero’ – I thought you came to Thailand to take care of me. 

You’re a fine bodyguard aren’t you? Getting lost the first time we go out,’ she said 

with an unfamiliar strain in her voice. 

  

Perry realised that he would be wasting his time in continuing the argument, so 

he asked, ‘But where did you go in such a rush?’ 

  

‘I just went to talk to some stall-holders at the other end of the market. What 

happened to you?’ 

  

‘Me? Nothing much really – I lost sight of you so I caught a tuk-tuk back to the 

hotel.’ 

  

‘A tuk-tuk? But you were only a couple of minutes’ walk away. How much did 

he charge you?’ 

  

‘Um…er…about five hundred baht I think,’ Perry said sheepishly. 

  

‘Five Hundred Baht!’ shouted Sunny with about as much emotion as Perry had 

ever seen her show. ‘If you had paid fifty Baht it would have been too much! Perry, 

you’ve been cheated.’ 

  

‘Well, it’s only … er... about eight quid – that’s not too much, is it?’ 

  

Sunny looked at Perry in angry exasperation, but after a few moments of inward 

contemplation, she seemed to take a hold of herself as she said, ‘I can see that 

you’ve still got so much to learn about Thailand – and life. Come on, let’s get some 

sleep, I’m completely worn out.’ 

  

‘Ok Sunny, I guess you’re right, but before we say goodnight, would you mind 

telling me if I’m right in thinking that you deliberately lost me in that market?’ 

  

Sunny remained enigmatically silent. 

  

‘And secondly, who was it you went to talk to at the other side of the market?’ 

  



Sunny ignored the first of Perry’s questions, as she said, ‘I’ve told you already - I 

went to find out if anyone had heard of Bahn Kiyo – because that end of the market 

is very close to Rajyindee Road.’ 

   

‘I might have guessed,’ said Perry. ‘And…?’ 

   

‘Perry, it’s late and I’m very tired. Come on, I’ll tell you everything in the 

morning. 



  
CHAPTER TWO 

  

  

It had just turned eight o’clock when Perry was disturbed by the sound of 

knocking at his hotel room door. ‘Well at least I managed about five hour’s 

uninterrupted sleep,’ he thought, as he quickly put on a robe and hurried to the 

door. ‘It must be Sunny, waking me up to go to breakfast,’ he murmured happily to 

himself. 

  

‘Good morning Sir, I have message for you,’ said a young woman in a 

receptionist’s uniform, who smiled at him from the corridor. 

  

‘A message? I don’t understand,’ 

  

‘A message from Miss Sunny,’ the girl said, as she handed Perry an envelope. 

  

‘From Sunny…but why? Where is she?’ 

  

‘Miss Sunny tell me to give you this in person after I finish my shift at ten 

o’clock, but my boss send me somewhere outside so I think I have better give to 

you before I go out. I hope I not wake you up.’ 

  

‘What? No. But Sunny – where has she gone?’ he asked desperately. 

  

‘I don’t know sir. She just tell me to give you this note.’ 

  

‘When? When did she give it to you?’ 

  

‘About half an hour ago.’ 

  

‘Then where did she go? Did she leave the hotel?’ 

  

‘She go to breakfast sir.’ 

  

Perry looked at his watch again. ‘Breakfast – half an hour ago – maybe she’s still 

there,’ he said to himself. 

  

‘Thank you, thank you,’ he said to the girl, as he closed the door. 

  

He tore open the note.  

  

‘Dear Perry, 

 

I have decided to make an early start. Have a nice sleep, and enjoy your 

breakfast.  I’ll see you in the coffee shop around one p.m. 

  



Sunny.’ 

  

Perry had never moved so fast in his life as he threw on some clothes from the 

newly purchased pile that were lying on the back of a chair, and raced headlong 

down two flights of stairs and into the coffee shop. 

  

‘Sunny, Sunny, have you seen Sunny? He asked one of the waiters breathlessly.’ 

  

‘Sunny? Who is Sunny’ the waiter replied. 

  

‘You know – the lady who had dinner with me last night,’ Perry shouted in 

exasperation, pointing to a table in the corner where he and Sunny had dined the 

previous evening, ‘over there!’ 

  

There followed a rapid conversation in Thai between the three waiters present, 

and eventually the very elderly headwaiter said, ‘Mister, the young lady left about 

five minutes ago. I saw her at reception just now.’ 

  

‘Thank you, thank you’ Perry said, as he rushed back to reception, just in time to 

see Sunny disappearing out of the front door. 

  

‘Sunny!’ he shouted as he ran into the street, and with immense relief found her 

talking to a taxi driver parked outside the hotel. 

  

Sunny looked over, mystified as to whom was calling her, until realisation 

dawned, at which point her expression turned from puzzlement to annoyance.  

  

‘Perry, what on earth are you doing up so early? I thought you’d still be fast 

asleep.’ 

  

‘Never mind that, where are you going? – And why aren’t you still in bed?’ 

  

‘Me? Oh, I couldn’t sleep, so I decided to go out.’ 

  

‘Go out? Where?’ 

  

Sunny remained silent. 

  

‘You were going to find that Green House weren’t you?’ 

  

‘Well, maybe, yes,’ she answered softly. 

  

‘But why, Sunny? Why? Why do you want to go without me? I thought that’s 

why I came to Thailand? We agreed all that back in England. It’s going to be 

dangerous, and I’m supposed to be protecting you, aren’t I?’ 

  



Sunny was silent for a moment. ‘Yes Perry, you are supposed to be protecting 

me. Look, we can’t talk out here, let’s go back inside the hotel and I’ll explain.’ 

  

‘Perry, I’m sorry that I took off last night,’ Sunny said in a conciliatory tone as 

they sat themselves down in the hotel lobby. ‘And I apologise for trying to rush off 

this morning without telling you, but you have to understand that we are in Asia 

now. We’re in a different world, and I’m… sorry, but I just don’t think it’s a very 

good idea for you to escort me to the sort of… shady places that I have to go to. I 

mean, you know nothing about the country, and you don’t speak one word of Thai. 

I hate to say it Perry, but I think you’d just be a liability.’ 

  

‘But I don’t understand. You thought it would be fine when we talked about it 

back in England,’ said Perry disconsolately.  

  

‘I know, and I’m sorry. I suppose I didn’t think it through properly. One of the 

first things you must understand. Perry is that any Thai woman who is escorted by a 

westerner in Thailand is automatically assumed to be a prostitute. Normally, that 

wouldn’t bother me – let them think whatever they want to think – but when I am 

trying to find out what happened to Jin, I need people to think of me as a 

respectable Thai woman, if I am to obtain any answers.’ 

  

‘That’s all very well sunny, and I understand what you’re saying. But it’s not 

safe, is it? Look at the state you came back in last night. Did someone try to attack 

you?’ 

  

‘Something like that.’ 

  

‘Why? What did you do?’ 

  

‘I got mixed up with the wrong person.’ 

  

‘You see, that proves my point – you can’t go alone.’ 

  

‘But Perry, with the greatest respect, I don’t honestly think you would be of 

much help. You are so… so… un-worldly. You even managed to get yourself 

cheated by a simple tuk-tuk driver last night. And the next thing that you have to 

understand is that although most Thai men might be half your size, believe me, they 

can be very dangerous. Most of them are very strong and can be utterly ruthless, 

especially the kind you are likely to encounter in the red light district. After we 

went to bed last night, I came to the conclusion that my best course of action was to 

go it alone, and take my chances. We’re never going to get anywhere by brute 

force, so I decided that I might as well try to use my feminine wiles to get the 

information I need.’ 

  

Perry sat looking at the floor, trying to absorb what Sunny had just told him. 

‘Look Sunny, I hear and understand everything you have just said, and I accept that 

I am not the world-wise, well-travelled expatriate that you would like me to be, but 



I’m all you’ve got right now. I might have paid that tuk-tuk driver way too much 

money last night, but at least I did make it back didn’t I? I’m not that hopeless.’ 

  

‘No, Perry, you’re not that hopeless, but successfully negotiating a tuk-tuk ride 

back to the hotel at a vastly inflated price doesn’t exactly qualify you for grappling 

with the underworld gangs of Hat Yai.’  

  

‘Maybe it doesn’t, but I’m going to put my foot down Sunny. There is no way on 

earth that I am going to let you go to that road – what’s it called? – Raj-yin-dee 

road – without me. I’m just not going to allow it, and in case you’ve got any other 

ideas, I’m not letting you out of my sight - not until you solemnly promise that you 

won’t go there without me.’ 

  

Sunny smiled. Perry’s gallant and earnest desire to protect her amused her, in 

spite of her annoyance with him for catching her before she was able to leave. She 

was also irritated by her embarrassment at having to explain her reasons to him, but 

she couldn’t help seeing the funny and endearing side to this honest and good-

hearted man.  

  

‘Perry, you win,’ she said after a long period of deliberation. ‘I agree; we’ll go 

together.’ 

  

‘Really? You mean it?’ 

  

‘I promise. Now, how about you going back upstairs and getting dressed 

properly, and then having something to eat before we take off into the wild 

unknown?’ 

  

‘What do you mean – get dressed properly? This isn’t another ruse to get away 

from me is it?’ 

  

‘No, Perry, it’s not a ruse. Look at yourself in the mirror. The price labels are 

still hanging from your new clothes, your T-shirt is only half tucked in, and I can 

see your underpants sticking out. And for some reason that escapes me, you‘re not 

wearing any socks!’ 

  

Perry turned his now familiar shade of bright red, as he realised what a mess he 

must look. ‘Oh dear, what have I done? I was in such a rush to catch you after that 

receptionist gave me your note.’ 

  

‘That receptionist was supposed to give you that note at ten o’clock – not eight. I 

need to have a word with her. Now off you go, I’ll wait for you in the coffee shop.’ 

  

‘You’ll definitely be there?’ asked Perry, still a little unsure if she wasn’t trying 

to trick him again. 

  

‘Yes Perry, I will definitely be here. I’m not going anywhere without you.’ 



* 

  

It must have been close to nine thirty, when the pair finally left the hotel and 

jumped into a taxi for the short ride to Rajyindee Road. 

  

‘So what exactly happened last night Sunny?’ Perry asked, as they drove along. 

  

‘I went to ask some of the street sellers at the back of the market about Bahn 

Kiyo – The Green House. Well no one would say much and I was about to give up 

for the night when a man who was eating nearby overheard me, and called me over 

to his table. He told me that he knew where the place was and he would take me 

there, when he had finished his meal. Well, he was eating and drinking with some 

friends, so I had to sit and wait for him to finish.’ 

  

‘How long did you have to wait?’ 

  

‘A long time, it was ages– I lost track of time I was so sleepy. But eventually his 

meal came to an end and we went to his car and set off down Rajyindee road. I 

soon saw the Green House –it was painted light green, and as all the other houses in 

that area were either off-white or a dirty shade of brown, I’m sure that was the right 

place. But the man didn’t stop. He kept going. I shouted to him, but he wouldn’t 

stop.’  

  

‘My God, what was he doing? Trying to kidnap you?’ 

  

‘Yes, in a manner of speaking that’s exactly what he was doing. When he heard 

me ask about Bahn Kiyo, he must have immediately assumed that I was a prostitute 

– because, in case you hadn’t figured it out, Bahn Kiyo is a brothel. He was very 

drunk and evidently decided that he was going take me to his home – he wanted me 

to sleep with him.’ 

  

Perry felt his heart jump as he asked angrily, ‘But didn’t you tell him who you 

were – that you weren’t a… a prostitute?’ 

  

‘Of course I did, but he didn’t want to know. He was drunk and determined to 

get me into his bed.’ 

  

‘So what happened?’ Perry asked fearfully.  

  

‘He drove very fast - a deep into the suburbs of Hat Yai. Eventually we drove 

into a courtyard and I screamed at him and tried to get away. But he was very 

strong and just held my wrist and dragged me into his house. So I decided that the 

best thing to do was to pretend to go along with everything. I apologised for 

screaming at him, and told him that I would be happy to stay with him, but I said I 

was very hungry and needed something to eat before we went to bed. I asked him 

to get me a bowl of hot noodle soup. He sent out his maid to get it for me, and 

when she returned, he sat next to me and watched me eat. As I ate the noodles, I 



spoke very nicely to him, and when I decided that he was sufficiently relaxed, I 

threw the bowl of noodles at his face and made a run for the door. Fortunately, he 

hadn’t locked the door after the maid had returned with my food, so I was able to 

get away. I was absolutely terrified, Perry.’ 

  

‘What a terrible experience!’ Perry said. Did he try to follow you?’ 

  

‘No, because the hot soup had scalded his face. I heard him screaming out in 

pain as I ran off down the road. Luckily, I managed to find a cruising tuk-tuk and 

came back to the hotel. That’s when I found you asleep in the armchair.’ 

  

‘And those stains on your T-shirt?’ 

  

‘They were noodle stains – some of it splashed over me as well.’ 

  

‘What an experience! Now I know you need me to protect you. It’s definitely not 

safe around here Sunny.’ 

  

‘I think you’re right Perry. That’s why I’ve sort of decided that having you with 

me is the lesser of two evils,’ she said with a grin. 

  

‘Thanks for that vote of confidence.’ 

  

When Sunny saw Bahn Kiyo in the distance, she told the taxi driver to pull over, 

and they completed their journey on foot. 

  

‘Perry, we have to make up a story when we get there. I’m going to tell them that 

you are looking for a girl called Jin. We can say that you met her in Bangkok, and 

she was your girlfriend, but that she has disappeared, and you are trying to track her 

down. I’ll tell them that Jin once told you that she worked at Bahn Kiyo in Hat Yai, 

and you want to know if they have heard from her lately.’ 

  

‘It sounds a good story. Do you think they’ll believe you? 

  

‘I don’t see why they shouldn’t. We know she was here, and we know she was 

also in Bangkok, so it is quite plausible.’ 

  

‘What about you? Who are you supposed to be?’ 

  

‘I’ll tell them that I’m just a good friend of yours from Bangkok, and that I’m 

helping you to trace Jin. Obviously you have to have a translator.’ 

  

‘Obviously. Here we are then. Let’s give it a go.’ 

  

They had arrived at their destination, and the pair approached a seedy looking 

youth, who was sitting across a motorcycle with a cigarette hanging out of his 

mouth. 



  

‘Is this Bahn Kiyo? Sunny asked in Thai. 

  

The youth begrudgingly nodded. 

  

‘I’m looking for the manager,’ Sunny said. 

  

The youth pointed to a small alleyway and indicated that she should go along the 

side of the building to the back door. ‘You wait here Perry,’ she told him. 

  

‘No way, Sunny, I’m coming with you,’ Perry insisted as they made their way 

along the dark alleyway. 

  

At the rear of the building there was a door with a bell push, and after a few 

moments of hesitation, Sunny took the plunge and gingerly pushed it. 

  

There was a shout from inside, but no attempt was made to open the door. 

  

‘What do you want?’ a rough voice asked in Thai. 

  

‘I want to talk to the Manager.’ 

  

‘You can’t! He’s asleep. Come back in the afternoon!’ 

  

‘No. I want to see him now! Wake him up,’ shouted Sunny. 

  

‘What’s going on, Sunny?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘The manager’s asleep but I told them to wake him up.’ 

  

‘That’s a bit reckless of you isn’t it?’ 

  

‘We can’t wait around here all day. Let’s see what happens.’ 

  

Nothing happened for a while, and then there was the sound of heavy bolts being 

drawn back, and the door swung open on its rusty hinges. 

  

The interior was dark and dirty, with the strong smell of Thai cooking mixed in 

with something unpleasant that Perry couldn’t quite put his finger on, but thought it 

probably had its origins in the building’s sanitation. The door was opened by a 

badly crippled and facially disfigured woman, dressed in threadbare clothes. She 

put her hands together in respectful prayer fashion towards the two visitors, and 

showed them into an adjoining room where a half-naked, very fat, middle aged man 

was sitting at a table, devouring a huge plate of rice and meat.  

  

‘What the hell do you want?’ the man asked Sunny roughly in Thai. 

  



Sunny repeated the story that the two had agreed upon, on the way to the house. 

  

‘Who is the girl you’re looking for?’ asked the fat man. 

  

‘Jin – Jintana Boonsombat. Do you know her?’ 

  

‘No. Never heard of her. Now get out and leave me to my food!’ 

  

‘But are you sure? I know she used to work here,’ Sunny said desperately. 

  

‘I told you, no! Get out! Get out, before I do something to make you get out!’ the 

man shouted menacingly, as he rose from the table and raised his fist at them. 

  

‘What’s happening Sunny? What did he say?’ asked Perry, as they backed 

towards the door. 

  

‘He said he’s never heard of Jin, and wants us to go. But I don’t believe him. I’m 

sure he knows her.’ 

  

‘What do you want to do then? You want me to fight him?’ asked Perry 

nervously. 

  

‘Don’t be stupid, he’d kill you. Come on let’s go – I’ll have to think of a new 

plan.’ 

  

They started to make their way back to the outer door, but before they could grab 

the door handle, the door suddenly burst open in front of them. A young, thickset 

man entered, took one look at Sunny and erupted in fury. 

  

‘I thought I might find you here, you bitching whore! Look what you’ve done to 

me!’ he shouted. 

  

Perry didn’t understand a word, but he soon realised who the man was. He 

shouted at Sunny and pointed to his face, which was covered in recent and very raw 

looking scald marks. 

  

‘That must be…’ 

   

‘Perry, we’re in deep trouble, Sunny said quickly. That man…’ 

   

‘Yes, I’ve figured out who he is. What are we going to do? He’s blocking our 

exit.’ 

   

‘There must be another way out, come on, through here.’ 

   

They spotted another door at the far end of the room and rushed towards it, but 

the man managed to grab hold of her, and pulled out a knife. 



   

‘Oh no, you don’t go anywhere – not until I’ve paid you back for what you did to 

me last night, you bitch!’ 

   

Perry could only guess at what was being said, but the man’s intentions were 

clear enough as he put the knife to Sunny’s cheeks. Perry felt a rush of adrenaline 

race through his body, and he launched himself at the lighter Thai man. The sheer 

force of Perry’s weight knocked the man and Sunny headlong onto the floor, and 

the knife went clattering away to the far side of the room. Sunny jumped up, but the 

man lay there holding his ankle, which seemed to have been twisted in the fall. 

   

‘Come on Sunny, let’s go!’ shouted Perry.  

   

They were rushing past the table where the fat man was still sitting, and the 

attacker shouted from the floor, ‘Don’t let them leave! Stop them! If you value my 

custom, stop them now.’ 

   

On hearing this, the fat man jumped up and pushed over the table, sending the 

food flying as he grabbed Perry from behind, and kick-boxed him in the small of 

his back. Perry doubled up, writhing in pain as the man stood over him, preparing 

to inflict further injuries. 

   

It was Sunny’s turn this time, and she snatched up a bamboo broom that was 

leaning against one of the walls and with all the strength she could muster, she gave 

the fat man a vicious swipe across the back of his head, which momentarily stunned 

him. 

   

‘Come on quick!’ she shouted as she dragged the still writhing Perry towards the 

front of the house.  

  

They found the front door, and to their immense relief, it wasn’t locked. They 

hurried out into the road in panic, as by now both men had recovered and were 

starting to give chase. Upon hearing the shouting, the dirty youth who had been 

propping up the motorcycle, immediately kick-started it into life and came roaring 

down the road after the pair. 

   

Perry looked back. ‘My God he’s holding a gun!’ shouted Perry. 

   

‘Quick,’ shouted Sunny, ‘There’s our taxi.’ 

   

‘Perry didn’t bother to enquire what stroke of genius had inspired Sunny into 

asking the taxi to wait for them, as they both threw themselves into the back seat 

and told the driver to drive away. 

   

‘There’s a thousand baht for you if you can get us out of this!’ Sunny shouted at 

the driver as he skidded away from the chasing motorcycle, and gave the pair the 

most terrifying drive of their lives.  



  

He wove in and out of Hat Yai’s rush hour traffic, sped the wrong way down one 

way roads, and drove over countless pavements, narrowly missing pedestrians, as 

he franticly tried to shake off their pursuer. In spite of all his efforts, the youth 

finally caught up with the taxi, and came alongside, aiming his pistol at the taxi 

driver.  

  

Perry could just make out what was happening from his curled up position on the 

rear floor of the taxi. He thought that their lives were at an end. Suddenly, the youth 

disappeared from view and the taxi kept going. Perry peered carefully through the 

rear window and saw a crowd of people all gathering at the spot where their 

intended assassin had come to an untimely halt. He had driven headlong into a 

street sign that was jutting out from the side of the road. 

  

Ten minutes later, their relief was enormous as the taxi finally slowed down to a 

more civilised speed as their hotel came into view at the top of the road. They had 

succeeded in escaping from three very dangerous underworld thugs, and Perry 

noticed that the taxi driver hadn’t stopped laughing and joking with Sunny ever 

since their pursuer had met with his accident. 

   

‘He obviously enjoyed all that,’ Perry said to Sunny.  

   

‘Well he’ll certainly enjoy the thousand baht I’m going to give him. But he’s 

smiling because he was very lucky today. It was obviously not his day to die, so he 

is very happy. Thais always smile when they escape death or disaster – they think 

they have good karma, so they are very happy.’ 

   

‘Well I wouldn’t argue with you,’ said Perry. I think we all had good karma 

today. Do you realise we’re both lucky to still be alive!’ 

   

‘I think you’re being a little over dramatic, Perry. But thank you for saving me. 

You really were my “Knight in Shining Armour” today. 

   

‘Nonsense, it was self-preservation. And what about you – you did as much as I 

did. That whack you gave the fat man on his head could have killed him.’ 

   

‘Yes, well I wasn’t going to ask him how hard he would like me to hit him. 

Come on, let’s go in and clean up. I don’t know what we’re going to do now – it 

looks like I’ve made a bit of a mess of everything, doesn’t it?’ said Sunny 

dejectedly as they made their way to reception. 

 

* 

   

They had agreed to meet again in an hour to discuss their next move, but in the 

meantime, they both decided to have brief naps. Six hours later, they were still 

sound asleep. The accumulation of jet lag, lack of proper sleep and the excitement 

and danger of the morning’s excursions had exhausted them. They slept on, 



oblivious of time until late afternoon, when if it hadn’t been for a maid disturbing 

Perry to turn down the bed sheets, he would probably have slept until the following 

morning. 

   

Perry looked at his watch and was shocked to see how late it was. He 

immediately called Sunny’s room to find out if she had once again decided to go 

out and leave him behind. 

   

The sleepy voice that picked up the phone soon allayed his fears. ‘Hello Perry, 

what’s wrong?’ 

   

‘What’s wrong? Why, nothing’s wrong… it’s just that it’s half past six in the 

evening, and I wondered what had happened to you.’ 

   

‘I’ve been asleep Perry. You just woke me up.’ 

   

‘Oh… I’m sorry, I didn’t realise. Didn’t the maid wake you when she came to 

turn down the bed?’ 

   

‘Perry, if you put a “Do not disturb” sign on the door, then no one will disturb 

you.’ 

   

‘Oh yes, I didn’t think of that. Well, now you’re awake, what are we going to 

do?’ 

   

‘Um… give me half an hour to freshen up and I’ll meet you at reception. We can 

go out to eat. I’m starving.’ 

   

Perry suddenly realised that he too was famished, and he quickly rinsed his face 

before joining Sunny downstairs. 

  

‘Let’s go for a walk back to the market. I saw some very tasty looking noodle 

stalls at the far end of the market last night. Shall we check them out?’ 

   

‘Are you sure it will be safe? After all that’s where you met that horrible man 

who tried to kidnap you.’ 

   

‘Oh I think it’ll be safe enough. No one will try anything in a public place like 

that. And anyway, the chances of meeting that man a third time must be very small. 

I’ll make sure we give a wide berth to that particular eating house.’ 

   

The pair strolled silently through the market, and after inspecting the cooking at 

a number of road side establishments, Sunny eventually chose a large, busy place, 

saying, ‘This place looks all right. There are a lot of people eating here, so the food 

must be good.’ 

   



They sat in a corner, and Sunny ordered some delicious bowls of pork and beef 

noodle soups, which, Sunny informed him, had to be consumed with a pair of 

chopsticks. 

   

‘How do you eat soup with chopsticks? It’s impossible!’ Perry exclaimed. 

   

‘No it isn’t, just watch me,’ said Sunny as she dived into her bowl. 

   

‘So what are we going to do, Sunny? It looks like we’ve blown any chances of 

getting any information about Jin at that house. We’d be in serious danger if we 

tried to go near the place again.’ 

   

‘I know. I’m afraid I’ve handled it all rather badly, haven’t I? You see, I’m not 

such a good “private eye” as you thought I was.’ 

   

‘You mustn’t blame yourself, it wasn’t your fault,’ said Perry consolingly. 

   

‘It was my fault, Perry. I didn’t go about it right at all. I should have had a 

smarter plan of how to get information from that wretched place. It was crazy to go 

barging in there at ten in the morning, demanding that they tell me about Jin.’ 

   

‘Well, I think you just did your best. You weren’t to know what would happen. 

It’s not as though you have any previous experience of such places. Anyway, we 

can’t undo what has been done can we? We have to move on – let’s think of a new 

plan.’ 

   

Sunny was silent for several minutes, as she concentrated on eating her noodles. 

‘Yes, Perry you are absolutely right. I have to find a new strategy. Maybe I can find 

someone who can go there on my behalf.’ She said hopefully. 

   

But who? - Do you know anyone down here?’ 

   

‘No I don’t,’ she replied, dismissing her earlier optimism. ‘It’s a real mess. 

We’ve come all this way for nothing.’ 

   

Perry was trying to balance the last of his noodles precariously on his chopsticks, 

when the sight of someone at the opposite corner of the eating house distracted his 

attention. He was so surprised at the sight that met his eyes that the noodles 

completely missed his mouth and dropped down onto his trousers with an 

embarrassing splat. 

   

‘Oh Perry, please behave yourself! Look what you done to your lovely new 

clothes!’ chided Sunny in a mock serious tone. 

   

‘Sunny! Sunny!’ Perry whispered, ‘look over there!’ he said pointing to the 

distant table. 

   



‘What? Oh, I see what you mean,’ answered Sunny, as she too spotted a familiar 

face. 

   

It was the disfigured crippled woman from Bahn Kiyo, sitting alone, eating a 

bowl of noodles.  

   

‘It is her, isn’t it? I’d recognise that terrible face anywhere.’ 

   

‘Yes Perry it is her. Our karma is still working for us, isn’t it?’ 

   

‘Karma – what do you mean?’ 

   

‘How do you suppose it is that we come to this noodle shop at this time, out of 

all the dozens of noodle shops that are around here? And that woman comes to the 

same shop, when we are here. Is it an incredible coincidence? Or is it Karma? 

   

‘It’s coincidence Sunny. After all, you said it is a very popular place, and we’re 

not that far from The Green House – and it is dinnertime. It’s just a lucky 

coincidence.’ 

   

‘Have it your way Perry. Now how do we get to talk to her without scaring her 

away?’ 

   

They sat puzzling over this for a few moments, when the problem solved itself. 

The woman caught sight of them, and to their surprise, instead of running away; 

she came hobbling over to their table. She was obviously pleased to see them and 

spoke to Sunny in Thai, asking if she could sit down for a moment. 

   

‘Of course you can, sit down “auntie”,’ Sunny said to her reassuringly, in the 

respectful manner that young Thais address their elders. ‘Would you like something 

more to eat?’  

   

‘No thank you my dear, I’m full up already.’ 

   

‘What did she say?’ asked Perry, impatiently. 

   

‘Nothing yet,’ replied Sunny. ‘Just be patient.’ Then, turning to the woman, she 

said, ‘Auntie, this is my friend Khun Perry, and I am Suneenart, Sunny.’ 

   

‘I am Atchara,’ the woman said as she nodded in greeting to the pair. 

   

‘Auntie Atchara, do you work at Bahn Kiyo.’ 

   

‘Yes, I work there and live there. I’m one of the few women who they allow to 

go out.’ 

   

‘What do you mean? I don’t understand.’ 



   

‘You don’t know anything do you? Don’t you understand what is going on at 

Bahn Kiyo? The girls who live there have all been sold into prostitution by their 

families or were abducted by gangs of thugs. They are never allowed to leave the 

house, or they might run away. They are locked in there twenty-four hours a day. I 

used to be locked in as well – but that was before my face was scarred and I was 

crippled by a customer. I can’t work for the customers anymore, so I work as a 

maid for the girls and the manager. They know I won’t run away – I have nowhere 

to go!’ 

   

Sunny sat in silence, absorbing this earth-shattering information. It was an aspect 

of Thai life that she had always tried to put to the back of her mind. She certainly 

knew such places existed, but like so many educated Thais, it was hard to come to 

terms with such abominable practises that were committed by her own countrymen. 

After a while she asked, ‘Auntie Atchara, why did you come over here to see us? 

Isn’t it dangerous if you are seen with us?’ 

   

‘Yes it is my dear. But I don’t care. What more can they do to me? My life is 

already ruined. I came to see you because I heard you ask about Jintana.’ 

   

‘Jintana…yes… did you know her?’ 

   

Yes, poor Jintana, I knew her very well. She was my special friend. And I was 

very sad when she went – she was the only real friend I ever had in that horrible 

place. She was so kind – she always gave me a little money from what she was able 

to hide from the boss. They didn’t give me much food, and Jintana used to take pity 

on me, and she helped me a lot. It broke my heart when she left.’ 

   

‘What happened to her? Where did she go?’ Sunny asked. 

   

‘She was bought out.’ 

   

‘Bought out? What do you mean?’ 

   

‘One the rich customers bought her. He paid the owner a large sum of money 

and took her away. We never saw her again.’ 

   

‘When was this, Auntie Atchara? When did this man buy…Jin?’ 

   

‘A long time ago – it must be about four years. But I’ll never forget her. She was 

like my daughter. I was hoping that you could give me some news of her. I always 

feared what might have happened to her. Is she in trouble? I’d do anything to help 

her. She is still alive?’  

   

‘Yes she is. I can also tell you that she lives a long, long way from Hat Yai– in a 

country called England. But right now she’s in a bit of trouble, and we need to find 



out what happened after she left Bahn Kiyo. This man - the man who bought her, do 

you know him?’ 

    

The woman nodded, ‘Yes, I do. He still comes to Bahn Kiyo occasionally. He is 

a friend of the owner – which is how he managed to persuade them to sell Jintana 

to him. Normally, they would never agree to sell their girls, they are too valuable.’ 

   

‘So who is he? What’s his name?’ 

   

‘Oh madam, it is too dangerous to tell you his name.’ 

   

‘Why? Is this man such a monster?’ 

   

‘No, I don’t think so. In fact, I don’t know much about him. The first time I saw 

him was when he became involved with Jintana. I’ve seen him since then, but only 

once or twice – I’ve not heard anything bad about him – but I don’t know for sure.  

You must understand that all the men who go to Bahn Kiyo are bad; they wouldn’t 

go there if they were good people. The owner is a terrible monster. She is the wife 

of a big army General, and she can do anything she wants. No one can touch her 

and she is so evil. She can order someone’s death just like that,’ the woman said, 

with a snap of her fingers.  

  

‘The fat man you spoke to this morning is her manager – he is almost as bad – 

always hitting and abusing the girls, and even starving them sometimes, when he 

feels like it.’ 

   

‘But if you haven’t heard anything bad about this man – the one who bought Jin 

– why is it dangerous to give us his name?’ 

   

‘Because if you go and see him about Jintana, you can’t be sure what he may do. 

He might be better than some of the others, but you never know – he might call the 

owner or the manager, and then you’ll be in serious trouble.’ 

   

‘We’ll have to take that chance. I told you, Jintana is in trouble – big trouble. In 

fact she is in jail in England, and I am trying to get her out. And the only way is to 

find out what happened to her when she left Bahn Kiyo. If you want to help her, 

you must tell me the man’s name.’ 

   

‘Very well, but please be very careful. His name is Somluk Kittipat. He is a very 

rich local businessman and he lives near Wat Hat Yai Nai. Khun Sunny - I beg you 

– please don’t tell anyone where you got the information from.’ 

   

‘Of course I won’t Auntie – and thank you so much, I’m so grateful.’ 

   

‘Can you please do me one favour?’ the woman asked. 

   

‘Of course, anything.’ 



   

‘Can you tell Jintana that I haven’t forgotten her, and I that still love her. And 

one day, if she has time, maybe she can write to me and tell me how she’s getting 

on.’ 

   

That will be no problem,’ Sunny assured her. ‘But where can she write to you? 

Surely not at Bahn Kiyo?’ 

   

‘Oh no, she can’t do that – I’m not allowed any mail. She can send it to this 

noodle shop. I know the owner, and they will keep any letters for me.’  

   

Sunny produced a pen and paper, and with the woman’s assistance, she wrote 

down the name and address of the eating place. 

   

‘And now I’d better go,’ she said, rising from the table. ‘I wish you luck, but 

please be careful, these people are very dangerous.’ 

  

‘So what happened? What did she tell you?’ Perry asked, as the woman hobbled 

away with some bank notes that Sunny had thrust upon her. 

  

‘This place sounds more and more like the Wild West every day,’ said Perry 

after Sunny had apprised him of her conversation with the crippled woman. ‘It’s a 

good job you’re not alone here, isn’t it?  Now what do we do now? Go and see this 

man… What’s his name?’ 

   

‘Somluk. Yes I think that’s exactly what we do. She told me that he lives near to 

a famous Buddhist Temple, Wat Hat Yai Nai, so it shouldn’t be too hard to find a 

rich man’s house near a famous Wat.’ 

 

* 

   

It was quite a long ride out to Wat Hat Yai Nai, and it had just turned nine 

o’clock when they finally approached the ornate villa belonging to Somluk Kittipat. 

Its location was half a mile beyond the temple, and Perry immediately realised that 

the owner of this residence must indeed be extremely wealthy. He could see a 

spectacularly lit swimming pool through the side railings, and the main entrance 

boasted a huge double, golden gilded gate, with elaborate embossed letters that 

glistened in the moonlight. 

   

Two burly, uniformed sentries guarded the entrance, and as the pair alighted 

from their taxi and walked over to the gate, the taller of the two guards demanded 

to know their business.   

   

‘I am Suneenart Navadee, and this is Perry Woodthorne. We have come to see 

Khun Somluk,’ Sunny told them. 

   



The second guard entered a sentry box, and picked up a telephone. ‘He wants to 

know the purpose of your visit.’ The guard called from the box. 

   

‘Tell him it’s about a girl called Jintana,’ said Sunny. 

   

The information was passed down the telephone line and miraculously, within a 

few seconds the guard came out of his box, gave a smart salute and told his 

companion to unlock the gates. 

   

‘Whatever you said seemed to do the trick,’ said Perry, as they walked down the 

wide, beautifully paved driveway to the villa’s front entrance. They had almost 

reached the end of the driveway when Sunny took a sharp intake of breath. 

   

‘Perry, look at that vehicle!’ she whispered, pointing at a very smart four-wheel 

drive vehicle that was parked beside the villa. 

   

‘What about it? It looks like a very nice motor – an up-market jeep of some 

kind.’ 

   

‘The writing on the side of it – it says that the jeep belongs to the staff of the 

General who commands the Southern forces. Someone pretty important must be 

inside the house.’ 

   

‘Well we’ll soon find out. I always wanted to meet a General,’ said Perry 

flippantly. 

   

‘Don’t be silly, this could be dangerous…!’ 

   

They were about to step up to the door, when it opened in front of them and a 

distinguished looking, elderly Thai man walked out onto the porch. He was 

escorting a rotund, expensively dressed, middle aged woman. Behind her were two 

tall young men, both immaculately turned out in military dress uniforms. The 

driveway and the front door were bathed in powerful, white security lights, and 

Perry thought that the lights made the woman sparkle like a Christmas tree; such 

was the array of diamonds and jewellery that adorned her clothes and body.  

   

‘That man must be the house owner, Somluk. And I think I know who the 

woman is. You see those two soldiers behind her?’ Sunny asked softly. Look, one 

of them is holding her handbag. She must be the general’s wife – she’s the one who 

owns Bahn Kiyo. 

   

‘My God! What do we do now?’ 

   

‘I don’t know – we can’t run, they’ve locked the gate behind us.’ 



CHAPTER THREE 

  
  

The general’s wife looked at the two visitors and scowled. Perry could see her 

muttering something angrily to the man next to her as she waddled down the front 

steps to the waiting jeep. Sunny had correctly identified the elderly man as Somluk, 

and as the woman passed Sunny and Perry, she paused and gave them a menacing 

stare before continuing her short walk to the waiting vehicle. They could hear her 

talking in an increasingly harsh voice as she kept pointing in their direction. 

   

‘What’s she saying?’ whispered Perry.  

   

‘I’m not too sure, I can’t make it out properly, but whatever it is, I can assure 

you that it’s not very complimentary,’ Sunny replied. 

   

‘I gathered as much,’ said Perry, as the woman was helped into the front 

passenger seat and one of the escorting soldiers climbed up beside her into the 

driver’s seat, with the other seating himself in the rear. The jeep burst into life and 

Somluk left the group and walked back towards the waiting couple. 

   

I have been told that you are enquiring after someone called Jintana?’ Somluk 

said to Sunny, as the jeep made its way to the front gate. 

  

‘That is correct sir. I am Suneenart Navadee, and this is…. 

   

‘Yes, yes I know who you are – my guard gave me your names just now,’ he said 

irritably. ‘Go inside the house, my guard will show you the way.’ 

   

One of the guards from the front gate approached them, as the elderly man 

started to make his way around to the side of the house. 

  

‘If you please, Khun Somluk, it is you that I wish to see,’ Sunny called 

apprehensively to him as he walked away. 

   

‘Yes, yes I know. Just follow that guard,’ he replied abruptly, before 

disappearing from view. 

   

‘What’s going on, Sunny. Where’s he going?’ 

   

‘I don’t know what’s going on, or where he’s going. We have to follow the guard 

into the house. Come on, we have little choice but to do what we’re told.’ 

   

They were led into a plush and very elegant study in which there was a semi-

circle of leather armchairs facing a huge, beautifully carved teak desk. The guard 

sat on a stool in the corner of the room and indicated that they should also sit. 

   

‘What now?’ asked Perry. 



   

‘I wish I knew,’ said Sunny. 

   

They must have sat there in silence for at least ten minutes, when the door 

opened and Somluk entered the room and took his seat at the massive desk. 

   

‘What is this all about, Khun Suneenart?’ he asked in a low voice, speaking in 

his native Thai. 

   

‘Well sir, this is Mr Perry, an Englishman who lives in Bangkok and is looking 

for his girlfriend, Jintana Boonsombat, who has disappeared. We understand that 

you used to know her, about four years ago. 

    

‘And because you believe that I used to know this...er... Jintana, about four years 

ago, you think that I can help you to find her now?’ 

   

‘Well, yes,’ said Sunny quietly.   

   

‘You don’t sound very sure of yourself Khun Suneenart.’ 

   

‘Oh I’m quite sure that Mr Perry is ...er… looking for his girlfriend. I am his 

translator, you see… he can’t speak any Thai…’ she blurted out with an 

uncharacteristic stammer. 

   

‘So, this farang,’ the man replied, pointing at Perry and using the Thai word for 

a westerner, ‘has a girlfriend called Jintana Boonsombat, and she disappeared from 

his home, when they were living in Bangkok, and you, Khun Suneenart, are his 

translator?’ 

   

Yes, that is correct,’ said Sunny nervously. 

  

Somluk looked at Perry, and spoke to him in Thai.  

 

‘Sawadee Krap, Khun chu Arai Krap? 

   

‘What did he say?’ asked Perry, non-plussed. 

   

‘He said: “Hello, what is your name?”’ 

   

Somluk interrupted Sunny and spoke to her sharply, ‘this farang lives in 

Bangkok, has a Thai girlfriend, but he doesn’t speak a single word of Thai?’ 

   

‘Well, as you can see, he’s a bit … er… simple,’ Sunny replied, sounding ever 

more hesitant. 

   

‘Khun Suneenart, for a lady who apparently has a famous family name, I don’t 

think you are behaving in a very lady-like manner. You and this simple-minded 



farang come to see me, very late at night, enquiring about a prostitute, who I may 

have known four years ago. I think you are telling me a pack of lies – and I don’t 

like being lied to – by anyone – even by someone from a famous family,’ he added 

sarcastically. ‘You are in the south of Thailand now – we do things a bit differently 

down here. We don’t care about upper class ladies from Bangkok, even if you are 

one, which I’m beginning to doubt.’  

   

Sunny looked at the man’s fearsome countenance, and was filled with alarm. 

‘What was going to happen to them?’ she wondered anxiously. ‘What on earth have 

I got Perry into?’ 

   

‘You seem to be struck dumb!’ Somluk barked at her as he rose from the desk. ‘I 

will give you five minutes to reconsider your story,’ he said as he walked towards 

the door. ‘And don’t try to leave, nobody leaves this house without my permission,’ 

he said as he closed the door behind him. 

   

‘What’s going on? What did he say?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘Perry, what have I done? He doesn’t believe our story – he’s too clever. He’s 

obviously in league with the owner of the brothel – the woman who just left. I don’t 

know what to do – I think we’re in terrible danger,’ she added, almost in tears. 

   

‘Calm down, calm down Sunny. It can’t be as bad as all that. Where’s he gone 

now?’ 

   

‘He’s given us five minutes to come up with the truth, or else…’ 

   

‘Or else what?’ 

   

‘I don’t know, he didn’t say.’ 

   

‘Then just tell him the truth, what can he do to us?’ 

   

‘Perry, you don’t understand. The people down here in the south are a law unto 

themselves. They can do anything they like, especially if they have the support of a 

powerful general’s wife.’ 

   

‘Sunny, just tell him the truth. We’ve got nothing to lose – it can’t get any worse, 

can it?’ 

   

‘No, I suppose not, Perry.’ All right, when he returns I’ll tell him everything and 

beg him to let us go.’ 

   

In the event, they were obliged to wait a gut-wrenching two hours before Somluk 

made a return appearance. By this time it was indeed very late, and the couple were 

tired, hungry and close to nervous exhaustion. 

   



Without a word of apology or explanation for his long absence, Somluk 

continued from where he had left off two hours earlier.  

  

‘Now, are you ready to tell me what you two are up to? Are you prepared to tell 

me who you really are?’ 

  

‘Please Khun Somluk, I really am Suneenart Navadee, and this is really Perry 

Woodthorne. But please forgive me, as I haven’t told you the whole truth about 

why we came here.’ 

   

‘I know you haven’t! So shall we start again? Are you ready to tell me why you 

are really here?’ 

  

Sunny slowly and painstakingly told the man everything that had happened in 

the last two months, starting with the day of her house warming, when Perry and 

Bert had knocked on her door late at night with a request that she accompany them 

to Ousby Police station. 

   

Somluk sat at his desk, staring at Sunny, and apart from the odd, rare interruption 

to clarify something that Sunny had said, he remained silent and totally impassive.  

   

After half an hour of non-stop explanations, Sunny brought her tale to a 

conclusion. ‘So I hope you can see, Khun Somluk, we didn’t mean any harm by 

lying to you. All we want to do is to help poor Jintana and find out what really 

happened to her, before she went to England. We think that something might have 

happened in Hat Yai that has some bearing on the murders in England, and maybe 

it will help us get to the truth of the whole affair,’ 

   

There was a long silence before Somluk finally said, ‘You wanted to get to the 

truth by lying to me? That wasn’t very clever was it?’ 

  

‘No, it wasn’t?’ Sunny agreed contritely. ‘Now you know everything, can we 

leave please?’ 

   

‘No, I’m afraid you can’t leave.’ 

   

‘Why, Why not? I’ve told you everything. I’ve apologised for not telling you the 

truth. What more do you want of us?’ 

   

‘You must stay here,’ Somluk replied gravely. 

   

‘But why?’ 

   

‘Well, to start with, it’s very late – past midnight. It’s much too late for you to be 

travelling back through these dangerous Hat Yai suburbs.’ 

  

‘We don’t mind, we’ll take our chances. Please let us go.’ Sunny implored. 



   

‘And secondly,’ he continued, ignoring her interruption, ‘I haven’t finished with 

the pair of you yet.’ 

   

‘What’s happening Sunny,’ asked Perry in a worried tone. 

   

‘I’ve told him everything, but he says we can’t leave – he hasn’t finished with 

us!’ 

   

‘What does that mean?’ 

   

‘I don’t know,’ Sunny replied. ‘Khun Somluk. What do you mean – you haven’t 

finished with us? 

   

Somluk rose from his desk. ‘Come, follow me.’ 

   

‘Where are you taking us?’ 

   

‘To find a bedroom of course. And when you’re both showered and settled in, 

I’ll arrange to send you a little food – you both look hungry and exhausted.’ 

   

‘Yes, we are, but we’d much rather go back to our hotel.’ 

   

‘Nonsense! You’ll be more comfortable here, I insist.’ 

   

‘He says we have to spend the night here,’ Sunny explained to Perry, who was 

wondering what was going on. 

   

The two gazed at the elderly man and he met their gaze, looking deeply into their 

tired frightened eyes. After a few seconds, for the first time since they had met him, 

his face actually broke into a half smile.  

  

‘Don’t look so terrified, I’m not going to eat you! Come along with me and get 

some sleep. Tomorrow morning you can go, when you are properly rested.’ 

   

‘Really? Do you really mean that?’ asked Sunny, not daring to believe what he 

was saying. 

   

‘Of course I do – I’m not a devil, in spite of what you may have heard.’ 

   

‘Well, in that case….’ 

   

‘But before you leave…’ 

   

‘Yes?’ asked Sunny, fearful once again. 

   

‘Before you leave, we have to have a talk. We must talk about Jintana.’ 



   

‘But what do you want to know? I’ve told you everything.’ 

   

‘I know you have, Sunny. And this time I think that you are telling me the truth. 

But I thought you came here to get information from me?’ 

   

‘Yes I did, but…’ 

   

‘Tomorrow morning, after breakfast, I will tell you my part of the story, the story 

of Jintana Boonsombat. Now, go to bed.’ 

  

* 

   

Perry thought that he had never enjoyed such a refreshing and dreamless deep 

sleep in his life. It was past one in the morning when he finally laid his head on the 

pillow, and he didn’t stir until a maid knocked on his door at nine the following 

morning with a pot of steaming coffee. ‘The room is so beautiful,’ he thought, as he 

rubbed his bleary eyes and looked around him. The bedroom was huge and 

luxuriously furnished, with a king sized four-poster bed, pale green armchairs and a 

long, soft, deep cushioned sofa. Original watercolours adorned the pale blue walls, 

and the en suite was fitted out with gold-plated plumbing. 

   

There had been an embarrassing moment the previous evening when Sunny and 

Perry had been shown into the same bedroom. Perry immediately turned his usual 

colour of bright crimson, but Sunny, who by this time had regained her composure, 

took it all in her stride and explained to Somluk that they needed two separate 

rooms. Their host looked at them in surprise, and then smiled softly at Sunny as he 

called one of his many servants to prepare another room. 

   

‘I wonder if Sunny is awake,’ Perry thought as he sipped his coffee and got 

ready to shower. He didn’t have to wonder for long, as a ring from his bedside 

telephone informed him that Sunny and Somluk were already up and dressed and 

were awaiting his presence in the breakfast room. 

   

As he had showered before he went to bed, he decided to make do with a quick 

splash on his face before he hurriedly dressed and made his way to the ground floor 

of the extensive and sprawling building. He was wondering which way to go at the 

foot of the winding central staircase, when a smiling maid appeared and beckoned 

him to follow. 

   

‘This is the life,’ he thought, as he was shown into yet another large room. The 

breakfast room was situated at the rear of the house and had a breath-taking 

panoramic view of the surrounding countryside. In the centre of the room was a 

massive teak table, which was laden with every imaginable kind of breakfast food, 

both western and oriental. Seated in exquisitely-carved bamboo chairs, around a 

shining, glass-top table, were Sunny and Somluk. They were engrossed in animated 

conversation. 



   

‘Ah Perry,’ said Sunny, looking up at him from her bowl of sliced mangoes and 

papaya. ‘You’ve decided to join us at last. Grab some food and come and sit down. 

We’ve been waiting for you for ages.’ 

   

‘Oh, I’m sorry about that,’ said Perry nervously. ‘I just couldn’t seem to wake up 

– the bed was so comfortable.’ 

   

‘You don’t have to apologise. When are you ever going to learn when you’re 

being teased?’ she asked with a soft smile on her lips. 

  

Perry smiled back at Sunny. He was relieved that she seemed to be back to 

normal, after the traumas and scares of the previous evening. He didn’t mind being 

teased, as long as Sunny was happy. Last night they had been so fearful of what this 

southern potentate might do to them. He had looked so threatening. He was clearly 

above the law, and obviously had some very powerful underworld connections. 

Now, suddenly, they were in a new world, from the moment that Sunny had told 

him the truth, and he had smiled at them. From that instant, he had turned into a 

different person, and was so solicitous of their welfare. He couldn’t seem to do 

enough for them and Sunny had been able to relax. The crisis was apparently over. 

  

‘So what’s on the agenda for today?’ he asked cheerfully. When can we leave? 

Not that I’m in any particular hurry. This place is unbelievable – I’ve never seen 

such luxury before.’ 

   

‘Yes, it’s nice to see how the rich live isn’t it?’ replied Sunny. Now sit down, 

Somluk wants to tell us his story.’ 

   

‘Couldn’t you have started without me? After all, he’s going to speak in Thai, so 

I won’t know anything until he has finished and you translate for me.’ 

   

‘No, that’s the point. He insists on me translating to you as he goes along. He 

wants you to know all the details, and doesn’t trust me to remember it all if I wait 

to the end. You know how fussy old people are?’ 

   

‘Do I? Well I yes, suppose… I know what you mean. Let’s get started then. 

   

Somluk finished his coffee, put down his cup and commenced his story. Every 

few sentences, Sunny duly translated to Perry. 

  
* 

   

‘First of all, you have to understand who I am and why I went to that brothel - 

Bahn Kiyo.  

   

‘You know that I am very rich, but I am really just a simple farmer. My family 

have been farmers for many generations, and over the years we have managed to 



acquire a lot of farmland. It is no secret that I own some of the largest sugar and 

rubber plantations in the South. I am responsible for thousands of workers, and 

many more thousands rely on me for their livelihood.  

   

‘As I told you last night, the South of Thailand is a law unto itself, and to survive 

here you sometimes have to make contracts with the devil. A life down here in the 

south is not worth much – I can arrange to have someone killed by making a simple 

phone call. And even an ordinary person can arrange a contract killing for just a 

few thousand baht.  

 

‘I’m not proud of it, but if I want to keep my estates and keep my family alive, I 

have no choice but to mix with a lot of bad people, and I have to make sure that 

everyone stays happy and is paid their due. Our society is riddled with corruption, 

and the local gangsters run vice rings, extortion rackets and goodness knows what 

else. As head of one of the richest families in the South, I have to employ a 

regiment of bodyguards and tread a very careful path. You saw that woman here 

last night? She is the wife of the most senior general in the South – and she owns 

that place, Bahn Kiyo. No one can touch her. It’s a very, very bad business,’ he 

sighed, shaking his head in obvious despair. 

   

‘Well, it was around four years ago that I first went to that terrible house, that 

green house. I was with some friends, if you can call them that. They were business 

partners, people I have to do business with, and after we had a meal downtown, 

they insisted I went with them to visit their favourite brothel. I went along with 

them to keep the peace, but I’ve always hated going in such places – it’s so 

degrading - for the customers as well as the poor girls. I refused to accept their 

offer of a girl, and sat in a downstairs room while they indulged their desires in the 

upstairs bedrooms.  

  

‘That was the first time that I saw Jintana, Jin. She came into the room to talk to 

me and she tried to persuade me to have sex with her. The manager, an ugly fat pig 

of a man, had sent her to me. He’s still there.’  

 

Perry and Sunny exchange knowing glances. 

 

‘Jin begged me to go with her - she said that she would be beaten and starved if I 

refused. She was a pretty girl, about eighteen years old, but she was thin and she 

looked so ill. I took pity on her, and agreed to go upstairs, but I assured her that I 

had no intention of having sex with her. She was so scared that she begged me not 

to tell anyone that I didn’t want to have her. She said she would get into a lot of 

trouble if her boss knew that I had rejected her. I assured her that it would be our 

secret and we went together to a room on the next floor.  

 

‘When we got inside the room and sat down in the light, I could see that she was 

indeed very ill. Her face was very pale, and when I touched her I realised she had a 

high fever. She sweated so much that it was ruining her cheap make up. She told 



me that she had been unwell for many weeks, but the owner just gave her a single 

aspirin every day and told her to go back to work.  

   

‘I have seen many terrible things in my life, but I was appalled at the treatment 

of this wretched soul. After our time was up, I escorted her to the manager’s room, 

and asked him if I it would be all right if I took her to see a doctor. He refused, 

saying that she would run away. He told me that the girls were never allowed to 

leave the house, not for any reason. The owner was very strict on this point. I tried 

to assure him that I would guarantee to bring her back after she had received 

medical treatment, but he was adamant, she couldn’t leave. 

   

‘When I realised that I wasn’t going to persuade him, I asked to see the owner. 

He told me that the owner was out, but if I wanted to wait, she would be back later 

that night to check on the night’s business. So I waited, and eventually the 

General’s wife made an appearance. Of course I had met her socially, but I had no 

idea that she was the proprietor of such a dreadful establishment. It didn’t really 

surprise me. She had always struck me as a very unpleasant woman, and being the 

wife of a senior general, she had unlimited power. 

   

‘I repeated my request to her, and she just laughed at me. She asked me why I 

was so concerned with such “a dirty, low-class whore”. She said she was a very bad 

girl and would be thrashed black and blue for having the cheek to ask to see a 

doctor. I begged the lady to leave her alone. I assured her that she didn’t ask me for 

anything – it was me who was concerned about her. “It wasn’t her fault,” I 

protested. But she was as stubborn as her manager was. “Not a single one of my 

girls is ever going to leave this building. They might run away,” she told me. I 

protested that the poor girl might die if she didn’t get proper care, but the woman 

just laughed. She said it would create too many problems if she let one of her girls 

go to a doctor. She said that if she let one go, they would all want to go. No, it was 

better that she died.  

  

‘By this time I was becoming more and more determined to help her. “What will 

it take for you to let her out of here?” I asked. She told me it would cost a lot of 

money. The only way she would let her go free was if I “bought” her out for good. 

And that would be very expensive. After all, they had invested a lot of money in 

her. They had paid her father a large amount of money three years ago, when she 

was fifteen, and she still hadn’t finished paying off her debts. I knew it was all lies, 

but I had to get her out, so I bargained with them. But I didn’t have much to bargain 

with, so in the end it cost me a great deal of money. They insisted on cash, but I 

didn’t have enough with me. I was desperate to get her out, but I had no choice and 

had to leave her there for one more night, on the strict understanding that they 

would let her rest in bed. They promised me faithfully that they wouldn’t harm her.  

  

‘I arrived early the following morning with the money, but as soon as Jin entered 

the room, I could see that she had been beaten. Her face was a mass of bruises. I 

lost my temper and shouted at that fat pig of a man. He said that as I was making so 

much trouble, he had decided to increase the price of her freedom. I could see I was 



getting nowhere so I quickly paid up and finally got her out of that place.  Do you 

know that pimp even had the effrontery to thank me for my business, and he asked 

me to come again - any time I felt lonely! 

  

‘I took Jin straight to hospital. The doctors found that the cause of her illness was 

a severe womb infection, caused by the unhygienic use of a piece of dirty cloth to 

block her menstruation, so that her daily work routine could continue during her 

period.   It was so appalling! She stayed in hospital for two weeks, and afterwards I 

brought her back here to rest and to aid her recovery. 

  

‘While she was here, she told me about her life. She was born in a village over a 

thousand kilometres away in the North East of Thailand. The village was called 

Sang Yun, just south of Khon Kaen. Her father was a farm labourer, and she had 

two brothers and two sisters. She was the oldest. The family were very poor, and 

eked out a living as best they could. There was never enough to eat, and she had to 

leave school when she was ten years old to work in a chemical factory. It was child 

slave labour, and she worked very long hours for a very meagre reward. It was also 

very dangerous, and many of the young workers became ill and died through 

ingesting the stinking chemical fumes that they had to work with. 

  

‘One day, a man came to visit Jin’s father, and offered to “buy” Jin. The man 

told her father that he would pay a large sum of money for her, and then she would 

go to work in the brothel at Hat Yai, and she would be able to send money back 

every month to help out the family. Both Jin and her father thought it was news 

from “heaven”. Jin thought that nothing could be worse than working at the 

horrible chemical factory, and she was glad to be able to get a job that would be of 

more help to the family.  

 

‘The deal was done, and two days later the man came to collect her. He only paid 

over a quarter of the money that had been agreed, but assured the illiterate Issan 

family that the rest would follow in a few days. Of course, it never did, and three 

years later Jin was still in debt, still trying to pay back the money that had been paid 

to her father. She had earned it thousands of times over, but the brothel just kept 

increasing the interest, and the debt kept spiralling. 

  

‘She did manage to send a few meagre sums to her family from time to time. I 

suppose they were smart enough to allow a very small pittance to trickle back to the 

Northeast. After all, they didn’t want the girls’ families to come looking for them. 

And they treated the girls so badly, that if the poor things thought that they weren’t 

helping their families, then they might just give up completely. They would have 

nothing to live for. Most of them remain in bondage and debt until they are too old 

to be of any further use. And then they are thrown out onto the streets, usually to 

die prematurely of sickness and the cumulative effects of malnutrition.’ 

  

‘What about that woman we met at the noodle shop - the one with the ugly 

scars? She wasn’t thrown out, was she?’ asked Perry after Sunny had translated the 

latest part of the story.  



  

Somluk asked what Perry had been saying. 

  

‘Ah, yes, Atchara. She was the lucky one, in spite of her crippling injuries,’ he 

replied when Sunny had translated Perry’s question. ‘She is a good worker, so 

they’ve kept her on as a servant.’ 

  

‘Khun Somluk, what happened next? What happened to Jin after she recovered 

her health?’ 

  

‘She didn’t want to go home to the Northeast. She was so ashamed of her life in 

Hat Yai; she couldn’t face her family. So I suggested that she start a new life across 

the border in Malaysia. I arranged for her to get a passport, and spoke to a friend of 

mine who had a shoe factory down there, and he agreed to give her a job on the 

production line. It wasn’t a great job, but it would be much better than the one she 

had been used to, and she would be treated well. My friend is good to his staff and 

they have reasonable working conditions.’ 

  

‘So did she go?’ asked Sunny. 

  

‘Yes, she did. But she didn’t stay very long. One day, about two months after she 

had gone to Malaysia, she called me to thank me for everything and to let me know 

that she was going back home, to Sang Yun.’ 

  

‘I thought you said she was ashamed to go home,’ said Sunny. 

  

‘She was, but she said that something bad had happened there and she had to go 

and see her family. She said that she was very grateful for the job I had arranged, 

but that she was very lonely in Malaysia, and had decided to return to her family. 

She didn’t know what she would do when she got back to the Northeast, but that 

she had to go. She kept repeating that there were some problems with her family 

that she had to take care of. 

  

‘And that’s the last time I ever heard from Jintana. I don’t know what happened 

when she went home. You tell me that she is now in England, and that she is in jail 

for killing her husband and her baby. It is very strange, and very sad. You can’t 

begin to imagine what that poor girl has had to put up with in her life. But I would 

never have dreamt that she was capable of killing someone – let alone her own 

baby. She was such a sweet, quiet little thing. I just can’t understand it,’ he said, 

shaking his head in disbelief. 

  

‘No, neither can I, Khun Somluk,’ said Sunny quietly. ‘But it’s mystery that I 

mean to solve,’ she added determinedly. 

  

‘Well that’s about it then. There’s nothing more I can tell you, so you can now 

be on your way,’ he informed them, as he rose from the table. ‘You’ll have to 

excuse me now, as I have a few business appointments.’ 



  

‘Sunny, before he goes,’ Perry said, when Sunny had explained what was 

happening, ‘Can you ask him about the general’s wife who we saw last night. What 

was she doing here? And another thing; you remember that servant woman, 

Atchara? She told us that Somluck still goes to Bahn Kiyo from time to time. If he’s 

so against all this horrible vice business, why does he go there?’  

   

‘You’re becoming very suspicious, Perry. Don’t you believe him then?’ 

   

‘Yes… I think I do. But please ask him, if you don’t mind.’ 

   

‘You’re right, of course. We need to be sure he’s not, how do you say, pulling 

the wool over our eyes.’    

   

Sunny put Perry’s points to their now genial host, and he listened attentively. He 

then re-seated himself at the breakfast table launched into what seemed to Perry to 

be a very long-winded explanation. 

   

‘What did he say?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘He said that he understands your suspicions, and agrees that it might be difficult 

for us to believe him after the way that we were treated when we first arrived. He 

says he is surrounded by crooks and hangers on, people who just want something 

from him. When we came to see him last night, he assumed we were one of them. 

He doesn’t meet too many honest people; people who are not after his money.’ 

   

‘Yes, I can see that – but what about that woman? What was she doing here?’ 

asked Perry. 

    

‘The general’s wife? He’s already told us that he’s known her for years, even 

before he knew that she was the owner of Bahn Kiyo. So ever since he ‘bought’ Jin 

out of that place, he’s made a point of keeping in touch with her. He’s tried to 

persuade her to improve the lot of the girls who are working there, although he 

admits he’s had very little success. That fat pimp of a manager still treats them 

appallingly, but Somluk hasn’t given up. He’s offered her a lot of money to close 

the place down, but so far she’s refused. He’s hoping that one day, her husband 

might be posted to another part of Thailand, and if that happens she might be 

interested in selling the place to him so that he can close it. In the meantime, he 

keeps in contact with her, and he goes to the house from time to time to check on 

the girls and see if there are any more that are so sick that they need special help, as 

Jin did.’ 

   

‘And you believe him?’ 

   

‘Yes Perry, I think I believe him. He’s no saint, but I believe he is trying to do 

some good, in his own way.’ Sunny rose from the table, ‘Come on Perry, it’s time 

to leave.’ 



* 

   

They were both fast asleep by the time the taxi, which had been arranged by 

Somluk, deposited them back at the Hotel Manhattan. In spite of a relatively good 

night’s rest, the combined effects of the stress and excitement of the past few days 

was starting to catch up with them. 

   

‘I don’t know about you, Sunny, but I could do with a few more hours sleep,’ 

said Perry sleepily as they walked into the hotel foyer. 

   

‘That sounds like a good idea Perry, but before we do that, I need to make a 

couple of calls.’ 

   

‘Oh? Who to?’ 

    

‘To start with, I’d better book some flights out of here.’ 

   

‘Yes, I suppose so. Where are we going? Back to England?’ 

   

‘Perry, we didn’t come all this way to give up now. We know a lot about Jin’s 

background, and why she came to Hat Yai – and the terrible suffering must have 

endured at Bahn Kiyo. But we’re no nearer to understanding why her husband and 

daughter were murdered, are we?’ 

   

‘No, we’re not. Nor are we any nearer to finding out who killed them, for that 

matter,’ answered Perry. ‘So where are we going?’ 

   

‘We are going to follow her footsteps. We will go to the same place she went to, 

after she left Malaysia. We are going to her village – Sang Yun, in the Northeast of 

Thailand. We must find out why she went home. She told Somluk that she had to 

take care of a problem with her family, so let’s go and find her family and see if we 

can find out what that problem was all about. We must learn what happened to her 

after she returned home.’ 

   

‘That makes good sense. Do you think her family is still there?’ 

 

  ‘I don’t see why not. These poor Issan villagers don’t uproot and move about 

very much.’ 

   

‘So, do we fly there?’ 

   

‘We’ll catch a Thai Airways plane back to Bangkok, and I’ll arrange for a car, 

and we can drive up north from Bangkok.’ 

   

‘Drive up north? That’s quite a long journey, isn’t it?’ 

   



‘Yes it is, but if we fly to Khon Kaen, we’ll still have the problem of getting out 

to the village, which is in a pretty isolated spot. So if we drive, we’ll have our own 

transport and we’ll be able to get around much easier. I don’t think we’ll find too 

many taxis up there, and I’m not sure that you would enjoy travelling in the back of 

one of those bumpy, ancient local trucks, on muddy, unmade roads.’ 

   

‘Fair enough, Sunny, you’ve convinced me. Now who else was it that you 

wanted to call?’ 

   

‘I must call that noodle shop in the market, the one where we met Atchara. I 

want to leave a message for her – to thank her for helping us and to let her know 

that we found Somluk, thanks to her.' 

   

‘That poor crippled woman. Isn’t there anything we can do for her?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘It’s so difficult. You heard what Somluk said. If we try to do anything it would 

probably only rebound on her and get her into trouble. You go up to your room. I’ll 

make my calls and then I’ll lie down for a few hours. Why don’t we meet around 

one o’clock for some lunch, and I’ll tell you how I got on?’ 

   

‘Sounds fine to me,’ said Perry as he retrieved his key and headed up to his 

room. 

  

* 

   

His head had hardly hit his pillow when there was a loud and repeated knocking 

on his door. To his amazement, he found a very distressed Sunny, with tears 

pouring down her cheeks. 

   

‘Sunny, what’s happened?’ 

   

‘Let me in, Perry,’ she replied between sobs. 

   

Sunny walked into the room and collapsed onto the small sofa, and stared at 

Perry. 

   

‘Sunny, tell me, what is it?’ 

   

‘Oh Perry,’ said Sunny in a husky whisper, as she tried to dry her tears with a 

small handkerchief. ‘What have I done?’ 

   

‘I don’t know, tell me.’ 

   

‘I’ve killed her – I’ve killed Atchara!’ 

   

‘Killed Atchara? I…I don’t understand!’ 

   



‘It’s all my fault Perry. Me and my crazy desire to solve those murders in 

England. I’ve ended up killing a poor innocent woman. How can I ever live with 

myself? She added, as she once more dissolved into a bout of crying. 

   

‘Sunny, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I’m quite sure that you 

haven’t killed anyone,’ said Perry soothingly, as he sat down beside her on the 

small two-seater and gently put his arm around her shoulders. ‘Now tell me, what’s 

happened.’ 

   

After a few moments, Sunny stopped crying, and said, ‘That woman, that 

general’s wife, the Madam. She must have guessed that Atchara told us about 

Somluk. She was in Somluk’s house when the guard called through with our 

names. That guard also mentioned Jin’s name. I’m sure the general’s wife heard. 

That’s why she was so angry when she was leaving the house, and why she kept on 

pointing at us.’ 

   

‘But how would she know it was Atchara?’ 

   

‘Because there’s no one else who would dare to say anything. When she left the 

house last night, she probably went straight to Bahn Kiyo and talked to her 

manager. He must have told her that you and I had been there earlier that day, and 

all about our escape. Even if she didn’t suspect Atchara, it wouldn’t have taken her 

long to get it out of her – they’re not averse to using violence.’ 

   

‘But what happened?’ Is Atchara dead?’ 

   

‘Yes Perry, she is dead. She was beaten to death. But she didn’t die straight 

away. She was beaten very badly, and then thrown out into the street to fend for 

herself. Somehow she managed to crawl to that noodle shop, to get help from the 

owner. But there was nothing they could do – she was too injured inside. Before the 

ambulance arrived, she was dead. It was my fault. If I hadn’t involved her in my 

mad, stupid plans, she would still be alive,’ Sunny whispered emotionally, before 

breaking out once more into a fit of sobbing. ‘Oh Perry I’m so selfish, I’m so bad!’ 

   

‘Don’t be silly Sunny. It wasn’t your fault. You weren’t to know what would 

happen. You didn’t seek her out – she came to us, remember?’ 

  

Sunny looked at Perry between her tears, and slowly nodded. 

  

‘And Sunny, I agree that it’s really terrible what’s happened to that poor woman, 

but you must admit, she didn’t have much of a life. She wanted to help Jin didn’t 

she? That’s why she came to us. Jin was her only friend in the world – that’s what 

she told us. She said she would do anything to help her, she didn’t care anymore. 

That’s what she said wasn’t it?’ 

   

Sunny slowly nodded. 

   



‘Maybe it was a merciful release Sunny. I know it sounds heartless, but she had a 

terrible life, and the only future she could look forward to was a life of begging on 

the streets, when she became too old to work as a servant.’ 

   

Sunny kept staring into Perry’s eyes.  

  

‘I killed her Perry, I killed her. We must go back to England and give up all this 

stupid detective business – before anyone else gets killed. I was crazy to believe I 

could really do anything for Jin.’ 

   

‘You didn’t kill her, Sunny. Those monsters from Bahn Kiyo did that. You 

mustn’t blame yourself, please,’ Perry begged her. ‘You wanted to help Jin, and 

Atchara wanted to help Jin. Jin is still in jail, and we’ve still got to find the killers 

of her husband and baby. We are going to Jin’s village, and we will find out the 

truth. We’re not going back to England, not yet.’ 

   

Sunny looked up at Perry and suddenly put her arms around his neck and pulled 

him towards her. ‘Hold me Perry, just hold me,’ she said, between yet another bout 

of crying. 

   

He snuggled up close to her and they clutched each other tightly. It was only a 

matter of seconds before Perry lost his last semblance of composure. Fresh tears 

joined those of Sunny’s. Four salty streamlets flowed downwards into Sunny’s 

damp and tangled hair. 



  

CHAPTER FOUR 

  

  

‘My God! I would never have dreamt that such luxury could exist in a country 

like this,’ Perry said to himself as was shown to his seat in Lord Jim’s for yet 

another sumptuous sea food meal at Bangkok’s famous Oriental Hotel. This was to 

be his third night at The Oriental, the plush, nineteenth century hotel, which had 

been continuously voted by business travellers as the “best in the world”. 

  

‘A bit of a change from the Hotel Manhattan, down in Hat Yai,’ Perry thought, 

as he glanced at the beautifully decorated menu. ‘Not that there was anything 

particularly wrong with the Hotel Manhattan. It was cheap and cheerful, and it was 

all that we needed. But this place, My God!’ he thought for the umpteenth time. 

‘It’s so luxurious – I’ve even got a high speed broad band Internet connection in 

my room, to say nothing of a CD player, two telephone lines, a fax machine with a 

printer, a marble bathroom with gold fittings…. And I’m sure I read somewhere 

that there is a personal butler for each room! There’s so much history here,’ he 

mused, as he gazed around at the impeccable blend of colonial and Thai 

furnishings, which so perfectly reflected the hotel’s legendary past. 

  

Since he had been dropped off at the front door three days ago, he had been 

completely alone, and apart from making the usual tourist forays to places of 

interest, he had actually managed to produce a few pages of creative writing - the 

first in months. ‘After all,’ he thought, ‘if I can’t be creative in the hotel where the 

likes of Maugham, Conrad, Greene and Michener found inspiration, then I can’t 

write anywhere.’ The problem was that he was obliged to enjoy this world of 

unbelievable opulence in splendid isolation. ‘It’s such a pity that I have to eat alone 

every day,’ he mused. ‘I hope Sunny turns up soon, this life of luxury is all very 

well, but I’m starting to feel very lonely, and I really miss her.’ 

  

* 

  

The pair had flown back to Bangkok on the morning following the day that poor 

Atchara had been brutally killed. Sunny had spent the afternoon taking care of the 

funeral arrangements with the owner of the Hat Yai noodle shop, where Atchara’s 

unfortunate life had come to a sad and painful end.  

  

During the flight back to Bangkok, Sunny had remained very pale and 

withdrawn. She had hardly spoken a word to Perry, but when they had settled in 

their seats on the plane, she had once more rested her head on his shoulders, and 

gripped his hand tightly. For once, Perry was sensible enough not to read too much 

into this new found intimacy. He realised that Sunny literally needed a "shoulder to 

cry on” and he just happened to be at the right place at the right time. And cry she 

did - soft, quiet sobs, for most of the return journey back to the capital city. 

  



The last time Perry had been in Bangkok, he had rushed through on his way to 

Hat Yai, so this was his first opportunity to have a proper look at Thailand’s 

famous capital, which, according to many sources, was a place of considerable 

notoriety. As their limo driver picked his way through the horrendous and suicidal 

traffic to their downtown destination, Perry was taken aback by the sheer size and 

vibrancy of a metropolis that was one part towering skyscrapers, and the other part 

depressing slums.  

  

He had read that not so long ago, Bangkok had been known as the “Venice of the 

East”; but many of the canals that used to criss-cross the ancient, largely wooden 

city, had long since been hidden, or had disappeared completely under millions of 

tons of concrete. Now, an extraordinary and complex network of elevated, six lane 

highways, often traversing at several different levels, provided a bizarre and 

futuristic aspect that made Bangkok a truly unique city. 

  

Bangkok certainly wasn’t beautiful, but it had a certain character; with a teeming 

population that seemed to occupy every square inch of pavement, mixing with the 

gaudily dressed tourists in a town where no one seemed to sleep. Then there were 

the distinctive and incredibly ornate, twenty-first century buildings: office towers, 

hotels, shopping centres and similar edifices, all devoted to the mighty dollar, and 

dominating the downtown skyline. The people of Bangkok undoubtedly possessed 

an enormous zest for life, and Perry thought that the city made a compelling and 

paradoxical backdrop to the South Asian sub-continent, which was still largely 

composed of rain forests and agricultural wet-lands. 

  

By the chauffeur’s judicious use of the elevated toll routes, it took less than half 

an hour for the airport limousine to deposit the couple beside the banks of the Chao 

Phraya River, at the entrance to one of the world’s truly romantic and historic 

landmarks – The Oriental, Bangkok.  

  

‘Sunny, this place looks amazing, but isn’t it a bit expensive? Expensive for my 

pocket anyway,’ Perry had asked. 

  

‘Don’t worry Perry, I have a good friend who knows the General Manager, and 

he owes me a favour. So I managed to obtain a free room for you.’  

   

‘I don’t believe it! You can actually swing a free room in a place like this? 

Sunny, you’re unbelievable. When are you going to come clean and tell me all 

about yourself?’ 

  

‘One day, Perry, one day. Now, let’s get you checked in, as I have to dash away.’ 

  

Perry had looked crestfallen at the prospect of Sunny going away somewhere.  

  

‘Where are you going Sunny?’ 

  



‘I have so many things to do in Bangkok. Don’t forget I’ve been away in 

England for a very long time.’ 

  

‘So how long will you be? I thought we were going up to the Northeast? 

  

‘I’m not sure how long my business will take me, maybe two or three days. But 

you just stay here and relax. You deserve a rest after all you went through down in 

Hat Yai. When I’m through with my business we will go up North. In the 

meantime, unwind and do a bit of sightseeing.’ 

  

Perry was still contemplating that last, oh so brief conversation with Sunny, as he 

finished off the remains of his exquisitely cooked seafood, and decided to adjourn 

to the “Author’s lounge” for an after-dinner drink. He ordered a “Singapore Sling”, 

and was about to take his first sip, when one of The Oriental’s  bellboys, dressed in 

traditional Thai costume, passed by his table ringing a small brass bell and holding 

up a sign. He could hardly believe his eyes when he realised that the sign bore his 

name, Mr Peregrine Woodthorne. 

  

‘That’s me all right,’ he said to himself, as he beckoned to the bellboy over. 

  

‘You may take your call here, sir,’ said the bellboy as he quickly attached a small 

white telephone to a socket alongside Perry’s table. 

  

‘Hello Perry, how are you?’ It was Sunny, at long last. 

  

‘Sunny, I’m fine. It’s good to hear your voice again, are you all right? Where on 

earth have you been all this time?’ Perry blurted out, his excitement running at 

fever pitch on hearing her voice. 

  

‘Slow down Perry, I’ll tell you everything when we meet.’ 

  

‘When’s that going to be, soon I hope.’ 

  

‘Soon enough, Perry. We’re leaving Bangkok tomorrow morning, and I want to 

make an early start, as we have a long drive ahead of us. Can you be packed and in 

the hotel foyer by six in the morning.’ 

  

‘Yes, of course I can.’ 

  

‘Good, I’ll see you at six then. I have to go now, Bye.’ 

  

‘Sunny! Hello, Sunny!’ It was no good; she had hung up her telephone. 

  

‘That wasn’t much of a conversation,’ he thought as he gulped down the 

remainder of his “Singapore Sling”. ‘Well, at least she’s OK, and the waiting is 

nearly over,’ he reflected, trying to comfort himself. 

  



‘I suppose I’d better have an early night, if I’m to be on the road at six.’ 

  

* 

  

‘Famous last words,’ he was thinking, as he wearily made his way to the lobby at 

ten minutes to six the following morning. 

  

Sunny, looking as bright and fresh as ever, was there waiting for him, standing 

next to the Bellboy who had stacked Perry’s luggage onto a hotel trolley. She was 

dressed in a brand new outfit which had been chosen carefully for their trip ‘up-

country’, and could best be described as a close fitting, immaculately tailored, pale 

cream safari suit. 

  

‘She looks so delightful ’, thought Perry, as he gazed on Sunny for the first time 

in three days. ‘Hi Sunny, it’s great to see you again. We’re all set I see.’ 

  

Sunny gave Perry one of her broadest smiles. ‘It’s good to see you too, Perry. 

But you look a bit dishevelled and tired – didn’t you sleep well?’ 

  

‘I slept like a log, thank you.’ 

  

‘Well you don’t look like it, if you don’t mind me saying so. Have you eaten?’ 

she asked solicitously. 

  

‘No, no time. But I’m not hungry. Come on, let’s get going.’  

  

They made their way out to their waiting vehicle; a gleaming, silver Range 

Rover. 

  

‘That’s some vehicle, Sunny. It’s even smarter than the Jeep that the general’s 

wife was using down in Hat Yai,’ Perry said admiringly. 

  

‘We’re going to need a good vehicle where we’re going. The roads in the 

Northeast aren’t up to the same standard as your English roads.’ 

  

Sunny climbed into the driver’s seat, and they were soon out on the main 

highway, dashing away from Bangkok’s fast encroaching morning rush hour. 

  

‘Sunny, you never cease to amaze me. When you were in England, you were 

always asking Bert or me to drive you around. You said you couldn’t get used to 

the English roads, yet here you are in Bangkok, dodging and weaving through this 

crazy traffic like a maniac. I don’t get it.’ 

  

‘This is my country Perry, and I feel more comfortable over here. You’ve got too 

many rules in England, and I’m always nervous that I’ll do something wrong. Here, 

there are virtually no rules, at least none that I have to obey, so I don’t have to 

worry about it. It’s as simple as that. Do you understand, Perry?’ 



  

‘Understand? I’ll never understand you Sunny. What you just said makes 

absolutely no sense to a simple soul like me. Anyway, what happens when you get 

tired? You can’t drive all the way to the Northeast?’ 

  

‘You’ve got an international licence, haven’t you? I told you to get one.’ 

  

‘Yes, but….’ 

  

‘No “buts”. I’ll do a two-hour stint, and then you can take over for two hours.’ 

  

‘But Sunny, I’ve never driven abroad before – especially in a country like this!’ 

  

‘Now’s the time to learn. I think you better have a nap, Perry. I want you fresh 

when you take over the wheel. Are you sure you had a good night’s sleep? You 

said you slept like a log, but you look awful.’ 

  

‘I did sleep like a log. The trouble is, the sleep only lasted about three hours.’ 

  

After a few minutes silence, Sunny asked, ‘Perry, where did you go last night?’ 

  

‘Um… well I was going to have an early night…I fully intended to. After you 

called, I finished my drink in the lounge, and then decided to take a short stroll 

along the banks of the Chao Phraya River. It’s so beautiful out there in the 

evenings, and I thought the walk might help me sleep.’ 

  

‘Don’t tell me, you met someone who persuaded you to go somewhere.’ 

  

‘Why yes! How on earth did you know?’ 

  

‘Because I am Thai, and I’m not stupid. So where did you go?’ 

  

‘I met this really friendly young man. He was dressed quite smartly, and spoke 

very good English. At first he tried to persuade me to go with him to a jewellery 

shop, but when I made it clear I wasn’t interested in buying any jewellery, he tried 

to sell me some tickets to all the main tourist attractions. You know the kind of 

thing, The Floating market, The Grand Palace, The Emerald Buddha and the like. I 

told him I had seen them all, which I have, and in any case I was planning to leave 

Bangkok the following morning.’ 

  

‘So what happened?’ 

   

‘After he realised that he wasn’t going to sell me anything, he asked me if I 

wanted to go with him to the red light district. He said I couldn’t leave Bangkok, 

without seeing the infamous Patpong, which was only a short cab ride away.’ 

   

‘Go on.’ 



   

‘Well, one thing led to another, and off we went. I think he just wanted someone 

to pay for his drinks, because he never asked for anything else when we reached the 

strip. He just went on a ‘bar crawl’ with me.’ 

   

‘So, how was it?’ 

   

‘How was what?’ 

   

‘Patpong of course. All those scantily clad waitresses, and naked Go-Go 

dancers? Did you enjoy yourself?’ 

   

‘Enjoy myself?  No, not really…. It was all too sordid. But how do you know 

about those sorts of places?’ 

   

‘Perry, I told you a moment ago, I am Thai. I know about most of the things that 

go on in my country. So did you think the girls were pretty? How many of them sat 

on your lap?’ 

   

Perry turned his customary crimson. ‘On my lap? Goodness me Sunny, what do 

you think I am?’ 

   

‘I think you are a normal, red-blooded farang, and I think that last night you 

were probably like a kid in a sweet shop.’ 

   

Perry stayed silent. 

   

‘You haven’t answered my question – did you think the girls were pretty?’ 

   

‘Well…yes… I suppose so….’ he stammered. 

   

‘In that case, shall I turn round and go back to Bangkok? You can go to Patpong 

again tonight.’ 

   

‘Of course not, Sunny. I don’t want to go back to Patpong.’ 

   

‘Why not? You said the girls were pretty, and you’re a single man, with no ties, 

so why shouldn’t you go back?’ 

   

‘Because I don’t want to,’ Perry replied, feeling a little put upon. ‘Because 

Sunny, even though some of the girls in Patpong were quite pretty, not one of them 

was a patch on you. You are the most beautiful person I have ever met, and I have 

no interest in looking at anyone else!’ he exclaimed. 

   

‘That’s pretty clear, Perry, thank you.’ 

   



Perry looked across at Sunny, and detected for the first time in many days that 

familiar playful smile on her lips. 

   

He stayed silent for a while and closed his eyes, as if asleep.  

  

Then he said, ‘I’m glad I’ve made myself clear. Now, while we’re on the subject, 

I think it’s high time that you agreed to marry me.’ 

   

‘What!’ Sunny shouted, almost colliding with a car in front as she involuntarily 

swerved into the adjacent lane. ‘What are you talking about? Are you mad?’ she 

added in an unusually loud voice.  

   

‘Well, we’ve been together long enough haven’t we? And it’s so embarrassing 

when we go anywhere. Nobody can understand why we always have separate 

rooms, so I think the best way to solve the problem is to get married. I mean we 

can’t live in sin, can we?’ 

   

Sunny didn’t know what to make of the unsettling direction their conversation 

seemed to be going. She turned momentarily to look at Perry. With considerable 

relief, she saw that he had an impudent grin on his face. 

   

‘Perry, you’re teasing me.’ 

   

‘Yes Sunny, I’m teasing you. Just like you’ve been teasing me, ever since we got 

into this car.’ 

   

Sunny looked straight ahead, concentrating on her driving, but a wisp of a smile 

slowly spread across her face. Within seconds they both were laughing. 

   

‘Touché, mon amis.’ said Sunny, in between further bouts of high spirited 

giggling. 

   

Perry closed his eyes, this time with the serious intention of catching up on some 

lost hours from the previous night. ‘I think Sunny is more or less back to normal,’ 

he said to himself. ‘Hopefully, she has stopped blaming herself for the death of 

poor Atchara.’ 

  

* 

   

When Perry woke from his refreshing nap some two hours later, and had taken 

over the wheel for his first stint of driving, they were a long way from Bangkok. At 

first, he had been extremely nervous, being both unused to the vehicle and the 

bumpy Thai roads, but the maelstrom of Bangkok’s frenetic traffic had been left far 

behind, and he soon settled into a comfortable and confident driving routine. 

  

They were heading out on Highway Two, a two-lane road, which went in the 

direction of  Korat, a province, nearly three hundred kilometres northeast of 



Bangkok. An earlier look at the road map had told Perry that Korat was a little over 

half way to their final destination of Khon Kaen, a distant province, over five 

hundred kilometres away. 

   

‘We’re not going to make it to Khon Kaen today are we Sunny?’ asked Perry, as 

yet again they became stuck behind one of the ubiquitous ten wheel trucks that 

plied the Thai highways, and cruised at no more than fifty kilometres an hour. 

   

‘No, Perry, we won’t make it there tonight. As you can see, even the main 

highways are not in very good condition, and they become progressively worse as 

we travel northwards.’ 

   

‘So where are we headed today?’ 

   

‘You’ll see. Let’s say it’s a bit of a surprise. Now, concentrate on the road 

ahead.’ 

  

The terrain wasn’t particularly interesting, just miles and miles of lush green 

tropical forest, with the occasional signs of habitation in roadside clearings where 

clusters of food shops and simple wooden dwellings, would suddenly appear in 

front of them. 

   

They had stopped at one such establishment, soon after leaving Bangkok, where 

Sunny had insisted that Perry have some food. He had hungrily wolfed a plate of 

rice with the most delicious fried eggs he had ever tasted. Sunny had informed him 

that he was eating duck eggs that had been quick fried in a very hot wok and, she 

added, they tasted much better than the tasteless chicken eggs that they were used 

to eating back in England. He didn’t argue with her. 

     

As morning gave way to early afternoon, he noticed that the terrain was starting 

to change. The dense roadside jungle was becoming transformed; partly into 

scrubland, which seemed to wind its way out to distant green hills, and partly into 

mile upon mile of water-laden paddy fields. The sight of labourers, of either sex, 

wearing their enormous straw hats to protect them from the fierce afternoon sun, 

wading in the flooded paddies, fascinated him. Every now and then, Perry would 

spot a figure atop a water buffalo, lolloping along in the muddy waterways.  

 

Goodness only knows what those ungainly and lugubrious beasts of burden were 

supposed to be doing, but whatever it was, Perry realised that he was now in 

different world. It was a world that was not only incredibly different from the 

English countryside and his beloved Fawnhope, but it was also a world that 

contrasted so vividly with Bangkok, that vast, sprawling and polluted concrete 

jungle, which was now three hundred kilometres to the south. 

   

‘Look over there, Perry,’ said Sunny. It was mid-afternoon, and Perry’s head had 

started to drop when Sunny, who was at the wheel, gave him a gentle nudge. She 

pointed to a hill that had loomed into sight on the left of the highway.  



  

‘Look half way up that mountain,’ she said. 

   

Perry rubbed his sleepy eyes, and looked up. It was hardly a mountain, but it was 

certainly a very high hill, and it dominated what was otherwise a largely flat 

landscape. The mountain, as Sunny called it, was completely covered by lush, 

green tropical forest, but half way up, Perry could make out an enormous, white 

sculpture. It was a Buddha Image, one of the thousands that dotted the landscape 

throughout Thailand. But this one must be very big, thought Perry, as it was 

apparent that they were still a good few kilometres away from the base of the hill. 

  

‘Where are we?’ he asked. 

  

‘We are in a district called Klang Dong. We’re about sixty kilometres west of 

Korat. 

  

‘Are we going to Korat?’ 

  

‘No, Perry. We’re going up that mountain, to that Buddha Image.’ 

  

‘Why? What’s there?’ 

  

‘There is a Thai temple up there. It’s called Wat Thep-Pitak Pun-Na-Ram.’ 

  

‘My goodness, that’s a long name. So why are we going there? 

  

‘Many reasons. Just be patient.’ 

  

After about five minutes, they turned off Highway Two onto a small road, which 

was little more than a dirt track. Sunny had to put the vehicle into four-wheel drive 

as they slowly climbed the narrow, twisting track that snaked up the steep hillside. 

  

They drove ever closer to the mighty sculpture, and eventually reached a flat 

clearing, where Sunny parked the vehicle. The Buddha Image towered above them, 

but it still looked a long way away. 

  

‘Now, we walk,’ said Sunny, leading Perry to the foot of a set of rough, steep 

concrete steps, which looked as though they had been carved out of the hillside. 

  

‘My God! Do we have to go up there?’ Perry asked, it’s so high, I’ll get vertigo!’ 

  

‘It’s about a four hundred feet to the top. Come on, don’t be a baby.’ 

  

The pair commenced their walk up the very steep steps, apparently some five 

hundred in number, and as they went higher and higher, they edged closer to each 

other for support and protection from the real and present danger of stumbling and 

falling.  



  

Exhausted and perspiring, they finally reached the summit, and collapsed onto a 

wooden bench to recover their breath. 

  

‘That’s some Buddha,’ exclaimed Perry, looking at the gigantic and intricately 

carved Buddha Image, which towered a few feet above them at them. 

  

‘Yes, it’s about one hundred and fifty feet high, and one hundred feet wide. They 

reckon it weighs over three thousand tons. It’s very impressive isn’t it?’ replied 

Sunny. 

  

The pair walked over to the base, and wondered at the enormity of it, and what it 

must have taken to construct such a massive piece of sculpture. Then they took a 

walk around the large, mainly flat plateau, on which the Buddha’s base had been 

built, and they found three more Buddha statues, smaller but still very impressive. 

Behind the main statue was an ornately decorated balustrade, from which a breath-

taking, panoramic view of the surrounding countryside could be enjoyed.  

  

‘This is all totally unexpected, wonderful and inspirational, Sunny. But why have 

you brought me here?’ Perry asked, as he stood alongside her, gazing out at the 

view. 

  

‘Because I thought you would like to see it.’ 

  

‘Of course I do, but haven’t we got more pressing business than sight-seeing?’ 

  

‘Perry, we are up-country now. We have to slow down, and get used to a 

different pace of life. Sang Yun isn’t going anywhere. It will still be there 

tomorrow, and the next day. And the day after that, I shouldn’t be surprised,’ she 

added with a smile. 

  

‘Fair enough,’ Perry replied. ‘Now what? Where do we stay tonight?’ he asked, 

looking at his watch. ‘Time’s getting on.’ 

  

‘We’re staying here tonight Perry.’ 

  

‘What! You must be joking! How can we stay here?’ 

  

‘Don’t panic, come with me,’ she said as she took his arm and led him off to the 

right side of the main stairway, where they found a beautiful, very ornate Thai 

temple, with an intricately decorated gold, red and red roof, glistening in the late 

afternoon sunlight. 

  

‘You’re not suggesting that we sleep in this temple are you?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘Don’t be silly. Come on, follow me.’ 

  



They walked around to the back of the temple, where they came across a cluster 

of very basic wooden buildings. ‘Wait here a minute, Perry,’ said Sunny, as she 

approached the largest of the buildings and knocked at the door. 

  

An ancient, shaven-headed Monk, in a saffron robe appeared, and Sunny bowed 

to him before embarking on a lengthy, and what seemed to Perry, to be a very 

friendly conversation. At length, Sunny and the monk walked back to where Perry 

had been standing. 

  

‘Perry, this is Phra Kanet, he is the Chief Abbot of Wat Thep-Pitak Pun-Na-

Ram.’ 

  

Perry bowed, with his hands held together prayer-like fashion in front of him, 

copying the actions of Sunny a few minutes earlier. The old monk smiled and 

reciprocated Perry’s greeting. 

  

‘I’m afraid Phra Kanet doesn’t speak any English, but he has given permission 

for us to stay here tonight.’ Sunny told him. ‘We can sleep in one of their wooden 

huts but I’m afraid there’s no beds. The monks will lend us some mattresses, so it 

won’t be too bad.’ 

  

‘Fine…ok… I suppose that’s good then… isn’t it?’ replied a nonplussed Perry. 

  

The monk interrupted by speaking to Sunny in Thai. 

  

‘Phra Kanet says you are very welcome, and he hopes you will be comfortable 

here.’ 

  

Before Perry had a chance to reply, the monk spoke again. 

  

‘He says that strangers are always welcome, but he insists that I tell you that he 

has known me and my family for many years, and he is glad that I have found time 

in my busy life to come and visit with him.’ 

  

‘So, you know him! I might have guessed. Why didn’t you tell me that you 

wanted to come here?’ 

  

‘I wanted it to be a surprise. And if I had told you that we were going to spend 

the night half way up a mountain, sleeping on the floor of a wooden hut, you might 

not have been too pleased.’ 

  

‘Surely you know me by now. I’m happy to stay anywhere, as long as you are 

with me.’ 

  

‘Sunny smiled. ‘Let’s go and see where we are sleeping tonight.’ 



The elderly Abbott called a young monk from one of the adjoining rooms, and a 

few moments later, they were shown into a small, empty building at the far right of 

the little complex.  

  

‘Sunny, I’ve just had a terrible thought. Our bags are in your Range Rover. Don’t 

tell me we have to go all the way there and back before we can go to bed tonight?’ 

  

‘Don’t look so worried. I wouldn’t dream of sending you back to get our bags. 

I’m sure we can make do without our things for one night. The Abbott will lend us 

some night-clothes, and toiletries.’ 

  

The room was very bare, and while they were still inspecting the crude 

bathroom, the young monk reappeared with two threadbare towels, a small bar of 

soap, and two pieces of material. 

  

‘What are these?’ asked Perry, picking up one of them. 

  

‘That’s what we call a pakomar. It’s like a loin cloth. You wrap it around your 

body. Here I’ll show you how,’ she said as she demonstrated how Perry should 

wrap the cloth around him, like a towel, and then tie a knot. 

                                                                                                               

‘And you’re going to wear one as well?’ asked Perry, having a startling vision of 

Sunny suddenly revealing her breasts. 

  

‘Of course not. Look, mine is different, it’s joined up, like a sarong.’ She put it 

on over her clothes and showed Perry how it would cover her whole body. 

‘So we’re going to sleep together – on the floor?’ 

  

‘Yes, but on separate mattresses. So no funny business!’ 

  

‘Sunny, this may seem a stupid question, but it strikes me as a bit strange that the 

Abbott would offer us accommodation together – I mean this is a strictly religious 

community, isn’t it. 

  

‘Yes it is, Perry.’ 

  

‘So isn’t it a bit odd? I mean, I know Thais are broad-minded, but where we’re 

sleeping – it’s sort of hallowed ground isn’t it?’ 

  

 You’re quite right of course. The Abbott would never allow us to sleep in the 

same room if he thought that we weren’t married.’ 

  

‘So… so he thinks we’re married?’ asked Perry incredulously. ‘You told him we 

are married?’ 

  



‘No, of course I didn’t. I must never lie to a monk. That would be a sin. He’s just 

assumed we are married, and I didn’t correct his assumption,’ she said with a sly 

grin. 

  

 Perry looked at Sunny with a perplexed look. ‘Sunny, I’ll never understand what 

makes you tick.’ 

  

‘I know, that’s the general idea. Now let’s go and find something to eat.’  

  

* 

  

They were given a simple repast of vegetables and rice at a primitive, but 

spotless wooden hut that served as a kitchen for the inhabitants of the temple. 

Several monks had been in the kitchen when the couple had entered, but they 

quickly made themselves scarce and the pair ate alone on a rough, wooden table in 

the centre of the room. 

  

‘Why did they all leave so suddenly?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘Don’t you remember what they told you at my house blessing back in England? 

Buddhist monks only have one meal a day, in the morning, before eleven. They 

don’t want to watch us eat – it will make them feel hungry,’ Sunny explained. 

   

‘I see what you mean,’ said Perry as they made their way out of the kitchen to 

discover that the night was fast approaching. 

   

Come on Perry, let’s go into the Wat,’ Sunny said, pointing to the magnificently 

decorated building they had passed on their way to their sleeping quarters. The 

outside of the temple was impressive enough, but after they had deposited their 

shoes on the temple steps, and walked inside, the sight took Perry’s breath away. 

The walls and ceiling were covered in the most beautifully detailed paintings and 

murals.  

  

‘Some of the murals depict the life of the Lord Buddha, and others illustrate 

ancient myths of good and evil,’ Sunny explained. 

  

 The colours were so vibrant, and Perry could see that gold leaf had been 

liberally applied to paintings and other works of art throughout the temple. In the 

centre of the temple, was yet another huge Buddha image, which was richly 

decorated with gold, jewels and delicate lotus blossoms. In the front of the statue, 

there were several rows of joss sticks and candleholders, many of which already 

contained the glowing remnants of sweet smelling incense. 

   

‘Perry, we have to pray. Come over here and get some incense.’  

  



Sunny took Perry a corner of the temple where there was a stack of fresh sticks, 

and they took one each, lighting them from a nearby candle before returning to the 

main Buddha Image.  

  

‘You must sit and pray,’ said Sunny, as she sat in the lotus position and held the 

incense stick in front of her.  

  

Perry followed suit. ‘What do I pray for?’ 

   

‘Close your eyes and try to blank everything from your mind. Then wait for 

inspiration.’ 

   

They sat in silence for a few minutes, while Perry waited for spiritual inspiration. 

Suddenly, he heard the sound of a man’s voice from the right of the Buddha. He 

turned to look and was surprised to see the ancient Abbott seated on a raised 

platform close to the wall. He was puzzled that he hadn’t seen him when he had 

first entered the temple. 

   

‘Perry, let’s move over there,’ Sunny said, pointing to a spot in front of the 

Abbott. ‘The Abbott wants to speak to us.’ 

   

They walked over to the side of the temple, and sat down on the floor in front of 

the venerable monk. The Abbott and Sunny spoke at length. 

   

‘He asked me why I came to see him, so I told him that we decided to drop in on 

our way to Khon Kaen. Then he wanted to know why we were going to Khon 

Kaen, so I gave him a brief outline of what has happened back in England and our 

decision to come to Thailand and try to find out the truth,’ explained Sunny. 

   

‘When were you last here?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘Oh, not since I was a teenager. My father used to bring me here, when we were 

on our way to Kow Yai National Park for weekend holidays.  My family has known 

Phra Kanet for many years.’ 

   

‘Does he still remember you?’ 

   

‘He never forgets anyone. He may be very old, but his brain is so sharp. He is 

also deeply spiritual.’ 

   

The old monk interrupted, to ask Sunny something. 

   

‘He asked me if you know anything about Buddhism.’ 

   

‘Tell him, not very much.’ 

   



‘He says I should teach you about the Lord Buddha and the Buddhist faith. He 

particularly wants me to explain to you about “The Four Noble Truths”.’ 

   

‘What are they, and why do I need to know about them?’ 

   

‘I don’t know why, Perry. I told you, he is a deeply spiritual man. I’m sure he 

has a reason. We’ll have plenty of time on our way up North to educate you in the 

principles of Buddhism. We’d better go; I think all the monks are coming in soon 

for their evening prayers and meditation.’ 

   

They thanked the Abbott for his kind hospitality, and left the confines of the 

temple to walk out into the pitch-black night. They wandered towards some 

flickering lanterns, which were hanging on the long balustrade that bordered the 

temple area, and to protect unwary walkers from the sharply descending hillside. 

Sunny found a rudely hewn wooden bench and the pair sat down to stare out over 

the surrounding landscape. There wasn’t much to see, except for an occasional 

twinkling light, far away in the valley below. But the far off lights were sufficient 

to give them a feeling of where they were, and the elevated aspect of their position.  

  

Now that the scorching sun had made a welcome departure, it was surprisingly 

cool, and Sunny gave an involuntary shiver. Always the gentleman, Perry 

immediately put his arms around her, and offered to give her his shirt to put over 

her safari jacket. 

  

‘Don’t be silly Perry. Your warm arms are quite sufficient. I’m fine now. Isn’t it 

peaceful up here?’ 

  

There was a new moon, so it was a particularly dark night, and the birds, which 

had been noisily chattering when they had arrived earlier, had now vanished. The 

only sound that could be heard was the faint, low hum of the monks chanting in the 

nearby temple. 

  

‘It’s very invigorating. So different from lawless Hat Yai and the frenetic 

Bangkok,’ Perry said quietly. 

  

‘That’s one of the reasons I wanted to come here. We need to recharge our 

spiritual batteries,’ Sunny responded. ‘I have such vivid memories of this place, 

from the times when I used to come here with my Dad. All my silly teenage 

problems seemed to be so trivial when I spent a night up here. It’s so peaceful and 

kind of magical; it gives you a different perspective on life. I can’t really explain it, 

but whenever I come here I always feel something so special. I can feel it now. Do 

you feel anything, Perry?’ 

  

‘Yes, I think I do Sunny. You’re right, it is a mystical place.’ 

  

‘When I came with my Dad, we would stay here for the night, and the next day 

we would go to Kow Yai for a couple of days. Kow Yai is one of Thailand’s most 



beautiful National Parks, Perry. There are mountains, lakes, waterfalls, and forests 

all full of the most amazing wild life. One day, when all this is over I’ll take you 

there.’ 

  

‘That’ll be great. Where is your Dad now, Sunny?’ 

  

There was a long pause. ‘He’s dead Perry.’ 

  

‘I’m sorry.’ 

  

‘It’s OK; he died a long time ago. I came to terms with his death many years 

ago.’ 

  

‘And your mother?’ 

  

Another long pause.  

  

‘She’s still alive.’ 

  

‘So where does she live?’ 

  

‘That’s enough Perry.’ 

  

They sat in silence for several minutes. 

  

‘You’re a very secretive person, aren’t you,’ Perry finally ventured. 

  

 Sunny laughed out loud, and the sound seemed to echo down the mountainside.  

  

‘Perry, you’re so… ...so… ‘ 

  

‘Predictable?’ 

  

‘So…so…’ 

  

‘Stupid?’ 

  

‘No, Perry! You’re so… so wonderful!’ 

  

‘Really? You mean it?’ 

  

‘Of course I mean it. I never say things I don’t mean – unless I’m teasing you – 

which I’m not. Sometimes, I don’t know how you put up with me.’ 

  

‘So if I’m so wonderful, as you just put it, can I take it that you think I’ve grown 

up a bit.’ 

  



‘I think that you have grown up an awful lot in the past few days, Perry.’ 

   

Perry started to feel a warm glow, as he tentatively asked, ‘So does this mean 

that our relationship has taken a turn for the better?’ 

   

Sunny held his hand tightly. ‘Yes, Perry, you could say that.’ 

   

They sat in silence once again.  

  

Eventually, it was Sunny who spoke. ‘You were very brave in Hat Yai - 

attacking that man at Bahn Kiyo. Do you realise that if you hadn’t knocked him 

down. We might have been badly hurt, or even killed!’ 

   

‘I didn’t think about it. When he came at you with that knife, I acted on instinct.’ 

   

And you were so cool and sensible when we were in Somluk’s house. Before we 

knew he was on our side. I was really scared; a man like that could have done 

anything to us. But you just stayed calm and gave me good advice.’ 

   

‘Oh, I didn’t say much’ 

   

‘You told me to tell him the truth.’ 

   

‘Well, I’m not smart enough to lie, Sunny,’ he said with a grin. 

   

‘I don’t think I am either. You are so straightforward and sensible – not like me – 

sometimes I think I’m too devious for my own good.’ 

  

Sunny paused for a moment, in deep thought. Then she continued, ‘And when 

Atchara was killed, you were so strong. I was devastated, and blamed myself for 

what had happened. If you hadn’t been there to comfort me and be a voice of 

reason, I don’t know what I would have done. Thank you, Perry, you are a 

wonderful man.’ 

   

Before he could say anything, Sunny wrestled herself free of his grasp, and gave 

him a kiss, fully on his lips.  

  

He instantly blushed. ‘Sunny, what did you just do?’  

  

‘I kissed a wonderful man Perry.’ 

  

Perry couldn’t quite believe what was happening. ‘Does this mean that she is 

starting to have real feelings for me? Surely not, it’s all too good to be true,’ he 

thought. ‘It was only a single kiss, not much more than a peck. What does it all 

mean?’ 

  

‘Perry, are you all right?’ 



  

‘Yes…er… I was just thinking.’ 

  

‘Don’t think too much. That’s one of your problems, you think too much.’ 

   

Yes, I suppose I do.’  

   

‘You know something, Sunny,’ he continued, ‘This trip to Thailand has been a 

revelation to me. Maybe that’s why I’ve started to grow up. It’s such a different 

world out here, and there is so much suffering. I can never forget those poor girls in 

that terrible place at Hat Yai. And I’m sure that there are a lot more places like that 

dotted around Thailand.’ 

   

‘Yes there are. Thousands of them – full of young, innocent girls, abducted or 

‘bought’ from the poor villages in the North and Northeast. You’re right Perry; 

there is a lot of suffering in Thailand, and a great deal of injustice. The rich just 

seem to get richer and the poor get poorer. The rich treat the poor with contempt, 

and the middle classes - the doctors, teachers and lawyers – they do nothing about 

it.’ 

   

‘Why? Why won’t they do anything?’ 

   

‘Because they all have their dreams Perry. They dream that one day they will be 

rich as well, and they don’t want to upset the apple cart by doing something that 

will affect the status quo.’ 

   

‘Will it ever change?’ 

   

‘I don’t know Perry. I hope so. Thais are very fatalistic about their lot in life, so 

they are able to bear their suffering better than most. If you want to understand 

Thais you must learn about the Buddhist faith and the “The Four Noble Truths”. 

That’s what Phra Kanut asked me to explain to you. Remember? 

   

‘I remember, but why? Why did he say that?’ 

  

‘I’m not sure – but he must have had a good reason. Anyway, shall we make a 

start? 

   

Perry nodded. 

  

‘Well, very briefly, the Four Noble Truths are “The Reality of Suffering”, “The 

Cause of Suffering”, “The Cessation of Suffering”, and “The Path to the Cessation 

of Suffering”. 

   

‘I’m not sure I understand….’ 

   



‘Take it easy Perry. You can’t understand these things in one minute. This is just 

the first lesson. You must think about this for many days, and maybe then you will 

start to understand. For now, just try to remember what I’m telling you. I’ll repeat 

them again. First of all there is “The Reality of Suffering”. This simply means that 

there is suffering in the world; it’s as simple as that. The second “Noble Truth” is 

“The Cause of Suffering”. Well that’s pretty obvious, isn’t it?’  

  

Perry nodded.  

  

‘The third “Truth” is “The Cessation of Suffering”. This simply means that there 

is always an end to suffering. And lastly there is “The Path to the Cessation of 

Suffering”. This is more complicated. The Lord Buddha teaches us that there is an 

eight-fold path out of our suffering, and all Buddhists have to try to learn this path.’ 

   

‘I think I’m following you. It’s all very deep…sort of philosophical, isn’t it?’ 

   

‘I suppose that’s one way of putting it,’ Sunny replied with a smile. ‘Perry, just 

before we left the temple, the Abbott said that if you try to understand the Four 

Noble Truths, you might become more aware of your own suffering, and you may 

find a way out.’ 

   

‘He said that?’ 

   

‘Yes.’ 

   

‘Why?’ 

   

‘I’m not sure. Are you suffering?’ 

   

‘No… not really.’ 

   

‘I think you are, Perry.’ 

   

‘That’s silly, why should I be suffering?’ 

   

‘There are many kinds of suffering. I think you are suffering a lot of mental 

pain.’ 

   

‘But why… how do you know that…’ 

   

‘Because, the Abbott could see it, and I’ve always suspected it – and you must 

know by now that if two Thais come to the same conclusion, they can’t possibly be 

wrong,’ she said with a wry smile. 

   

Perry stayed silent, staring out into the dark night. 

   



‘It’s about your parents isn’t it? Something to do with that story that you told me 

on the plane, about how your parents died.’ 

   

‘I told you what happened – they were shot by a man who smashed into them in 

a road accident.’ 

   

‘But I think there may be more to tell.’ 

  

‘Well… maybe.’ 

   

‘Perry, you have to talk about it. It’s obviously been building up inside you for a 

long time, and you won’t let it out. It’s very bad for you. You’ve got to let it go.’ 

   

Perry moved closer and took hold of Sunny’s hand. After a few seconds he 

looked up and stared into her eyes. She was so beautiful, and her returning gaze 

was almost hypnotic. Without understanding what was happening, he suddenly felt 

that he had to unburden himself. He felt compelled to tell her everything. 

   

‘I told you how they were killed. But I didn’t tell you the whole story of why it 

all happened. Mum and Dad should never have been in that road on that day. It was 

my fault.’ 

   

‘Tell me why it was your fault,’ Sunny asked. 

   

‘Because I was a lazy, selfish son. I was so immersed in my little private world 

that I hardly had any time for them. I told you that I used to go and see them at 

weekends, but to be honest, it wasn’t all that often. Dad was always calling me and 

asking me to come over and visit. He said Mum missed me, but I didn’t take much 

notice. They couldn’t come to visit me, because Dad didn’t like driving at night, 

and in any case he said he didn’t feel safe coming to the area where I lived.  

  

‘Anyway, it was Mum’s birthday and they asked me to go out for a birthday 

meal with them. I make some fictitious excuse that I was busy at work, and I even 

forgot to send mum a card! Then that evening, I hadn’t been home long, when my 

landlady came in and told me there had been a terrible accident in the next road. I 

went to see, out of curiosity, and of course you know what I found?’ 

   

Sunny held Perry’s hand, and nodded. 

   

‘It was so horrible, Sunny. They were both lying in the road with their faces shot 

away. There was so much blood – I’ll never forget it as long as live. 

   

‘Then, a funny thing happened. I was bending over Dad’s body when his mobile 

phone went off. I don’t know why, but I took the phone out of Dad’s pocket and 

answered it. It was from a restaurant in London, asking if they were still coming to 

dine. They said that the birthday cake was ready, and if they cancelled the 

reservation, they would still have to pay for the cake. 



   

‘That day, my parents were on their way to pick me up and take me out to a 

surprise dinner to celebrate Mum’s birthday. They had decided to drive out at night, 

to a dangerous part of London, because I was too mean and lazy to go and see 

them.  And they must have known that I was lying about working late. It was my 

fault, Sunny. I killed them,’ he said as he collapsed into her arms. 

   

‘Perry, you didn’t kill them. No more than I killed Atchara. Think about it 

carefully, you were so sensible in convincing me that I wasn’t responsible for her 

death. And you can’t blame yourself for what happened to your parents. Yes, you 

were foolish, and yes, you could have behaved better, but you didn’t kill them. You 

didn’t pull the trigger. That man killed them.’ 

   

‘I’ve never told a living soul about what happened that night, Sunny. I’ve kept it 

locked away - my dirty little secret. So you see, I’m not quite the gallant honest 

gentleman you thought I was.’ 

  

‘None of us are perfect, Perry. You blame yourself too much. Maybe it was their 

karma. Maybe there was nothing you could have done to stop it. The lord Buddha 

has taught us that there is suffering, and there is a cause for that suffering. You 

remember?’ 

   

Perry looked at Sunny through his tearstained eyes and nodded. 

   

‘Now, we have to find and end to the suffering. You have to find an end. You 

cannot go on suffering Perry, there has to be an end,’ she said very softly. 

   

He continued looking at her. ‘Sunny, will you help me try and find an end?’ 

  

Sunny looked at him, and was overcome with compassion for this guilt-ridden, 

gentle human being. She took his face in her hands, and kissed him, but this time it 

wasn’t a quick peck of friendly affection. This time it was the real thing, and the 

two clung to each other, kissing in the darkness for a very long time. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

                                                                                                                           

  

It was just before dusk, and the heavens had opened. For the last hour they had 

been crawling along a pot-holed, four-lane highway in weather conditions that 

made driving a dangerous and scary business. Sheets of water thundered around 

them with such intensity that they could hardly hear themselves speak and at any 

moment Perry fully expected their vehicle to sink without trace beneath the raging 

torrent of water that now passed for a main road. Failing that, he was convinced 

that the vehicle, together with its occupants, would become burnt to a cinder by one 

of the spectacular streaks of forked lightning which flashed around them, 

grotesquely illuminating the storm-ravaged sky. They were both exhausted. They 

had been on the road since early morning and the flat terrain of Central Thailand 

had long since given way to hilly terrain, and much of the highway had deteriorated 

to such an extent that it had to be negotiated in second or third gear. Progress had 

been painfully slow. 

   

‘There! Look over there!’ shouted Sunny in between yet another ear-numbing 

thunderclap. 

   

‘What? I don’t see anything,’ answered a worried Perry. 

   

‘I saw the road sign for Khon Kaen City. We’re nearly there.’ 

   

‘Thank God for that,’ said Perry, who had been having visions of having to 

spend the night in the jungle – as he couldn’t contemplate having to navigate the 

dangerous flooded roads once darkness had really set in. 

   

Within a few minutes, there were increasing signs of habitation, and before long 

they were joining the biggest traffic jam they had encountered since leaving 

Bangkok. The advent of the violent tropical storm had coincided with the start of 

Khon Kaen’s evening rush hour, and the result was an extraordinary and 

fascinating recipe for chaos.  

  

Ten wheel trucks were vying with rickety tricycles and Toyota Camrys were 

attempting to overtake smoke belching, open-backed three-wheeled taxis. 

Monstrous, multi-coloured buses, devoid of silencers and with passengers hanging 

from every conceivable orifice, zigzagged in and out of the traffic, narrowly 

missing saffron-robed monks and even the occasional water buffalo, in their manic 

desire to set down and pick up yet more rain-drenched passengers.  

   

‘What a mess!’ exclaimed Perry, as Sunny slowly inched the Range Rover 

forward towards what appeared to be the town centre. 

   

‘Just take it easy, Perry, we’re almost there. Now, if I remember the directions 

correctly, our Hotel should be just past that crossroads up ahead.’ 

   



‘This town is so busy. I would never have believed there could be this much 

traffic so far from Bangkok.’ 

   

‘Perry, you had better go back and read your geography book again. Thailand 

has a large rural population, and Khon Kaen is the commercial and political centre 

for the whole Northeast. The town is the fourth largest in Thailand – about one 

hundred and fifty thousand people live here.’ 

   

They slowly approached the junction and Perry realised that, as with Hat Yai, the 

provincial town of Khon Kaen bore the unmistakable characteristics of unstructured 

development. Looking around him, he tried to take in the bewildering mix of the 

old, the traditional and the ultra-modern. Old fashioned markets and wooden, stilted 

houses sat side by side with sleek, multi-storey buildings. Garish, neon lights 

announced the trappings of the new century, from the latest models of mobile 

phones and other electronic gadgetry, to the karaoke bars, multi-storey massage 

parlours and western style cocktail lounges.   

   

It was another half an hour before Sunny was finally able to steer the mud-

splattered vehicle out of Khon Kaen’s teeming traffic into the tranquil forecourt of 

KK Hotel, their destination for the night.  

  

‘This place isn’t that dissimilar from the Hotel Ambassador,’ Perry thought, as 

they checked in at the shabby reception counter, ‘but it’s several light years away 

from The Oriental, in Bangkok. Anyway, a bed is a bed, and I can’t wait to put my 

head down.’  

  

‘Let’s have a quick snack in the coffee shop before we turn in,’ suggested Sunny. 

   

Tired as he was, Perry suddenly realised that he was starving, not having eaten 

since they stopped for a light snack some six hours ago. ‘Sounds good to me 

Sunny, you lead the way.’ 

   

It was past nine by the time Perry eventually eased his weary body into bed, but 

by for some inexplicable reason, his brain had become overactive and try as he 

might, he couldn’t drop off to sleep. He tossed and turned on the narrow bed and 

reflected back on the long day’s events.  

  

* 

  

He and Sunny had woken at six, after an uncomfortable night trying to sleep on 

the rough wooden floor, with only a thin, lumpy mattress to soften the pain in his 

hip when he tried to sleep on his side.  

  

The toilet was little more than a hole in the ground, and the bathroom contained 

a single tap and a huge earthenware jar full of cold water. The previous evening, 

Sunny had shown him how to take a “Thai shower”, by using a small, shallow 

plastic bowl to scoop the water from the jar and splash it over his body. Upon 



awakening, she was the first to use the primitive facilities, and when she emerged, 

dripping wet with her soaking sarong clinging to her shapely body, he couldn’t help 

staring at the ravishing beauty standing in such close proximity to him.  

  

‘Your turn Perry – go and take a shower.’ 

  

The water was freezing, and he let out an involuntary shiver, but after a few 

moments his hot body cooled down, and he started to appreciate - even enjoy - the 

invigorating effects of the ice-cold water.  

  

Dressed and feeling much refreshed, the couple opened the bedroom door and 

were immediately taken aback by the vista that spread out before them. Dawn had 

broken and the valley below was bathed in the early morning sunlight. They stood 

for a few moments, taking in the beauty of the view and watching the local 

residents who were out and about doing their early morning chores in the temple 

grounds. With some reluctance, they made their way down the steep hillside steps 

back to their vehicle.  

  

Perry had been fretting all night about what on earth they would do if someone 

had somehow spirited their transport away, so it was with much relief that he found 

the Range Rover unscathed and still parked where they had left it the previous 

evening. As they walked towards the vehicle, they were joined by over a dozen 

monks, who had followed them down the steps, each one carrying a small clay pot. 

  

‘Where are they all going?’ Perry had asked. 

  

‘They are going to the villages down in the valley to collect food for their 

morning meal,’ Sunny explained. 

  

‘That’s a long way to go,’ Perry had observed. 

  

‘Yes, it is, and that’s why they are going so early. If they don’t go now, they 

won’t eat. They rely entirely on the generosity of the villagers.’ 

  

‘Goodness me, it’s a very strange religion.’ 

  

‘It may seem strange to you Perry, but for Thais, it’s a very good religion. It is 

perfectly natural for Buddhists to be responsible for feeding the inhabitants of their 

local temple – it’s all part of the process of making merit. Of course, like all 

organised religions, Buddhism has many faults – after all, we are only human – but 

it is so different from western religions, and in my opinion, much better.’ 

  

‘How is it different?’ 

  

‘That will take a very long time to explain. But just for starters, the Buddhist 

religion is a very personal religion. It doesn’t set out hundreds of rules and 

regulations. It doesn’t say you must do this or that, or you must go to the temple to 



pray every Sunday, and all that sort of thing. The Lord Buddha set out a moral 

code, which all Buddhists strive to live by. But it’s up to the individual – no one is 

compelled to live in a particular way. They must decide for themselves how they 

live their lives.’ 

  

‘And how Buddhists live in this life, determines what happens to them in their 

next life, I suppose?’ Perry asked. 

  

‘That’s it, exactly. You’re learning already,’ Sunny said with a smile. 

  

They had reached the Range Rover, and as Sunny unlocked the doors, one of the 

older monks, who had accompanied them down the hill, came over to speak to her. 

After a few moments, Sunny burst out laughing. 

   

What did he say, Sunny?’ Perry had asked. 

   

‘Come on, Perry, you drive, I’ll tell you on the way.’ 

   

Perry had had nodded farewell to the monks carrying the food bowls, but they 

barely acknowledged his existence as they walked quietly and somehow intently 

towards the villages below to collect their daily repast. He started up the vehicle, 

and Sunny snuggled up to him to give him a comforting little hug as he steered 

them carefully back out to the narrow track and down to the valley below. 

   

‘That old monk passed on a message from the Abbot, Phra Kanet.’ 

  

‘Oh? What?’ 

  

‘Apparently he had said that, if I want to be a good Buddhist I must learn to be 

more truthful,’  

   

‘What does he mean by that?’ 

   

‘He said that if someone makes an assumption, and the assumption is wrong, 

then you shouldn’t stay quiet. You should speak up to rectify the misunderstanding, 

and if you don’t, then it is the same as telling a lie.’ 

   

Perry remained silent.  

   

‘Phra Kanet had said that I must be soft in the head if I really thought that he 

assumed that you and I are married.’  

   

‘But why? How could he know that we aren’t? He didn’t ask to see a marriage 

certificate, did he?’ 

   

‘He knew by the way we behaved with each other. He could tell that we weren’t 

married. Pretty clever isn’t he?’ she asked with a grin. 



   

‘He sure is. Do you think he is angry?’ 

   

‘No, he’s too much of an old friend to be angry. He’s OK – he’s one of the good 

ones in this cruel world. And in spite of the isolated spot that he lives in, he’s more 

worldly than you would ever believe,’ she said sombrely. ‘Put your foot down 

Perry, we’ve a long way to go today.’ 

   

Still tossing on the narrow, hard mattress, Perry smiled as he recollected the light 

hearted early morning conversation they had enjoyed before the horrendous drive 

through the storms to Khon Kaen. His mind was still reeling; Sunny had become so 

affectionate – ever since the previous evening, when he had unburdened his 

dreadful secret to her. He was starting to feel encouraged with the progress of their 

relationship, but he still didn’t know if she loved him. She kissed him and held him 

in a manner that suggested that she had strong feelings for him. But she was so 

enigmatic. Was it really love? He wasn’t at all sure. Sleep came, moments later.  

  

* 

   

They both enjoyed a long, dreamless sleep, and as previously arranged they met 

for a hot breakfast in the hotel coffee shop before piling back into the mud-caked 

Range Rover for the trip to Sang Yun. It was the village where Jin was born and 

raised, and hopefully, the village where her family still lived. 

   

‘Before we get under way, we’d better put these on,’ said Sunny, handing Perry a 

pair of brown rubber, wellington boots, and producing another pair for herself. 

‘With all this rain, it’s going to be very muddy when we leave the main highway.’ 

   

Sunny pored over a detailed map of the area. ‘Look, Perry, there it is, about ten 

kilometres south of Khon Kaen, down that little track.’ 

   

‘Will it be flooded? Do you think we’ll get through all right?’ Perry asked 

anxiously. 

   

‘There’s only one way to find out,’ replied Sunny confidently, as she thrust the 

vehicle into gear and headed off into the early morning rush hour. 

   

As they left the city environs behind them, Sunny took a right turn off the 

highway and they started along a very muddy and waterlogged trail. They made 

slow but steady progress over the first couple of kilometres, but as they passed a 

sharp bend in the road, they encountered what looked like an inland sea. The track 

had completely disappeared under a fast flowing stream of brown muddy water, 

and on either side of the barely discernible road, was a sea of water. 

   

‘My God, Sunny, we can’t get through, we’ll drown. Look over there,’ he said, 

as he pointed to a figure in the far distance. A man sitting was cross-legged, on 



what appeared to be the roof of a small truck. The remainder of his vehicle was 

completely submerged. 

  

‘Do you think he is all right?’ asked Perry, as Sunny stopped the Range Rover to 

survey their position. 

   

‘Yes, I think so,’ she said as she turned to look behind her. ‘Look Perry, I think 

the cavalry is on its way!’ 

   

Perry turned round and was astonished to see a procession of four water 

buffaloes slowly trudging along the track behind them. Each of the animals had a 

number of men, women and children clinging to their backs, and within a few 

minutes they drew level with their stationary Range Rover. As they lumbered past, 

they all smiled and waved at the bemused couple. 

   

‘I didn’t see them back down the road,’ puzzled Perry. 

   

‘They must have come straight across the paddy fields. If you look at the map, 

you can see that the road we’re on is not the most direct route to Sang Yun. I think 

they’ve just steered their animals over here to rescue that man from the roof of his 

truck.’ 

   

Sure enough the animal convoy was now within shouting distance of the 

stranded truck driver, and he stood on his roof and waved to his would be 

rescuers.  Moments later, the man jumped into the murky swell, and half swam and 

half waded towards the nearest buffalo, where he was duly hauled aboard, amidst 

much shouting and merriment. 

   

‘Sunny, they’re all waving at us now. What do they want?’ 

  

‘I think they are beckoning us to follow them,’ she replied, as she put the vehicle 

back in four-wheel drive and slowly inched forward. 

   

‘Where are you going? It’s dangerous!’ shouted Perry. 

   

‘I’m going to follow them. You see where they are walking is not too deep. They 

must know where the bad holes are.’ 

   

The strange procession of four water buffaloes and a Range Rover continued its 

way along the hidden track, with much shouting and gesticulating from the men 

sitting akimbo on the animals, as they carefully navigated their way through the 

dangerously flooded landscape. 

   

I’m not too sure that this is a good idea, Sunny. What happens if we get stuck, or 

even worse, get submerged in a big hole, like that man did?’ 

   



‘We’ll worry about that when it happens,’ said Sunny cheerfully. ‘Look up 

ahead; I can see some dry land.’ 

   

‘Thank goodness for that,’ sighed a very relieved Perry, as the water slowly 

started to recede from the vehicle’s wheel arches. 

   

The merry band pointed along the muddy track ahead which was now mercifully 

free from the worst of the floods, and then they left the road to strike out across the 

water-laden fields, to continue their own journey on a more direct route to their 

village. As the animals were disappearing into the distance, Perry noticed that they 

had started to swim. It was no longer possible for the beasts to wade in the ever-

deepening water levels.  

   

Sunny and Perry were back on relatively dry land, and they made better progress, 

despite a few worrying moments when they encountered yet more spots of minor 

flooding. After two hours of painfully slow progress, they reached their destination, 

Sang Yun. 

   

‘Well, I hope we don’t have to make that journey too often,’ said Perry. It was 

pretty hair raising wasn’t it?’ 

   

‘We’ve still got the return journey to negotiate, so don’t get your spirits up too 

much,’ replied Sunny. ‘Now to find Jin’s house.’ 

  

It was a small village and looked very impoverished. Most of the dwellings were 

little more than shacks, many with broken, rusty tin roofs, which couldn’t have 

provided the inhabitants with much protection from the elements. 

   

They parked their vehicle outside a house, which looked to be in better condition 

than its neighbours. The wooden roof looked sound, and under a veranda at the 

front of the house were a few shelves of dry foodstuffs, which indicated that it also 

served as the local village store. Sunny approached an elderly man. He was sitting 

on an old wooden stool who was staring with obvious hostility at the strangers who 

had disturbed the tranquillity of his village 

   

‘Good morning,’ Sunny said in Thai. ‘Can you tell me where I can find the 

family home of Jintana Boonsombat, please?’ 

  

The man glared angrily at Sunny, mumbled something under his breath and then 

looked away.  

  

She repeated her question, but the man ignored her completely.  Not knowing 

what else to do, she returned to the vehicle and sat back down next to Perry. 

   

‘What did he say?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘I’m not sure – he spoke in the Issan dialect. But I don’t think it was very nice.’ 



   

‘Did he understand you?’ 

   

‘Oh yes, they all understand Thai. He just didn’t want to help me.’ 

   

‘Why ever not? I thought that Thais are usually very polite and hospitable to 

strangers?’ 

   

‘They are. I don’t know why he behaved like that. Come on, let’s drive around 

the village. It’s not very big, maybe we can find someone who will be prepared to 

talk to us.’ 

   

They slowly drove among the clusters of crude dwellings, and whenever Sunny 

spotted a villager, she would stop and repeat her question, but she received similar, 

unhelpful responses. They had almost reached the back end of the village when 

they encountered a very ancient woman who was sitting on a tree stump, next to a 

particularly dilapidated looking hovel. She was chewing some foul looking red 

substance, and spitting the blood-coloured juice out onto the ground every few 

seconds. 

   

What on earth is she eating?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘She’s chewing beetle nuts. The nuts used to be popular many years ago. Now, 

it’s only the very old who still keep up the habit. The beetle nuts have some sort of 

mild, narcotic effect. But as you can see, they disfigure the teeth and mouth 

horribly. 

   

Sunny approached the old woman, who was so thin that she looked to Perry like 

a collection of old bones. As Sunny greeted her, she opened her mouth in a smile 

and Perry involuntarily shuddered at the sight of her two black teeth set in her 

reddish-brown gums. Her mouth, lips and gums were permanently stained from her 

lifelong habit. 

   

‘Grandma,’ Sunny said respectfully. ‘I am Suneenart, and I have come a very 

long way, to see Jintana’s family. Do you remember Jintana?’ 

   

‘Jintana?’ the old hag replied. ‘There have been many Jintanas in this village.’ 

   

‘This one had two brothers and two sisters. She went away to work in Hat Yai 

when she was fifteen years old. Do you remember her?’ 

   

The hag nodded, ‘I might.’ 

   

Sunny put her hand in her pocket and took out a small wallet. She took out a 

hundred baht note, and showed it to the old woman. ‘Take it,’ she urged. 

   

The woman quickly pocketed the proffered note. 



  

‘Tell me about Jintana. Where does her family live?’ 

   

‘Give me more money!’ the old woman demanded. 

  

This time, Sunny produced a purple coloured, five hundred baht note. ‘That’s 

probably more money than that old wretch has seen in a while,’ Sunny said to 

Perry. 

   

‘Come on Grandma, I want to know where Jintana’s family house is located,’ 

she said, as the woman secreted the second note. 

   

The old woman looked around her, seemingly checking to see if anyone else was 

watching them. Satisfied that the surrounding area was devoid of people, she rose 

unsteadily to her feet, and walked past two huts, and stopped by a small clearing. 

   

‘There! That’s Jintana’s home!’ she cackled loudly, before scurrying off with 

surprising alacrity between two huts on the other side of the dirt track. 

   

The site that the old woman had pointed to was badly overgrown with wild 

vegetation. Set back from two adjacent dwellings were the remains of a wooden 

hut, which looked as though it had been uprooted in some violent earthquake. 

   

‘What is this place?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘According to the beetle juice woman, this place is, or was, Jin’s family home.’ 

said Sunny. 

   

‘That’s great. So what do we do now?’ 

   

‘I think we’d better go back to Khon Kaen city and talk to the police,’ Sunny 

replied. 

   

‘Why police? What can they do?’ 

   

‘I don’t know, but something is not quite right. Jin had a large family who lived 

in Sang Yun. Now they have all gone, and their home has been destroyed. And to 

make matters worse, no one will talk to us. I will see if I can arrange for a 

policeman to come back with us and persuade one of the villagers to tell us what 

happened.’ 

   

They jumped into the Range Rover and slowly made their way back out of the 

village, and onto the muddy trail that led back to the outskirts of Khon Kaen.  

   

Perry was wondering how they would navigate their way through the flooded 

section of road, but he need not have worried, as the floods had receded 



considerably since their outward journey, and they were able to find their way back 

to the city without further mishap. 

  

* 

   

Sunny parked the Range Rover on a side turning, close to Khon Kaen Police 

station, and told Perry to have some lunch at a nearby noodle store while she went 

to talk to the police. 

   

‘It will be better if I go alone,’ she had said. ‘They’re not too used to dealing 

with farangs in these parts, and it might inhibit them.’  

  

Perry finished his second bowl of noodles, but there was no sign of Sunny. He 

was starting to feel a little anxious when she eventually made an appearance, 

looking rather downcast, he thought.  

  

‘She called out, ‘Let’s go Perry.’ 

   

‘What about you? Have you eaten?’ Perry asked. 

   

‘I’ll eat later, I’m not hungry, she replied as they walked back to their vehicle. 

  

‘What happened Sunny? It doesn’t look as though you had much success. Didn’t 

your family name perform its usual magic?’ 

   

Sunny manoeuvred the vehicle back onto the road as she said, ‘It worked well 

enough to start with. I told the desk sergeant who I was, and he took me to see the 

local Police Captain who is in charge of the region that covers Sang Yun village. He 

was quite friendly and I told him that I wanted to find a family in Sang Yun. I asked 

if he could give me the name of the village Headman, which he gave me, and then I 

asked him if he could arrange for a policeman to go with me. He said that wouldn’t 

be a problem, but why did I need an escort? So I told him that we’d already been 

there, but the family I was looking for seemed to have disappeared, and none of the 

villagers would talk to me.  

  

‘Then his attitude changed. He started to become angry and asked me who I was 

looking for. When I told him, he became even angrier. He said that I should stay 

away from Sang Yun. I tried to ask him why, but he called his sergeant and told me 

to leave, and go back to Bangkok. He said that if I didn’t stop poking my nose into 

the affairs of his villagers, I would be very sorry!’ 

   

‘That’s that then,’ said Perry resignedly. ‘There’s nothing more we can do, is 

there?’ So we have to go back to Bangkok.’ 

   

‘No way! I’m not letting that bloody policemen put me off!’ We’re going back to 

Sang Yun.’ 

   



‘But…he said you would be sorry…’ 

   

‘I’m not scared of him. I’ve got the name of the headman now, so I’m going to 

see him. Maybe a bit of bribery will open his mouth, like it did with that old hag.’ 

   

‘Sunny, are you sure we’ll be safe?’ 

   

‘No, I’m not sure. But you don’t have to come if you’d rather not. I can drop you 

at the hotel and you can wait for me to get back.’ 

   

‘There’s no way in the world that I’d let you drive back to that village alone. I’m 

with you all the way, whatever happens.’ 

   

There was a long silence, as Sunny drove out of town and once more turned onto 

the muddy track that led to Sang Yun.  

  

‘That’s what I was hoping, Perry,’ she eventually said with a soft smile. 

   

Half an hour later they re-entered the village and Sunny stopped again by 

grocery store and demanded to know the whereabouts of the village headman. 

Sunny was becoming exasperated by the continual refusal of the old man to talk to 

her when another man suddenly appeared from the back of the store. 

   

‘What do you want in my village?’ he asked in a gruff voice. 

   

‘Are you Khun Taweep, the headman?’ Sunny asked. 

   

‘Yes I am Taweep, what do you want?’ he repeated. 

  

‘I am Suneenart, and I am looking for Jintana Boonsombat’s family. It is very 

important that I find them. Do you know where they are?’ 

   

‘I’m sorry, Khun….?’ 

   

‘Suneenart,’ she prompted him.  

   

‘I’m very sorry Khun Suneenart, but I’ve never heard that name before. There is 

no family of that name living in Sang Yun.’ 

   

‘But there used to be, I know there did!’ said Sunny desperately. 

   

‘Khun Suneenart. You don’t belong here. I think it will be better for you, and 

that farang, who is sitting in your car, if you both leave this village as soon as 

possible. I don’t know anything, and nobody here can help you. Now go, before 

you regret it.’ 

   



In one last desperate attempt, Sunny produced a wad of five hundred baht notes 

from her wallet and offered them to the headman. He took the notes out of her 

proffered hand, looked at them pensively for a few seconds and then unexpectedly 

threw them back at her.  

  

‘I told you – we can’t help you!’ he shouted as he walked back into the interior 

of the wooden shop. 

   

‘What happened Sunny?’ asked Perry as he helped her to retrieve the money 

from the ground and walked her back to the vehicle. 

   

‘It’s no use, Perry, no one will help us. What can we do?’ 

   

‘Let’s go back to Jin’s home – the smashed hut that the old hag showed us. You 

never know, we might find something there.’ 

   

‘Well I can’t think of a better idea,’ Sunny said, as they drove back through the 

village to the spot where they had spoken to the beetle juice woman, several hours 

ago. They parked the Range Rover and started rummaging through the remains of 

the building that they assumed had belonged to Jin’s family. There were some 

charred remains of a fire in one corner of the site, and they leafed through a pile of 

burnt papers that were completely indecipherable.  

   

‘There’s nothing here,’ said Sunny. ‘It looks like we’ve reached the end of the 

line. ‘Come on let’s go, before we really do get into trouble.’ 

   

‘Look at this Sunny,’ said Perry holding a badly blackened piece of paper. 

   

Sunny looked at it closely. 

   

‘There’s some Thai writing on it,’ Perry said. ‘Can you read it?’ 

   

‘Yes it says “Viengsuk , Amphur Sangkom.” 

   

‘What does that mean?’ 

   

‘I don’t know. It’s the name of a place I think. This looks like the top of some 

sort of headed notepaper.’ 

   

‘Do you know where it is? Maybe that’s where the family has gone,’ said Perry 

hopefully. 

   

‘No, I don’t. It certainly isn’t anywhere around here. I’ll have to look it up on the 

map.’ 

   



They were about to return to their vehicle, when the old hag reappeared from 

behind the ruins. ‘It’s that woman again!’ said Perry. That ugly old beetle juice 

woman!’ 

   

‘What do you want, Grandma?’ 

   

‘Have you got any money?’ asked the old hag. 

   

‘Why? Will you tell me about Jintana if I give you some money?’ 

   

‘Yes… maybe… I might.... but give me the money first.’ 

   

‘I will give you some money – but you must promise to tell me what I ask.’ 

   

The hag looked at Sunny, and nodded. ‘I will tell you, but not here – it’s too 

dangerous.’ 

   

‘Get in my car, Grandma. We will go somewhere private and I will give you the 

money,’ Sunny told her. 

   

The old hag climbed awkwardly into the rear seat, and told Sunny to drive down 

a tiny track until they were out of sight of the village. 

   

‘Now, money!’ the hag demanded. 

   

‘Not so fast. First of all I want to know who you are.’ 

   

‘I am Sai. I am ninety-one years old, and I have lived in Sang Yun all my life. I 

know everything that has ever happened here. 

   

Sunny counted out ten purple notes, five thousand baht in all. 

   

‘More! More!’ she shouted, sensing she was onto the biggest pay-day of her life. 

   

Sunny gave her another ten notes. ‘That’s ten thousand baht – more money than 

you’ve ever seen. That’s all you’re getting, now tell me about Jintana!’ 

   

The hag counted the money and hid the notes under clothes. ‘What do you want 

to know?’ 

   

‘I want to know about Jintana. Tell me about Jintana.’ 

   

‘Jintana left the village many years ago. She went to work as a whore in the 

South of Thailand.’  

   

‘I know that. But she came home, didn’t she?’ 

   



‘Yes, she came back about three years ago. She told us that she had been 

working in another country – I can’t remember the name.’ 

   

‘Malaysia,’ Sunny prompted. 

   

Yes, that’s it, Malaysia. She hated it there. She said she missed Thailand, so she 

came home.’  

   

‘What happened when she came back home, Grandma?’ 

   

‘Her father was very angry. He beat her and whipped her.’ 

   

‘Why? Why was he angry?’ asked Sunny softly, trying to keep control of her 

emotions. 

   

‘Because she ran away from that brothel where she was working. Her father used 

to get some money from them. It wasn’t much, but it was better than nothing. When 

she ran away, the money from the brothel stopped, and her father became a drug 

dealer.’ 

  

‘So what happened then? You said that he beat her and whipped her. What did 

Jin do?’ 

   

‘She was very sorry and begged her father to forgive her.’ 

   

‘And did he?’ 

   

‘No. Her father was a very hard, cruel man. He just wanted money. He told her 

to go away and find some money for him, and his family.’ 

   

‘And?’ 

   

‘She went to Bangkok. She worked as a whore in the bars there.’ 

   

‘So she managed to send some money back to her father?’ 

   

‘Yes, she sent some back. I don’t know how much, but her father seemed to have 

a bit of money to throw around. But he never stopped his drug dealing, so who 

knows where the money came from?’ 

   

‘Do you know what happened to Jintana after she went to Bangkok? Did she stay 

there?’ 

   

‘I think she stayed there for about a year. Then she married a farang and moved 

overseas, a long way from Thailand.’ 

   



Sunny looked surprised that the old hag knew about this, but didn’t say anything. 

‘So what about her family? What happened to them?’ 

   

‘It’s a very bad story. The Madju-Raj was after the father.’ 

   

‘Madju-Raj?’ repeated Sunny in a shocked voice. That’s a sort of Messenger of 

Death isn’t it? I don’t understand.’ 

   

‘That’s right – Madju-Raj, the Messenger of Death. That’s what we call them. 

There were a lot of them around then. They were killing drug dealers, everywhere.’ 

   

‘But who were they, really, the Madju-Raj?’ 

   

‘I don’t know. Some say the army, some say police… who knows. They just 

went around in gangs, killing the drug dealers. And a good job too.’ 

   

So did the Madju-Raj kill Jintana’s father?’ 

   

‘No he didn’t. But he killed his two stupid sons.’ 

   

‘Why? Why would the sons be killed? Were they drug dealers as well?’ 

   

‘No. They were simple farm labourers, poor things. The father’s name was 

Tongpoon, and the Madju-Raj came to the village one day, looking for him. They 

stopped outside Tongpoon’s home, just as his two sons were going back to work in 

the paddy fields.’ 

   

‘How do you know all this, Grandma?’ Sunny asked. 

   

‘I told you already,’ she snapped. ‘I know everything that goes on in this village. 

It was last year, in the dry season, May or June. I was standing just behind their 

house. I was hidden, but I could see everything. The Madju-Raj asked for 

Tongpoon, but his eldest son was called Tongpan….’  

   

‘Don’t tell me,’ interrupted Sunny. ‘They killed Tongpan, thinking it was his 

father.’ 

   

‘That’s right, and his brother was killed trying to protect him.’ 

   

‘What happened after that?’ 

  

‘Tongpoon got away with it. The Madju-Raj weren’t going to waste their time 

coming back up here again. Jintana didn’t know what had happened to her brothers 

and she kept on sending money. Her father stopped his drug dealing.’ 

   

‘What about the rest of the family? Jintana had two sisters didn’t she? 

   



‘Yes, she did. Malee was the older one - she was very ill– her mother sent her 

away to a hospital. But she never came back.’ 

   

‘So that left the three of them, Jin’s father, her mother and her youngest sister? 

   

‘Yes, that’s right.’ 

   

‘So what happened to them? Where have they gone?’ 

   

‘Jintana’s mother was Pacharin. She……’ 

  

They were disturbed by the sound of an approaching vehicle. 

   

‘Sunny, it looks like the police!’ said Perry. 

   

‘We’re in trouble now,’ said Sunny, looking behind her. ‘We can’t get out – 

we’re trapped!’ 

   

In a desperate, but futile attempt to hide from the police, the old hag suddenly 

opened the rear door of the car and attempted to flee with her head bent so low it 

almost touched the ground in front of her. One of the uniformed policemen jumped 

out and took up the chase, and soon caught up with her. He picked her up like a 

sack of rice and carried her roughly over to the police vehicle. A smart looking 

police officer now climbed out from the front passenger seat. 

   

‘That’s the Captain who I went to see in Khon Kaen,’ whispered Sunny. 

   

‘Search the old fool,’ shouted the Captain. 

   

Two policemen searched the hag roughly and Sunny’s bank notes were soon 

uncovered. 

   

That’s what I suspected,’ said the captain, pocketing the money. ‘Now old hag, 

what did you tell them?’ 

   

‘Nothing sir, nothing, I swear it. You arrived before I could say anything,’ the 

hag said in a whining voice. 

   

‘But you were going to talk to them, weren’t you?’ 

   

‘No, No, sir. I was going to tell them a wild story. I would never tell them the 

truth. I know what the rules are – about speaking to strangers.’ 

   

The headman, who Sunny had unsuccessfully tried to bribe earlier in the day, 

now climbed out of the police vehicle. ‘She’s lying! She always talks,’ he said. 

‘She’s got a big mouth and she likes money too much. I think we’d better get rid of 

her.’ 



   

‘No please sir, spare me – I didn’t do anything!’ the hag begged, as she crawled 

on the ground, kissing the Police Captain’s highly polished boots. 

   

The Captain gave her a kick, and she fell over onto the side of the path. ‘Leave 

her; she’ll die soon enough by the look of her. Anyway, it doesn’t matter, because 

our friends in that pretty looking car over there aren’t going anywhere.’ 

   

The police and the headman formed a little group around the Range Rover and 

they started shouting. 

   

‘What’s happening?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘They told us to get out,’ said Sunny as she opened her door. ‘Come on Perry, 

we’d better do what they say.’ 

   

As soon as the pair had alighted, the waiting police grabbed them, and Perry’s 

arms were wrenched behind his back where a pair of handcuffs was slapped around 

his wrists. He was relieved when Sunny was treated slightly better, and although 

she was held tightly, she wasn’t subjected to the painful and humiliating experience 

of being handcuffed. 

   

They were bundled into the police jeep and driven back through the village, and 

then out again along a very rough, overgrown jungle track. 

   

‘Where are they taking us?’ Perry asked. 

   

The Captain, who was sitting in the front, turned his head and shouted at Sunny. 

   

‘He said, no talking,’ whispered Sunny. 

   

After about ten minutes, they stopped in a small clearing, and the couple were 

told to get out. Perry noticed that Sunny’s Range Rover had been driven up 

alongside the police jeep. 

   

They were pushed into the clearing, and the police captain produced a revolver, 

and pointed it at them. 

   

‘What did that old hag tell you?’ he barked at her. 

   

‘Nothing. She didn’t tell us anything,’ Sunny replied. 

   

‘You mean to tell me that you gave her all that money and she told you nothing?’ 

   

‘You heard her. She didn’t have any chance to say anything. You came and 

disturbed us, before she could speak.’ 

   



‘I think you are lying. Well, it doesn’t matter now, because you will never be 

able to pass on what she said,’ he said as he raised his gun to Sunny’s head. 

   

‘Sunny, he’s going to kill us!’ shouted Perry. 

   

‘Yes, Perry, I’m afraid he is,’ replied Sunny, as tears of fear and fatalistic 

resignation started to form in her deep brown eyes.   



CHAPTER SIX 

  
   

‘But he can’t kill us! He’s a policeman!’ Perry screamed. 

   

‘It doesn’t make any difference. Not out here, anyway. The police can do what 

they like.’ 

   

‘But why? I don’t understand,’ Perry asked plaintively 

   

‘Stop that!’ shouted the police captain. ‘What are you talking about?’ he 

demanded, waving his gun at Perry. 

   

‘My friend wants to know if you’re going to shoot him,’ answered Sunny. 

   

For a moment, the Captain looked a little unsure of himself. ‘You will find out 

soon enough,’ he replied enigmatically. 

   

‘Perry, I think he is going to shoot us. I am so sorry.’ 

   

‘But he wouldn’t dare!’ spluttered Perry, ‘he can’t kill you – you’re from a 

famous family! And he can’t kill me – I’m a… a…farang…a farang from 

England!’ he shouted desperately. 

   

In spite of the hopeless situation they were in, Sunny couldn’t stop a smile from 

flickering across her face. ‘Poor Perry,’ she thought, ‘he actually believes that his 

English heritage will save him from a violent end at the hands of these dangerous 

and legalised thugs.’ 

   

‘Sunny, keep talking to him. Tell him…. Tell him… that he will never get away 

with it. People will come looking for us!’ 

   

‘Captain,’ Sunny said, ‘He says that if you kill us, there will be search parties…a 

lot of people will come searching for us.’ 

   

The policemen looked closely at Perry, and for a moment he appeared hesitant. 

But after a moment of apparent indecision, he said gruffly, ‘Nonsense, he is just a 

worthless farang – a “backpacker” – they take drugs and get killed in Thailand all 

the time. Who would be interested in him?’ he added with an air of contempt.  

   

‘He doesn’t believe you – he thinks you are just a hippie “backpacker.”’ 

   

‘Sunny, I can see from his face that he’s a bit unsure. You’ve got to keep talking. 

Tell him I’m famous…tell him I’m a famous…um …writer.’ 

   

Sunny looked at Perry, undecided whether to pass on his ridiculous lie. Then she 

turned back to the captain, ‘He’s not a “backpacker, he really is a famous writer. 



Look at him – does he look like a hippy? There will be a lot of trouble if he is 

killed, or disappears.’ 

   

The policeman lowered his gun, clearly uncertain of himself. ‘I don’t believe 

you,’ he said shaking his head. 

   

‘Tell him I can prove it,’ said Perry. ‘Let me go to the Range Rover, I can prove 

that I am a famous writer.’ 

   

Sunny passed on Perry’s request, but the captain refused to let either of them 

move. Instead, he instructed one of his men to bring their bags from the back of the 

vehicle. ‘Now, show me, quickly!’ he barked at them. 

   

Perry lifted his wrists, signalling to have his handcuffs unlocked. The Captain 

nodded, and someone from the surrounding group produced some keys and 

released him. He was closely watched as he started to rummage through his bags, 

and from the bottom of one of them, he produced two large folders. One of them 

contained pages of closely typed manuscript, and in the other was a sheaf of letters.  

   

‘Look, Sunny. This is the novel that I am working on, and these are letters from 

my publishers who have written to me, about their plans to publish it.’ 

   

Sunny had a quick look, gave Perry a hard stare and then turned to the Captain to 

explain what the documents were all about. He picked up both files and scrutinised 

them closely. Although most Thais have up to ten years schooling in English, their 

grasp of the language is usually quite poor; but not wishing to admit his ignorance 

in front of his men, he said: ‘Maybe he is a writer, so what?’   

   

‘Sunny,’ Perry shouted, guessing the way the conversation was going. Tell him I 

am a famous writer. Tell him I write books about Thailand, and the government has 

given me permission to come out here – to write about the Issan people. Tell him 

that we were looking for Jin because you used to know her, and we thought she 

could help us with my research. We don’t want to make any trouble. We will go 

somewhere else.’  

   

Sunny barely had time to wonder at Perry’s inventive presence of mind as she 

simultaneously translated to the captain what Perry was telling her.  

  

The policeman was clearly confused. Although he wasn’t completely convinced 

about what he was being told, he was obviously sufficiently concerned that their 

explanation may contain an element of truth. Moreover, he was becoming 

increasingly worried that his hasty course of action might have some unwelcome 

repercussions in the future. Already there had been a public outcry on the number 

of supposedly ‘innocent’ victims of the government initiative to get rid of all the 

drug dealers. But had he gone too far to back off? Suppose this fucking farang 

decided to report what had happened out here? 

   



Perry was sure that he had managed to sow some seeds of doubt in the mind of 

their captor, but he guessed that the cop might be concerned about any 

repercussions. 

  

‘Sunny, tell him, that if he will let us go, we will leave Khon Kaen straight away. 

We don’t want to make any trouble for him. Why should we? We just want to get 

away from here – we’ll do our research somewhere else. We won’t try to report 

him. Even if we did, it would be our word against his. He could just deny it. Look, 

nobody’s been hurt, so who’s going to take any notice?’  

   

Once again, Sunny swiftly translated. 

   

The captain was starting to waver. 

   

‘It was all a bad misunderstanding,’ continued Sunny. Can’t you see that?’ 

   

Yes, yes,’ the captain agreed. ‘A misunderstanding.’ That’s it, a 

misunderstanding,’ he repeated, warming to their theme. ‘Yes, let’s see, the village 

headman thought you were trying to rob that poor old woman, and asked me to 

arrest you. Now I can see that it was a misunderstanding – so I’m letting you go,’ 

he finished with a flourish. 

   

‘What’s happening, Sunny,’ Perry asked. 

   

‘I think he’s going to let us go. Just stay still.’ 

   

The captain barked some orders at his men, and they released Sunny, and moved 

away from Perry. 

   

‘You both get in your car now!’ he shouted at Sunny. 

   

‘Get in the Range Rover, Perry. I’ll drive.’ 

   

‘What about our bags?’ 

   

‘I’m not sure, just get in.’ 

   

‘Captain, may we have our bags please?’ 

   

The captain walked over to where the bags lay, and looked through them 

roughly. He barked an order at one of his men to throw the bags into the back of the 

Range Rover, but he kept hold of the two files that Perry had pulled out earlier. ‘I’ll 

keep these!’ he said, as he passed them to one of his men. You have caused me a lot 

of trouble – a lot of inconvenience.’ 

   

Sunny realised that the captain was hinting that he needed some financial 

inducement. 



   

‘Please, captain, I gave all the money I had to the old hag. I only have a hundred 

baht left in my purse, Sunny said, showing it to him.’ 

   

‘What about him, that farang writer? If he’s famous, he must be rich. Tell him to 

take out his wallet.’ 

   

‘Perry he wants your wallet. Give it to him.’ 

   

‘But it’s all the money I’ve got. And what’s he doing with my files?’ 

   

‘Just give him your wallet if you want to get out of here alive.’ 

   

The captain rifled through Perry’s wallet, and extracted a few Thai currency 

notes that he found, and then removed Perry’s wad of English pounds, putting the 

entire roll in his pocket, before returning the wallet to Perry.       

   

‘Now go, now – before I change my mind!’ 

   

Sunny slammed the vehicle in reverse, and backed out of the clearing, narrowly 

missing the surrounding trees as she skidded wildly backwards along the 

overgrown jungle track. Perry hung on for his life as Sunny reached the village, 

spun the vehicle round, and headed off at breakneck speed, leaving a spectacular 

shower of mud and water in their wake. It wasn’t long before they were sliding and 

even occasionally aquaplaning along the flooded track that led back to the main 

Khon Kaen Highway.   

   

‘Steady on Sunny, I know we want to get as far away as we can from those 

trigger-happy policemen back there, but if you’re not careful, we’re both going to 

end up dead in a ditch.’ 

   

It was the first words Perry had spoken since their dramatic reprieve from being 

shot in the jungle. 

   

‘Don’t worry Perry, this vehicle can take it – after all it was made in England,’ 

she said with a trace of a smile. ‘I don’t want to give them any chance of catching 

us, just in case they change their minds and come after us.’ 

   

‘Where are we going?’ 

   

‘It will be too dangerous for us to go to Khon Kaen City, and I don’t think they’d 

have too much trouble finding us if we take the main road back to Bangkok.’ 

   

‘Don’t you think you’re being a little paranoid? After all, he did let us go, didn’t 

he?’ 

   



‘I’m not taking any chances. I think the best plan is to head north. They wouldn’t 

expect us to do that. We’ll drive up to Udon Thani.’ 

   

‘How far is that?’ 

   

‘It’s about a hundred kilometres. If we get to Udon in one piece, I think we’ll be 

safe enough.’   

  

* 

   

It was dark by the time Perry, who was now at the wheel, steered their vehicle 

into downtown Udon Thani, a mid-sized town that was the capital of the province 

of the same name. Udon was similar in size and appearance to Khon Kaen, and 

they passed a few nondescript hotels situated along the main street before Sunny 

eventually told him to pull in at a two-storey establishment, which bore the 

inscription, Udon General.  

   

‘Sounds more like a hospital, than a hotel,’ Perry said, as they dragged their stiff 

and weary bodies into the hotel forecourt. 

   

They had spoken very little on the two-hour drive, as they were still traumatised 

by their nerve-racking experience. After about an hour on the road, once Sunny’s 

pulse had regained some semblance of normalcy, she related to Perry the 

information she had obtained from the old hag back at Sang Yun.  She told him 

about the killing of Jin’s two brothers and about the sick sister who had been sent 

away to hospital. 

   

‘What about Jin’s mother, father and the other sister? What happened to them?’ 

Perry had asked. 

   

‘I don’t know, Perry,’ Sunny had said mournfully. ‘That terrible policeman 

arrived before the hag could tell me.’ 

   

Now, checking in at the hotel counter, Perry made a feeble attempt to be 

cheerful. ‘Well Sunny, at least our friendly police captain didn’t take our credit 

cards. I wouldn’t want to wait until American Express got round to delivering new 

cards, all the way up here, in the darkest reaches of Thailand. That’s if they could 

ever find us.’   

   

Sunny gave him a thin smile. ‘Let’s grab a quick bite and go to bed. I’m totally 

exhausted.’ 

  

* 

   

For once, Perry was up before Sunny. He had panicked when she wasn’t in the 

coffee shop at eight o’clock as arranged, but a call to her room soon confirmed that 

she hadn’t disappeared. He was relieved to hear her familiar but sleepy voice. 



   

‘Did I wake you?’ Perry asked apologetically. 

   

‘Yes you did. Have some breakfast, Perry. I will be down in about an hour.’ 

   

It was an hour and a half before Sunny walked over to Perry’s table. He didn’t 

see her at first, as tired of waiting with nothing to do he had become engrossed in a 

book.  

   

‘Hello Perry,’ Sunny said softly. 

   

‘Sunny! You’re up, at last!’ exclaimed Perry, taking a good look at her. She 

appeared very pale and tired. 

   

‘You look awful, Sunny.’ 

   

‘Thank you kind sir,’ she replied, with a bad attempt at a smile, as she pulled up 

a chair opposite him. 

  

‘No, I didn’t mean….’ 

  

‘It’s all right Perry, I know what you meant. I didn’t sleep very well. I can’t get 

over what happened yesterday. It kept going round and round in my head all night 

long. How about you, did you sleep well?’ 

  

‘Me? I slept like a log. I was all done in.’ 

  

This time Sunny managed a proper smile. ‘I’m so glad, Perry. I’m afraid I put 

you through a terrible ordeal yesterday.’ 

  

‘You didn’t put me through anything that I didn’t volunteer to go through 

myself, if you know what I mean. It’s over now Sunny. We’re still alive and 

kicking, aren’t we?’ 

  

‘Yes, I suppose we are.’ 

  

‘Even if we’re both a bit poorer,’ Perry added. 

  

‘Oh my goodness. You poor man – they took all your money. I’ll pay you back, 

Perry.’ 

  

‘Don’t be ridiculous, Sunny. I don’t want your money.’ 

  

‘Well, let me lend you some. You can pay me back when we get back to 

England. When I’ve had some breakfast, we’ll go the bank. Agreed?’ 

  



‘I suppose so, if you insist. I’m more upset about the loss of my files. They were 

irreplaceable, just when I was starting to write some decent stuff, as well. Most of it 

was typed on a computer at the Oriental, and the floppy disc was with the files. It’s 

all gone now I’m afraid.’ 

  

‘I’m so sorry Perry, but I think you can probably say goodbye to all your files 

and discs. But those files were one reason that I wanted to get away from Khon 

Kaen as quickly as possible,’ Sunny said. 

  

‘Why?’ 

  

‘Perry, if that police captain showed them to anyone who could read English we 

would have been in a lot of trouble – wouldn’t we? 

  

Perry looked at Sunny, and grinned. ‘Yes, I suppose we would.’ 

  

‘You and your correspondence with your publisher.’ 

  

‘But they were letters from publishers.’ 

  

‘I know, but not from your publishers. They were all rejection slips, weren’t 

they?’ said Sunny, starting to relax a little. Those letters were from publishers 

advising you that they weren’t interested in your book, weren’t they? 

  

Perry smiled. ‘It worked, didn’t it?’ 

  

‘Yes Perry, it worked,’ she replied as she leant across the table and gave Perry’s 

hand an affectionate squeeze. ‘I want to discuss what we do next.’ 

  

‘Have you got any ideas then?’ 

  

‘In a way I have, but after all that has happened, I don’t want to expose you to 

any more danger.’ 

  

‘I hope you weren’t thinking of going back to Sang Yun, because I really don’t 

think that would be a very good idea.’ 

  

‘No, even I’m not crazy enough to go back there. In any case, I doubt if we 

would ever find that old hag again – not after what happened. I have a strong 

suspicion that in future she will keep her distance from us.’ 

  

‘So what’s the plan then?’ 

  

After a long pause, Sunny said, ‘The plan is to drive to Udon airport, catch a 

plane back to Bangkok, and then fly back home to England.’ 

  



‘That idea has a lot of attractions Sunny. But I suspect it’s not your only plan, 

what else were you thinking of doing?’ 

  

‘Nothing. That’s my only plan – to go back to England as soon as possible. 

  

‘I’m not sure that I believe you Sunny. You were never one to give up. We’ve 

come all this way, and we’ve only got half the story.’ 

  

‘Perry, I really think we should go home. We’ve been through too much. We’ve 

been riding our luck for a long time, and our good fortune might be due to run out. 

Let’s just call it a day.’ 

  

‘I’ll agree to call it a day if you’ll tell me what your other idea was. Come on, I 

know you have one.’ 

  

Sunny ordered some food, and picked at it for a few minutes. 

  

‘You remember that scrap of paper we found in the ruins of Jin’s old home?’ 

  

‘I’d forgotten all about it. What was on it? Wasn’t it the name of a place?’ 

  

‘Yes, it was some sort of notepaper and the name on it was Viengsuk. I’ve looked 

it up on the map. It’s a tiny village in Nong Khai province, not far from the border 

with Loei.’ 

  

‘Where’s Nong Khai?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘It’s directly north of here, and it’s as far north as you can go in this part of 

Thailand. Nong Khai Province borders the frontier with Laos.' 

  

‘So were you thinking that maybe we should go there?’ 

  

‘It did cross my mind. It’s the only clue we’ve got and we’re not that far away 

really. But no, we’ve had enough. Let’s go home.’ 

  

‘Sunny,’ Perry said, looking into her sad tired eyes. ‘Do you want to go back to 

England, or do you want to go to this place… Veng Suck?’ 

  

‘Viengsuk,’ Sunny corrected. ‘It’s VEE-ENG-SOOK. No, I want us to go home 

– I’ve risked your life far too much already. I really think we should go back to 

England. Besides, I doubt that we’ll find out anything, even if we did go there.’ 

  

‘Have you finished your breakfast?’ asked Perry, looking at her plate which was 

still half full of cold rice and an omelette which she had barely touched.’ 

  

‘Yes, I’m not very hungry.’ 

  



‘Then go and pack, and while I’m waiting, I’ll have a look at that map of yours.’ 

  

‘Why do you need the map?’ 

  

‘Because I want to see how far Viengsuk is from here.’ 

  

‘Perry, we’re going home.’ 

  

‘No we’re not, we’re going to Viengsuk.’ 

  

‘But I don’t want to go there.’ 

  

‘But I do. You said you wanted to discuss our next move with me. So we’ve 

discussed it and I say we go to Viengsuk.’ 

  

‘But…’ 

  

‘Sunny, go and pack.’ 

  

* 

  

After a short stop at the bank to replenish their supplies of cash, they set off for 

Nong Khai city, sixty kilometres to the north. The mighty Mekong River, which 

formed a natural boundary between Thailand and Laos, flowed along Nong Khai’s 

northern borders and the provincial capital was a mere twenty kilometres from the 

bustling Laotian border town of Vientiane. 

  

The road was poor, and the terrain very hilly, and as the elevation became higher 

they entered the more rugged terrain of southern Nong Khai province, which in 

places was over four hundred meters above sea level. 

  

It was approaching midday when they entered the small provincial capital, and 

Sunny suggested that they stop for lunch. 

  

‘Are we going to find somewhere to stay for the night?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘Let’s have a quick bite here and push on to Viengsuk,’ Sunny replied. ‘If we 

don’t find anything of interest there, we’ll still have time to retrace our steps back 

to Udon before nightfall.’  

  

Suitably replenished, they left the town, and they soon felt that they were in a 

completely different country, as they drove along the banks of the Mekong River 

and could clearly view the Laotian landscape on the opposite shore. Progress was 

painfully slow. They followed a badly pot-holed, single track road that followed the 

path of the Mekong as it snaked higher and higher towards the mountains in the 

bordering Loei province. Eventually, they came across a sign in English pointing 



the way to Than Thip Waterfall, and soon after, they entered the local district of 

Sangkom.  

  

‘Here we are, in Amphur Sangkom,’ said Sunny, ‘That was the name of the 

district on that piece of paper we found in Sang Yun – Amphur Sangkorn –

Viengsuk. Perry, look for a sign to Viengsuk.’ 

  

‘Sunny, I don’t read Thai….’ 

  

‘It might be in English’ 

  

‘Why on earth do you think that?’ 

  

‘Just a hunch… look there it is!’ 

  

Perry could hardly believe it. In front of them was an odd-looking, weather- 

beaten sign in English – the roman letters so scratched that they could barely make 

them out. The sign pointed along a partly flooded, mud-track, and as Sunny swung 

the steering wheel to enter, Perry wondered yet again how she had instinctively 

known the kind of vehicle they would need for their up-country expedition. If they 

had used a normal saloon car, they would have given up the ghost days ago. He 

hung on for dear life as they twisted and bumped along the badly rutted track, and 

hoped that this might be the final destination in their quest to uncover the truth of 

Jin’s past life. 

  

 Viengsuk was little more than a small collection of ramshackle dwellings and 

they almost drove straight out again before Perry suddenly yelled for Sunny to stop 

the Range Rover. 

  

‘What is it, Perry?’ 

  

‘Reverse back a few yards, there’s another sign back there in English. You’re 

right, as ever,’ said Perry. ‘It says “Viengsuk Children’s Hospice”. Isn’t it strange 

how places like this, so far off the beaten track put up signs in English?’  

  

‘You’ve still got a lot to learn about Thailand. This place is almost certainly run 

by Catholics, and I’ll bet we’ll find at least one westerner working here. Come on, 

let’s go in and see if anyone can help us. I’ve got a suspicion that this is the place 

that Jin’s sister, Malee was sent to. We know she was very sick, and that old hag 

said she was sent away to hospital.’ 

  

They drove into the small compound, and Perry was immediately struck by the 

cleanliness of the place. As they parked, they could hear the happy laughter of girls 

playing in a nearby room. A middle-aged woman came to meet them as they 

climbed out of the vehicle. 

  



‘Good afternoon,’ Sunny said to the woman. ‘My friend and I are looking for a 

girl who we think may be staying here. Can you help us?’ 

  

The woman smiled at them warmly. ‘You’d better come inside,’ she said, as she 

led them into a small room, which although sparsely furnished, was spotlessly 

clean. 

  

‘Please sit down. I will call Father Brian to come and see you.’ 

  

‘You see, I told you. She is going to fetch Father Brian,’ Sunny informed Perry. 

  

‘Who is he?’ 

  

‘She didn’t say. Probably the priest in charge of this place, and with a name like 

Brian, I don’t think he comes from Thailand.’ 

  

The woman re-appeared briefly to give them some water, and then left them to 

await the arrival of the priest. 

  

‘Do you think Jin’s sister is here?   

  

‘I really hope so Perry.’ 

  

They waited in silence for about ten minutes, when a tall, middle-aged, well-built 

western man, with a closely clipped black moustache, entered the room. He was 

wearing a simple black T-shirt and there were no obvious trappings to show he was 

from a religious order. 

  

‘Good afternoon,’ the man said in Thai. ‘I am Father Brian McCormack. I hear 

you are looking for someone?’ 

  

‘Father Brian,’ Sunny replied in English. ‘I am Suneenart, but you can call me 

Sunny. This is Perry, from England. I’m afraid Perry doesn’t speak any Thai, so 

would it be possible if we spoke in English.’ 

  

The priest laughed. ‘That’ll be no problem, Sunny. How’y’all doing today?’ he 

asked in an American accent, as he shook hands. 

  

‘We’re doing fine thank you,’ said Perry, and we’re very pleased to meet you. 

Are you in charge of this place?’ 

  

‘Well I guess you could say that. If anyone’s in charge it’s probably me, 

although you never can tell with all these women around here. They seem to 

manage everything and everybody – including me,’ he said with a loud chuckle. 

  

His good humour was infectious, and Sunny and Perry both smiled broadly at  

him. 



  

‘So where’re you guys from? 

  

‘We live in England, and we’ve been in Thailand for the last ten days or so and 

we’ve just driven up from Bangkok,’ Perry explained. 

  

‘That’s a mighty long way to come looking for somebody.’ 

  

‘Father,’ Sunny said, ‘it’s a very long story, and if you have time, we’ll be happy 

to tell you all about it. But very briefly, we are trying to trace the family of a friend 

of mine – a Thai girl – who is in serious trouble back in England.’ 

  

‘Well, I’ll be happy to help. Who is this family?’ 

  

‘The family comes from a village in Khon Kaen Province – from a village called 

Sang Yun. When we went to Sang Yun, we were told that one of my friend’s sisters 

was sent away to a hospital, and we think she might have been brought here.’ 

  

‘You understand what this place is, don’t you?’ asked Father Brian. 

 

‘Yes, it’s for girls who are very sick and are dying,’ answered Sunny sombrely. 

  

‘You said that the girl is from Khon Kaen? That’s a bit strange– Khon Kaen is 

quite a long way from here. Most of the girls here are local. Do you know the girl’s 

name?’ 

  

‘Yes, it is Malee. Malee Boonsombat.’  

  

The father looked at Sunny intently before lowering his eyes towards the floor. 

Perry knew that the priest had recognised the name. 

  

‘A woman brought a girl here with the name of Malee – about nine months ago. 

The woman didn’t tell us her family name, or where she came from. She just 

carried her in one day and begged us to look after her. Before we could say 

anything, she walked out, and we never saw her again. 

  

Sunny’s face lit up. ‘Oh Father, that’s great. So she’s here? Malee’s here? Can 

we see her?’ 

  

‘No, Sunny I’m afraid you’re too late – about six weeks too late.’ 

  

‘What do you mean, Father?’ 

  

‘Malee died of AIDS six weeks ago.’ 

  

Sunny stared in front of her, for some reason unable to take in what the priest 

was telling her. 



  

‘No, you don’t understand, I want to see her. Please let me see her, Father.’ 

  

Father Brian looked at Sunny, his swarthy, lined face etched with compassion. 

But he stayed silent, waiting for Sunny to come to terms with what he had told her. 

  

Perry put his arm over Sunny’s shoulders, which felt like blocks of ice. 

  

‘Sunny, she’s dead. Malee’s dead. We can’t see her.’ 

  

‘Dead? Malee is dead? But she can’t be. We’ve come all this way to see her, 

Perry.’ 

  

‘I know we have, and I feel as devastated as you do. But we have to accept it.’ 

  

‘It was the will of God, Sunny,’ the priest said softly. ‘Did you know her?’ 

  

‘No, father, I never met her. She was another innocent victim in a tragic family. 

How… How can such a young girl…? How old was she? About fourteen?’  

  

The priest nodded.  

  

‘How can a fourteen-year old girl catch AIDS? She must have become infected 

when she was twelve or thirteen!’ 

  

‘So many of the young girls are HIV positive. It’s such a terrible, terrible blight 

on humanity,’ the priest said. ‘If it makes you feel any better, I can tell you that 

Malee was very happy here. We made her as comfortable as we could, and she used 

to play and laugh with the other girls. We taught her to read and she picked it up so 

quickly. She loved to read, and watch television.  

  

‘Before she came to us, she told us that she worked in a chemical factory. She 

worked in dreadful conditions and was treated almost like a slave. So for her, even 

though she knew that she was dying, it was a kind of merciful relief when she came 

to live here. She wasn’t here very long, but she was happy, Sunny, I can promise 

you that.’ he concluded with a smile. 

  

‘Thank you Father. Thank you so much for those words of comfort,’ Sunny said. 

Come on Perry, we’d better go back to Udon.’ 

  

Perry looked at Sunny’s face. She was pale, but there was no trace of tears. She 

seemed to be winning the battle to stay in control of her emotions. 

  

‘Just a minute, why do you have to rush away?’ Father Brian asked them. ‘Do 

you have a plane to catch or something?’ 

  



‘No, not really, Father. We will probably stay in Udon tonight, and then I want to 

see if I can book some air tickets back to Bangkok in the morning.’ Sunny said. 

  

‘Well, you’re both real welcome to spend the night here. You can have a look 

around the hospice, and talk to some of Malee’s friends, and see where she stayed. 

It’s a lovely spot, and you could even take a drive around to the nearby villages and 

visit the other places we run. Please don’t rush away. That busy world out there 

will wait another day for you.’ 

  

‘But where will we sleep?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘We have a little room that we keep free for visitors. It’s a bit basic, but most 

people seem to manage,’ the priest told him. 

  

‘I’m sure that it can’t be any worse than the place we stayed in up the mountain, 

Perry said. ‘What do you say Sunny? Shall we accept the Father’s invitation to stay 

the night?’ 

  

Sunny was starting to recover her composure, as she said with a slight smile, 

‘Why not? Thank you Father, that sounds like a very good idea.’ 

  

Although clearly a very busy man, being the pastor for the area, as well as 

running a children’s hospice and two other homes for abandoned and orphaned 

children, he somehow found some time for Sunny and Perry. He took them back 

out into the courtyard, past a beautiful grove of ancient teak trees and into the 

spotlessly clean hospice, which was home to twenty-two girls, whose ages ranged 

from four to fourteen, and were all terminally ill with AIDS. 

  

Some of the girls were too sick to get out of bed, but others were laughing and 

playing, and as Sunny and Perry entered, they stopped their games to rush over and 

stare at the strange visitors. 

  

‘Girls,’ Father Brian said to them in Thai, ‘This is Sunny and Perry, they have 

come to say hello.’ 

  

‘Sawadee Sunn-y, Sawadee Perr-y,’ the girls said in unison, as they wai-ed to the 

pair, bowing their heads, and holding their hands in front of them in a prayer-like 

fashion. Captivated by the smiling, cute faces, Sunny and Perry sat down and 

before long, the younger ones were climbing all over them, determined to explore 

every inch of their unfamiliar, alien bodies. Sunny chatted to them, and Perry 

played silly games that had them in fits of laughter. 

  

Father Brian spoke to the girls: ‘Sunny would like to know about Malee. You 

remember Malee don’t you girls?’ Father Brian asked. 

  

‘Yes, Father,’ came back the enthusiastic response.  

  



A very thin, pale girl aged about twelve, said, ‘Malee was my special friend. She 

was a very nice girl. She came from Khon Kaen. Did you know that, Sunny?’ 

  

‘Yes, I did,’ Sunny replied with a smile. ‘So you were Malee’s special friend 

were you? What’s your name? 

  

‘I am Wan. Malee used to play with me every day, until she became too sick. She 

was very good to me; she would take care of me and protect me. She’s gone to 

heaven now, hasn’t she Father?’ continued the girl. 

  

‘Yes she has, Wan,’ answered the Father. Turning to Sunny, he said, ‘It was a 

merciful release. Malee was so ill, and in a lot of pain. The people out here call it 

the “white death”, which is actually a virulent strain of tuberculosis that comes with 

AIDS. That’s how most of them die, in the end.’ 

  

Sunny and Perry stayed chatting and playing with the girls for about half an 

hour, and eventually Father Brian interrupted to announce that it was time for their 

morning lessons.  

  

After shoo-ing them into their classroom and the waiting teacher, the priest said, 

‘Why don’t we go for a drive and see the other homes that we have out here?’ 

 

They climbed into the Range Rover and drove out along the narrow muddy track 

to go to a nearby village, which was home to a children’s orphanage and hospice 

for about forty young children who were HIV positive. And then on to yet another 

tiny village, where they found a boy’s Hospice, a two storey building, housing 

some twenty-five orphan boys. 

  

‘The girls at the hospice were getting far too interested in the boys, so six months 

ago we set this place up for the boys,’ Father Brian explained. ‘The last thing we 

need is to have even more darn babies to take care of,’ he added with a chuckle. 

  

‘Why are there so many orphans and abandoned kids? Why don’t their families 

take care of them?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘It’s largely based on ignorance, and sometimes the local communities can be 

very cruel. When the kids’ parents are dying or dead from AIDS, the other villagers 

shun them, and refuse to take care of them. They are chased out of the schools, and 

are excluded from the community food aid programmes. Their only hope is us,’ he 

finished with a sad grimace. 

  

Finally to the banks of the Mekong River, where a handful of boys and girls 

from the nearby orphanages were splashing around in the warm, muddy water. 

  

It was a deeply harrowing, but somehow uplifting trip, and when they arrived 

back at Viengsuk for an afternoon meal, Perry said, ‘You know Sunny, even though 

we haven’t really found out anything that will help Jin’s case, I’m not sorry that we 



came. We’ve put together another little piece of Jin’s family jigsaw, but even if we 

hadn’t, I still think this trip would have been very worthwhile. It’s been an 

education, and has made me think very hard, about many things.’ 

  

They were tucking into a simple rice meal that Father Brian had arranged for 

them, and Perry continued to spill out his thoughts.  

  

‘All these years, I’ve been feeling so sorry for myself. OK, I had a personal 

tragedy that I blame myself for – and always will, I think. But since I’ve been in 

Thailand, I’ve seen so much suffering and hardship, that it puts my little trauma 

back home in comfortable, civilised Fawnhope, into a different perspective. And 

that was even before we came up to Viengsuk.’ 

  

‘Yes, Viengsuk is a bit of an eye opener, isn’t it?’ commented Sunny. 

  

‘You know, when I first arrived in Thailand and saw all those hovels and slums, 

I realised how desperately poor so many of your people must be. And I thought 

how unfair life can be, and how lucky we are in England to be so comfortable and 

well off and have so many material possessions. Then we went to Hat Yai I and 

saw what was happening to those poor girls in that brothel; and that repulsive 

woman who owned it. She must have given the order to kill Atchara, mustn’t she?’ 

  

Sunny nodded. 

  

And then yesterday, when we found out what had happened in Sang Yun – to 

Jin’s family – her father selling Jin to a brothel, and then beating her up when she 

was rescued and came back home. And now her brothers - killed by… what was the 

name?’ 

  

‘The Madju-Raj.’ 

  

‘Yes, the ‘Madju-Raj, the Messenger of Death’. That’s shocking! It’s like the 

middle Ages! And who is responsible for this Messenger of Death? The 

government?’ 

  

‘I don’t know, Perry. All I know is that the police captain certainly wanted it 

kept quiet.’ 

  

‘It just goes on and on, doesn’t it Sunny? So many of your people are desperately 

poor and starving, and the rich are so cruel. They seem to take advantage, any way 

they can.’ 

  

Sunny stared into her half-empty plate. ‘Not all the rich are bad, Perry. But I 

agree, many are.’ 

  

‘Well, anyway. You were right, Sunny. You were right, back in England, when 

you said that I was a child – that I still needed to grow up.  I understand what you 



mean now. This trip has been such a revelation– especially this last part, up here in 

Viengsuk. How did all these girls become HIV positive for goodness sake? Some of 

them are still babies!’ 

  

Father Brian, who had just entered the room and overheard their conversation, 

explained, ‘The men are the first to be infected. They visit the local massage 

parlours and brothels, become HIV positive, and pass it on to their wives. The kids 

are then born with the disease.’ 

  

‘What a mess, father. Doesn’t the Thai government do anything to help? Or are 

they all as bad as each other?’ 

  

‘Not all of them are bad,’ replied Father Brian, ‘Now that you are all the way out 

here with nothing to do, will you allow me to tell you a little story?’  

  

‘What is this, Father, a bed-time story?’ Perry asked. 

  

‘It won’t take too long, I promise.’  

  

‘Of course you can, Father, Fire away,’ said Sunny softly. 

  

‘Back in March, a government minister, The Minister for Health, made a visit to 

Nong Khai province, from Bangkok. Before she arrived, we were asked by local 

officials to set up a booth to show our work with children who had contracted 

AIDS. This was because the local civil servants had nothing to show the Minister, 

as they hadn’t done anything for the poor kids. Anyway, the Minister arrived, 

surrounded by a big crowd of government officials, bodyguards, doctors, nurses, 

welfare workers and goodness knows who else.  

  

‘After a while, it became apparent that she was not going to pause long enough 

to see our exhibit. Well, one of the Thai ladies who helps to run the Viengsuk 

hospice wasn’t going to let her get away with it, and she bulldozed her way through 

the cordon. She introduced herself to the minister, and informed her that a group of 

kids, dying of AIDS, had been waiting in the hot sun for over two hours for her 

visit. The Minister was horrified, and immediately went to our booth, cuddled some 

of the kids and asked them what they needed. “Toys, games and medicine,” they 

told her. Then our hospice worker, the one who had persuaded the minister to visit 

the booth, gave the Minister an envelope containing some of the kids’ histories. 

  

‘The Minister must have read the histories on the plane, because as soon as she 

arrived back in Bangkok, she telephoned the officials in Nong Khai and told them 

off for not providing free medicine to the children. Then, two weeks later, two 

other women from the Ministry of health in Bangkok came to see me, dragging 

along some local bureaucrats.  They told me that if I didn’t receive proper help 

from the provincial medical and social services, then I should let them know, and 

that “heads would roll”. 

  



‘Now we are starting to receive some help with medicine and food. It’s only a 

trickle so far, but I am hopeful that the supply will increase in time. We shall just 

have to see.’ 

  

‘So you see, Perry, not everyone is bad, or without humanity. Even a Thai 

politician has come up trumps – and that’s really saying something in Thailand,’ 

Father Brian concluded with his customary chuckle. 

  

‘Most Thais are good people, Perry,’ Sunny added. ‘When you have spent more 

time in Thailand, you will see that a vast majority of the people are kind and 

generous.’ 

  

‘I must say that I have found them very friendly,’ said Perry. 

  

‘They are. We have a tradition of being friendly and hospitable to strangers. I’m 

afraid it’s the minority who spoils things for everyone else. It’s mostly a few rich, 

money grabbing businessmen. And, of course the politicians – most of whom are 

totally corrupt. It’s very depressing,’ said Sunny. 

  

‘As I said, I can now see the world in a different light, now that I’ve been here 

and seen it, in the flesh, so to speak. It’s not the same when you read about these 

things in books or magazines, is it? 

  

‘No, it isn’t,’ Sunny agreed. 

  

‘Father, I would like to come back one day and write about your work out here. 

Would you have any problems with that?’ asked Perry.  

  

‘Of course not, Perry. Anything that you write about Viengsuk will help publicise 

our work. We exist on public donations. Church communities in America and 

Germany, as well as Thailand help to raise money for us. But we’ve never received 

anything from England. Maybe your writing would help. Which part of England are 

you from?’ he asked. 

  

‘We live in Northamptonshire; it’s in the East Midlands.’ 

  

‘Would that be far from Cambridge?’ Father Brian asked. 

  

‘Cambridge is not too far away,’ Perry replied. ‘It’s about forty-five minutes’ 

drive. Why, Father?’ 

  

‘You mentioned that you came here from Khon Kaen, and I just remembered 

that one of the girls told me a while back that some girls from Khon Kaen had gone 

to work in England  - in Cambridge, if I remember rightly.’ 

  

‘What sort of work would that be?’ asked Perry. 

  



‘The girl who mentioned this used to work at a massage parlour, just across the 

border in Khon Kaen. So I think you can guess what kind of work they are doing in 

England.’ 

  

‘You mean to tell me that there are Thai girls working in massage parlours in 

England?’ asked Perry, naively. 

  

‘I’m afraid so Perry,’ answered Sunny. 

  

‘But how do they get into England?’ 

  

‘I think you’ll find that they are flown in on tourist visas,’ Father Brian 

explained. 

  

‘Thank you father, that’s most interesting information. What do you think, 

Perry? There may be a lead to Jin in Cambridge. It might be worth a trip there to 

see if anyone working there comes from the Sang Yun region, or if anyone has 

heard of Jin, or her family.’ 

  

‘I suppose so. Although just because there might be a few illegal Thai workers in 

Cambridge who come from Khon Kaen, it doesn’t mean that they will be able to 

help us find out what happened to Jin’s family. I’m sure Jin’s mother would be too 

old to go to England, and the other sister would be far too young. And poor Malee 

is dead. But it can’t do any harm, we’ve got precious little else to go on.’ 

   

‘We do have a lot more information on Jin’s background now,’ said Sunny, ‘so 

it’s been well worth the trip to Thailand for that alone. When we get back, I’m 

going to try and confront Jin with what we know, and see if I can somehow 

persuade her to fill in the missing pieces.’ 

   

‘Well I hope my information has been of use to you,’ said Father Brian. Rising, 

he said, ‘When you are ready to settle down for the night, you’ll find your room at 

the back of this building on the right hand side. It’s been prepared for you.’ 

   

As he made to leave, Sunny said, ‘Father, would you happen to be free for a 

couple of hours tomorrow morning?’ 

   

‘Not really, Sunny. I have quite a busy morning schedule. What did you have in 

mind?’ 

   

‘I was wondering if you could drive us to Udon airport,’ she replied. 

   

‘I suppose I could rearrange my morning if it was really necessary. But why do 

you want me to drive you? Is there something wrong with your vehicle?’ 

   



‘There’s nothing wrong with my Range Rover, Father. I want you to drive us 

there in it, and after you have dropped us off, you can then drive it back here. I 

want you to have it, it’s no use to us – we’re going back to England.’ 

  

‘But it’s a very expensive vehicle. It’s far too good for us,’ the father replied. It’s 

very kind of you, but couldn’t you give us something more modest? Your Range 

Rover will just get ruined – or more likely stolen.’ 

   

‘Father, if it’s not suitable for you, then sell it and buy something that you need 

with the money. I mean it father, I want you to have it.’ 

   

‘That’s real generous of you Sunny, and nothing will give me greater pleasure 

than to escort you to the airport in the morning. Your gift will pay for a lot of food 

and medicine – and we might also buy a little pickup as well. Thank you, thank you 

so much.’ 

   

‘It’s my pleasure. Now where is that room again? Come on Perry,’ said Sunny as 

she stood up, dragging Perry to his feet. 

  

‘Sunny, you are such a good person,’ Perry said, still trying to absorb her 

incredible display of generosity in donating her new Range Rover to the hospice. 

   

‘Nonsense, it’s the least I can do.’ 

  

* 

   

The simple, almost bare room wasn’t too dissimilar to the one they had shared 

next to the Buddhist temple, a couple of days ago. The only furnishings were two, 

small wooden chairs and two thin mattresses spread together on the shiny wooden 

floor.  

  

Perry laughed embarrassingly as he separated the mattresses and threw his 

overnight bag onto one of the chairs. 

  

‘Let’s hope the bathroom is a bit better than the last one,’ he said, as he crossed 

the room and walked out into a small corridor, to inspect the adjoining bathroom. 

‘Well at least there is a proper shower this time, even if there is only cold water.’ 

  

‘Sometimes you’re such a wimp,’ Sunny teased. 

  

‘A wimp is it, eh?’ asked Perry with a smile. If you are not careful I’ll carry you 

into that bathroom, fully clothed, and put you under that cold shower!’ 

  

‘You wouldn’t dare.’ 

  

‘Oh wouldn’t I?’ answered Perry, secretly delighted that Sunny had relaxed and 

was obviously happy to skylark around with him. 



  

He grabbed Sunny, who squealed, and he was about to lift her off the floor, when 

there was a soft knock at the door. 

  

‘Who is it?’ asked Sunny in Thai, releasing herself from Perry’s grasp and 

straightening her clothes.  

  

‘Please, Miss Sunny. I am Wan, from the hospice. Father Brian asked me to 

come and fetch you. He wants to see you for a moment,’ she called. 

  

‘Just a moment, little sister,’ Sunny replied. ‘Perry, you go ahead and have a 

shower. I’ll be back in a few minutes. 

  

‘Just when things were getting interesting,’ thought Perry. ‘That’s the first time 

I’ve seen Sunny laugh like that in days. I was hoping we could rekindle those 

romantic moments we had back at the temple. Will she ever kiss me like that 

again?’ he thought. ‘Oh well, maybe we can carry on where we left off when she’s 

finished her chat with the Father. I wonder what all that’s about.’ 

  

Unfortunately, when Sunny did eventually return to the room, over an hour later, 

Perry could see immediately that her mood had changed. She was looking very 

pale, and despite the humid evening, she let out an involuntary shiver. Perry was 

sure she had been crying. 

  

‘Sunny, what’s the matter? What’s happened?’ 

  

‘Happened? Why… nothing.’ 

  

‘Something’s happened, Sunny. You’ve been crying haven’t you?’ 

  

Sunny remained silent. 

  

‘What did Father Brian say to you?’ 

  

‘Father Brian? Say? Nothing, nothing really. We just… discussed the transfer of 

ownership… for the Range Rover. It’s…it’s nothing Perry…I mean it’s everything 

– I just started thinking about everything. Poor Jin - poor Malee. And that sweet 

girl, Wan - Malee’s friend. She’s dying. All the kids in this place are dying. I just 

felt overcome by it all.’ 

  

‘Don’t think about it too much, Sunny.’ 

  

‘Yes, I know,’ she replied with a weak attempt at a smile. I’ll go and have a 

shower and try to get it out of my system.’ 

  



Perry lay down on his mattress, upset by Sunny’s obvious distress, and 

disappointed that her previous high spirits had come to a sudden and premature 

end.   

  

He woke with a start when the door opened and Sunny reappeared, still fresh and 

damp from her shower, dressed in her overnight sarong. 

  

‘Perry, wake up.’ 

  

‘I’m awake now Sunny. I must have dropped off.’ 

  

‘It’s too early to sleep Perry. Come and sit over here, I want to talk to you,’ she 

said patting her mattress, which was about three feet away. 

  

Perry moved over to sit next to her, and was relieved to see that she seemed to 

have recovered from her depression, although there was still no trace of her usual 

smile. 

  

‘Perry, I have a few things I want to get off my chest.’ 

  

‘Fire away, Sunny.’ 

  

‘Well to start with I want to apologise.’ 

  

‘Apologise? What on earth for?’ 

  

‘I want to apologise for some of the nasty things I said to you back in England.’ 

  

‘I don’t understand. What nasty things are you referring to?’  

  

‘You reminded me about it all, earlier today when you were talking to me over 

dinner. You reminded me that I called you a child, and that you needed to grow up. 

They were horrid things to say Perry – I had no right to talk like that.’ 

  

‘But you were right.’ 

  

‘No, I wasn’t. I was being very patronising Perry, and I sincerely apologise. You 

are a good man, Perry, and I was too stupid to see it.’ 

  

‘Is that it? Is that what you wanted to tell me?’ 

  

‘No, there’s more.’ 

  

‘Sunny, stop embarrassing me. Back in England, you spoke your mind, and I 

respect you for that. And you were right – I did need to grow up. That’s why this 

trip to Thailand is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.’ 

  



‘That’s the other thing I wanted to talk about,’ Sunny said. 

  

‘Don’t tell me you want to apologise for bringing me to Thailand?’ 

  

‘No, not apologise. You came of your own free will - I know that. I want to 

thank you Perry,’ she said, taking hold of his hand.  

  

‘Not again - we went through all this two nights ago,’ said Perry with a 

deprecating smile. 

  

‘I don’t know what I would have done without you. I meant what I said to you 

that night at the temple. You’ve been so sensible, and a wonderful companion. 

When I was ready to give up, you were strong. And when we were in terrible 

danger, you were so brave. Thank you Perry. Thank you so much, she said, kissing 

him gently on his cheek.’ 

  

‘I’m not complaining, but you must stop thanking me. I only did what any man 

would have done,’ he tried to assure her. 

  

‘I was so wrong about you back in England,’ Sunny continued. ‘I think you are a 

real gentleman. You’re a genuine Englishman, and I don’t think there’s many of 

them left.’ 

  

They sat holding hands in silence for a while. Then Sunny started to laugh. 

  

‘What’s so funny?’ 

  

‘You – you were so funny.’ 

  

‘When?’ 

  

‘When that police captain was going to shoot us. All that rubbish you said about 

being a famous author and having lots of letters from your publishers. I was 

horrified when I saw what they really were - rejection slips. Why on earth would 

you want to carry rejection slips around with you?’  

  

‘I don’t know really – I suppose I keep them as a constant reminder that I have to 

try harder, and that I will never give up.’ 

  

Oh Perry, you’re… you’re unique. 

  

‘Well it worked, didn’t it?’ he said, joining her in laughter. 

  

‘It saved our lives. I truly believe that,’ she said, as she put her arms around him 

and gave him another kiss, this time on his lips.’ 

  

‘You know that I love you, don’t you?’ said Perry, looking into her eyes. 



  

‘Yes Perry, I know you do,’ she replied, returning his earnest gaze with a smile. 

  

‘We’d better get some sleep.’ 

  

‘Always the gentleman, aren’t you? Perry, pull your mattress over here.’ 

  

‘What? Why?’ he said, reddening. 

  

‘Just do as I say,’ 

  

‘But….’ 

  

‘Do it Perry.’ 

  

He did as he was told. 

  

‘Now, lie down and hold me.’ 

  

‘Sunny, are you sure?’ 

  

‘Stop asking silly questions, or I might change my mind.’ 

  

They held each other close for a very long time. 

  

Many moons ago back in Fawnhope, when Perry had first set eyes on Sunny, he 

had never, in his wildest dreams, thought that one day he would experience such a 

night. A night that he would never forget – a night spent on the floor of a crude, 

wooden room, in the back of a hospice, in the little town of Viengsuk, some seven 

thousand miles from his home back in England. 

  

A night spent clinging to his beloved Sunny… and more… 



PART THREE 



CHAPTER ONE 

  
  

The Thai Airways Seven-Four-Seven arrived in the environs of Heathrow airport 

at its scheduled time of five thirty p.m. but was immediately put into a holding 

pattern, which meant that Sunny and Perry didn’t touch down until almost six 

thirty. By the time they had reclaimed their voluminous baggage and emerged into 

the Terminal Three Arrival hall maelstrom, it was close to seven thirty. 

   

‘Oh dear, poor Bert will be wondering what’s happened to us,’ said Sunny 

anxiously, as they looked around for any sign of their neighbour. 

   

‘My goodness, how do you expect me to find you when you’re hidden under all 

that luggage?’ shouted a familiar voice from behind. ‘What on earth have you 

brought back with you?’ asked Bert, as he emerged from the tightly pressed crowd, 

and surveyed their three baggage carts. They were stacked high with bags and 

boxes of every shape and size. ‘That lot must have cost you a pretty penny in 

excess baggage!’ 

   

‘Hi Bert,’ said Perry as he greeted his old friend with a broad smile. ‘Didn’t cost 

us a penny. Sunny’s got connections.’ 

   

Bert looked puzzled for a second, before realising what Perry meant. ‘Well, I 

hope we can get it all in my Jag. Jaguars may be the best cars in the world but they 

don’t have very large boots.’ 

   

‘I’m sure we’ll manage Bert. We’ll stack them up on the back seat, and if 

necessary, we’ll put the overflow on our laps. Thanks so much for picking us up. 

I’m really grateful. I can’t imagine how we could have carried all these bags on 

public transport.’ 

  

‘You’re very welcome, Sunny. So is the stuff in these packages replacing the 

things that were smashed?’ he asked, as they made their way out to the car park. 

   

‘This is only half of it Bert,’ answered Perry. There’s another load following in a 

few days. Even Sunny couldn’t persuade Thai Airways to take all of her boxes on 

the flight with us.’ 

   

The pair had spent two nights in Bangkok before catching the flight to London, 

and Perry belatedly discovered what Sunny had been up to when she had left him at 

the Oriental on the first occasion that they had stayed in the capital. 

   

‘If you had come with me, all the things that I’ve bought for my house in 

England would have cost me twice as much,’ Sunny had explained. ‘When Thai 

shop keepers see a farang, they immediately double the prices.’ 

   

‘But you didn’t have to leave me alone for three nights,’ Perry had protested. 



   

‘I wasn’t only doing my shopping - I also had some personal business to attend 

to. It was more convenient to stay nearer to the places that I had to go to. You saw 

what the traffic is like.’ 

   

Perry thought, ‘at least when we returned to Bangkok, she spent two nights in the 

hotel,’ as he climbed into Bert’s gleaming Jaguar, ‘even if she did rise at the crack 

of dawn and disappear for most of the day and not return until late evening.’ 

   

‘There, that’s just about got everything in,’ said Bert, shaking Perry out of his 

reverie as he started the car and drove slowly out of Heathrow’s the multi-storey 

car park. 

   

Sunny sat comfortably at the front with Bert, nursing a couple of light handbags, 

while Perry was almost hidden at the back, under a mountain of cardboard boxes. 

   

‘Are you all right back there?’ asked Bert. ‘It’s a long drive to Fawnhope.’ 

  

‘I’ll survive thanks. As ever, Sunny’s wangled the best seat,’ he added with a 

laugh. 

    

Indeed, Sunny looked immaculate in her pastel blue, perfectly tailored trouser 

suit, while Perry looked distinctly jaded in his badly creased blazer and thick, surge 

trousers that he had donned for his flight back into more temperate climes. 

  

‘Are you tired Sunny?’ Bert asked. Why don’t you put your seat back and catch 

up on a little sleep.’ 

   

The flight from Thailand had been a daylight flight. It had left at midday local 

time, and after a twelve hour flight, they had arrived in London in the early 

evening, a consequence of the seven hour time difference. 

  

‘I’m fine thank you Bert. I had a couple of hour’s nap on the plane, and there’ll 

be plenty of time to sleep when I get home. By the way, how is it?’ 

   

‘How is what?’ 

   

‘My home of course. You have been keeping an eye on my house I hope?’ 

   

‘Of course I have. It’s fine – your home is just fine. No break-ins and no 

problems. Mabel has been in to do a bit of dusting, and I think you’ll find some 

fresh eggs, bread and milk in the fridge.’ 

   

‘Oh Bert, you really shouldn’t have bothered, but thank you. You and Mabel are 

so thoughtful, aren’t they, Perry?’ 

   

There was silence from the back of the car. Perry had already fallen fast asleep. 



  

* 

   

It was approaching ten when Bert pulled the car up into his own driveway. 

   

‘That was extremely kind of you Bert, but would it be possible if you could drop 

me at my front door? I’ve an awful lot of luggage to unload.’ 

   

‘Everything in good time, Sunny. We’ll drive round in a little while, but first, a 

night-cap. I insist.’ 

   

‘It’s a bit late for night-caps isn’t it?’ 

   

‘Nonsense! It’s only ten o’ clock. Come on the two of you, inside.’ 

   

A loud snore from the back seat signified that Perry was still fast asleep. Bert 

opened the rear door to reveal the slumbering Perry, half buried under the bags and 

boxes, which were sprawled over the rear seats and floor. 

   

‘Perry, wake up!’ Sunny called. ‘I hope you haven’t broken anything.’ 

  

‘What! Where are we?’ mumbled Perry, as he rubbed his eyes in an attempt to 

get his bearings. 

   

‘We’re home. Come on Perry, Bert’s invited us in for a quick drink.’ 

   

Perry staggered out of the car, and fumbled with his shirt and tie, as he struggled 

to straighten himself out. 

   

As they neared the front door, it was opened from within, and a smiling Mabel 

shooed them inside. 

   

‘Welcome Home!’ shouted the crowd that greeted them from Bert’s sitting room. 

   

‘My God! What’s going on? Are you having a party?’ shouted Perry. 

   

‘That’s exactly what we’re having,’ Bert replied. ‘A little party to celebrate the 

return of our favourite neighbours.’ 

   

‘But why? How? I don’t understand,’ mumbled an ever more flustered Perry. 

   

‘It’s all very simple my dear,’ said Mabel. ‘When Sunny called Bert from 

Bangkok and asked if he could meet you both at Heathrow, we had a word with our 

friends in the village and decided to have a little welcome home party.’ 

   

‘But what have I done to deserve this?’ asked Perry. 

   



‘You haven’t done anything, Perry,’ answered Bert. ‘But Sunny has already 

thrown two parties for us since she moved in. After the break-in, and going back to 

Thailand to replace all that stuff that was ruined, we decided the least we could do 

was to give her a good welcome back. You’re just along for the ride.’ 

   

‘Thanks very much,’ said Perry, suitably chided. ‘Isn’t it great to be back 

amongst friends, Sunny?’ 

   

‘You are all too kind,’ said Sunny, as she sat down between Fred and Bessie and 

sipped a glass of punch that Mabel had handed to her. 

   

‘Well, come on, we’re waiting young man,’ said the ancient Daisy, Sunny’s 

elderly neighbour. 

   

‘Waiting? Waiting for what?’ asked a puzzled-looking Perry. 

   

‘We want to hear all about it.’ 

   

‘All about what?’ 

   

‘All about the wedding of course.’ 

   

‘W…w…wedding! W…w…what wedding?’ stammered Perry, immediately 

reddening. 

   

‘Come on, don’t be coy,’ continued Daisy. You can’t pretend that you went all 

the way with Sunny to Thailand just to help carry her boxes back. We know what’s 

been going on between you two, don’t we?’ she said looking around the room for 

confirmation. 

   

‘Yes, Perry, show us your wedding ring,’ said Bessie. 

   

‘I...I’m afraid that there’s been a misunderstanding. Th…there’s been no 

wedding. We… didn’t get married!’ 

   

‘Why ever not? Did you change your mind?’ asked Fred. 

  

‘No – no of course I didn’t change my mind,’ replied Perry becoming 

increasingly exasperated. 

   

‘Oh poor Sunny,’ piped in Mabel. Did that nasty young man leave you at the 

altar?’ 

   

‘Something like that, Mabel,’ said Sunny with a smile. 

   

‘What! What are you saying, Sunny!’ exclaimed Perry. 

   



Sunny looked at Perry with a broad smile. ‘When are you ever going to learn, 

Perry?’ 

   

Perry stared around the room and suddenly realised that the assembled group 

was having yet another laugh at his expense. Still embarrassed, but visibly relaxing, 

he started to join in the general laughter.  

  

‘I don’t know what you would all for amusement, if you didn’t have me to make 

fun of?’ he said, slightly miffed. 

   

‘Perry, we all hold you in great esteem. We wouldn’t joke with you if we weren’t 

fond of you,’ said Bert reassuringly. 

   

An enjoyable couple of hours were spent enjoying Bert and Mabel’s hospitality, 

before the party eventually broke up at around midnight. Then Bert drove his car 

around to Sunny’s front door, where he and Perry helped Sunny to unload. 

   

‘I’ll leave you two to it then,’ said Bert, as he drove off. 

    

The two of them stood outside Sunny’s open front door and Perry was suddenly 

uncertain what he should do next. His bags were piled up on the step, but after 

nearly three weeks away in Thailand, he was still unsure of their relationship.  

  

Sunny soon resolved his dilemma. ‘Why don’t you pop home and see if your car 

is still in one piece, and then you can drive back over here and collect all your 

belongings. You must be dying to sleep in your own bed again.’ 

   

‘Yes… yes, I suppose I am,’ he replied, trying desperately to hide his 

disappointment. ‘All right then, don’t fall asleep before I get back.’ 

   

Perry set off on the lonely walk back to his little cottage. ‘So that’s it, back to our 

separate lives. I probably won’t see her again for weeks,’ he mumbled to himself. 

  

* 

   

But he needn’t have worried, although he took so long to drop off that he almost 

slept through the shrill ring of the telephone that eventually roused him, a few 

hours later. It took him several seconds to remember where he was. 

   

‘Hello,’ Perry mumbled, still half asleep. 

   

‘Oh Perry, I didn’t wake you did I?’ asked Sunny. 

   

‘Well, sort of.’ 

   

‘I’m so sorry, go back to sleep. I’ll manage alone.’ 

   



‘What! No! I’m awake, Sunny - I’m fine. What did you want?’ 

   

‘I want to go and see Jin. We’ve been away for over two weeks, and I want to 

check if she’s all right. I suppose we’d better go and see Inspector Tobing in Ousby 

and see if he can help us make the necessary arrangements for a visit. But if you’re 

still sleepy, I can go alone.’ 

   

‘Sunny, I’m already up,’ shouted Perry, as he jumped out of his bed, flinging his 

bedclothes carelessly on the floor. ‘What time do you want to go?’ 

   

‘As soon as possible.’ 

   

‘I’ll be there in twenty minutes.’ 

   

After a lightning-quick shower, he threw on the first clothes that came to view 

and raced to Sunny’s house. 

   

‘My goodness, that was quick,’ said Sunny as she opened the front door. ‘Come 

in and have a bite to eat.’ 

   

‘But I thought you were in a hurry to get going to Ousby police station?’ 

   

‘I was, but while I was waiting for you, I decided to call Inspector Tobing to see 

if he could help.’ 

   

‘Well?’ 

  

‘He just called back and told me that he has made arrangements for us to see Jin 

at the mental hospital at eleven o’clock. So there’s time for some breakfast.’ 

   

Perry suddenly felt ravenous and he quickly consumed the freshly cooked Thai 

omelette and hot rice soup before the two climbed into Perry’s Capri for the thirty-

minute drive across the county. He had started to relax and he felt that he was 

regaining control of events that only the previous evening seemed to be slipping 

from his grasp.  

  

Longfield Secure Psychiatric Institution, where Jin was being held was a 

forbidding place. It was bleak and ugly; a sixties looking, three-storey brick built 

structure, with extensive grounds bordered by a tall fence, topped with vicious 

looking, rusty barbed wire. 

   

The couple was shown into a small, stark office, where a stout, middle-aged 

woman, dressed in an unfashionable dark blue suit, met them. She gave a 

peremptory sign for them to be seated, and then ignored them as she shuffled 

through a stack of papers on her desk. 

   



‘My God, she looks a bit fearsome!’ thought Perry, looking at her pockmarked 

face with a prominent scar on her left cheek and a long, ugly nose that looked as 

though it had been broken at some time in her life.  

  

The woman read a document she had picked up from her desk and at length she 

looked up. ‘I have received a request from an Inspector Tobing to allow you to visit 

one of my inmates – Jin-tana Boon,,.som…bat? Is that correct?’ she asked, in a 

deep baritone voice, looking at Sunny. 

   

Perry answered, ‘Yes, that’s the one we’ve come to…’ 

   

‘If you don’t mind, young man, I was talking to her!’ The woman interrupted, as 

she pointed to Sunny. ‘You come from the same country as the inmate, I presume? 

Thailand isn’t it?’ she added with a sneer. 

   

‘Yes, I am Thai,’ Sunny replied in her sweetest voice. ‘We would like to see 

Jintana, please.’ 

   

‘Yes, well that remains to be seen,’ the woman replied harshly. 

  

‘May I ask how she has been coping?’ continued Sunny, in a desperate effort to 

gain the woman’s confidence. 

   

‘Coping? I’m not sure what you mean by coping.’ 

   

‘Has she settled down? The last time I saw her, she was very, er… distressed. 

She wouldn’t talk to anyone and she wouldn’t eat.’ 

   

‘A lot of suspected murderers behave like that. Things are not always what they 

seem. Murderers belong in jails, but many of them try to convince the authorities 

that they are sick. They try to pretend that they have mental problems, so that they 

don’t have to stand trial. It’s one of the oldest tricks in the book. Some of them talk 

crazy, some act crazy, and some simply clam up and refuse to speak or eat. 

This…er…  Jintana seems to be one of those. She is no doubt hoping that the 

doctors will certify her so that she can be sent to a nice, comfortable hospital, and 

not have to pay for her crimes.’ 

   

‘I’m sure it’s not like that!’ Sunny protested. ‘I’m sure she is genuinely 

disturbed.’   

   

Perry was thinking, ‘This woman is a monster. I didn’t know such people existed 

anymore.’ He said, ‘Excuse me, miss…’ 

   

‘Mzzz Brockenhunter. I am the Head Warden.’ 

   

‘Ms er Brocken-er-hunter. When can we see Jintana? We were told that we could 

see her at eleven.’ 



   

‘I told you already – that remains to be seen. First you must fill in these forms. 

We need to have your full personal details and your relationship to the inmate. 

Then I will pass the information to our senior psychiatrist, and he will decide if it is 

appropriate, from a medical standpoint, for you to see her.’ 

   

‘But that will take ages!’ protested Perry. ‘It’s already ten forty-five,’ he said 

glancing at his watch. 

   

‘It’s all right Perry,’ said Sunny soothingly. Where do we go to fill the forms in, 

Ms Brockenhunter?’  

   

‘You stay here!’ she barked as she handed papers to them. ‘I will return in fifteen 

minutes, and you must have completed all the forms if you want to see the inmate 

today,’ she shouted, as she left the room. 

   

‘What a woman’, said Perry.  

   

‘Never mind Perry. Quickly, we’ve got quarter of an hour to fill the forms in,’ 

said Sunny as she started writing. 

   

They set to their task and completed the forms with a couple of minutes to spare, 

but there was no sign of the warden.  

  

‘That’s wonderful!’ said Perry, ‘she shouts at us to complete the forms in fifteen 

minutes and then she leaves us waiting.’ 

  

They sat twiddling their thumbs for a further ten minutes before the door finally 

opened.  

  

To the couple’s surprise, instead of the execrable Ms Brockenhunter, an elderly 

silver haired man entered the room. 

  

‘Good afternoon, I am Dr Hone,’ he said, introducing himself, ‘I am the Head 

Psychiatrist of  Longfield Psychiatric Institution and I understand you wish to visit 

one of my patients?’ 

  

‘Yes, that’s right. Her name is Jintana,’ replied Perry. ‘At least this man appears 

to be civilised,’ he thought to himself.  

   

‘May I have the forms please?’ Dr Hone asked. 

   

‘Those forms are very intrusive. We had to answer a lot of highly personal 

questions.’ Perry protested. 

   

‘We have to be very careful,’ the doctor said, as he studied them at length. 

   



‘Well, this is a little unusual. I wouldn’t normally allow two people who hardly 

know the patient to see her in these circumstances. But I am prepared to make an 

exception in this case, as Miss Jintana has no blood relatives or close friends living 

in England.’ 

  

‘That is very kind of you,’ said Sunny with obvious relief. ‘Doctor, can you tell 

me how she is? I’ve been very worried about her.’ 

   

‘Not too good I’m afraid. We are very concerned. She refuses to talk and we’ve 

had to force feed her. There is a possibility that she will become catatonic. She has 

also tried to harm herself, so I regret we’ve had to put her in a special cell, for her 

own protection.’ 

   

‘Oh dear! Poor Jin!’ said Sunny. 

   

‘If you come with me, I will take you to her. We don’t believe that she’s violent, 

so you shouldn’t be in any danger. She is only a danger to herself – not to others.’ 

   

They followed him along a long corridor and down a winding staircase into what 

seemed to be a basement. At the far end of the basement corridor there were two 

large black doors facing each other. Doctor Hone put a key in the left-hand door. 

   

‘I’ll be honest with you, miss, I’ve decided to let you see her in the hope that 

your visit may improve her mental condition. The crimes which took place at her 

home have affected her deeply. But it is not for us to judge whether she was 

personally involved. That is the responsibility of the police. Our role is to treat her 

condition, and it is clear that whatever happened in that house has caused a deep 

trauma. As I told you, we believe there is a real possibility that she will lapse into a 

catatonic state. It is also possible that she may recover – given the correct treatment 

and favourable circumstances. So a friendly face may be therapeutic.’ 

   

‘Thank you Doctor. Can we go in now?’ asked Sunny. 

   

The doctor nodded as he followed them inside the cell. 

   

Jin was lying on a mattress on the floor of the cell. At first, Perry thought she 

was asleep, but upon closer inspection, he realised that her eyes were slightly open, 

and that she was looking at the ceiling. 

   

‘I never thought I’d ever see the inside of a padded cell,’ said Perry. 

   

Sunny gave Perry a sharp look of annoyance as she approached Jin and spoke to 

her in Thai. ‘Jin, Jin – it’s me, Sunny. How are you?’ 

   

There was no noticeable movement from the woman on the mattress. 

   



‘Jin, do you remember me. You stayed with me in Fawnhope, when the police 

released you.’ 

   

There was still no acknowledgement. 

   

‘Doctor Hone, does she understand what I am saying? Can she hear me?’ 

   

‘Oh she can hear you well enough. And I am sure that she also understands. I 

believe her subconscious is telling her to reject all contact with the outside world. 

It’s a result of the trauma she has experienced. May I suggest that you just keep 

talking to her? Talk about anything that might spark some response from her. Don’t 

be afraid to touch on sensitive subjects. A shock may bring her back to reality.’ 

   

‘Very well then Doctor,’ she said, before continuing in Thai.  

  

‘Jin, Perry and I have just come back from Thailand. We went to Hat Yai and 

visited the place where you used to work – Bhan Kiyo. We met a friend of yours – 

Atchara – do remember Atchara, the crippled servant girl?  And then we went to 

see Khun Somluk, the man who rescued you from that place. After that, we 

travelled to your family home - to Sang Yun. We found out about your two brothers 

– we were told how they were killed by the Madju-Raj.’ 

   

Sunny stopped talking and looked closely at Jin. ‘Doctor, I think I got a 

response. I’m sure she looked at me then.’ 

   

‘Yes, I think you are right. Keep on talking – whatever you’re saying seems to be 

getting through.’ 

   

‘Jin,’ Sunny continued, ‘after Sang Yun, we went to Viengsuk.’ 

   

Jin suddenly sat up and stared at Sunny, with a look of terror on her face. 

   

‘Keep talking Sunny,’ the doctor said quietly. 

   

We went to Viengsuk Children’s hospice, and met Father Brian. He told us that 

Malee was dead. He said that your sister, Malee, died at the hospice about six 

weeks ago.’ 

   

All of a sudden Jin spoke, for the first time in over two weeks. Her voice was 

rasping and barely audible. ‘Malee is dead?’ 

   

‘Yes, Jin I’m afraid she is. But you knew that, didn’t you? 

   

‘Yes, Malee died of AIDS,’ she added in a faint, hoarse voice. 

   

‘What about your parents, and your little sister? Do you know what happened to 

them? 



   

Jin stared at Sunny for a few moments. 

   

‘Jin, what happened to the rest of your family?’ 

   

She didn’t answer, but instead made a sudden grab for Sunny, and clung on to 

her tightly. 

   

‘Jin, speak to me. You want to get out of here, don’t you? Tell me about your 

Dad? Do you know what happened to him? The Madju-Raj didn’t kill him did 

they? They planned to kill him, but they killed your brothers instead.’ 

   

She clung on even tighter to Sunny, but she made no further attempt to speak. 

   

‘Jin please speak to me.’ 

   

The door behind them opened, and the head warden, Ms Brockenhunter, entered 

and walked over to the intertwined couple. 

   

‘That’s quite enough for today. I can’t allow inmates to manhandle visitors. She 

might do you some harm. You have to leave now, visiting time is over.’ 

   

Ms Brockenhunter,’ the doctor said, ‘I believe we have made real progress. The 

girl has spoken to her friend – we have seen some signs of her returning to reality.’ 

   

‘Yes, doctor that’s all very well, but as I have just said, we can’t have inmates 

clinging to visitors like this. It’s against the rules.’   

   

‘Doctor, do we have to go?’ Perry asked. 

   

‘Maybe it is for the best,’ Doctor Hone replied. ‘She has certainly reacted to 

what the young lady said to her - whatever it was. Let’s just take this step by step. 

We’ll see how she behaves over the next twenty-four hours, and review the 

situation.’ 

   

‘When can we come again?’ 

   

‘Call tomorrow and we’ll arrange another visit, that’s if Ms Brockenhunter has 

no objections.’  

  

The Warden glared at Perry and Sunny. ‘Part of my job is to bring the inmates to 

the point where they accept their guilt. They must accept that they have committed 

crimes. So as far as this particular woman is concerned, if there is a way we can 

accelerate that process, then I may be prepared to allow a further visit. But you had 

better call me first, to make an appointment.’ 

   



Sunny gently extricated herself from Jin’s clinging hands, and guided her back to 

the mattress. 

   

‘Jin, I will come again soon. I promise.’ 

   

As they left the cell, Perry noticed that there was a door open in the wall at the 

very end of the corridor. He hadn’t realised that a door was there when they had 

arrived as it had been closed, and it was hidden by the matching décor of the 

surrounding walls. Through the open door, he spotted a large window that was set 

in the wall. 

   

‘You were watching us in that room, weren’t you?’ Perry asked the warden. 

  

‘Of course I was. You don’t think I was going to let you go into one of my most 

secure cells unobserved, do you?’ 

  

‘We had the doctor with us,’ protested Perry. 

  

‘Doctors! Huh!’ she barked. 

  

‘Perry, quiet,’ said Sunny. ‘It doesn’t matter.’ 

  

When they reached the front door, Sunny spoke in her sweetest voice, ‘Ms 

Brockenhunter, I can’t thank you enough for your kind hospitality, and for giving 

us permission to see our friend. It was very good of you.’ 

  

‘I was just doing my job.’ 

  

‘Yes, I know, but thank you, anyway. I hope we will see you again soon.’ 

  

‘Hmm. We’ll see about that. Next time, make sure you phone me before you 

come.’ 

  

They climbed into Perry’s Capri and sped out along the main road leading back 

to Fawnhope. 

  

‘What an old boot!’ 

  

‘What did you say Perry?’ asked Sunny distractedly. 

  

‘I said, “What an old boot.” That warden - Mzz Broken Hooter.’ 

  

‘Don’t you mean Brockenhunter?’ 

  

‘I know what I mean.’ 

  

* 



  

Sunny insisted on Perry dropping her off outside her bungalow and gave no 

indication that he was to join her indoors. She told him that she needed time alone 

to start sorting out her works of art and other souvenirs that she had brought back 

from Thailand.  

  

‘I know that you want to help me, but I really have to do this by myself. On top 

of that, I need some time to think about how we can help poor Jin. You go home 

and rest up for a couple of days. I promise I’ll call you.’ 

  

Perry looked disconsolate. 

  

‘Perry, I promise. I really do promise. I must go back and see Jin, and when I do, 

I’m going to need your help. That warden was so horrible!’ 

  

In the event, she was better than her promise, and the following morning she 

surprised Perry with an early morning call. She sounded distraught.  

  

‘Perry, that horrible woman, Ms Broken hooter, or whatever her name is, 

absolutely refuses to let us visit again. She says that Jin’s mental state has 

deteriorated, and that it was all our fault. She said that Jin became worse after we 

spoke to her. I just don’t believe it. What can we do?’ 

   

‘Do?’ replied Perry, angrily. ‘I’ll tell you what we can do. We can back to that 

disgusting place and demand to see her! We have our rights, you know.’ 

   

‘Perry, that’s very admirable, but I doubt if it would do any good. Jin is in a 

secure prison hospital, and I’m sure there’s all kind of complicated rules. That 

Broken Hooter woman is obviously on some kind of power trip.’ 

   

‘Maybe you’re right – but I’m prepared to give it a go. You never know.’ 

   

‘No Perry, you’ll probably end up being arrested – who knows, you might be put 

in a padded cell next to Jin.’ 

   

‘Well at least I might get a chance to talk to her.’ 

   

‘Don’t be silly. Listen Perry, I have one idea that may be worth exploring.’ 

   

‘Oh?’ 

   

‘Look, why don’t you come round for a cup of tea and I’ll explain.’ 

   

‘I’ll be there before you put the kettle on,’ Perry replied, slamming down the 

phone with his customary eagerness, before rushing out to his Capri to make the 

short drive through the village to Sunny’s house. 

   



‘Come on then, shoot,’ said Perry when he was comfortably seated in Sunny’s 

lounge. 

   

‘You remember the priest at Viengsuk? You remember he told us that he had 

heard there were some girls from Khon Kaen working in Cambridge?’ 

   

‘Vaguely. You seemed to think they were probably working as massage girls, 

didn’t you?’ 

   

‘Yes, that’s right. 

   

‘I don’t understand. What’s that got to do with Jin? And how is that going to 

help us get in to see her?’ 

   

‘It won’t help us to get in to see her – but it just might help us understand a bit 

more about what happened - about what happened on that night of the killings.’ 

   

‘But why?’ 

   

‘It’s just a hunch – woman’s intuition if you like. And you know how good my 

intuition usually is. Anyway, it’s too much of a coincidence. Jin comes from Khon 

Kaen, and then we discover that there is a community of Thais who come from the 

same part of Thailand and are living only forty minutes’ drive away. It’s got to be 

worth checking out, don’t you think, Perry? 

   

‘Well, if you put it like that, I suppose so. As you say, your intuition is a thing to 

behold. But how do we find these girls. We know they’re in Cambridge, but 

Cambridge is a pretty big city.’ 

   

‘No problem. I made a few calls to my Thai friends in London, and hey presto - 

the address!’ she exclaimed with glee as she handed Perry a piece of paper with an 

address scrawled on it. 

   

"Sabai Dee Massage Parlour”, Ogden Street, Cambridge,’ he read. ‘That’s 

remarkable, Sunny. How on earth did your friends manage to come up with that 

information so quickly?’ 

   

‘I told you. I’ve got some good contacts. When we Thais go abroad, we build up 

a wide network of friends and acquaintances. Thais that wouldn’t dream of 

associating with each other back home can become friends in strange countries, 

such as England. I called a couple of young men I know who work at the Thai 

Embassy, and they told me that the Sabai Dee parlour in Cambridge has many 

Khon Kaen girls working there.’ 

   

‘Fair enough, Sunny. So what do we do now? Go and visit the place?’ 

   

‘That’s the general idea’ 



   

‘When?’ 

   

‘Well, if you’re free, I thought this evening might be as good a time as any.’ 

   

‘That’s fine by me. But what do we do when we get there? Ask the staff if 

anyone has heard of Jin? - like we did at that place in Hat Yai?’ asked Perry, not 

sounding very enthusiastic.   

   

‘No, Perry, no.’ replied Sunny thoughtfully. ‘I don’t think that would be a very 

good idea. I’ve learned my lesson the hard way. This may be England, but these 

kind of places are still involved in illegal activities, and we don’t want any 

recurrence of what happened in Hat Yai.’ 

   

‘What then?’ 

   

‘Well to start with, I thought you could go there and pose as a customer.’ 

   

‘Me, a customer at a massage parlour?’ shouted Perry, reddening. 

   

Yes, why not? You look the type.’ 

   

‘Look the type? What’s that supposed to mean?’ 

   

‘Perry, stop repeating everything I say. It simply means you look like a typical, 

shy, affluent Englishman, in search of a good time.’ 

   

‘Thank you for the compliment. And what am I supposed to do, assuming they 

take my money and let me into the place?’ 

   

‘You have a massage of course.’ 

   

‘But…but…I thought having a massage in these places was just a euphemism for 

having sex!’ 

   

‘Yes. I believe that you are accurate on that point.’ 

   

‘But… I don’t want to have sex!’ 

   

‘Really? You could have fooled me,’ Sunny replied with a smile. 

  

‘Sunny, please be serious!’ 

   

‘Of course I’m serious. The only way we are going to find out if anyone has 

heard of Jin is to make friends with the people who work there.’ 

   

‘But…but how can I make friends in just one visit?’ 



   

‘Perry, sometimes you don’t think before speaking. Of course you can’t make 

friends in one visit. You will have to become a regular customer.’ 

   

‘A regular? - at a massage parlour? I couldn’t do that?’ 

   

‘Why not?’ 

   

‘I just couldn’t. Besides it would cost a fortune.’ 

   

‘Don’t’ worry about that. I’ll fund all your visits,’ Sunny reassured him with a 

smile. 

   

‘But Sunny, what am I supposed to do in there? I couldn’t possibly have sex with 

a lot of strange girls.’  

  

‘If you want to avoid the seedy side of what takes place in the rooms, you’ll have 

to use your initiative.’ 

  

‘Initiative? Yes, er… I suppose I would. Is this the only way, Sunny?’  

  

‘I think so.’ 

  

‘But what about you?’ 

   

‘What about me?’ 

   

‘Are you going with me to Cambridge aren’t you? 

   

‘You don’t think I’d let you go there on your own do you?’ 

   

‘But what are you going to do - when I am having my… my massage. You can’t 

hang around in the street all night.’ 

   

‘Of course I won’t. I’m going to try and infiltrate the place as well. Then we’d 

have a …sort of… two pronged attack.’ 

   

‘You? Infiltrate? How?’ 

   

‘Very simple, Perry. After you have succeeded in getting in the place as a 

customer, I’ll follow a few minutes later and see if I can get a job as a massage 

girl!’ 



CHAPTER TWO 

  

   

‘I don’t care what you say, there’s no way I’m going to let you get a job in any 

massage parlour!’ 

   

‘Perry, calm down. I told you, it may be the only way that we can find out what 

happened at Jin’s house on the day of the killings.’ 

   

‘But…but, it’s just not right. It’s too… degrading!’ 

   

‘Keep your eyes on the road and stop worrying. The turning to Cambridge is 

coming up soon.’ 

   

It was seven in the evening and they were hurtling along East Anglia’s M11 

motorway in Perry’s Capri. Ever since Sunny had announced her plan to try and 

sign on as a massage girl, Perry had been beside himself with consternation, and he 

hadn’t let up in his efforts to talk Sunny out of her preposterous idea. 

   

‘Sunny, I’m sure you’ll never get a job there, so you might as well not bother,’  

   

‘How on earth can you say that?’ 

   

‘Well… you don’t look like a massage girl.’ 

   

‘And I suppose you know what a massage girl looks like, do you?’ 

   

‘N…no … but I’m sure they don’t look anything like you!’  

   

‘Perry, you don’t know what you’re talking about. Now, turn left, this the 

Cambridge road.’ 

   

Perry manoeuvred his car off the motorway and along the A603 towards 

Cambridge city centre. 

   

‘We turn left onto Queens Road, and then go straight ahead, in a sort of northerly 

direction for a couple of miles or so,’ instructed Sunny, studying the road map on 

her lap. 

   

After navigating their way through a maze of suburban streets, Perry noticed that 

most of the houses they were now passing appeared to be more and more down-

market. Many of the front gardens were overgrown with weeds, and there seemed 

to be an abundance of what appeared to be abandoned car wrecks, all of which 

signified the fact that they had entered a distinctly run-down neighbourhood. Sunny 

told Perry to slow down as he turned the car into Ogden Street. 

   



‘Now, it’s somewhere in this street,’ said Sunny. ‘Look Perry, there’s a parade of 

shops up ahead on the left, it might be there.’ 

   

Perry slowed the car to a crawl, as Sunny scoured the ramshackle shop fronts for 

some sign of their destination. 

   

‘No, no nothing here – wait a minute! Stop!’ shouted Sunny, suddenly. 

   

‘What is it?’ 

   

‘There, at the end of the parade – you see that dirty brown door? There’s a small 

sign above it. I can’t read it properly, but it must be the place.’ 

   

‘Why? How do you know?’ 

   

‘Because, my dear Perry,’ she said with relief, ‘I can see some Thai writing on 

it.’ 

   

Sure enough, as Perry brought the Capri to a halt, he could make out the 

distinctive, Sanskrit- style Thai script at the top of the door.     

   

Sunny opened the window and put her head out to see more clearly. 

   

‘That’s it all right. ‘It says “Sabai Dee Sauna”, In English and Thai. 

   

‘What does that mean - Sabai Dee?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘It means, “Feel very good”,’ she replied. 

   

‘That’s an appropriate name for a massage parlour.’ 

   

‘Yes, it is, isn’t it? Come on Perry, let’s get down to business. You go first.’ 

   

‘What…what do you want me to do?’ asked Perry nervously. 

  

‘Knock on the door, or ring the bell, if there is one, and ask for a massage, and 

see if they let you in.’ 

  

‘And what about you? What are you going to do?’ Perry asked anxiously. 

  

‘I’ll wait here for about ten minutes, and then I’ll go over there and see if I can 

get a job.’ 

  

‘But surely that’s very risky?’ 

  

‘What do you mean?’ 

  



‘Well, suppose they agree to take you on?’ 

  

‘A minute ago, you told me there was no chance of that.’ 

  

‘I know, but suppose I’m wrong, and they do hire you. What are you going to 

do?’ 

  

‘I’ll start working there of course.’ 

  

‘What as…? A massage girl? But you can’t!’ 

  

‘Why not?’ 

  

‘You know why as well as I do. You will be expected to have sex with the 

customers!’ 

  

‘And what about you, Perry? You’ll be a customer – and you’re not going to 

have sex?’ 

  

‘No, I’m not! Like you said back in Fawnhope. I’ll find some excuse - use my 

initiative.’ 

  

‘And you don’t think that I can use my initiative then?’    

  

‘Of course you can… but you may be forced into a situation….’ 

  

‘Perry, stop worrying. I can take care of myself.’ 

  

‘Well… if you insist. But if they let you in, and you have any problems – just 

shout. I’ll be in there somewhere, and I’ll…’ 

  

‘Rescue me? Oh Perry you are so gallant,’ said Sunny with a broad smile. 

  

‘Sunny, stop joking. This is serious business.’ 

  

‘I know. Now, off you go.’ 

 

‘All right, but please take care.’ 

  

‘I will, I promise.’ With some trepidation, Perry climbed out of his car. 

  

‘ Perry!’ Sunny called after him. 

  

‘Yes,’ 

  

‘Here, take this,’ she said, as she handed him a roll of bank notes. 

 



‘But, Sunny…’ 

  

‘Just take it, and go. You will need plenty of money if they let you in.’  

  

After some hesitation, he put the notes in his pocket and walked slowly towards 

the end of the shabby looking shopping arcade. As he approached the brown 

doorway, he could clearly see the small sign in Thai and English. Below the sign 

was a dirty white bell push, with a small metal speaker mounted to one side. He 

spotted an ink-smudged, hand written notice, which said, “Sabai Dee customers – 

push for service”.   

  

‘Oh well, here we go,’ he thought, as he pushed the bell. He couldn’t hear any 

ringing or buzzing from within and there was no acknowledgement through the 

rusty speaker. ‘Good, they must be closed.’  

  

He started to walk back to the car, when Sunny called from the car window.  

  

‘What’s the matter, Perry?’ 

  

‘There’s no answer. They must be closed.’ 

  

‘At seven thirty on a Friday night? That’s impossible. How many times did you 

ring?’ 

  

‘Er…only once.’ 

  

‘Perry, don’t be silly. Go on ring again. There must be someone there.’ 

  

Perry returned to the door and gave the bell two more long pushes. There was 

still no sound from inside.  

  

‘There,’ he said to himself, ‘Not a whisper. This place is closed.’ 

  

He was about to shout as much to Sunny when he was startled by a loud crackle 

from the speaker, followed by a shrill female voice shouting, ‘Yeah? Oo’s there? 

Whatcher want?’ 

  

Perry, feeling completely flustered, rushed over to the speaker, and shouted into 

what he assumed was the microphone, ‘It’s me!’ 

  

He waited, and for a few seconds there was silence. Then, another loud crackle, 

followed by, ‘Oo’s there? Oo’s there?’ 

  

‘It’s me! It’s me!’ Perry replied stupidly. 

  

Another silence, and then, ‘Your name, your name!’ 

  



‘Oh, my name… my name is Perr…no… my name is Jeff…Jeffrey… 

er…Jones.’ 

  

Yet another long silence and then, ‘Whatcher want?’ 

  

‘This is getting silly,’ Perry thought, as he shouted slowly and distinctly ‘I – 

want - to - have - mass-age.’ 

  

Perry waited for a full half minute, and had almost decided that nothing was 

going to happen, when there was an unintelligible squawk from the speaker, 

followed by a loud buzzing from behind the door. 

  

‘My God,’ he thought, ‘They’re letting me in.’  

  

He pushed the door, and it opened into a very dark, dank hallway. There was a 

discernible aroma of pungent, stale food, which caused him to catch his breath. 

Immediately in front of him was a steep, wooden staircase, and as he looked 

around, trying to adjust his eyes to the impenetrable gloom, a shaft of light 

appeared at the top of the staircase as a door opened. 

  

‘You! Come up!’ a female voice shouted in broken English. 

  

He made his way slowly up the rickety staircase, and entered a large room on the 

first floor. He could see that the room was situated over the shops, and as he 

entered, he almost fell over an old metal desk, which was placed just inside the 

door. Seated behind the desk was a large, Caucasian woman whose heavily made-

up face couldn’t disguise the fact that she was well past her youth. She was very 

plump and her voluminous breasts left little to the imagination as they almost fell 

out of her ridiculously tight, opaque top. There, in front of him, was the very 

epitome of all the “tarts” he had ever read about.  

  

The woman put down the tabloid newspaper she had been reading and stared at 

him. He was totally disconcerted and tried to avoid her accusing gaze by looking 

downwards; but the sight of her enormous cellulite thighs, further disfigured by 

ugly varicose veins hastily obliged him to turn his eyes elsewhere. He looked 

around him with what he hoped was a nonchalant air, and noticed that at the far end 
of the room, there was a long wooden bench, upon which were seated three slender 

Asian girls. They were dressed in plain T-shirts with short, dark skirts. They wore 

no footwear and their thin bare legs were tucked crossed legged in front of them. 

Their complexions were very dark – much darker than Sunny’s.  

  

‘They look like Thais, all right,’ he thought. ‘Very much like the girls we saw up 

in the Northeast. But they look so young!’ he thought with concern. 

   

‘An’ what can I do for yer this evening?’ asked the woman at the desk, in a 

broad cockney accent. 

   



‘Oh ...er…I’ve come for a massage,’ stammered Perry, ever more embarrassed. 

   

‘It’s a bit early – we’ve only got three girls on at the moment,’ the woman 

snapped, waving in the direction of the girls seated on the bench. 

   

‘Oh, one of those will…er… do fine…I’m…I’m sure.’ 

   

‘’Ave you been ‘ere before?’ the woman demanded. 

   

‘No…er… no this is my first time here.’ 

   

‘So ‘who told yer about Sabai Dee?’ 

   

‘Who told me?’ 

   

‘You heard me. We ‘as to be very careful about who we let in. ‘Who told you 

about us?’ 

   

Perry though quickly. ‘Er…I have some Thai friends, near Ousby, where I live. 

They told me about it.’ 

   

‘Hmm, Don’t sound very convincing to me. No, I think you’d better leave.’ 

   

‘What? No! You can’t do that. Please let me have a massage – I won’t make any 

trouble, I promise.’ 

   

The woman continued staring at Perry for quite a while. ‘Well, I dunno, you look 

as scared as a rabbit, an’ no mistake. One thing’s for certain – you ‘aint no cop. An’ 

you ‘aint no private dick, eever. I can’t quite make yer out, but I must admit, yer do 

looks like a punter all right – a bloody shy one at that. OK then mister, you can stay 

– that’s if yer got the ready.’ 

   

‘Ready? I don’t understand.’ 

   

‘Money.’ 

   

‘Money? Yes, of course. How much is it?’ asked Perry as he pulled out the roll 

that Sunny had given him from his jacket pocket. 

   

‘Half hour massage is thirty quid.’ 

   

‘That’s a bit steep isn’t it – for half an hour?’ 

‘Old yer ‘orses! I ain’t finished yet. Thirty quid is the basic. Then there’s another 

thirty for the ‘special services’. 

   

‘Special services? What are they?’ asked Perry naively. 

   



‘Cor - blimey, we got a right one ‘ere, an’ no mistake. Special services!’ she 

shouted, ‘body massage, and hand massage.’ 

   

‘Oh cripes, I don’t want any of them! I just want an ordinary massage.’ 

   

‘In that case mister, you’d better eff off, ‘adn’t yer? Coz that’s all we do ‘ere.’ 

snarled the woman in a nasty tone. 

   

‘I…don’ understand.’ 

   

‘No, I don’ suppose yer do,’ her voice laced with sarcasm. ‘Come on then 

mister– stop wasting my time. You know how it works. If yer want to go wiv one 

of my girls it’ll cost yer sixty quid. None of that thirty nicker for a straight massage 

and then yer makes your own deal wiv the girl. We weren’t born yesterday.’ 

   

‘Yes, I see,’ said Perry slowly, as he started to comprehend the intricacies of the 

massage vice trade. 

   

‘It’s sixty quid, or out the door.’ The woman barked at him. 

   

Perry quickly counted out the requested money from Sunny’s bankroll. 

   

‘Good. Ain’t so dumb after all, are yer? Now pick which one you want,’ rasped 

the woman, pointing in the direction of the three young girls. 

   

Perry looked over to three girls sitting on the bench. He thought, ‘They all look 

very thin and much too young to be in a place like this,’  

   

‘I… I don’t know – anyone will do, I suppose,’ he said to the woman. 

   

‘Please yerself. April!’ she shouted, ‘Got a customer for you!’ 

   

‘April? That’s a funny name for a Thai girl?’ 

   

‘We can’t pronounce their funny Thai names, so we give ‘em new names. Then 

the punters can remember them when they come back. This one came from 

Thailand in April – so ‘Bob’s yer Uncle – that’s ‘er name,’ the woman explained. 

   

As the woman finished her explanation, the girl who had been seated at the right 

end of the bench, walked over to the desk to collect a key and then signalled for 

Perry to follow her through a door at the far end of the room.  

   

Perry stood still, transfixed with fear over what he was about to do. This was it – 

the culmination of their plan. Now he had to go into a room with that young and 

extremely under-nourished looking girl. He stared at her, not at all sure that he 

could go through with it. She was pretty enough, in an oriental sort of way. He 



looked at her cute oval face, and it seemed that her dark brown eyes were pleading 

with him to go with her.  

   

‘Go on mister,’ shouted the woman. ‘Or don’t you like the looks of ‘er? You 

want to change? That other one is very pretty,’ she said pointing to one of the two 

remaining girls. ‘She’s called May.’ 

   

‘Very original,’ said Perry, shaking himself out of his trance. ‘No, no, 

she…April is fine thank you.’ 

   

‘Well go on then!’ then woman urged. The clock’s already ticking.’ 

   

Perry reluctantly walked through the door and found April unlocking a room to 

the left side of a narrow passage. 

   

‘You go in here!’ the girl said in broken English. 

   

The room was only about eight feet square, with just enough room for a narrow 

bed and a single wooden chair on the side. 

   

‘What do I do now?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘Please, you give me money,’ said the girl. 

   

‘Money? But I’ve already paid sixty pounds!’ Perry responded in a startled 

voice. 

   

‘Please mister I must have money.’ 

   

‘But why? I don’t understand!’ 

   

‘You and me – we do boom-boom – you pay me for boom-boom.’ 

   

‘But…but I don’t want to do boom-boom!’ 

   

‘You not want Boom-boom?’ asked the girl, crestfallen. 

   

‘No! No boom-boom,’ assured Perry. 

   

‘Why mister?’ asked the girl who seemed to be on the point of tears. ‘Me not 

pretty?’ 

   

‘Why yes, of course, you’re very pretty.’ 

   

‘Mister if you no do boom-boom, Ap’il in plenty big trouble.’ 

   

‘Trouble? I don’t understand.’ 



   

‘If customer no want boom-boom, Thai man will beat me. 

   

‘But this is silly. Who’s to know? It’s just between you and me.’ 

   

‘Mister, you no un’erstand. I must do boom-boom – you pay me, an’ I give 

money to Thai man. If I no give money to Thai man, he beat me.’ 

   

‘But this is preposterous!’ shouted Perry. 

   

The girl gazed abjectly into Perry’s eyes and started to cry softly. 

   

‘Oh my God – no – stop that. Look, don’t worry – no one’s going to beat you. 

How much is it? How much for a boom-boom?’  

   

The girl suddenly smiled, and held up three fingers. 

   

‘Three Pounds? No that can’t be right. You don’t mean thirty pounds do you?’ 

  

Somehow, the girl seemed to understand and nodded vigorously. 

   

‘I don’t believe this place – I’ve already paid sixty quid – and now you want 

another thirty quid. This is a rip off!’ he shouted. 

   

The girl looked at his angry face, and the tears started to roll once again. 

   

‘Look, stop crying. I wasn’t shouting at you,’ he tried to reassure her, as he 

extracted three more ten pound notes from Sunny’s bankroll. ‘Here, thirty pounds – 

take it.’ 

   

The girl quickly seized the notes and secreted them under her skirt. 

  

‘Mister – you take off clothes.’ 

   

‘But – I don’t want….’ 

   

‘Please mister, I no want trouble,’ she pleaded, with her eyes starting to well up 

yet again. 

   

‘Oh, this is impossible!’ said Perry as he sat on the corner of the bed and started 

to take his shirt and jacket off. The girl took them from him and folded them neatly 

on the back of the chair. 

   

He then took off his trousers and handed them to her. He was now down to his 

socks and underpants. 

  

The girl pointed to his jockey shorts. ‘You take off.’ 



  

‘No! Never! That’s where I’m drawing the line!’ 

  

‘No boom-boom?’ she asked once again on the verge of tears. 

  

‘My goodness, not again,’ he thought. ‘What on earth am I going to do? I’ll 

never be able to infiltrate this place if I don’t try to go along with all this. And what 

will Sunny say? I’ve already spent ninety quid of her dosh – and so far nothing to 

show for it. She’ll murder me.’ 

  

Then an idea occurred to him. ‘No! Just give me a massage – after all, that’s 

what I paid for!’ 

  

‘Mister – I no un’erstand.’ 

  

‘Massage! Massage! You know – like this!’ he said in desperation as he went 

over to the girl and lightly kneaded her back with his hands.’ 

  

‘Yes, I un’erstand.’ The girl said eagerly. ‘Mister, you lie down.’ 

  

Perry did what he was told, and the girl immediately started to take off her 

clothes. 

  

‘No! No! Stop that!’ 

  

‘No take-off clothes?’ the girl asked. 

  

‘No! You no takey offy! Pleasy!’ Perry replied desperately, in mock broken 

English. ‘You rubby rubby me. You - rubby rubby – back – me!’ 

  

April looked at Perry for a few seconds, totally mystified. Then she seemed to 

resign herself to the strangest customer she had ever met, and climbed next to him 

onto the bed, fully clothed and proceeded to expertly massage his back. Perry 

relaxed. At long last he seemed to have satisfied April’s need to perform a service 

for him, and he lay there and submitted his body to some painful stretching and 

pulling. After about twenty minutes, just as he was thinking that he couldn’t stand 

much more, April took his hands and pulled him up into a sitting position.  

  

‘You go now, she said, as she handed him his shirt.’ 

  

‘What? Oh yes…er...thank you. It was very good,’ he said, as he wearily 

dressed. 

  

‘April, she do good?’ the girl asked. 

  

‘Yes, yes, very good,’ he replied reassuringly. 

  



‘You pay me tip,’ the girl asked with a smile. 

  

‘A tip? I’ve already given you thirty quid!’ 

  

‘No – this money for Thai Man,’ she said as she touched her midriff where she 

had tucked the notes. ‘I give to Bun.’ 

  

‘Bun? Who’s Bun?’ 

  

‘Bun, he Thai man. Bun be my boss.’ 

  

‘So how much do I have to give you?’ asked Perry in a daze. 

  

‘Mister, up to you.’ 

  

‘Thank God for that. Well April, I suppose you deserve something for your 

efforts. Here’s a tip,’ he said as he handed her ten pounds. 

To his relief, April seemed genuinely pleased with the money, and gave Perry a 

broad smile as she tucked the note into the top of her bra. 

  

‘Mister – what your name?’ 

  

‘My name? It’s…er… Jeffrey Jones.’ 

  

‘What that mister?’ she asked again. 

  

‘Um… just call me “JJ”’ 

  

‘JJ, she repeated. 

  

‘Yes that’s right. And you April?’ he asked, pointing at her. 

  

‘Yes mister, me Ap’il. 

  

‘And where do you come from April?’ asked Perry, feeling very pleased with 

himself that he had struck up a conversation. He might even find out some useful 

information. 

  

‘Come from? Sorry, mister, I no un’erstand.’ 

  

‘You know – where is your home? You come from Thailand?’ 

  

The girl suddenly smiled. ‘Thailand? Yes mister, me come from Thailand.’ 

  

‘But where in Thailand? Bangkok? Hat Yai? Chiang Mai?’ he asked with 

increasing exasperation. 

  



She smiled again. ‘I un’erstand. Mister – me come from Khon Kaen.’ 

  

‘Good, very good,’ said a jubilant Perry. ‘Now we’re getting somewhere. So you 

come from Khon Kaen?’ 

  

The girl nodded vigorously. 

  

‘Where in Khon Kaen?’ 

  

‘What mister?’ 

  

‘You know – what is the name of your village?’ 

  

‘Mister, I no un’erstand. Ap’il come from Khon Kaen.’ 

  

Perry realised that with her limited English, he had reached the end of the 

information that he was likely to extract from the poor girl, and with a resigned 

smile he said, ‘Yes, I know, thank you so much.’ 

  

As soon as he had put his shoes back on, April opened the door and said to him, 

‘Mister, you come back again?’ 

  

‘Come back? Yes, I certainly will.’ 

  

April led Perry along the short passage back into the room, which he had first 

entered half an hour ago. It was clearly the main reception area and there were a 

few more girls sitting on the bench, and a couple of elderly Englishmen were 

standing next to it, trying to engage them in conversation. Seated at the battered 

desk was a stocky, very muscular looking Thai man, who was poring through some 

papers, and arguing with the repulsive cockney woman. The two of them looked up 

as April led him to the outer door, and the colour drained from Perry’s cheeks as 

the man put his hand across the door exit to prevent Perry from leaving. 

  

‘Everything all right ducks?’ asked the tart. ‘Did April ‘ere meet your 

satisfactions?’ 

  

‘What? Oh yes, she was fine. Very good thank you.’ 

  

‘She give you a good boom-boom?’ 

  

‘Oh yes, very good indeed.’ 

  

‘I’s please to ‘ear it. Otherwise Mr Bun ‘ere will sort ‘er out.’ 

  

‘Oh no, don’t do that! She was very, very good, I promise.’  

  



 The Thai man, who Perry now realised was the terrible Bun, gave Perry a half 

smile as April opened the door and he was allowed to step out onto the landing. He 

just managed to glimpse April handing over some money to Bun as the door was 

slammed shut behind him, and he was obliged to feel his way down the stairs to the 

front door in almost total darkness. 

  

As he emerged into the bright summer evening, he decided, with some relief, 

that the visit had been a success. After all, he had been accepted as a customer, 

albeit as a bit of an odd ball, and he had met the pimp, a frightening, stocky Thai 

guy called Bun. 

  

‘Not bad for my first attempt at being a private eye,’ he congratulated himself, as 

he strolled back to his car. 

  

With all the excitement of the past hour, Perry had completely forgotten about 

Sunny. ‘Where is she?’ he suddenly wondered. ‘I wonder if she persuaded them to 

give her a job? I didn’t see her in the room.’  

  

A quick glimpse told him that she wasn’t in the car. ‘My God, maybe she’s still 

in that place, but I certainly didn’t see or hear any sign of her. I hope she hasn’t 

been forced to work. Surely she hasn’t been having a boom-boom with some fat, 

greasy old man?’ he thought, horror- struck. 

  

Perry climbed into the Capri and didn’t know what to do. Should he go back to 

Sabai Dee and try to rescue her? But he didn’t even know if she was in there. 

Maybe he could ring the bell again and ask if she was there, or if she had been 

there. But that could ruin their whole plan, and expose his undercover role. He 

decided that he had better just sit and wait for a while. 

  

It was another thirty anxious minutes before a welcome tap at the car window, 

announced Sunny’s return. 

  

‘Perry, unlock the door!’ shouted Sunny. 

  

‘Thank God you’re all right,’ said Perry as he opened the door. 

  

‘Of course I’m all right. Why shouldn’t I be?’ 

  

‘I thought you might be inside that sordid massage place.’ 

  

‘And?’ 

  

  

‘And…well…They might have forced you to do a boom-boom with a customer. 

   

‘They might have forced me to do what?’ asked an incredulous Sunny. 

   



‘You know… “b…b…boom-boom,” stammered Perry. 

   

‘Perry, what are you talking about?’ 

   

‘Sunny, have you been up there?’ Perry asked, pointing to the front door of the 

massage parlour. 

   

‘Yes, I tried, but they wouldn’t let me in,’ she said ruefully. They said that they 

didn’t need any more staff. Now tell me what happened to you? Did you find out 

anything? And what’s all this about boom-boom? Who is boom-boom?’ 

   

Perry, ignoring her question asked, ‘Sunny, where have you been?’ 

   

‘I went for a walk. I got tired of sitting in this car waiting for you to finish your 

nefarious activities. Now tell me – who is boom-boom? 

   

‘Boom-boom isn’t a person. It’s a – you know – Jiggy-Jig’ 

   

‘Jiggy -Jig?’ 

   

‘Oh Sunny!’ shouted Perry, out of exasperation and embarrassment. You know 

what the girls get up to in these places.’ 

   

‘You mean Sex? Having sex with the customers?’ 

   

‘Yes – exactly!’ 

   

‘Then why don’t you say so? Really Perry, sometimes you English are just too 

much. Why don’t you say what you mean? So you thought that if I managed to get 

hired, I would start having sex with the customers, did you?’ 

   

‘No, of course not – but they might have forced you into it.’ 

   

‘Well you can stop worrying on that score, as I couldn’t even get inside. Now, 

what happened to you? At least you managed to get in.’ 

   

‘Yes I did,’ replied Perry, suddenly feeling pleased with himself, ‘and I’m sure 

they believed that I was a bona fide customer.’  

   

‘Congratulations! So in that case you must have had a - what did you call it - a 

boom-boom?’ 

   

‘No, I didn’t have a boom-boom – I mean sex. I managed to avoid that particular 

activity.’ 

   

‘Really? You didn’t have sex with a girl and you still think they believe that you 

are a genuine customer?’ 



   

‘Yes, I think so. It was quite simple really. You see, I paid the girl to have sex, 

which is all they really care about. But I just told the girl - April was her name - I 

just told April to give me a massage.’ 

   

‘And no sex?’ asked Sunny with a quizzical smile. 

   

‘No sex.’ 

   

‘And you think that they weren’t suspicious.’ 

   

‘I’m sure they weren’t. The only person who knows that I didn’t have sex was 

April, and as I gave her a good tip, I feel sure she’ll keep it to herself.’ 

   

‘Don’t be too sure about that. Well, come on, give me all the details?’ 

   

‘There’s not much to say really. As you told me before, I’m going to have to go 

back several times before I can really start to find out anything useful.’ 

   

‘That’s assuming that they let you in again, after your dubious decision to pay 

for sex and not indulging. So how many people were in there? Were the girls from 

Khon Kaen?’ 

   

‘Um – I think so. April was, because she told me, but I didn’t ask the others. 

They were very dark skinned, and they looked like the girls we met up in the north 

east.’ 

   

‘Well that’s something. How many girls did you see?’ 

   

‘When I went in, there were only three girls there, but on my way out I noticed a 

few more – maybe another two or three. There was a dreadful looking cockney 

woman in charge when I arrived. She looked like an old tart – probably an ex-

prostitute, too old to be on the game anymore.’ 

   

‘Never mind her. Tell me about the girl? You said her name was April? That’s 

not a Thai name.’ 

   

‘I know. That’s just the name they used for her – because she arrived in the 

month of April – stupid isn’t it. She looked very young and quite frightened. I had 

to pay her for sex otherwise she said she would be in trouble with her boss.’ 

   

‘Who’s her boss? The old tart?’ 

   

‘No, not her. A very fierce looking Thai man called Bun.’ 

   

‘Bun? That must be short for something. Did you see him?’ 

   



‘Yes, I did. He was sitting at a desk having an argument with the tart when I was 

leaving. For a moment I thought he was going to stop me leaving, but the tart only 

wanted to know if everything was all right. The man – Bun – actually smiled at me. 

He looked very frightening and evil, Sunny. I wouldn’t like to meet him on a dark 

night. He’s definitely the pimp - I even saw April give him some money as they 

shut the door behind me.’ 

   

‘Well done Perry. I think you have done very well. Now how much did your 

little exploit cost?’ 

   

‘I was hoping you weren’t going to ask that,’ said Perry, as he started to blush. 

   

‘Well how much then?’ 

   

‘It was very expensive, Sunny.  

   

‘Don’t worry about it Perry – just tell me.’ 

   

‘Well the basic massage was thirty quid.’ 

   

‘That’s cheap!’ 

   

‘And the special services were another thirty pounds.’ 

   

‘Sixty pounds – is that it?’ 

   

‘Er…no…I had to pay another thirty to April for a boom-boom.’ 

   

‘So – ninety pounds?’ 

   

‘Not quite. I had to tip the girl.’ 

   

‘Yes...I’m waiting.’ 

   

‘Ten pounds,’ Perry whispered. 

   

‘Oh Perry!’ Sunny exclaimed, reprovingly. 

   

‘Well if I hadn’t tipped her she would have started crying again. I think that the 

tip was the only money she was allowed to keep.’ 

   

‘And you only gave her ten pounds?’ asked Sunny. 

   

‘Why? Surely you don’t think I should have given her more?’ 

   

‘I doubt that you were one of her more generous customers. So - one hundred 

pounds – that’s everything?’ 



   

‘Yes – I think so,’ Perry replied with growing relief that Sunny didn’t appear to 

be angry at him for spending too much of her money. ‘Was it was too much?’ 

   

‘I don’t know Perry, but I doubt it. We’re getting involved in an illegal, dirty 

business, and I would imagine most of their customers have plenty of cash to throw 

around. Well, done Perry, I think you’ve done well.’ 

   

‘Thank you – do you really think so?’ 

   

‘Yes I do. As I didn’t have any success, we’re going to have to rely on you to 

infiltrate the gang. You must build on this so I think you should go back again 

soon, and start to develop your customer profile, so to speak.’ 

   

‘Ok then, but it’s a bit of an expensive operation isn’t it?’ 

   

‘Don’t worry about that. I can afford it, and if we can get a lead on the murders, 

it will be money well spent. When are you free to go again?’ 

   

‘I’m free any time. How about next week?’ 

   

‘No Perry, that’s too long. How about the day after tomorrow?’ she asked with 

enthusiasm. 

   

‘My God, so soon? Do you really think so?’ 

   

She smiled. ‘Yes, I do.’  

  

‘But what if they’ve sussed me? What happens if April tells them that I didn’t 

have sex with her?’ 

   

Sunny’s smile slowly evaporated and she sat in deep contemplation for a while.  

‘Perry, I think we must face up to the fact that in all likelihood, she did tell them 

what happened.’ 

   

‘But why would she do that? She was paid, wasn’t she?’ 

   

‘Yes, but she is under the control of this pimp – Bun. I doubt if she can keep any 

secrets from him.’ 

  

‘In that case won’t they be suspicious if I keep coming back? After all, even if 

I’ve got loads of money, I’m hardly likely to pay a hundred quid for just a half hour 

massage, am I?’ 

  

‘No Perry you’re not,’ Sunny replied after a long silence. ‘You’re right, maybe 

we should give up. It’s too dangerous.’ 

  



‘We can’t give up, Sunny. It’s all we’ve got to go on, and I think I made real 

progress in there today. It would be such a waste if I didn’t go back. After all, what 

could they do to me? This is England isn’t it? This is a civilised country. We’re not 

in Khon Kaen now you know. The worst that could happen is that they won’t let 

me in.’ 

  

‘Perry, Are you sure?’ 

  

‘Of course I’m sure. I’d do anything for you – you know I would.’ 

  

‘Yes, I know. But I’ve already put you in enough danger. I wasn’t thinking 

straight a few minutes ago. Now I’ve thought it through properly and I can’t allow 

it.’ 

  

‘Sunny, it’s not your decision any more. I know where the place is, so I can 

come back any time by myself - but I’d much rather you came with me,’ he added 

with a smile. 

  

‘Perry, are you really, really sure? 

  

‘Yes, Sunny. I’m really, really sure.’ 

  

‘What if I stop you?’ 

  

‘But just who are you going to stop? 

  

‘You – Perry.’ 

  

‘But my name isn’t Perry anymore,’ he said with a cheeky smile. 

  

‘Oh, What do you mean?’ 

  

‘I told you – I’m not Perry anymore.’ 

  

‘Then who do I have the pleasure of addressing?’ 

  

‘I’ll only tell you if you promise that you won’t try to stop me coming back 

here.’ 

  

‘I promise. 

  

‘From now on Sunny, I’m - JJ.’ 

  

‘JJ?’ 

  

‘Yes.  JJ - super sleuth.’  



CHAPTER THREE 

  
  

‘Perry, are you all right? You look so white!’ asked Sunny with a concerned look 

at her face. 

   

‘White? Are you sure? Well – I suppose it’s better than going my usual shade of 

red isn’t it?’ replied Perry, with a weak attempt at a grin. ‘Let’s get out of here and 

I’ll tell you what happened.’ 

   

It was two days later, and they were parked outside the Sabai Dee Sauna. This 

time, they had decided to come in Sunny’s car so that Perry’s Capri wouldn’t 

become too conspicuous.  As Sunny pulled out of her parking spot and drove back 

through the suburban streets, Perry started to relax. 

   

‘Are you sure you’re all right?’ asked Sunny anxiously. 

   

‘Yes, I’m fine thank you. I just had a bit of a shock - that’s all.’ 

   

‘Tell me about it, Perry.’ 

   

‘Well, it was quite an adventure really. I got in OK, in spite of our concerns that 

they might be a bit suspicious. That horrible old tart was there again – looked like 

she was wearing the same clothes as last time – probably hadn’t even taken them 

off for two days. She smelt like it too.’ 

   

‘Never mind about her, what happened? Did you see April again?’ 

   

‘No, that was the first problem. I asked for her, but the tart told me she was busy. 

I said I’d wait for April, but she wouldn’t have it. She said that if I wanted a girl, I 

would have to have someone else.’ 

 

  ‘Why?’ 

   

‘I don’t know. She just said that April wasn’t free. Anyhow, I had to make a 

quick decision - whether to chance it with someone else, or come back when April 

was available.’ 

   

‘And?’ 

   

‘Well I asked her when April would be free, but she wouldn’t give me a straight 

answer, so I decided to ride my luck. The new girl was called “Honey”. That’s 

original isn’t it? Rhymes with Sunny,’ he added with a smile. 

   

‘Never mind that. This Honey, what was she like? Was she from Khon Kaen?’ 

   



‘She told me she was, although she was quite a bit different to April. For starters, 

she had more meat on her, and she looked a lot older. Her English was better as 

well.’ 

   

‘So did you have a boom-boom?’ asked Sunny seriously. 

   

Perry looked across at Sunny to see whether he was being teased, but there was 

no trace of a smile. ‘No, Sunny – I did not have a boom-boom! When we got inside 

the room, I told her straight away that I only wanted a massage, but was happy to 

pay her the thirty quid. I let her believe that money meant nothing to me.’ 

   

‘That was very extravagant of you.’ 

   

‘Well, you said that money was no object, didn’t you?’ 

   

‘Yes, Perry, I did. Go on then. No tears either, I assume?’ 

   

‘On the contrary – she seemed to be a very happy-go-lucky type. She kept 

smiling and giggling. Especially when I told her to keep her clothes on and just 

give me a massage. She thought it was hilarious. And while she was massaging me, 

she asked me why I didn’t want to have a boom-boom with her.’ 

   

‘And what did you say?’ 

   

‘I told her that I had a medical problem – that... I couldn’t...get it up…that I 

couldn’t do it?’ 

   

‘She understood you?’ 

   

‘Not at first, but when the penny finally dropped, she almost fell off the bed 

laughing. She thought it was a great hoot, and insisted that I asked for her next time 

I came there.’ 

   

‘So why the white face then? Who gave you such a shock?’ 

   

‘That man – Bun. When we came out he was waiting by the desk. Just like last 

time. But instead of letting me leave, he insisted that I went with him to a private 

room at the back. I was quite scared, I can tell you, but I wasn’t about to refuse. 

There was another Thai man there, sitting on a stool next to Bun. I think he must 

work for Bun, as Bun said something to him in Thai, and he went scampering out of 

the door, presumably on some errand. Anyway I decided that I’d better go with 

Bun, and he took me back down the narrow passage to a tiny sitting room.’ 

   

‘So, this Bun, he speaks good English?’ 

   

‘It isn’t too bad. His grammar is awful, like most Thais, present company 

excepted of course. But he could communicate quite well.’ 



   

‘So what did he want?’ 

   

‘He said that he liked to get to know his regular customers, and offered me a 

drink. But I declined - I told him I had another appointment.’ 

   

‘Perry,’ said Sunny softly. ‘The whole idea of you going undercover is to get to 

know these people. It’s not much help if you try to rush away the first time anyone 

wants to have a drink with you.’  

   

‘Yes, I know,’ he replied guiltily. ‘But it all happened so suddenly. I wasn’t sure 

what his intentions were. I mean… he said he wanted to get to know me… but how 

was I to know that he wasn’t going to harm me? I was shut away with him in this 

tiny little room. Anyway, he seemed friendly enough, and after I declined his offer 

of a drink, he asked if I could spare him five minutes. It was obvious that he wanted 

to talk to me.’ 

   

‘So, what did he say?’ 

  

‘He told me that he knew all about me not wanting to have sex with his girls.’ 

   

‘Oh my God! What did you say?’ 

   

‘I just sort of stammered and blustered – you know – in my usual manner, and 

the next thing I know, he is fiddling around in his pocket and produces small 

package that he insists on giving to me. 

   

‘What was it?’ 

   

‘Perry reddened. ‘It was a strip of Viagra pills!’ 

   

Sunny burst out laughing.  

   

‘It’s all very well for you to laugh. I didn’t know what to do. I tried to tell him 

that I didn’t need them – that I had a different sort of medical problem. But he kept 

staring at me – in a sort of threatening manner. I tried to give them back to him, but 

he wouldn’t take them. So I asked him how much, and then he started to smile 

again. He said that there was a special cheap price for me. 

   

‘How much Perry?’ 

   

‘Fifty pounds.’ 

   

‘Did you pay him?’ 

   

‘I didn’t have much choice – did I?’ 

   



‘No, it doesn’t sound as though you did. And then what?’ 

   

‘I said I had to go, so we went back out to the reception, and he shook my hand, 

and said that next time I go there, I’ll be able to do a proper boom-boom.’ 

   

‘Is that it?’ 

  

‘What do you mean?’ 

   

‘Is that why you looked in such a state when you got back to the car?’  

  

‘I suppose so. It was the whole thing - Bun inviting me into that scary room, and 

then to find out that he knew everything I had been up to with those girls – it was a 

bit unnerving. It wouldn't surprise me if he had cameras in that place, or maybe 

even one-way windows.’ 

   

‘It wouldn’t surprise me either,’ Sunny agreed. ‘All in all, it sounds like you did 

pretty well Perry.  

   

‘Do you think so? But hasn’t it sort of messed up our plans a bit?’ 

   

‘Why?’ 

   

‘Because next time, I’ll have no excuse not to do a boom-boom. I 

mean…er…have sex.’ 

   

‘Stop worrying about that. I’m sure you’ll think of something – you’re much 

more resourceful than you give yourself credit for. No, I think you’ve made good 

progress. You’ve broken the ice with the pimp, haven’t you? Now you must get to 

know him even better.’ 

   

‘Well, if you say so, but I think it’s getting a bit dangerous.’ 

   

‘Do you want to call it a day?’ 

   

‘No, of course not. When do you think I should go back again?’ 

   

‘Let’s leave it for a couple of days. How about next Tuesday?’ 

   

‘Next Tuesday it is then,’ said Perry, grimacing. 

  

* 

  

   

He was back at Sabai Dee for his third visit and he was feeling very pleased with 

himself. Not only had he successfully negotiated his way through another session in 

the massage parlour, but he had also emerged with his manhood still inviolate.  



On this occasion, before he had climbed the now familiar stairs, he had decided 

that he must convince Bun that Viagra wasn’t the solution to his problems. He 

didn’t have to wait long, as there was no sign of the tart, and Bun was sitting at the 

desk with a sly leer on his face.  

   

‘You take Viagra – have good boom-boom.’ Bun had said. 

   

‘I already tried it at home Bun, but it didn’t work.’ Perry replied. 

   

‘You try again, today,’ Bun insisted. 

   

‘No, no it doesn’t work. I tried it with my girlfriend – many times – it definitely 

doesn’t help. My problem is mental – in the mind,’ he said, pointing to his head. 

‘Look, it doesn’t matter – I just want my usual massage - but don’t worry, I’m 

happy to pay the full price.’ 

   

Bun shrugged his shoulders in cynical resignation and as there was still no sign 

of April, Bun ordered the exuberant Honey to escort Perry to the massage room. 

Perry started to relax, as he was pretty sure that Bun now accepted that he was 

impotent, and that Viagra wasn’t the miracle cure for his particular condition. 

  

He also had something else to be very pleased about. Bun had again invited him 

to the small room for a drink when he had finished his massage with Honey and 

Perry had once more declined, pleading a dentist appointment. He suspected that 

the pimp would try and sell him something else for his sexual dysfunction - no 

doubt at an exorbitant price - but conscious of the fact that he had to try and make 

friends, he suggested to Bun that they meet up for a drink the following day.  

  

On his way to the massage parlour that evening, he had noticed the Kings Arms, 

a large Victorian pub at the corner of Ogden Street. It was only a short walk from 

Sabai Dee, and he thought it was probably their local, if they had one.  

 

‘How about a lunch time drink in the Kings Arms – on me,’ Perry suggested. 

‘You can bring along some of the girls as well, if you like.’ 

  

Bun had looked at Perry, seemingly mystified. 

  

‘You know the Kings Arms?’ Perry asked 

  

‘Yeah, I know King Arm. It’s a pub.’ 

  

‘That’s right – a pub just down the road. How about it then?’ 

  

Judging from Bun’s perplexed reaction, Perry deduced that customers offering to 

buy drinks was not a regular occurrence in Bun’s sordid little world. The Thai 

continued to ruminate on the proposal for a few more seconds, before eventually 

replying.  



  

‘King Arm? Tomorrow? Yeah, OK mister. What time you be there?’ 

  

‘Um… er…how about twelve o’clock?’ 

  

‘Yeah, Ok, I see you there.’  

  

Perry was delighted, and when he later reported his ‘date’ to Sunny, she was also 

very pleased and told him that she was impressed with his progress. They had 

debated whether Sunny should accompany him to the pub, but decided that for his 

first social get together, it would be wise to go alone.  

  

‘Let’s take it one step at a time,’ Sunny suggested, ‘the sudden appearance of a 

strange Thai woman on the scene, might make them suspicious and scare them off. 

You go by yourself, and I’ll meet you later at Starbucks, in the town centre. I’ll be 

waiting for you from one o’clock – but take your time.’ 

  

* 

  

And now, after a sleepless night, Perry was ensconced in the Kings Arms. A 

quick look at his watch confirmed that it was well past twelve o’clock, but there 

was still no sign of Bun. He was starting to worry whether the man might have had 

second thoughts, when the saloon door opened, and in he came, accompanied by 

some familiar faces – no less than three Thai girls from Sabai Dee.   

  

‘My God, I’ve hit the jackpot,’ thought Perry. 

  

‘Hello Bun,’ Perry shouted, ‘Over here!’  

  

Perry had commandeered a large table by the side of the bar and the group 

walked over to join him.  

  

‘Hello everyone, sit down, sit down,’ said Perry, fully resolved to play the role of 

genial host to the best of his ability. 

  

In spite of the warm summer afternoon, Bun wore an expensive looking leather 

jacket, over a bright purple, long sleeved silk shirt, with matching, light mauve 

trousers. A pair of outlandish snake skin shoes rounded off his garish wardrobe. 

‘There must be plenty of money in the massage business,’ Perry thought, as he took 

in Bun’s expensive looking ensemble, and in particular, two chunky, solid gold 

chains, one adorning his neck and the other his right wrist. 

  

Bun’s entrance into this dowdy, suburban pub was certainly eye-catching, all the 

more so as the girls accompanying him were demurely dressed in simple, dark 

coloured T-shirts and loose denim jeans. ‘Well, this is my first social encounter 

with a pimp,’ Perry thought, ‘and I have to say that he is the very personification of 

what I would have expected such a person to look like.’  



  

He recognised April, who he hadn’t seen since his first visit to the parlour. Next 

to her was the ebullient Honey, and he thought the third girl was the one they called 

May. ‘What can I get you to drink?’ he asked, as they seated themselves at his 

table. 

  

‘I have same you,’ Bun replied, pointing to Perry’s pint of bitter. 

  

‘And the girls?’ 

  

‘They drink cola. Three colas!’ Bun barked - almost an order. 

  

Perry went to the bar, and his guests chatted amongst themselves in Thai. Perry 

was starting to regret the decision to meet them by himself. Without Sunny, he 

didn’t understand a word they were saying. 

  

‘Here you are,’ he said as he returned with a tray laden with drinks. ‘Cheers!’ 

  

‘Bun took a large gulp of his beer. ‘Chock Dee’ he said. 

  

‘What does that mean?’ 

  

‘Chock Dee – Good luck.’ Bun replied. ‘Mr Jeffrey – you live in Cambridge?’ 

  

‘No – no I live in Northamptonshire.’ 

  

‘You come long way?’ 

  

‘No, it’s not so far. It’s about forty minutes by car. What about you, Bun - where 

do you and the girls live?’ 

  

‘We live at Sabai Dee.’ 

  

‘You all actually live there? In the massage parlour?’ 

  

‘Yeah, we sleep at the back.’ 

  

‘God, it must be a bit crowded.’ 

  

Bun ignored the remark, as he took a long swig at his pint glass and emptied it. 

  

‘Another one?’ asked Perry. 

  

‘Yeah.’ He replied greedily 

  

Perry eagerly replaced Bun’s drink, thinking ‘If he keeps drinking at this pace, it 

won’t take long before he’s tipsy. This real ale is pretty strong stuff.’ 



  

‘There you go. So you like English beer, do you?’ 

  

‘Yeah, me like,’ Bun grunted, before turning to the girls and making a joke in 

Thai, which resulted in giggles all round. 

  

Honey translated. ‘Bun say, he like any drink that he get for free.’ 

  

Perry gave Bun an ironic smile, and continued to engage him in small talk. He 

tried to find out about Bun’s background and how long he had been living in 

England.  

  

After the fourth pint, it was obvious that Bun was starting to become quite drunk, 

and he was slurring his words. ‘Mishter Jeffrey, I been in England for one year,’ he 

said proudly.’ 

  

‘What did you do in Thailand? Before you came to England?’ Perry asked. 

 

‘Before you come to England?’ Bun repeated, as he struggled with the effects of 

the alcohol. 

  

‘Yes, were you in the same business - massage parlour business - in Thailand - 

before you came to England?’ 

  

‘Massage? Me? - In Thailand?  No – In Thailand, me be police.’ 

  

‘Police? You were a policeman?’ 

  

‘Yesh, thash right. Bun be police.’ 

  

‘That’s a bit of a change,’ Perry thought. ‘From being someone who is paid to 

uphold the law, to becoming a common pimp.’ But he kept these thoughts to 

himself as he pressed the drunken Bun for further information. 

  

‘What sort of policeman were you Bun? Where did you work?’ 

  

‘Bun looked at Perry with bleary eyes. ‘Beer! Give me another beer!’ he 

demanded. 

  

‘Of course,’ said Perry as he quickly replenished Bun’s glass. The three girls sat 

watching the pair in fascinated silence, sipping their soft drinks.   

  

‘Now where were we?’ asked Perry, keen to continue his questioning. ‘Where 

did you work when you were a policeman? 

  

‘Bun work in Khon Kaen.’ 

  



‘Really, what did you do? What sort of policemen were you? Were you a traffic 

cop?’ 

  

‘Me? – No!’ shouted Bun. ‘Me no traffic cop! Me police sergeant. Me have 

speshall job.’ 

   

‘This is going well,’ thought Perry. ‘Special job?’ he continued, what was that?’ 

   

‘Me Madju-Raj!’ he announced proudly. 

   

Perry paled, and his heart suddenly started racing. ‘M-m-m….Madju-Raj? I – I 

don’t understand,’ he stammered. 

   

‘No – you don’ un’erstan,’ agreed the drunken Thai. ‘Madju- Raj,’ he repeated 

with a grin. ‘I be Madju-Raj. It mean “messenger of death”. Bun be “messenger of 

death”, he repeated with an unpleasant laugh. 

   

‘I see, I see,’ said Perry, trying to keep calm. So you were a Madju-Raj – a 

messenger of death. So what exactly did you do?’ 

   

‘What exshactly did you do?’ repeated Bun. There was a long silence while Bun 

tried to work out the correct English inside his muddled head. ‘Me work for big 

police general. General give me secret book. Book have name of all drug dealer in 

Khon Kaen province. Me go shee them,’ he said in a series of jerky slurred 

statements. 

   

‘So you go to see them. Then what did you do?’ 

   

‘Drug dealer, he very bad man. Me, Madju-Raj – me kill him!’ 

   

 By this time Perry had clearly recalled the story of the Madju-Raj that the 

ancient woman in Sang Yun had told them about. The woman had told Sunny that 

the Madju-Raj used to travel around the villages dealing out summary punishment 

to small time drug dealers - but he still couldn’t hide his shock at actually meeting 

such a person face to face. 

  

‘My God!’ exclaimed Perry, involuntarily. ‘You went around killing drug 

dealers?’ 

   

‘Thash right, me kill them, like this.’ Bun held up his hand, as though holding an 

imaginary hand gun, and shouted ‘Pow! Pow!’ followed by another cackle. 

   

‘But why didn’t you arrest them, and take them to court? I thought that was what 

the police were supposed to do – even in Thailand?’ 

   

‘No – no court. Me Madju-Raj – me kill. My boss, big general, tell me to kill 

them. No court, no trial,’ he shouted proudly. 



   

‘But all this killing – I mean how do you know whether you killed the right 

people? How did you know that the names in the book were correct?’ 

   

Bun seemed to take a while to consider Perry’s question. Eventually, ‘Not my 

problem - me not care. Me kill. Sometime, me kill wrong man – Mai ben Rai! - 

never mind! All men in village not worth anythin’. Live or die, it’s all same - 

same.’ 

   

‘But that’s terrible,’ said Perry, appalled at Bun’s attitude to human life, and his 

callous indifference to the probability that he had killed innocent men. 

  

‘Mishter Jeffrey. You must un’erstan,’ Bun said as he sidled over to Perry and 

put his arm around his shoulders. ‘Thailand not same England. In Thailand, life 

very cheap. I tell you story. One day, I go to village to kill man – he be drug dealer 

– but he not there. He go hospital with wife. So, you know what I do?’ 

   

‘No, what did you do?’ asked Perry, feeling very uncomfortable and fearful of 

the answer. 

  

‘I kill son. I kill son of drug dealer. And then you know what I do next?’ 

   

‘No, Bun. What did you do next?’ 

   

‘I kill his brother,’ he boasted. ‘I kill two worthless punks! Today, drug dealer 

have two sons –tomorrow, he have no sons. Madju-Raj teach him big lesson,’ he 

said, convulsed with laughter. 

   

This violent man’s drunken bragging had triggered some very unpleasant 

memories. ‘Surely it couldn’t be Sang Yun he was talking about? That really is too 

much of a coincidence – but is it?’ he asked himself, almost afraid of the likely 

answer. ‘Bun, where was it? What is the name of the village, where you killed the 

two brothers?’ 

   

‘Bun looked at Perry suspiciously. ‘Why? Why you wanna know that?’ he 

demanded angrily 

   

‘Oh nothing, no reason. I just wondered,’ Perry said, desperately trying to calm 

him down. Then, realising he had better not to press the point too much, he asked, 

‘So…so if you were a Madju-Raj, why did you come to England? Why aren’t you 

still a policeman?’ Perry asked. 

   

Bun signalled for another beer. ‘Me lose job, Bun explained. ‘Big general - my 

boss – he have plenty trouble about all the Madju-Raj. Bangkok people no like 

Madju-Raj any more. Too many bad stories about Madju-Raj in the newspapers.’  

   

‘So they fired you?’ asked Perry. 



   

‘Yes, he fire me. Big general, he fire me, but he give me plenty money. So Bun 

come to England and start massage business. I bring girls from Khon Kaen – very 

cheap,’ he added after another huge gulp of beer. 

   

All of a sudden, to Perry’s astonishment, Bun collapsed onto the table. The girls 

started giggling. 

   

‘He’s paralytic,’ Perry thought to himself. ‘How’re we going to get him back to 

Sabai Dee?’ Perry asked the girls. 

  ‘ 

Mister, you no worry,’ said Honey. ‘Bun always get drunk. He wake up soon, 

and we take him back to Sabai Dee, it not far. You go now,’ she said. 

   

‘Well, if you think so,’ said Perry, as he realised that he was unlikely to extract 

any more information at this particular session. After saying his farewells to the 

girls, he rose from the table and was half way to the door when there was a drunken 

shout from the table. ‘Mishter! Mishter Jeffrey!’ 

   

‘Oh dear, he’s woken up,’ said Perry to himself. ‘What now?’ 

   

‘Come!’ Bun shouted from the table. 

   

Perry retraced his steps back to the seated group. 

   

Bun looked bleary eyed at Perry, before mumbling something under his breath. 

   

‘What? What did you say, Bun? 

   

‘I said….,’ again, there was unintelligible mumble. 

   

‘I’m sorry, I can’t hear you.’ 

   

‘I said… Sang Yun.’ 

   

‘What? What do you mean?’ 

   

‘Mister Jeffrey, me kill two boys – you ask me name of village? It be Sang Yun,’ 

he said with an evil grin on his face. ‘Sang Yun!’ he shouted. 

   

‘Oh…oh thank you….’ 

   

But Bun had collapsed again, and was snoring loudly.  

  

* 

  



Sunny was deep in thought. At first she had been overjoyed when Perry had 

related the conversation he had with Bun, but the more they deliberated, the less 

sure they became as to how best to use the information. They were seated in 

Starbucks, where Sunny had been waiting patiently for over an hour for Perry to 

appear.  

  

‘So Bun was the man who killed Jin’s two brothers,’ Perry said. 

  

‘It certainly looks that way.’ 

  

‘But how does that tie in with the murders at Jin’s house?’ 

  

‘I don’t know Perry, but there must be a connection. It’s too much of a 

coincidence for there not to be a connection,’ Sunny replied. 

  

‘I agree, but what’s our next move?’ 

  

‘One thing’s for sure. Bun must be a suspect. I’ve always been sure that Jin 

didn’t do it, and now, for the first time, we have another suspect in the frame apart 

from Jin.’ 

  

‘But Sunny, if Bun was involved in the killings, why did Jin confess? And in any 

case, how on earth are we going to prove it? He’s not likely to admit his 

involvement to the police, is he?’ 

  

‘Perry, aren’t you forgetting something?’ 

  

‘Am I? What?’ 

  

‘Think back Perry, to what we found at Jin’s house.’ 

  

‘What did we find?’ 

  

‘In the garden, Perry,’ Sunny said quietly. 

  

‘In the gar…. Oh Yes! In the garden – the pestle!’ 

  

‘Yes, the pestle – the murder weapon.’ 

  

‘It had unidentified finger prints on it – didn’t it? But Sunny, this is tremendous - 

all that Inspector Tobing has to do is take Bun’s fingerprints, and if they match, 

we’ve got the killer. And then they can let Jin go!’ 

  

‘Perry, slow down a little. Yes, it is a real possibility that we might have found 

our killer – but it’s not quite as simple as you think.’ 

  

‘Why, I don’t understand.’ 



  

‘Well, to start with, even if the police establish that it’s Bun’s fingerprints on the 

pestle. It doesn’t necessarily mean that Jin is innocent. After all they might have 

committed the murders together. And the police still have her confession. 

  

‘That’s true, but if Jin knows that the police have arrested Bun, she might 

withdraw her confession, like she did last time.’ 

  

‘She might – but then again she might not – she’s still in a highly unstable state. 

You can’t know for sure what she might do. And in any case, Bun might try and put 

all the blame on her.’ 

  

‘I see what you mean,’ said Perry thoughtfully. 

  

‘There’s more. We think the fingerprints might belong to Bun. But suppose they 

don’t? 

  

‘But they must do. Who else could they belong to?’ 

  

‘I don’t know, Perry. I’m sure that he must be mixed up in the killings - but that 

doesn’t necessarily mean that he was the one who actually wielded the weapon. It 

could have been one of his gang. You said you saw another Thai man at the 

massage parlour today didn’t you? 

  

Perry nodded. 

  

‘Well, it could have been him. Thais have a habit of arranging for other people to 

do their dirty deeds.’ 

  

‘Then the police could take the other guy’s fingerprints, and if they match…. 

  

‘If they match, they have their killer,’ Sunny interrupted. ‘But it might be 

someone else completely– who knows? The man who killed Jack and the baby 

might have fled the country - gone back to Thailand. And whoever’s fingerprints 

are on the weapon, it still doesn’t let Jin off the hook.’ 

  

Perry sat quietly; seeing the logic in what Sunny had just said.  

  

‘And, if it’s not Bun’s finger prints on the pestle, then he will get away Scot free 

– and that would be wrong, because I’d bet my life that he’s involved.’ 

  

Perry remained silent for a while. ‘I’m beginning to see what you mean – it’s not 

as straight forward as I thought.’ 

  

‘No, it isn’t Perry,’ she agreed with a wry smile. 

  

‘So what do we do?’ 



  

‘I’ve got an idea.’ 

  

‘Yes.’ 

  

‘Perry, we’re so close to the truth, now – I can feel it. Come on, finish your 

coffee and let’s get out of here.’ 

  

‘Where are we going?’ 

  

‘To see Inspector Tobing.’ 

  

* 

  

Upon arrival at Ousby police station, they were pleasantly surprised at the speed 

at which they were ushered into Inspector Tobing’s office. Perry thought that the 

inspector’s clothes looked even shabbier than the last time he had seen him.  Had 

Tobing not been a policemen, his careworn countenance might have evoked Perry’s 

sympathy.  

  

‘Good afternoon Inspector,’ Perry said cheerfully, ‘If you don’t mind me saying, 

you look as though you could do with a good night’s sleep.’ 

  

‘Good afternoon, Mr Woodthorne, Miss Sunny. That was a very astute 

observation sir. As it happens, I haven’t been home for two days.’ 

   

‘Why is that Inspector?’ asked Sunny. ‘I hope there haven’t been any more 

murders?’  

   

‘No miss, nothing like that. There’s been a spate of nasty little burglaries in the 

surrounding villages, and we’ve been so short staffed that I’ve had to head up the 

burglary investigation as well as take care my other duties.  Then, as if that wasn’t 

enough, there was a crisis at the Longfield institution that required my attention. As 

a matter of fact Miss Sunny, I was planning to give you a call.’ 

   

‘Oh dear, what’s happened? Does it concern Jin? Is she all right? 

   

‘Yes, I think so. It all started the day before yesterday, when Miss Brockenhunter 

advised me that she was planning to transfer Jin back to jail.’ 

   

‘What? Why would the old bag want to do that?’ asked Perry, indignantly. 

   

‘Well sir, you’ve met her, so I think you can surmise the reason as well as I can. 

The warden is not the most pleasant of people, and somehow she managed to 

persuade the head psychiatrist to sign Jin’s release, so that she can be sent back to a 

normal prison.’ 

   



‘But that’s crazy!’ shouted Perry. There is no way that Jin’s mental condition 

could have improved in such a short time.’ 

   

‘I know sir, and I was in the process of seeing what I could do about it, when 

something else happened.’ 

   

‘What was that Inspector?’ 

   

‘I regret to tell you miss, that Jin tried to kill herself.’ 

   

‘Oh no! Is she all right?’ asked Sunny anxiously. 

   

‘Yes, I think so. She’s in the prison hospital, recovering.’ 

   

‘What happened? What did she do?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘Somehow or other she managed to get hold of a table knife and she cut her 

wrists. But she was found before she lost too much blood, and she is expected to be 

fine in a couple of days.’ 

   

‘So what happens when she recovers?’ asked Sunny. 

  

‘She’s safe enough for now, and hopefully the warden will abandon her plans to 

have her transferred, but you can never be sure. That’s why I was going to call you, 

to suggest that raise the matter with the prison authorities – just to make sure that 

she won’t be moved.  So when I heard that you were here, asking for me, I had you 

shown straight in.’ 

   

‘I thought the service at Ousby nick was a lot faster than usual,’ Perry 

commented dryly. 

   

‘Inspector, this is most distressing news, and thank you for your concern over 

Jin’s welfare – it is very kind of you.’ 

   

‘Think nothing of it, miss.’ 

   

‘Anyway, the reason Perry and I came to see you is because we have some 

important information to pass on to you, and I also have a suggestion, which I hope 

will enable you to wrap this case once and for all.’ 

   

‘Really Miss, this is most interesting. And what is this information, may I ask?’ 

   

Perry and Sunny then related to Inspector Tobing everything that had happened 

since they had last met. Sunny told the inspector about their trip to Thailand, and 

the results of their investigation into Jin’s background. Tobing sat quietly, listening 

to the fascinating tale, but when Perry reached the point in their narrative when he 

had started to visit the Sabai Dee massage parlour in Cambridge, Tobing became 



much more animated. He rebuked Perry for ‘frequenting establishments which are 

engaged in illegal activities,’ and became even more upset when he learnt that 

Perry and Sunny had been ‘playing at detectives.’ He told them that they should 

have contacted the police as soon as they had found out about the place, and its 

connection with Jin and the murders. 

   

‘Inspector, it wasn’t much of a connection. The only link between that place and 

Jin was that the girls who work there come from the same part of Thailand. If we 

had come to you with that sort of information, would you have taken us seriously? I 

doubt it.’ 

  

‘Maybe I wouldn’t, Miss Sunny, but we can’t have members of the public going 

to these sorts of establishments and ‘playing at detectives’. Apart from anything 

else, it’s not safe. The gangs who run these illegal massage parlours are very 

dangerous, you know.’ 

   

‘We know that, Inspector, and believe me we were very careful,’ Perry assured 

him. ‘But now that you know about this pimp – Bun - and what he admitted to me, 

what are you going to do about it?’ 

   

‘Mr Woodthorne, if I understand you correctly, you claim that this man told you 

that he was responsible for killing some people in Thailand? 

   

‘Yes, inspector – exactly! And what are you going to do about it?’ 

  

Not very much, sir. I’m afraid you’re not being very realistic if you expect me to 

take action, based on some wild claims made by a drunken pimp in a public house. 

It’s all hearsay. It’s highly unlikely that he would ever repeat such a story to me; 

and in any case it’s completely outside my jurisdiction. I’m just a lowly inspector 

from rural England, and I have no powers to arrest someone who may have 

committed some murders on the other side of the world. That’s even assuming that 

I believe what you’re telling me.’ 

   

‘It’s the truth – I swear it!’ protested Perry. 

   

‘Yes sir, I’m sure it is.’ 

   

‘So there’s nothing you can do?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘I didn’t say that, did I? I want to wrap this case up as much as you do. And I’ve 

always been convinced that Jin had an accomplice, but for some reason she is 

protecting him. She could never have committed those two murders by herself, and 

then there’s the pestle with the unidentified fingerprints. But I must say that in spite 

of the fact that you tried to take the law into your own hands, I do feel obliged to 

thank you for bringing this to my attention. This man – er – Bun must be brought in 

for questioning and we’ll see what he has to say for himself, and more importantly, 

I’m going to take his fingerprints.’ 



   

‘Inspector, I would like to make a suggestion?’ asked Sunny quietly. 

   

‘What may that be Miss?’ 

   

‘Inspector, I know you think that Jin was involved in the murders – but I’m 

equally convinced that she wasn’t. If you arrest Bun, and his fingerprints match the 

ones on the murder weapon, then that’s the case solved, as far as you’re concerned, 

isn’t it?’ 

   

‘Well, subject to everything checking out satisfactorily – yes, I suppose you 

could say that.’ 

   

‘But Inspector, I’m sure Bun won’t say anything – he’ll never admit to his guilt – 

except maybe, to try and convince you it was all Jin’s doing. And if Bun’s 

fingerprints don’t match, then you are back to square one, aren’t you? You will 

never find out what really happened, will you?’ 

   

‘So what do you suggest Miss?’ 

   

‘We already know that Bun has a loose tongue when he drinks. So why don’t 

you let Perry and me have another go at getting him to tell us what really 

happened?’ 

   

‘And how do you propose to do that?’ 

   

‘Suppose Perry asks him out again, for another drink, and he brings me along, as 

his girlfriend.’ 

   

‘How’s that going to help?’ asked Perry, uncertainly. 

   

‘Because, I can speak Thai – and if we get him drunk again, he might start 

bragging to me in Thai about what he has been up to. He’s already boasted about 

the way he used to kill those poor people in Thailand – and if I can gain his 

confidence, who knows what he might say? Believe me, I know this kind of Thai 

man, inspector. Some Thais – especially cops and ex cops - can be very cruel and 

heartless, and they have enormous egos. They can’t help bragging about their 

exploits.’ 

   

The inspector sat with his eyes closed, as if asleep. Perry actually thought that he 

had fallen asleep when he suddenly opened his eyes, and said,  

  

‘Miss Sunny, that is a very interesting proposal, but there is no way I can allow 

you and Mr Woodthorne to do such a thing.’ 

   

‘Why?’ asked Perry.’ ‘And in any case, how can you stop it?’ 

   



‘You’re quite correct sir, I can’t stop you, but as I am planning to arrest this man 

in the next few hours, I’m afraid you will have no chance to carry out your plan.’  

  

The inspector sat gazing into space for a few minutes, before continuing. ‘In any 

event miss, it would be far too dangerous - and even if you did manage to extract 

some kind of confession from this man, it would be his word against yours – more 

hearsay. It wouldn’t stand up as proper evidence – especially as he would be 

talking in a foreign language. No, miss I’m afraid you’re going to have to leave all 

this to me now.’ 

   

‘Inspector, I haven’t finished yet,’ said Sunny slowly. ‘I realise it would be his 

word against mine. But suppose I wore a microphone – a wire - and suppose you 

and your colleagues were listening outside somewhere in a police van – and 

suppose you recorded everything he said. Afterwards you could have it officially 

translated.’ 

   

‘And if anything went wrong,’ interrupted Perry excitedly, ‘you would be on 

hand – just round the corner, and you could rush in and rescue us.’ 

   

The inspector sat looking at his desk, and remained silent. 

   

‘Well?’ asked Sunny. 

   

‘Well?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘You two have been watching too many cop movies,’ he said shaking his head in 

despair. 

   

‘Come on inspector – surely it’s worth a try? What have you got to lose?’ asked 

Sunny in her sweetest voice. 

   

After deliberating for what appeared an eternity, Tobing stood up and walked 

around to the front of his desk.  

  

‘Look, it’s getting late, and I need some sleep. I admit that your plan might have 

some merit, but it’s fraught with problems, not least of which is allowing civilians 

to go under-cover and do ‘police work’. This isn’t the wild west – I’m not a sheriff 

who can just ‘swear you in as deputies’ and let you get on with it. Suppose 

something happened to you? Suppose you were hurt, or even killed? There would 

be hell to pay. My job would go - along with my hard earned pension. I’m sorry; 

it’s all totally out of the question. Now if you’ll excuse me, I must go home and get 

some sleep.  

   

Sunny rose wearily from her chair. ‘Thank you Inspector, thank you for listening 

to me. So when do you propose to arrest Bun?’ 

  



‘I’m not sure, I think I’ll sleep on it, but it’ll have to be done within the next few 

days, because I’m not giving this man – Bun – a chance to slip away.’ 

  

‘Well, good luck, Inspector, and I hope you will let me know what happens and 

what he says.’ 

  

‘Yes, well we’ll see about that. Now don’t forget to contact the prison authorities 

about Jin, I’m sure they will listen to you and Mr Woodthorne if you explain Jin’s 

background.’ 

  

It was a very dispirited couple that made their way back to Perry’s Capri, and 

they hardly exchanged a single word as they made the short trip back to their 

respective homes in Fawnhope. 

  

  



CHAPTER FOUR 

  
   

‘Who would have thought that a town like historic Cambridge would harbour 

such a den of vice in its midst?’ Bert expostulated, as he took another large swig 

from his pint mug. 

   

‘I can assure you that the area where Sabai Dee massage parlour is located isn’t 

very historic,’ Perry replied. ‘In fact, it’s quite a rough looking area. I can’t imagine 

that many university students would frequent that part of town.’ 

   

They were seated in their favourite corner of the bar at The Royal Oak, having a 

lunchtime drink. It was the day after Perry’s encounter with Bun at the Kings Arms, 

and he was bringing his elderly friend up to date with all that had happened since 

he and Sunny had arrived back in England.  

   

‘I agree that most students would probably be too impecunious to patronise such 

an establishment, but I wouldn’t necessarily put it past some of those Cambridge 

dons. From what I hear, they are a randy old bunch – always trying it on with their 

female students,’ Bert said with a knowing smile.   

   

‘At a hundred quid plus a session, yes I agree that such activities would be 

beyond most of the students’ pockets,’ Perry reflected, as he ordered another round 

of beers. ‘Well Bert, now you know as much as I do. I’m afraid Sunny is feeling 

very low after she failed to persuade Inspector Tobing to let us go undercover.’ 

  

‘I can’t imagine how she could have ever thought Tobing would go along with 

such a hair-brained scheme – but I admit it was quite ingenious. She’s quite a girl, 

isn’t she?’ Bert asked rhetorically. 

   

‘You can say that again. She is the most unique woman I have ever known.’ 

   

‘So, how’s the relationship going?’ asked Bert. 

   

‘I wish I knew, Bert. When we were in Thailand – especially those last few days, 

I really thought I was making significant progress. I was sure that Sunny had 

started to have real feelings for me. She seemed to be so loving, and we were very 

close. But ever since we’ve been back in England – well, I just don’t know. It’s like 

everything is back the way it was before we went away. It’s really frustrating – and 

depressing. I just never know where I am with her – one day she acts as though she 

really cares about me, and the next she seems so aloof – so distant. I wish I could 

figure out what’s going on in that beautiful little mind of hers,’ he said, shaking his 

head in despair. 

   

‘Perry, you have to realise that she is very preoccupied with Jin and what’s been 

going on at that massage place. She’s obviously totally wrapped up in all this 



business at the moment. Maybe if everything sorts itself out, you’ll find a change in 

her – hopefully for the better.’ 

   

‘Yes, you may well be right, Bert. I certainly hope so, because I tell you – it’s 

really eating me up. I’m not sure how much more I can take.’ Perry sipped on his 

beer and looked thoughtfully across the bar. ‘It’s so unsettling: I think I’d rather she 

just told me straight out, one way or another – whether or not  there is any chance 

of ever having a proper relationship?  Or should I forget the whole idea and try to 

get on with my life?’ 

   

‘If that’s how you feel, why don’t you have it out with her.’ 

   

‘Yes, I will. But not while all this stuff with Jin is still going on. When it’s all 

over, that’s exactly what I plan to do. Now, how about another pint,’ asked Perry, 

looking at Bert’s glass, which was empty yet again. 

   

‘Not for me thanks, Perry. I’d better be going – I’m probably already in trouble 

with Mabel, it’s well past my lunch time.’ 

  

‘Be off with you then – I don’t want to get blamed for causing any marital strife,’ 

Perry said, as Bert eased himself off his barstool and made his way to the door. 

   

‘Marital strife,’ Perry repeated to himself. ‘What wouldn’t I give for a little bit of 

marital strife – especially if it was with Sunny.’ He ordered another beer, and sat 

contemplating the current state of his love-life. ‘Yes,’ he pondered, ‘it’s high time I 

brought matters to a head with Sunny, one way or another.’ As he had admitted to 

Bert, he couldn’t carry on living with this uncertainty. ‘This obsession she’s got - 

with Jin. And now we’ve become involved with this ghastly man called Bun. 

Where is it all going to end?’ he asked himself. ‘How did I become so involved? I 

suppose it’s because I love her so much,’ he mused. ‘I’d do anything for her – 

especially if it would make her fall in love with me. But it’s all getting so bizarre!’ 

   

As the afternoon progressed, Perry found himself sinking lower and lower on his 

barstool: the pints kept flowing, and by three o’clock the pub was devoid of 

customers, with the notable exception of Perry. The landlord made preparations to 

close. ‘Come on, young Perry me lad,’ said the genial publican, as he cleared away 

Perry’s empty glass, ‘I think you’s ‘ad enough beer for one lunchtime, an’ I need 

ter lock up.’  

   

‘What? Oh yes, of course – I’m so sorry. Yes, I’ll be on my way,’ Perry said 

distractedly, as he staggered to the exit. 

   

‘Thar’s no need to be sorry, young Perry. You’re always welcome ‘ere – you 

knows that. Why don’t you go ‘ome an’ have a nice little nap – and then you can 

come back an’ ‘ave a few more pints this evening.’ 

   



‘That sounds like a splendid idea. See you later then,’ he called back, as he made 

his way out into the bright afternoon sunlight. ‘Oh dear, I think I’ve had a bit too 

much to drink. I hope Sunny doesn’t catch me staggering home,’ he mumbled. 

   

He ambled slowly through the village, trying desperately not to look as tipsy as 

he felt. 

  

‘That’s good, I’m almost home and no sign of Sunny,’ he mumbled drunkenly. 

He had made it to his front gate, and staggered into his garden, where he thankfully 

dropped all pretence at being sober. His head was swimming, and his eyes were 

glued to the ground in a desperate bid to keep his balance.  

  

A familiar voice from somewhere very close, interrupted his confused train of 

thought.  

  

‘You took your time, didn’t you?’ 

   

‘What? Who’s that? Oh my God – it’s you Sunny!’ He looked up, bleary eyed at 

his house, and through his drunken haze, he made out the figure of Sunny, seated 

on his front door step. 

   

‘What are you doing here?’ 

   

‘I might ask you the same question,’ Sunny replied, with a quizzical smile on her 

face. When I spoke to you early this morning, you said you’d be home all day.’ 

   

‘Yes, you’re right, I did,’ he replied guiltily, ‘but I was only down the road, at 

the Royal Oak, having a quick drink.’ 

      

‘Yes I know – but I ‘m not too sure about the “quick” part.  I’ve been waiting 

here for a good hour.’ 

   

‘What? If you knew where I was, why didn’t you come and see me?’ 

   

‘Because you obviously wanted to be alone. Bert went home ages ago - I saw 

him when he walked back through the village. He told me you were at the Royal 

Oak.’ 

   

‘But…but why have you been waiting here?’ 

   

‘It’s a nice afternoon, so I’ve been sitting on your doorstep watching the world 

go by. I knew you’d be back sooner or later, because the pub shuts at three.’ 

   

‘I’m sorry, Sunny – sho sorry…’ he slurred. 

   

‘Don’t be silly – there’s nothing to be sorry about. You’re entitled to have a few 

drinks once in a while if you feel like it. Now, aren’t you going to invite me in?’ 



   

‘What? Oh yes, of course,’ he stammered, fumbling for his house keys and 

finally succeeding in opening his front door. ‘I’m afraid the house is a bit untidy.’ 

   

‘Never mind that. Just show me where I can find the coffee, as I think we’d 

better try and get you sobered up a little.’ 

   

‘Why? What’s happened?’ he asked, as they walked into the kitchen.  

   

‘I received a call from Inspector Tobing?’ 

   

‘Really? What did he say?’ 

   

‘It’s good news, Perry. He contacted the Cambridge constabulary this morning to 

discuss his intention of arresting Bun and having his finger prints checked. It turned 

out that the Cambridge police already knew about Bun and are very keen to be 

involved. They’ve had their eyes on Sabai Dee for some time. They think that most 

of the Thais working there are in the country illegally.’ 

  

‘That’s good, but as you said before, arresting Bun may not turn up anything. 

Suppose they are not his fingerprints on the pestle?’ 

  

‘Perry, I haven’t finished. The Cambridge police wanted to know all about Bun 

and his possible connection with the murders in Willowbridge. So Tobing told 

them all about me - and you – and what we had been up to at Sabai Dee.’ 

  

‘And…’ 

  

‘And… to Tobing’s amazement, the chief superintendent at Cambridge police 

station suggested that he speaks to me – you and me – to find out if we might be 

prepared to go undercover…’ 

  

‘What! I thought it was against their rules to involve civilians in covert 

operations.’ 

  

‘Yes, that’s exactly what I said. It seems that special exceptions cam be made in 

extenuating circumstances, and that the chief superintendent has the authority to 

approve such actions. 

   

Ever since Sunny had first told him of her wild plan, Perry had been secretly 

hoping that it would be vetoed. He felt that he’d had enough of “playing 

detectives”, and could scarcely disguise his glee when Tobing had dismissed 

Sunny’s idea out of hand.  So now the plan was back on the table, he tried to hide 

his disappointment.  

  

‘That’s…that’s great Sunny. I’m surprised. I would have thought that after what 

he said before that he would never agree to go along with such a plan.’ 



   

‘Apparently, he was talked into it by the smooth talking cops in Cambridge. 

They pointed out that it would be a big feather in his cap if he cleared up the two 

murders and played a major part in shutting down an illegal brothel to boot..’ 

   

‘Really? Well that’s good news isn’t it?’ said Perry without much enthusiasm. 

   

Either Sunny didn’t notice Perry’s lack of zeal or she chose to ignore it. ‘Now 

let’s get you sober – we’ve got work to do.’ 

  

* 

   

It was two days later, and Perry and Sunny were once more on their way to 

Cambridge in Perry’s Capri. In the darkness, Perry could just about make out the 

outline of Tobing’s Ford Mondeo in his rear view mirror. He glanced at his watch; 

it was just after ten – plenty of time before their midnight appointment.  

  

His mind was still in a whirl from all the frenetic activity of the past two days. 

Firstly, there had been yet another visit to the massage parlour. Sunny had managed 

to get Perry sufficiently sober for him to risk another visit on the same night he had 

crawled home from his lunchtime session at The Royal Oak.  

  

By this time, the staff at Sabai Dee seemed to be resigned to the strange notion 

that he only wanted a massage, and after the usual formalities, May, the quiet girl 

was on hand to provide the service. When the massage was finished, Perry returned 

to the reception room and tried to have a word with Bun, but he found that the Thai 

pimp was busy with another customer. Undeterred, he insisted on waiting. 

  

Eventually, Bun became free, and Perry asked if he could have a private word 

with him for a few minutes. The Thai had seemed surprised, and possibly a little 

suspicious, but nevertheless went along with the request, and led him to his little 

sitting room. 

   

‘What you want, Jeffrey?’ he had asked. 

   

‘I just want to know when we can meet again – outside I mean. I really enjoyed 

our little drink yesterday afternoon, and wondered if we could do it again – maybe 

tomorrow or the next day?’ 

   

‘No – no time – I busy. Now, every day, Bun go London on business. Bun work 

here at night-time. No have time to go drinking.’ 

   

Perry’s heart had sunk. ‘But, you must have some spare time, surely?’ 

   

‘No. When Sabai Dee close, I go play cards with friends. 

   

‘Oh? Really?’ Perry asked desperately. ‘What time would that be, then?’  



   

‘I go play cards at twelve mi’night.’ 

   

Perry thought rapidly. ‘Bun, would it be possible – I mean – I like to play cards. 

What game do you play?’ 

   

‘Poker – we play poker – five-card stud. Jeffrey, you like gamble?’ 

   

‘Gamble? Me? Y…yes I love gambling!’ Perry exclaimed. Can I join your game 

then?’ 

   

Bun had stared at Perry menacingly for a few seconds when much to Perry’s 

astonishment, he said, ‘Maybe - maybe you can come.’ 

   

‘That would be wonderful. When – tomorrow?’ 

   

‘No – not tomorrow. First, I talk to my friends. If they Ok, you come next day – 

Saturday.’ 

   

‘That’s really good of you. Where do you play?’ 

   

‘Later, I tell you. First, you give me phone number. If my friends OK, I call you 

and give address.’   

   

‘Please try and persuade your friends – I really want to play,’ insisted Perry. 

   

‘Yeah – I call you tomorrow.’ 

   

Perry had scribbled his mobile phone number on a scrap of paper and handed it 

to Bun. They were leaving the room when Perry suddenly remembered that he was 

supposed to bring Sunny. ‘Oh my God!’ he thought. ‘Bun, I almost forgot – one 

more thing.’ 

   

‘Whasat?’ 

   

‘If your friends agree – can I bring my girlfriend? She likes to play poker as 

well.’ 

   

‘Your girl frien’? I don’ unnerstan’.’ 

   

‘Yes, I want you to meet her – she is also from Thailand – and she loves to 

gamble.’ 

   

Your girl frien’ from Thailand?’ Bun asked suspiciously. 

   



‘Yes, I’ve known her for a long time – more than two years. Don’t you see Bun? 

I’m crazy about Thailand – I like things from Thailand – that’s why I like Thai 

masseurs,’ he said with a smile. 

   

Bun stood still and carefully considered Perry’s tenuous explanation. ‘I call you 

tomorrow,’ he finally grunted. 

   

‘But can she come as well?’ Perry persisted. 

   

‘I call you tomorrow.’ 

   

After spending a nervous night worrying whether he had “blown it”, he was 

greatly relieved the following morning when Bun called to give Perry the address, 

telling him to be there on Saturday night at midnight. Bun told him that his friends 

were “OK” about Perry joining the card game. Perry had asked again about his 

girlfriend, and Bun had grunted, ‘Yeah, bring her.’ 

  

He spent the next twenty-four hours frantically working with Tobing and the 

Cambridge police to make all the arrangements, and in particular, to undergo a 

crash course in how to play poker. For some reason, he wasn’t surprised to discover 

that Sunny already understood the rudiments of the game, and was in fact, quite a 

competent player.  

  

But Perry didn’t really have the first idea how to play the game. In desperation, 

Inspector Tobing managed to trace an ex-con who lived in the Ousby area and who 

had once been jailed for running an unlicensed gambling den. The ex-con was 

persuaded to give Perry some urgent lessons.  

 

‘It doesn’t matter if Perry loses,’ the inspector had told them, but you must look 

as though you’ve played the game before.’  

 

The lessons had almost descended into farce as Perry miserably failed to grasp 

the intricacies of bluff and counter bluff, and to learn the tricks that might help him 

survive in the seedy world of card gambling.  

  

‘You are too honest to be any good at a devious game like poker,’ Sunny had 

told him, and Perry had smiled at the irony in the backhanded compliment. In the 

end, it had been decided that he was never going to make a convincing gambler, but 

that if he kept a straight face and tried to look the part, he might just get away with 

it for a couple of hours. 

   

The police had traced the address to a private residence in Cambridge’s eastern 

suburbs. They informed Tobing that it was in a much better class of neighbourhood 

than where Sabai Dee was located and since early evening, the Cambridge Police 

had been busy setting up a listening post in an unmarked white van, just across the 

road from the alleged gambling den. 

   



Perry was now entering the outskirts of the city.  

  

‘What happens if Bun has ‘smelt a rat’ and has sussed what we’re up to?’ he 

asked nervously, ‘he might lay some sort of trap for us.’ 

   

‘We’ll have to take that chance, the police will be close by, so I think we’ll be 

safe enough,’ Sunny reassured him. 

   

‘I sincerely hope so. Now, I think we’re nearly there, so I’d better slow down 

and let Tobing overtake us,’ he said, remembering the inspector’s instructions. 

They turned into a leafy avenue where Perry noticed that the detached houses were 

rather grand. They were set back in spacious gardens with ornate driveways, 

leading to huge detached double garages.  

  

There’s some tasty looking cars around here,’ he commented, noticing the 

profusion of BMW’s, Audis, Porsches and other luxury marques, ‘must be plenty 

of money in the neighbourhood.’ 

  

They came to a halt behind Tobing’s Ford, which had been parked about twenty 

yards from a dirty looking, white transit van. Tobing jumped out of his car and 

walked over to Perry’s side of the Capri. ‘That’s our vehicle, up ahead,’ he said, 

pointing to the van. ‘I’ll go first. You wait for ten minutes and then follow. Tap 

twice on the rear door and we’ll let you in.’ 

  

‘I’m beginning to feel more like “JJ – super sleuth,” every minute,’ said Perry 

with a grin.’ 

   

‘I must you remind you sir, that this is a very serious and dangerous business. 

And we’re all taking quite a chance by going along with the young lady’s plan. If 

anything goes wrong, we could all be in a lot of trouble.’ 

   

‘I know that you’re going out on a limb for me, Inspector,’ said Sunny, ‘and I 

really appreciate it. I’m sure Jin will too, one day. So you go first and we’ll see you 

in ten minutes, as you said.’ 

   

When he climbed inside the white van ten minutes later, Perry thought that the 

interior resembled the remains of an old-fashioned telephone switchboard. There 

were dozens of cables and switches attached to large boards and a veritable maze of 

tangled headphones, some hanging from hooks, and others scattered haphazardly 

on the floor of the van. Next to the inspector sat three, somewhat oversized male 

officers, and a short, bespectacled female officer, who seemed to be the technical 

expert. Tobing explained that the three well-built gentlemen formed the back-up 

squad. ‘Just in case things should things start to go wrong,’ he added.  

   

‘Go wrong?’ asked Perry with alarm, ‘Why should anything go wrong?’ 

   



‘No reason sir, but you can’t be too careful when we’re dealing with these sort of 

people.’ 

  

The van and the personnel were from the Cambridge constabulary, and Tobing 

explained again why his Cambridge colleagues wanted to mount the joint 

operation. They had been watching the massage parlour for some time, and were 

hoping to gather enough hard evidence from tonight’s wiretap to enable them to 

close it down.    

  

In spite of Perry’s objections, it had been decided that it was too risky for him to 

carry the all-important “wire” and the female officer spent the next hour secreting a 

miniaturised microphone and transmitter under Sunny’s clothing. Perry considered 

their decision illogical but was unable to persuade them otherwise.  

  

‘I’m really not happy with Sunny having to take this kind of risk,’ he complained 

to Tobing. ‘It’s not right – it should be me who carries the wire,’ he protested, but 

to no avail. It was thought that if anyone was searched by Bun and his cohorts, it 

would be Perry. 

  

It was on the stroke of midnight when they received their last minute instructions 

from an increasingly worried inspector. They disembarked from the van, crossed 

the dark deserted street, and approached the target address. In the driveway were 

four rather expensive looking cars and Perry started to realise that they were getting 

involved in something rather dangerous. He gathered up his courage and rang the 

front door bell.  

  

‘Good luck Sunny, here we go.’ 

  

 A very dark skinned man, with Indian features answered the door. ‘What you 

want?’ he asked in a distinctly unfriendly tone. 

  

‘Um – is Bun Here? Bun! Do you know Bun?’ Perry asked, with his usual 

nervous bluster. 

   

‘Bun?’ Yes I know Bun. Why?’ the man demanded. 

   

‘Bun is my friend you know – he invited us here to play cards,’ replied Perry, 

realising that he sounded rather foolish. 

   

‘The man stared at them for a few seconds before shouting, ‘Bun! – Some people 

are here, looking for you!’ 

   

A moment later Bun appeared at the door. ‘Whosat? Whasit all about? …Oh it’s 

you   – Jeffrey. What you want?’ he asked distractedly, and with obvious irritation. 

   



It was beginning to look as if Bun had forgotten the arrangements. ‘Bun – don’t 

you remember? You said I could come and join your card game,’ Perry reminded 

him, ‘you gave me the address.’   

   

‘Yeah, I remember. Who’s this?’ he asked looking at Sunny. 

   

‘This is my girlfriend, Miss Coranee.’  

   

Bun stared at Sunny suspiciously. 

   

‘Sawadee Krap,’ Sunny greeted him in Thai. 

   

Bun ignored her Thai greeting continued to stare at her. 

   

‘You remember,’ said Perry, ‘you agreed that I could bring my girlfriend.’ 

   

He still stared, as if in a daze. ‘Yeah, yeah – come in,’ he finally muttered 

begrudgingly, as he led them into the hallway and slammed the front door. 

   

The game was taking place in a modern, spacious kitchen and five men were 

seated around a large, round table which had been set up in the centre of the room. 

There were several vacant chairs and Bun returned to occupy one of them, leaving 

Perry and Sunny standing foolishly at one end. Perry realised that they were in the 

middle of a round as he gazed at the piles of ten and twenty-pound notes stacked up 

in the centre of the table. 

  

He felt his stomach start to turn as he realised that he would have to convince 

this disparate and disreputable looking company that he was a seasoned gambler. 

The players, who were studying their cards with intensity, were all men. There was 

one European and the Indian who had answered the door but the other three looked 

to be South East Asian - possibly Thai or Malaysian. ‘They certainly look as 

though they can take care of themselves,’ Perry thought. ‘They probably all work 

as pimps, or in some other, equally sordid occupation.’ 

   

‘Sidown’ rapped Bun. ‘You got money?’ 

   

Sunny and Perry had previously discussed the need for stake money, and it had 

been decided that they bring at least five hundred pounds with them, which had 

been split equally. ‘Yes, we’ve got a bit of cash,’ replied Perry as they took their 

seats at the table. 

   

The round that had been in progress when they arrived had now concluded, with 

one of the Asians gleefully gathering up his winnings as the rest of the players 

scowled, cursing their bad luck. With barely a nod of greeting from the other 

players, the dealer, one of the nameless Asians, started to deal the cards, this time 

expanding the number of hands dealt to include Sunny and Perry. ‘Oh my God,’ 

thought Perry, ‘here we go.’ 



   

Desperately trying to remember everything he had learned the previous day, 

Perry proceeded to lose every hand that was dealt to him. He tried to keep his 

losses to a minimum, but in little more than an hour, he was nearly two hundred 

pounds out of pocket, and was becoming increasingly concerned as to how much 

longer he could last before his funds disappeared completely. Sunny was faring a 

little better. Although she had started by losing almost as much as Perry, she 

suddenly hit a winning streak, and was only a few pounds out of pocket when the 

clock on the kitchen wall chimed two o’clock. 

   

On several occasions during the first hour of play, Perry had tried to engage Bun 

in conversation, but had been met with monosyllabic grunts, which presumably 

indicated that he was not interested in talking. He obviously wished to concentrate 

on the game, which was not going well for him either. He was a very reckless 

player, and although he would win the occasional round, for the most part, he 

would keep raising his stakes in games that even Perry could see there was little 

chance of him emerging as the winner. Bun’s mounting losses were considerably 

more than Perry’s, and as far as Perry could judge, the two other Southeast Asians 

were the main beneficiaries.  

  

Perry was also becoming very disconcerted over Bun’s attitude towards Sunny. 

When they had first had arrived at the house, he had stared at her in a most 

unfriendly manner, and had steadfastly refused to enter into any kind of 

conversation. He had ignored Sunny’s Thai greeting at the door and since then had 

rebuffed several attempts she made to speak to him in Thai. But it hadn’t stopped 

him from periodically glaring at her during the game. 

   

It was two fifteen, and Perry’s money had run out. ‘What do I do now?’ he 

thought. ‘I’ve wasted Sunny’s money and now it looks like all this effort has been 

for nothing. We’ve got absolutely nothing out of him, and I suppose I’ll have to call 

it a night. I wonder if Sunny will lend me some money. But I think she’s getting a 

bit low herself.’  

  

He decided he’d better tell Bun the bad news. ‘Er… Bun…I think you better 

count me out of the next hand…. I’m afraid… my money’s run out…. that is, 

unless Sun….I mean…Coranee can lend me some.’ 

   

The dealer stopped dealing and an eerie silence descended. The Indian looked at 

Perry with disgust. ‘You’re a poor specimen aren’t you? You’re only down about 

three hundred – what sort of game do you think this is?’ 

   

‘I’m….s-sorry, I didn’t realise….’ 

   

‘Here Jeffrey,’ said Sunny, quickly coming to his rescue by handing him a wad 

of notes. 

   

  



‘S’OK! S’OK!’ shouted Bun, with obvious anger and irritation. ‘I’m out as well! 

I lose too much tonight – maybe two thousand!’ 

   

‘My God, that’s a lot!’ exclaimed Perry. 

   

‘Yeah – come on, let’s ‘ava drink,’ he said, rising from the table.’ 

   

Perry couldn’t believe his good luck. ‘That’s a good idea – I could certainly do 

with one– how about C-Coranee? Can she come?’ 

  ‘ 

Yeah, her as well,’ Bun replied, walking out of the kitchen. 

   

‘What do we do?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘I think we’d better follow him,’ said Sunny, getting up from the table. ‘Well 

goodnight gentlemen, and thank you for the game.’  

   

With barely a nod of acknowledgement from the five remaining players, Perry 

followed Sunny out of the kitchen, and through the hallway, which led to an L-

shaped lounge. The room was tastefully furnished, with an elegant, fully stocked 

bar situated at the corner of the room. Bun seated himself behind the bar, in front of 

a bottle of single malt whisky, which was already open in front of him. He ignored 

their presence, and poured himself a large drink. 

   

They eased themselves onto bamboo stools facing him, but he continued to stare 

into his glass of whisky. 

   

Perry thought he’d better try to get the conversation going. ‘So Bun, you like a 

drop of malt do you? I thought you were a beer man.’ 

   

‘Bun looked at the whisky bottle. ‘Yeah – me like whisky. Bun lose money – 

drink whisky. Make me feel better.’ 

   

‘Oh, yes, I understand,’ said Perry. 

   

‘You wan’ some?’ 

   

‘Me? Y….yes  please. What about you Sun….Coranee? Would you like some 

whisky?’ 

   

‘Do you have any beer, please Khun Bun?’ Sunny asked sweetly, in English. 

   

‘Beer? Yeah,’ he replied roughly. He poured a stiff whisky for Perry before 

opening a bottle of lager and slamming it down with a glass in front of Sunny.  

   

‘Thank you,’ said Sunny. ‘Jeffrey tells me that you come from Khon Kaen, is 

that right?’ 



   

‘Why you wanna know?’ he snapped back, as he emptied his glass in a single 

gulp. 

   

‘Oh no reason – It’s just that I’ve been to the north east, and I think it is very 

beautiful part of Thailand, that’s all.’ 

   

He poured himself another glass, drank half of it before suddenly glaring at 

Sunny. ‘You and Jeffrey ask too much question.’ He mimicked them: ‘“Where you 

come from? What work you do?” Why you wanna know so much?’ 

   

‘We just want to be friends’ said Perry, trying to calm the Thai down. 

   

Bun emptied his glass. ‘Friends! I don’ think so. Why you wanna be friens wiv 

someone like me? Friends don’ ask so much question!’ he shouted menacingly. 

‘Why you here? What you an’ this Thai girl come here for?’ 

   

‘We came to play cards,’ said Perry. 

   

‘Play cards! You think Bun stupid? You never play cards before,’ he said, 

pointing at Perry, ‘an she isn’t much good. Why you come here? I wanna know,’ he 

demanded, as he gulped down yet another glass of neat malt. 

   

‘Oh my God,’ Perry thought, ‘he’s getting drunk and looking rather violent. 

What on earth do we do now?’ 

   

‘Khun Bun,’ Sunny said to him in Thai. ‘Please believe us, we only want to be 

friends. It’s true that Jeffrey can’t play cards, but - he wants to learn – he doesn’t 

mind losing money.’  

   

Bun took another large swig from his replenished glass and glared at Sunny yet 

again. ‘You lie!’ he finally said in Thai. 

   

‘I’m not lying, Bun. Why should I lie,’ she asked. 

  

‘You lie, I know you lie!’ he shouted again in Thai. Then turning to Perry, he 

said in English, ‘She lie – I know her – her name not Coranee!’ 

   

‘What?’ asked Perry, ‘What? What do you mean – how do you know her?’ 

   

‘I seen her before – I seen her. Wass going on, Jeffrey?’ 

   

‘B….but where? Where have you seen her?’ asked Perry desperately. 

   

‘I seen her at Willowb’idge – an’ I know where she lives!’ 

   



Perry felt numb when he heard Bun say the name of the village where the 

killings took place, ‘Willowbridge – he actually said he saw her in Willowbridge. 

Now we’re getting somewhere,’ he thought excitedly 

   

‘Khun Bun,’ Sunny continued calmly in Thai. ‘I don’t understand – when did 

you see me in Willowbridge, and how do you know where I live?’ 

   

‘I saw you there – interfering in matters that don’t concern you. You were with a 

farang,’ he replied in Thai. He turned from Sunny and redirected his gaze towards 

Perry. And slowly the realisation dawned that Perry was indeed the very farang that 

he had seen that day with Sunny. ‘It was him - he was the farang who was with 

you!’ he shouted in Thai, pointing accusingly at Perry, ‘It’s him – I know him 

now.’ 

   

‘What’s going on?’ asked Perry? 

   

‘He says he knows me from Willowbridge, and he says that you were the 

Englishman who was with me.’ 

   

‘Oh my dear God!’  

   

‘Yeah – it’s you!’ said Bun drunkenly in English to Perry. ‘Why you come to 

Sabai Dee? What you wan’ with me?’ 

   

‘Please, Khun Bun, we just want to find out what happened in Willowbridge.’ 

Sunny answered softly in Thai.’ ‘The girl who lived there – Jin - has been accused 

of the murders. We’re trying to help her – to find out the truth.’ 

   

‘You want to know too much. It’s none of your business. Why don’t you just go 

home to your pretty little bungalow in Fawnhope?’ Bun asked with a sneer. 

   

‘You – you know where I live?’ asked a shocked Sunny. 

   

‘Yes, I told you already, I know where you live – I’ve been there.’ 

   

‘But how? I don’t understand.’ 

   

Bun took another long gulp of whisky. ‘I know who you are and where you live 

because I heard you talking to that that stupid policemen at Willowbridge,’ he 

boasted. 

   

Sunny tried to recall that day at Willowbridge. Perry had driven her to the scene 

of the crime, and a constable who was on guard outside Jin’s house had stopped 

them. ‘Yes,’ she thought, ‘we did give that policeman our names and addresses. I 

remember telling him the name of my bungalow. Bun must have been there, 

watching us.’  

  



‘Perry,’ she said, ‘that man I saw in Jin’s garden – it was Bun!’ 

   

‘Yeah! It was me!’ shouted Bun in English. 

   

‘And if I’m not very much mistaken, I’ll wager that he was the one that trashed 

my house.’ 

   

‘But why?’ asked Perry in amazement. 

   

‘Yeah! It was me!’ Bun repeated in English, before reverting to his native 

language. ‘You and this interfering farang – got in my way. I went to your lovely 

little English home and left you a warning - it's a pity you didn’t take it.’ 

   

‘You wrecked all my things?’ 

   

‘Yes. You mess with my business and I’ll mess with yours. I’ll do it again, if 

you’re not careful. Now Go! Get out!’ 

   

‘What’s going on Sunny? What’s he saying?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘He told us to go, and stop interfering – or he’ll wreck my home again.’ 

   

‘He wouldn’t dare!’ 

   

Bun, understanding what Perry and Sunny had said, shouted, ‘Me not scared – 

Bun not scared of farangs. You go, or Bun hurt you – and Bun go to Fawnhope and 

smash up your house again.’  

  

 ‘Bun, what were you doing in Willowbridge? Why did you go there?’ Sunny 

asked in Thai. 

   

‘That’s my business,’ he said with a withering stare.  

   

Sunny met Bun’s stare full in the eyes and asked, ‘Bun, did you kill Jack?’ 

   

Bun looked drunkenly at Sunny. He seemed to consider the question for quite a 

while, when slowly his face broke into a grin. ‘Yes,’ he said in Thai, his drunken 

grin remaining, ‘I killed that worthless old farang. So what?’ 

  

At first, Sunny didn’t know how to react. In spite of all her hopes and plans, she 

hadn’t been prepared for such an easy victory – such a blatant admission of guilt. 

After a few moments, she managed to collect her thoughts.  

  

‘Aren’t you afraid you might get caught?’ 

   

‘No, the police don’t have anything on me. And if you ever say anything, I’ll kill 

you!’ 



   

‘They have that pestle – the one I found in the garden – the one with your 

fingerprints on it,’ she said, unsure how Bun would react. 

  

Bun’s anger exploded. ‘They wouldn’t have that pestle if you hadn’t disturbed 

me in the garden. But they don’t know about me do they?  And they can’t match 

the fingerprints if they don’t know about me, can they? So if you’re thinking about 

going to the police – forget it! What I did in your house is nothing to what me and 

my people will do to you – and this stupid farang, if you so much as think about 

saying anything!’ 

   

Sunny looked at Bun with alarm. 

   

‘You know I mean it! I’m not scared of you people – if you’re not careful, you’ll 

both end up with smashed skulls – just like that stupid old farang.’  

   

‘What’s he saying, Sunny?’ Perry asked. 

   

‘I’ll tell you later, I think we’d better leave.’ 

   

‘Did he admit he was involved?’ 

   

Sunny nodded. 

   

‘In both of the murders – Jack and the baby?’ 

   

‘Yeah – I killed the baby!’ Bun shouted drunkenly in English. 

   

‘My God! Why? What possible harm could there be in a poor little baby?’ asked 

Perry, horrified. 

   

Bun reverted to Thai, as he shook his fist threateningly at Sunny.  

  

‘Now, you listen, and you listen carefully. That stupid whore - Jin, she deserved 

what was coming to her. She tried to make trouble for me, and you see what’s 

happened to her. She found out that I killed her miserable brothers in Sang Yun – it 

was no secret. And when she saw me in Cambridge, she threatened to report me to 

the authorities. She was going to have me deported as an illegal alien. Well I 

couldn’t have that could I? So I found out where she lived – it was so easy – she’d 

made friends with some of the girls who worked at Sabai Dee. So I went to see her 

and told her not to make any trouble. She refused, and she started shouting and 

swearing at me.  

  

‘Then that old fool of a farang arrived and tried to throw me out – so I killed him 

– smashed his head in with a pestle – I’d brought one with me, just in case. I 

thought that would be enough to silence her, and then I went into the garden to get 

rid of the pestle. But the stupid whore followed me into the garden and grabbed at 



me. I was about to hit her, when a brat suddenly cried from inside the house. She 

ran back in and I followed. She was holding the brat and screaming at me. I picked 

up her pestle in the kitchen and killed the brat. That shut her up – I can tell you.’ 

   

‘It’s a wonder you didn’t kill her as well,’ said a stunned Sunny. 

   

‘You’re right – I should have killed her – and nearly did.’ 

  

‘But you realised that if you were smart, you could make it look as though Jin 

was the killer, didn’t you?’ accused Sunny. ‘Let me guess; you washed the pestle to 

get rid of your fingerprints and put it in her hands. I’m right aren’t I?’ 

  

‘You’re too clever for your own good!’ the Thai responded. 

  

‘But how could you be sure she wouldn’t try and implicate you?’ 

  

‘Easy,’ replied the Thai, unable to resist bragging further. ‘I warned her that if 

she ever mentioned my name, not only would I come after her, but I would also 

come after her farang husband’s family as well. And I still will, come to that. But I 

know she will never talk – she went all quiet after I killed the brat - I’ve seen them 

like that before – she was broken, mentally broken.’ he concluded with a laugh. 

  

‘You forgot about the other pestle, didn’t you? The one in the garden?’ Sunny 

asked. ‘That’s why you came back the next day, isn’t it?’ 

   

‘You’re a smart little bitch aren’t you? Yes, that’s why I came back, but it 

doesn’t matter, because you and this farang are not going to talk are you? You 

know what will happen if you do, don’t you? 

   

‘Yes, we know, and I can assure you that we’re not that stupid,’ she replied in 

Thai. 

  

Then in English, ‘Come on Perry, we’d better go.’ 

  

They climbed off their stools, and were about to make a quick exit, when Bun 

suddenly lunged over the bar at them. ‘One minute – not so quick – I wanna check 

you before you go.’ 

   

‘Check me? asked Perry. ‘Whatever for?’ 

  

‘Just stan’still,’ he barked, as he ran his hands up and down Perry’s body. ‘Good, 

nothing there. Now you,’ he said, grabbing hold of Sunny. 

   

‘Hang on a minute – you can’t do that!’ shouted Perry. ‘Leave her alone – 

there’s nothing on her.’ 

  

He gave a lurid grin, ‘Bun find out,’ he said as he felt over Sunny’s body. 



   

‘Stop that! Stop that! There’s nothing there!’ fumed Perry. 

   

Suddenly, Bun grabbed Sunny’s top in both hands and ripped it apart, revealing 

her white bra, which had the tell-tale electronics taped along one side. 

   

Bun’s smile evaporated, replaced suddenly by an expression of terrible anger. He 

was incensed and he put one hand around Sunny’s neck, while the other went 

swiftly to his back pocket where he produced a long, gleaming, switch knife.  

  

‘You lying, miserable bitch!’ he screamed in Thai. ‘You think you can play 

games with Bun?’ he yelled, as he put the blade against Sunny’s neck. 

   

‘Bun! Stop that!’ Perry pleaded with alarm. ‘You can see that it’s a wire – and 

the police will be here any minute – Don’t you dare hurt Sunny - you’ll never get 

away with it.’ 

   

Bun looked at Perry with disbelief. ‘Police? No, I don’t think so!’ Bun said. 

‘Police not waste time here – Bun think you have cassette machine somewhere – 

maybe in your car?  You tell me where - or I kill girl.’ 

   

‘No Bun, it’s the truth – the police are listening outside. Let go of Sunny, or 

you’ll regret it.’ 

   

‘Yeah? – I don’ hear no police at the door. You lie! Tell me where you keep tape 

machine.’ 

   

‘Sunny! Where’s the police? They should have broken in by now,’ Perry asked 

Sunny desperately. 

   

‘I’m afraid I’ve some bad news, Perry,’ she said fearfully. 

   

‘Oh? It can’t get any worse, surely.’ 

   

‘The microphone wire isn’t connected to the transmitter – it’s broken – they 

can’t hear us.’ 

   

‘My God! How long has it been like that?’ 

   

‘I’m not sure, but I felt something move when I first sat down, so it’s probably 

been like that since we’ve been here.’ 

   

‘You mean we’ve been through all this for nothing!’  

   

‘Shut up!’ shouted Bun. ‘You think I believe all that police crap! Where are 

they? You lie! Tell me what you doin’ here Jeffrey– or this girl gonna get it! 

   



It was time for action. ‘Sunny, hang on!’ Perry shouted, as he decided to repeat 

the successful manoeuvre he had made a few weeks ago at the Green House in Hat 

Yai. He made a sudden dive for Bun, and the two fell into a heap and rolled across 

the floor, with Sunny thankfully scurrying out of Bun’s reach. 

   

‘Perry, be careful!’ Sunny shouted, fearful for his safety. 

   

Bun was drunk, and for a few moments, it looked as though Perry would win the 

struggle to force Bun to release his grip on the lethal blade. But after a while, in 

spite of his intoxicated state, the Thai thug’s enormous strength began to make 

itself felt, and he gradually manoeuvred the knife, closer and closer to Perry’s heart. 

   

‘Leave him alone, you brute!’ screamed Sunny as she launched herself at Bun, 

trying to wrench the knife from his grasp. 

   

She was a split second too late, and Perry suddenly felt an uncanny detachment 

from the scuffle as the deadly blade entered his chest. He didn’t really feel any 

pain, just a funny, tingling feeling that seemed to spread through his chest. ‘Is that 

my blood I can feel,’ he wondered, ‘Is this it? - Is this the end? Oh Sunny…’  

  

Through his fading consciousness, he heard the sound of a door crashing, 

followed by disembodied voices shouting, ‘Perry… Sunny… Perry ….’ and 

then…. silence. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

  
  

The taxi came to a halt in Sunny’s driveway. The front door opened and Sunny 

hurried out to see who could be paying her a visit at such an early hour. The driver 

walked around to the rear door, and as he opened it, she saw the familiar, but 

unexpected figure trying to get up from the back seat. ‘Perry! You silly man - you 

must be out of your mind– what are you doing here?’ 

  

‘What do you think I’m doing here? I’ve come to see my favourite person in all 

the world, of course.’ 

  

‘Oh you’re so crazy. Well come on then, now you’re here you’d better get out – 

the taxi meter’s still running, by the looks of things.’ 

  

‘You’ll have to help me, I’m afraid. It wasn’t so bad getting in the cab, but I’m 

going to need your arm to get out.’ 

   

Sunny put her arm around Perry’s head and he gently eased himself off the back 

seat and alighted from the vehicle.  

  

‘Perry, are you sure you’re all right? You don’t look too good. I can’t believe 

that you’ve been discharged from hospital.’ 

   

‘I haven’t – in fact they made quite a fuss about letting me go. But I had to leave 

– I couldn’t stand it any longer – not knowing what happened.’ 

   

‘Perry! What am I going to do with you,’ Sunny said reprovingly, as Perry paid 

the taxi and Sunny helped him walk slowly into her front room. ‘You’re so 

impatient: I was coming see you today, and provided you were up to it, I was going 

tell you everything.’  

  

‘Well I’m here now, so how about a nice cup of tea and then you can start.’ 

   

‘Anything you say, my wonderful hero,’ she replied with a smile, before slipping 

into the kitchen to put the kettle on. 

   

Perry looked around him at the beautiful and perfectly decorated room. ‘I do 

believe it looks even better than it did before that bastard Bun wrecked it,’ he 

thought, studying the new oriental works of art; some of which graced the walls, 

whilst others had been strategically placed on shelves and in elegant display cases.  

  

‘This is a lovely room, Sunny,’ he said when she returned with the tea tray, and 

some little pastry snacks. 

   



‘Thank you Perry. Yes, I think that it’s pretty much back to the way I want it. 

Now, put your feet up on this footstool, and I’ll bring you up to date with what’s 

been going on since you’ve been in hospital.’ 

   

It was a week since their momentous visit to the gambling house in Cambridge. 

After the fracas with Bun, Perry had been unconscious for almost twenty four hours 

and had lost a lot of blood. Sunny had been beside herself with worry, but it had 

transpired that even though there had been considerable bleeding, and wound was 

quite deep, the knife had luckily avoided any major organs. In fact the doctors had 

pronounced that they expected him to make a swift and trouble-free recovery. He 

had also made a complete recovery from his concussion, which was the result of a 

nasty knock on the head - no doubt caused by the heavy-handed manner in which 

the police had rushed in and had literally barged straight into the brawling pair.  

  

Sunny had been to see Perry every day, but had only been allowed to stay for a 

short while as the doctor’s felt her presence may unduly excite him. She had also 

been under strict instructions not to say anything that might agitate him, so she had 

refrained from relating the latest events. 

   

‘So where shall I start?’ she asked. 

   

‘You can start at the point when that thug put his knife into me. And you can 

also recap on exactly what he confessed – I managed to pick up some of it, but I’m 

still pretty confused.’ 

   

I’m not surprised,’ Sunny said. ‘It’s turning out to be a very confusing story. 

Well. I think you know that Bun confessed to the killings – of Jack and the poor 

baby? 

   

Perry nodded.  

   

‘When Jin went back home to Sang Yun, she must have heard that some people 

from Khon Kaen were working in Cambridge. It was obviously common 

knowledge in those parts – after all, we were told and we were only up there for a 

couple of days. Anyway, somehow she found out the name of the man – the Madju-

Raj - who killed her two brothers. His proper name is Bunchit – Bun for short. He 

was a policeman, and as he was acting under orders, he wasn’t too bothered about 

keeping it a secret. He even told you, when he hardly knew you, didn’t he? These 

Thais are so arrogant and boastful – sometimes I’m so ashamed.’ 

   

‘Don’t be Sunny. Every country has people like Bun – there’s plenty of them 

here in England I can assure you.’ 

   

‘Yes, I suppose so. Anyway, I think you know what happened. Jin threatened 

Bun, and he responded by killing Jack and the baby. I think he would have killed 

Jin as well if he hadn’t come up with the idea of planting the murders on her. It 



almost worked too – except he was so stupid, that he forgot about the pestle in the 

garden until it was too late.’ 

   

‘He hadn’t reckoned on Sunny, “ace detective”,’ Perry said. 

   

‘No, he hadn’t,’ agreed Sunny. 

   

‘So he confessed to us, but surely it was all a waste of time wasn’t it? I mean the 

mike in your bra wasn’t connected, was it? 

   

Sunny gave Perry an enigmatic smile. 

  

‘That’s what you told me.’ 

  

Sunny smiled. ‘Yes I did, but happily, I was wrong. I thought it might be broken, 

but I made a mistake.’ 

   

‘You said the wire had come out.’ 

  

‘I was wrong.’ 

  

‘But…why did you think it had come out?’ 

  

‘Perry, I didn’t think it had come out. In fact I knew it was still connected.’ 

  

‘I…I ... don’t…’ 

  

‘I said that because I thought it might stop Bun from doing anything too reckless. 

If I could convince him the wire had broken, then he had nothing much to worry 

about. It would have been his word against mine… ours.’ 

  

‘So… I didn’t have to save you?’ 

  

‘Oh, I don’t know about that Perry. I think you did. At that point, Bun was too 

angry and drunk to believe anything I told him. I think he would have definitely 

done me some serious harm if you hadn’t dived on him.’ 

  

‘So the police… they got everything?’ 

   

‘Yes, right up to the time when Bun ripped my top, because up to that point, the 

police had heard – and recorded – everything that was said.’ 

   

‘That’s wonderful news, Sunny!’ 

   

‘Yes, it is, and they’ve now had the Thai conversations officially translated. All 

the parts where Bun confessed to the killings have been verified.’ 

   



‘Oh Sunny, that’s such good news. But if the mike wasn’t cut, why did the police 

take so long to come to the rescue? I could have been killed.’ 

   

‘I know. Sheer incompetence, I’m afraid. They were so glued to listening to the 

unfolding drama that by the time they realised we were in real danger; Bun had 

already put a knife to my throat. Then they had a lot of trouble breaking down the 

front door; and if that wasn’t enough, they rushed into the kitchen by mistake and 

had all kinds of problems with the gamblers who panicked and were trying to 

escape. So when they finally found us in the lounge, it was too late, he had already 

stabbed you.’  

   

‘Sounds like a proper balls-up to me,’ said Perry, shaking of his head in despair. 

That maniac could have killed us both. Still it all turned out Ok in the end didn’t 

it?’ 

   

‘Yes, I think we can be thankful for that.’ 

   

‘So what’s happened to Bun? He’s in jail, I assume?’ 

   

‘He’s been charged with both murders and is being held on remand in a top 

security jail until he stands trial. It’s all over the newspapers.’ 

   

‘Thank goodness for that. We certainly don’t want him out on bail so that he can 

come looking for us, do we? But what about his gang? I know there’s at least one 

other Thai man working for him – maybe more. Do you think they might come 

after us?’ 

   

‘I think we’re safe enough, Perry. After the police broke in and arrested Bun, 

they went to the massage parlour and arrested all the staff there. They found them 

asleep, upstairs at the back.’ 

   

‘Arrested them on what charge?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘At the moment they’re all being held as illegal immigrants. Bun’s illegally in 

the country as well, by the way – so if he were ever released, he’d be immediately 

deported. But Inspector Tobing is waiting for you to recover sufficiently so that you 

can make a statement about the illegal activities that have been going on at the 

massage parlour.’ 

   

Perry considered this for a while. ‘I suppose it’ll be all right. What about those 

poor girls – what will happen to them?’ 

   

‘They’ll be sent back to Thailand.’ 

   

‘Is that all right with you – do you want me to testify?’ 

   



‘I think it’s for the best Perry. I went to see them at the immigration holding 

centre. They are being treated well, and after everything that’s happened to them, 

they just want to go home. They didn’t really make much money – Bun took most 

of it.’ 

   

‘My God, I almost forgot! What about poor Jin? What’s happened to her?’ 

   

‘I think she’s going to be all right. After Bun was arrested and the police were 

satisfied that he had committed the crimes, they withdrew the charges against Jin.’ 

   

‘Sunny, what a result! Where is she? She’s not here is she?’ he asked, almost 

afraid of the answer. 

   

‘No, don’t worry, Perry. She’s not here,’ she assured him with a smile. ‘She’s 

still quite sick, so she’s been transferred to a normal psychiatric hospital. I’ve been 

there - it’s a really nice place, and the staff there are very kind – nothing like that 

horrible Longfield institution she was in before.’ 

   

‘So no more Herr Commandant Broken Hooter,’ said Perry with a laugh. 

   

‘No, no more Mzz Broken Hooter,’ agreed Sunny. ‘Perry, Jin has already made 

tremendous progress – I really think that she will be much better soon. I’ve seen her 

twice. On the first visit, I told her what had happened, and she looked at me as 

though a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She stared at me for ages 

and then eventually she started crying and she hugged me and wouldn’t let go. She 

just kept on hugging – I couldn’t do anything. But I knew that this time it was 

different – I knew that this time she was starting to come out from the terrible 

trauma she had been suffering. Somehow I could just tell. It’s difficult to explain – 

do you understand what I am saying?’ 

   

‘Yes, I think so. So what about the second visit?’ 

   

‘That was yesterday. You wouldn’t have believed she was the same person. She 

was eating and talking and sounding almost normal. She was still very sad, and 

sometimes I could see the odd tear in her eyes – but the improvement, Perry – it 

was so remarkable. 

  ‘ 

‘So I take it that she’s withdrawn her confessions – for the second time?’ 

   

‘Yes, she has. Although she still insists that she is the cause of all the terrible 

things that have happened to her family.’ 

   

‘Why? I don’t understand.’ 

   

‘Because, in her mind, if she hadn’t run away from the brothel Hat Yai, none of 

this would have ever happened. After she ran away, the brothel stopped the meagre 

pittance that they were sending to her father, which resulted in him becoming a 



drug dealer. That caused her brothers to be killed, which in Jin’s mind started the 

chain reaction for all the other disasters. If she hadn’t tracked down Bun and tried 

to exact some revenge by getting him deported, Jack and the baby would still be 

alive today. That is why she confessed to the killings – in her mind she is as 

responsible as if she’d wielded the blows herself. 

   

‘So she’s still in a very sorrowful state of mind.’ 

   

‘I suppose you could say that, although I think she is now coming to terms with 

it all, and starting to think what she can do with the rest of her life. She’s changed 

so much since the last time you saw her, you wouldn’t believe it.’ 

   

‘Yes I would, Sunny. With your involvement, anything is possible.’ 

   

‘Perry, it’s been a lot more than my involvement that has brought all this about.’ 

   

‘Well, I suppose without Inspector Tobing’s help …..’ 

   

‘I’m not talking about the police – that’s their job. You silly, modest, wonderful 

Englishman. Don’t you realise that you’re a real hero?’ 

   

‘A hero? A hero to who?’ he asked incredulously. 

   

‘To me – to the police - to Jin – to the whole world. You’re a hero Perry, 

whether you like it or not.’ 

  

‘That’s rubbish – I’m just an ordinary bloke – I didn’t do anything that special.’  

  

‘Perry, without your bravery – going undercover in that horrible place – and then 

facing Bun down when he had that knife, this might have all ended very differently. 

I’m sorry but you’re just going to have to accept it.’ 

   

‘If I’m a hero, so are you. You’re a heroine. You did just as much as I did.’ 

   

‘I was helping a fellow country-woman who was a long way from home.’ 

   

‘And I was helping the woman who I love,’ he said emotionally. 

   

Sunny ignored Perry’s outburst. ‘Perry, there’s something important that I must 

tell you.’ 

   

‘Oh? What about Sunny? You want to tell me that you don’t love me? I know 

that already.’ 

   

‘No, Perry it’s nothing like that. It’s about Jin.’ 

   

‘I thought you said she was getting better.’ 



   

‘She is, but after all you’ve done for us, we owe you the truth.’ 

   

Perry felt his stomach turn. ‘The truth? What do you mean?’ 

   

‘I’ve talked it through with Jin, and we’ve agreed to tell you the truth – about 

everything.’ 

   

‘I don’t understand.’  

   

‘No, you silly Englishman. I’m sure you don’t. Perry, do you remember when we 

were in Thailand – you remember when we went to Viengsuk?’ 

   

‘Of course I do – how could I ever forget?’ 

   

‘Do remember that girl who we spoke to? The one who told us she was a good 

friend of Jin’s sister.’ 

   

‘Yes, a thin, pretty little girl. Her name was Wan.’ 

   

‘That’s right, Wan. And do you remember that night she came to our room and I 

went with her to see father Brian?’ 

   

‘Of course I do, Sunny. You went to sort out the transfer papers for your Range 

Rover didn’t you?’ 

   

‘Yes, but it was more than that. Wan wanted to tell me something – about Jin’s 

sister – Malee. She wanted to tell me about some things that Malee had said to her 

– just before she died.’ 

  

Perry remained silent. He recalled how upset Sunny had been when she had 

returned to the room that night. He wondered why she had waited until now to tell 

him about it. 

   

Sunny continued. ‘Wan told me that last March, Jin came to see Malee – at the 

hospice. She came one night and managed to see her without anyone knowing she 

was there: Wan made sure they weren’t disturbed. Jin stayed about an hour, and 

never came back again. Malee asked Jin about their mother; she wanted to know 

what had happened to her. She was so upset that her mother had dumped her there 

and had apparently deserted her. At first Jin didn’t want to say anything, but Malee 

insisted on knowing the truth and blamed her mother for being so cruel. So Jin told 

her what had happened.’  

  

Sunny paused, and paced the room, trying to find the right words.  

  

‘Her mother killed herself, Perry. She committed suicide. After her two sons 

were killed by that mad man, Bun, and she realised that her daughter was dying of 



Aids, she found it more and more difficult to cope with life. In the end – about six 

months later – she decided that the only way out was death, and she took it. She 

found an old piece of twine, scrambled up a coconut tree at the back of the village, 

and after tying the twine to a branch, she somehow managed to manoeuvre herself 

into position, and then she jumped. It didn’t take much to break the neck of that 

wretched, scrawny woman –already weak and weary from a life of depravation and 

suffering.’ 

   

Perry looked at Sunny, with a mixture of horror and astonishment on his face. 

‘But, how did Jin know what had happened? She was in England living with Jack 

wasn’t she? Did someone write and tell her?’ 

   

‘No – there was no one to write to her– not once her mother was dead. It’s ironic 

really - no one wrote to her, so she went to find out why no one had written. Jin 

used to send money every month to her family in Sang Yun, and every month her 

mother would write her a short note to tell her that her father had received the 

money. Then in November last year, the letters stopped. Jin still sent the money 

every month and the cheques were cashed - but no letters. After three months, she 

decided to go to Thailand and find out what had happened. She went in March, I 

think it was. She learned that her brothers had been killed the previous November, 

and then, a month later, after her mother had taken Malee to Viengsuk, she 

committed suicide. Only her father and her baby sister remained.’ 

   

‘So, so what happened to them?’ Perry asked, fearful of the answer. ‘What 

happened to her father and her sister?’ 

   

‘The baby was called Nit, and it was Nit who Bun killed in Willowbridge. Bun 

killed Jin’s little sister. I always suspected that the baby wasn’t her daughter.’ 

   

‘But how could she be her sister – Inspector Tobing told us that the immigration 

forms showed that she was Jin’s daughter.’ 

   

‘Perry, it not difficult to get away with false information on immigration forms. 

And it’s even easier to get hold of fake birth certificates in Bangkok – it would only 

cost a few pounds. They both had the same surname – it was very easy for Jin to 

pass Nit off as her daughter. 

   

‘Why did she bring Nit to England?’ 

   

‘To get her away from her father.’ 

   

‘I don’t understand.’ 

   

Sunny sighed, remaining quiet for a moment. ‘Do you remember the post 

mortem report that Inspector Tobing let me see? The one that was issued by the 

pathologist after the baby’s body had been discovered buried in the garden?’ 

   



Perry nodded. 

   

‘The report said that Nit had been sexually abused. Inspector Tobing 

immediately assumed that it was Jack who had been abusing her – and that was the 

motive for his murder. But I always knew that something didn’t quite add up. The 

Inspector didn’t give me much time to read that report, but I immediately spotted 

the pathologist’s statement that the child had been systematically abused over a 

long period of time. Yet the poor thing had only been in England for couple of 

months. So how could it have been Jack? Can you believe that Jin would have 

stood by and let her husband carry out that sort of abuse? As I said, it just didn’t 

add up.’ 

   

‘So why didn’t you say something?’ 

   

‘At the time, I felt that Tobing had already made his mind up, so I decided to 

keep it to myself and see how things developed.’  

   

‘So if it wasn’t Jack who had been abusing her, who was it?’ asked Perry, 

suspecting that he had already guessed the answer. 

   

‘It was her father – a monster who was supposed to be a father. At one time or 

another, he had abused all his daughters. He was the one who gave Malee Aids – he 

was probably HIV positive, but like many men, he hadn’t developed the disease.  

  

‘When Jin went to see her sister at Viengsuk, Malee told Jin that her mother used 

to protect Nit from him – but now she was dead, there was nobody to stop him 

abusing her. So Jin told Malee not to worry – she would take protect Nit. She told 

Malee that she had bought a gun, and that she was going to kill their father and take 

Nit away.’ 

   

‘Oh my God Sunny – that’s so terrible!’ 

   

‘Yes, Perry, it’s so terrible,’ Sunny replied, with tears in her eyes. 

   

‘And did she…. kill him?’ 

   

‘Yes. Jin confessed it to me yesterday.’ 

   

‘That poor woman! I can’t believe what she has been through,’ said Perry. 

   

Sunny remained silent. 

   

‘Why didn’t you tell me all this before?’ 

   

‘I’m not sure – I just couldn’t. I didn’t think that you were ready to be burdened 

with such a terrible family tragedy. I felt that you were still badly affected by your 

own sad loss, and that it wouldn’t be fair to you. You are still grieving, you know.’ 



   

‘Maybe I am, but you should have told me. 

   

‘Maybe I should have done. I’m sorry,’ she said simply. 

   

‘So what happens now?’ asked Perry. 

   

‘I think that it’s up to you.’ 

   

‘Sunny, you’re talking in riddles. Why is it up to me?’ 

   

‘Perry, I’m so sorry I lied to you – but I honestly didn’t think you were in a state 

to take it all in. If you don’t mind me saying, I believe you still have a lot of 

sadness to get out of your system, and the last thing you needed was to take on 

someone else’s loss. But, I must confess that’s not the only reason I didn’t tell you. 

I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want you to be in possession of facts that could 

harm Jin’s case.’ 

   

‘Sunny, please clarify what you mean.’ 

   

‘It’s obvious isn’t it? If I had told you that Jin killed her father, you might have 

changed your views on whether she was guilty of the killings at Willowbridge.’ 

   

‘So, even if that’s the case – which I assure you it isn’t – it wouldn’t have made 

any difference. I would still have helped you find the real killer.’ 

   

‘You say that now, Perry, because you know that Jin didn’t do it – but you can’t 

say what your reaction might have been if I’d told you all this in Viengsuk.’ 

   

Perry looked at Sunny - understanding but still rather mystified. 

  

‘So now, my pure, honest Perry – it’s up to you. Now you know that Jin killed 

her father, what do you want to do about it?’ 

   

‘What do you want me to do?’ 

   

‘No, Perry – this time it’s not what I want, or what Jin wants – it’s what you 

want. Jin is a murderer – she killed her father in cold blood. If you want to report it 

to the police, she will admit to her crime – neither Jin nor I will stand in your way. 

And if you do decide to tell Inspector Tobing, I’m sure that in spite of his 

protestations that he is just a humble rural bobby, he will feel obliged to pass on the 

information to the appropriate authorities. And in due course I have little doubt that 

Jin will be arrested yet again, and extradited back to Thailand to stand trial. It’s 

your decision Perry, and I will respect your decision absolutely. You are a good 

man, with very high integrity. I’m not sure you can go through life with this sort of 

secret on your conscience.’ 

   



‘Sunny, I’ll ask you again. What do you want me to do?’                              

   

‘You want me to decide?’ 

   

‘Yes.’ 

   

‘Very well then. You had better go and tell the police, Perry. You don’t have 

much choice.’  

   

‘Perry looked deep into Sunny’s brown eyes.’ 

   

‘Is that really what you want me to do?’ 

   

‘Yes, it’s for the best.’ 

   

He continued to hold her gaze. ‘Sunny – this family – this family from Sang Yun 

– they’ve had a terrible time of it, haven’t they? I mean – if I’ve got this right – the 

family originally consisted of seven people. There was Jin, her Mum, her Dad, her 

two brothers, and two sisters – seven in all – is that correct?’ 

   

Sunny nodded slowly. 

   

‘So first of all, Jin was sold to a brothel at the other end of the country when she 

was only fifteen. Then her father became a drug dealer; then her two brothers were 

killed by the Madju-Raj; then her sister caught Aids – probably from her father – 

then her mother kills herself, and then Malee dies of Aids. And finally, Nit, after 

suffering ritual abuse from her father, is killed in England – and….and….’ 

   

‘And Jin kills her father,’ said Sunny, softly. 

   

‘Yes, Jin kills her father. So out of a family of seven, there is only one left – Jin. 

Or have I forgotten anyone?’ 

   

‘No, you are quite right – only Jin remains.’ 

   

‘And what will happen to Jin if she is extradited to stand trial?’ 

   

‘We have the death penalty in Thailand. Jin, with undoubted premeditation, 

killed her father in cold blood. She might be executed.’ 

   

‘Don’t you think there have been enough killings for one family? Hasn’t Jin has 

suffered enough?’ asked Perry with emotion. 

   

‘Yes, she has suffered terribly.’ 

   



‘And what possible good can come out of Jin being executed or put away in 

some stinking Thai jail for the murder of a sexual pervert who dealt in drugs and 

sold his own daughter into prostitution.’ 

   

Sunny stayed silent. 

   

‘I’ll tell you what good it would do – absolutely none at all. That man deserved 

to die – and if I had known about him when I was over there – and if he had been 

alive – I would have killed him myself - Whatever the consequences. This kind of 

monster doesn’t deserve to breathe God’s air. No Sunny, Jin’s secret is safe with 

me – I would never dream of telling anyone. Besides,’ Perry added, with a slight 

smirk, ‘it’s none of my business who Jin may, or may not have shot on the other 

side of the world.’ 

   

Sunny’s eyes moistened with tears and she snuggled close to Perry and gently 

kissed him on the lips. ‘Thank you Perry – you’re such a good man.’ 

   

‘You surely didn’t seriously think I would go to the police did you?’ 

   

‘No, I didn’t. But you had to come to your own decision.’ 

   

‘Had to come to my own…?’ Perry started to protest. Then he looked at Sunny, 

and spotted the teasing smile he had come to know so well. ‘Oh Sunny, will I ever 

know what’s going on in that pretty little head of yours?’ he asked with a smile. 

   

‘Not if I can help it,’ she said as she wrapped her arms around his neck, and 

hugged him. 

   

‘Steady on, I’ll suffocate,’ Perry shouted, as he gently pulled her hands away and 

turned to face her on the couch. Then, very slowly, he took Sunny’s head in his 

hands and gave her a deep, passionate kiss.  

 

‘Sunny,’ he said, when he finally had to break off for air, ‘I’m so happy that it’s 

all worked out so well. We were a great team weren’t we?’ 

   

‘Yes, we were – I don’t know how I would have got through these last few 

weeks without you.’ 

   

‘So now that it’s all over – and Jin is out of jail, and well on the road to recovery, 

I think it’s time that we picked up where we left off, back in Thailand?’ 

   

‘What do you mean, Perry?’ 

   

‘You know what I mean. I’m talking about our relationship – you and me.’ 

   

Sunny withdrew from Perry’s grasp, and looked away. 

  



‘When we were in Thailand – especially those last couple of days – I thought we 

were getting really close. You were so affectionate. I wasn’t imagining it - we were 

getting close, weren’t we? Or was it just an act?’ 

   

‘No, Perry it wasn’t an act, I can promise you that,’ she replied without looking 

at him. 

   

‘Yet as soon as we arrived back home, you became so distant again. I know 

you’ve been distracted by all the problems here, but even so, I couldn’t understand 

it. Did I do something wrong?’ 

   

‘No – on the contrary – you’ve been magnificent.’    

   

‘Then, today – just now – you became all soft and loving again. And now you’re 

looking away! What’s going on Sunny? I don’t understand.’ 

   

Sunny rose from the sofa and walked to the back of the lounge and looked out 

over her snow covered lawn. She watched a tiny blue tit pecking at little wire cages 

full of nuts which swung from her ash tree. ‘It’s so peaceful here, Perry and those 

little birds are so cute. Sometimes I watch them for hours. Oh, look, there’s a little 

robin walking in the snow.’ 

   

Perry looked up at her silhouette, thinking, ‘She’s not going to answer me –she’s 

avoiding the subject, as usual.’ 

   

After a long and painful silence, Sunny finally answered him. ‘You are such a 

dear, dear man and you are very precious to me. I know that you love me, and that 

makes me very sad – because the last thing I want to do is hurt you. You deserve an 

honest answer; I’m sorry Perry, I can’t return your love Perry. I’m so sorry, but I 

just can’t.’ 

   

‘But why? I don’t understand. Can’t you just give it more time? That’s what you 

said to me once, when we were on that picnic with Jin: you said that one day you 

might grow to love me, and that I had to give you time.’ 

   

Sunny turned to face Perry. ‘I’m not sure that I said exactly that, but yes – it’s 

true – I suppose that one day I might grow to love you.’ 

   

‘I’m prepared to give it time, Sunny, all the time that it takes.’ 

   

‘No – I can’t accept that. I said I might grow to love you, but then again I might 

not. It may take years – it may never happen, and I can’t let you hang around for 

half of your life – just on the off chance that one day my feelings might change. It’s 

not fair on you – you have to get on with your life and forget about me. I’m so 

sorry, Perry. I can’t love you now - I can’t love anyone now –maybe I can never 

love anyone, ever again.’ 

   



‘But why? I just don’t understand.’ 

   

Sunny slowly walked back to the sofa and sat back down, next to her distraught 

friend. She took his hand, and spoke softly. ‘Perry, I told you before that you don’t 

know anything about me. Well, maybe it’s time that I put that straight. It’s no more 

than you deserve. Are you up for it? It’s quite a long story? 

  

‘I’ve never been up for anything so much in my life.’ 

  

As you’ve probably realised, I was born in Bangkok – and my father’s family 

was very wealthy. He came from a very old family, and the family name is quite 

famous. I am also a distant relative to the King of Thailand, so technically you 

could say I am a princess, although I hate the trappings of titles and that sort of 

thing. But the fact remains that most Thais have heard of my family, and that is 

why complete strangers – like that man at the airport – are always trying to 

ingratiate themselves and do me favours. It’s not right, but sometimes it’s hard to 

resist. 

  

‘You must have also gathered that I have spent much of my life in England – 

hence my perfect English. When I was five, my father sent me to public school in 

England, and I didn’t leave, except for holidays, until I finished my ‘A’ levels, at 

the ripe old age of eighteen. So it’s hardly surprising that my English is pretty 

good. Anyway I hadn’t been back in Thailand very long when my mother insisted 

that I marry a distant cousin from her side of the family. My mother was also from 

an old established family, but in recent times they had become quite impoverished.  

  

I later discovered that she had only married my father for the enormous dowry 

that he paid to her family, and by the time I returned to Thailand, her family’s 

financial situation was becoming desperate. Her family was also quite well known, 

but their wealth had been squandered away over the years. So my mother decided 

that my marriage to this cousin would help bring the two families even closer 

together, and help to alleviate the financial crisis. The man I was to marry had no 

money of his own, so my mother prevailed upon my Dad to invest a large sum of 

money to set him up in business.  

   

‘I know what you are thinking. How could a western educated girl go along with 

such a scheme? Well, I was only eighteen, and in Thailand when your mother tells 

you to marry someone – you do what you’re told – it’s as simple as that. I could 

have refused, but my mother was the totally dominant partner, and what she said 

went. I would have faced the prospect being cut off from my family, and being left 

without a penny to live on. Don’t forget I’d been living a life of luxury. Even in 

England, I’d had so much money to spend – much more than most of the kids I 

went to school with. I didn’t think that I was in a position to fend for myself. So I 

married him – it’s as simple as that.’ 

   

Sunny’s eyes briefly welled with tears. ‘He was a horrible man, Perry. I can’t 

begin to tell you how horrible he was. He treated me so badly – sometimes he 



would beat me – sometimes he would come home drunk…and…rape me. I was just 

a trophy he could show off at extravagant dinner parties he gave - with my father’s 

money. But the rest of the time I had to stay home and await his pleasure. I was not 

allowed to go anywhere, or to have any friends. Sometimes, I would be alone for 

days or even weeks at a time. He would go off with one of his many mistresses. It 

was a terrible time and I was so unhappy.’ 

   

‘After two years of hell, I couldn’t stand it any longer and I decided to run away. 

I didn’t know where to go – the only place I could think of was a Thai Temple that 

I used to visit in my school holidays – I used to go there with my father, on our way 

to Kow Yai National Park.  

    

‘I’m sure you have guessed. It was Wat Thep-Pitak – the very one that you and I 

visited on the way to Khon Kaen. The Abbott there is such a wonderful man. You 

met him – he’s deeply spiritual and very kind. He agreed to hide me and look after 

me; and he was very brave, because if my husband had found out where I was 

hiding, he would probably have had him killed. With the money he extracted from 

my father, my husband had become a very powerful and dangerous man – he could 

do anything he wanted. 

   

‘But things got even worse. I was there for about three months when I heard that 

my husband had fallen out with my father over a business conflict. Apparently he 

had demanded more money to keep his business afloat, and when my father insisted 

the business being audited, my husband got mad and threatened to have him killed 

if he didn’t give him the money. Then a few weeks later the Abbott brought me the 

daily newspaper; my Dad had been killed by an unknown assailant – but I knew 

who had really carried out the killing.  

  

‘When my father was killed, my mother thought she would inherit his estates. 

But it turned out that my father was a bit smarter than they had given him credit for. 

He had lodged his will with a lawyer for safekeeping, and apart from a small 

bequest to my mother, he had left the rest of his enormous estate to me.  

  

‘So I had some very hard thinking to do. If I went back to Bangkok and claimed 

my inheritance – in all probability my husband, as my legal spouse, would force me 

to hand it all over – or if I refused, he would probably have me killed. But I 

couldn’t stay at the Wat forever. Sooner or later he would find me – then what? I 

took a chance. There was one place that he wouldn’t dare touch me – the temple 

where my dad’s funeral was taking place – there were too many important 

dignitaries present.  So I went there and confronted them both – my husband and 

my mother. You might think that was very foolish of me, but I was desperate. I had 

to find a way to be free of him and get on with my life. So in the middle of the 

funeral, with both sides of the family present, I made a surprise appearance with my 

lawyer, and offered him and my mother a deal. I offered to hand over a large part of 

my inheritance in exchange for a divorce and an undertaking that he would never 

come near me again.’ 

   



‘I made them an offer they couldn’t refuse, and they were happy to sign the 

papers that my lawyer had prepared. I felt reasonably sure that he would not dare to 

come after me - not after he had signed such a public agreement. Even he would 

have been in trouble if he had tried to harm me after all that.  

  

‘So that’s one of the reasons that I decided to come back and live in England. My 

father was an extremely rich man, and even though I gave most of it away, I still 

had enough to keep me in style for the rest of my life; and I wanted to get as far 

away from my ex-husband as I could. And it worked. I’ve never seen him or my 

mother again – in fact I can say that I don’t have a mother. I think they both forgot 

about me the day I gave away my inheritance. 

  

‘It wasn’t an easy decision for me to move away from my country of birth. I love 

my country Perry, but I have such bitter memories. Thailand is such a happy, 

bountiful place – but it is also a sad place. It is so full of corruption and violence 

and tragedy. My own story is just a microcosm of the injustices that happen every 

day there. Look at what has happened to Jin. She is the only person remaining out 

of a family of seven –a tragedy so terrible that it has even touched the innocent 

lives of people like dear old Daisy and Jack living on the other side of the world, in 

rural Northamptonshire.  

  

‘How can I ever erase the memories of those poor, dying children at the hospice 

at Viengsuk – yet they are just the tip of the iceberg – it’s so sad, Perry. It makes me 

cry every time I go back home to Thailand. That’s why I live in England; I just 

can’t stand the misery, despair and injustices suffered by the people of my 

homeland.  

  

‘I think I am devoid of love – I have my husband to thank for that. I’m sorry 

Perry, I wish more than anything in the world, that I could come to love you, but I 

just don’t know how to love any more. Can you understand that?’ Can you try to 

understand that?’ she asked, with tears gently rolling down her cheeks. 

  

Perry looked at Sunny, and at that moment he finally realised that it was all over. 

He had to accept defeat in his long, determined struggle to win her heart. He 

desperately tried to maintain his composure.  

  

‘Yes Sunny, I think I can understand that. And thank you. Thank you so much 

for telling me …for telling me your story. Now that I know what happened, I can 

understand why it was so hard for you to share your memories. You were right all 

those months ago when you said that I was just a child. Now that I understand how 

much you have suffered….Sunny, I don’t know what to say…..thank you for telling 

me…. thank you so much – I appreciate it.’  

  

Sunny put her arms around him. ‘You’re such a good man, what am I going to 

do with you?’ 

  



‘Do with me? Why - nothing. Look, I think I’d better be off – I’ve just 

remembered – there’s someone coming to see me in half an hour,’ he rambled, 

looking at his watch, ‘about my book!’ he said, with a weak attempt at a smile. He 

pushed the footstool away and slowly pulled himself up from the sofa.  

  

‘Perry, are you all right? How will you get home? I’ll drop you in my car.’ 

  

‘No!’ he shouted.  

  

Sunny paled. 

  

‘I’m s….s….sorry Sunny, I didn’t mean to shout. But no thanks, really. I... 

n….n….need the exercise. It’s only a short walk – If I take it slowly, it’ll be fine.’ 

  

‘Are you sure?’ she asked as he limped slowly to the front door. 

  

‘Yes Sunny – I’m sure.’ 

  

She opened the door and Perry hobbled out into the driveway. Sunny stood and 

watched as he took one painful step after another and gradually made his way to the 

road. On impulse, she suddenly shouted out to him, ‘Perry!’ 

  

He stopped, turned around and looked at her.  

  

‘Take care, Perry!’ she shouted. 

  

He gave her one of his brightest smiles. ‘Don’t worry – I will.’  

  

Then he turned back towards the road and Sunny watched him continue his slow 

painful journey, until he was completely out of sight. 

  

  

* 

   

  

Bert slammed down the boot of his Jaguar. ‘That’s it, the last of the shopping,’ 

he called out to his wife who was standing on the front door step. 

  

‘Well bring it all inside then,’ she replied. 

  

Bert picked up the two heaviest bags. ‘You’ll never guess who I just saw 

walking along by the brook?’ 

  

‘No – who?’ 

  

‘It was young Perry – our local hero. I thought he was still in hospital – but there 

he was, large as life, hobbling down the road,’ 



  

‘That’s a bit odd isn’t it?’ asked Mabel. ‘I heard that he was badly injured by that 

Thai ruffian. He shouldn’t be out walking so soon, should he?’ 

  

‘That’s exactly what I thought, but when I gave him a toot with my horn, he just 

flashed me a quick look and carried on walking – obviously wanted to be alone. 

Funny thing though – he must be in a lot of pain.’ 

  

‘What makes you say that?’ 

  

‘Because when he turned to look at me, his face was streaming with tears, 

blubbing away like a baby he was. I don’t know Mabel – they certainly don’t make 

them like they used to. In my younger days, you’d never see a fully-grown fellow 

crying in public like that. If he can’t stand the pain, he should’ve stayed at home!’  



EPILOGUE 

  

  

He was thinking how strange it is that whenever there is even a suspicion of 

snow in south east England, the newspapers and television are always so full of it. 

The briefest flurries of snow were enough to make the emergency services and 

public transport grind to a halt,’ he thought wryly.  

  

‘Yet here we are, in the very centre of England, and we never get a mention, 

despite the fact that almost every year we have inch upon inch of snow. Once 

you’re away from the bright lights of London, nobody cares. It’s a good job that 

villages like Fawnhope have public spirited people like Peregrine Woodthorne,’ he 

reflected with a wry grin. 

   

He had spent the day checking on the old folk who lived in the sheltered 

accommodation at the east end of the village. The roads and paths were all snowed 

in, and the steep hill leading out of the village was a solid sheet of ice. He had made 

sure that they were warm enough, and he had driven his trusty old car down to the 

village store at least half a dozen times on shopping errands.  

  

It was three o’clock in the afternoon and it would soon be dark. He had been 

thinking about it all day and had finally decided to take the plunge.  

  

His car slipped and skidded to a halt in her driveway.  

  

He knew she must be in. Bert had confirmed that she hadn’t been out in her car, 

since the snowfall, two days ago. And he knew she hadn’t walked out – he would 

have seen her. 

   

It was déjà vu. Just as in the old days, he wasn’t given a chance to ring the bell. 

The door had already been magically opened, as he trudged the last few steps 

through the deep snow up to the doorstep.  

  

‘Hello, how nice to see you – come on in,’ she said  

  

‘I…I … just thought I’d…sort of.. a… pop round and check to make sure you 

were OK – what with the snow and all – we’re all…um… a bit snowed in at the 

moment, aren’t we?’ 

   

‘That was very thoughtful of you. Take your boots off and go into the lounge – 

I’ll make a cup of tea – and how about a hot mince pie?’ 

   

‘Oh….er… I didn’t mean for you to go to any trouble. I just wanted to make sure 

you were managing all right …I mean… you’re not used to snow in Thailand, are 

you….Oh…er… I was forgetting – you know all about snow don’t you? Of 

course… you’ve been in England for….years…’ 

   



‘Perry, why don’t you stop babbling a lot of nonsense and go and sit down. I 

won’t be a moment.’ 

  

* 

   

The lounge hadn’t changed much. Almost the same as he remembered it from his 

last visit – back in September – over six months ago. ‘I wonder what she’s been up 

to all this time?’ he said to himself, as Sunny reappeared with the refreshments. 

   

‘So tell, me – what have you been up to since I last saw you?’ Sunny asked. 

   

That’s strange– I was just going to ask you the same thing.’ 

   

‘I see you’re fully recovered from your injuries then?’ 

   

‘Recovered? Oh…yes …fully recovered– yes I’m fine thanks – everything back 

to normal – couldn’t be fitter actually. I’ve taken up jogging.’ 

   

‘I thought you looked a bit trimmer – well done. And how’s the writing going?’ 

   

‘Not bad, thanks. I finished a collection of short stories based on our trip to 

Thailand – and I’ve actually got a small publisher interested in them.’ 

   

‘That’s wonderful news– congratulations!’ 

   

‘Thanks – I doubt it’ll do much for my bills – but you’ve got to start somewhere. 

W… What about you, Sunny? What have you been doing these last few months? I 

haven’t seen you around much in the village.’ 

   

‘Oh, mostly I’ve been helping poor Jin get her life sorted out.’ 

   

‘Of course, how silly of me, yes, poor Jin. How is she now?’ 

   

‘She’s not bad, all things considered. 

   

‘G…good. I’m very pleased to hear that,’ he responded, still unable to shake off 

his nervousness. 

  

‘Perry, relax. I’m not going to bite your head off.’ 

  

‘No? No. I….I don’t suppose you are,’ he said with a weak smile. ‘So Jin’s 

doing OK then?’ 

  

‘Yes, she’s doing OK,’ said Sunny thoughtfully. ‘Let me see, now - soon after 

we last met, she was released from hospital and came to stay with me for a while.’ 

   

‘I thought she might do that.’ 



   

‘We had a lot of things to sort out in England. We had to arrange for a proper 

funeral for Nit, and then there was Jack’s estate.’ 

   

Oh, did he leave her anything?’ 

   

Yes, he left her the lot. The house in Willowbridge, and a tidy sum of money. 

But Jin decided that it wasn’t right to take all of it, so we contacted Jack’s two sons 

and it was agreed to divide the estate equally with them.’ 

   

‘You mean those two thugs who accosted you in the police station?’ 

   

‘That’s right – those two. They’re not so bad Perry – they were just upset at the 

death of their father.’ 

   

‘They made some pretty nasty, racist comments.’ 

   

‘I know – but we can’t go through life nurturing grudges. When we contacted 

them and told them what we wanted to do, they were very nice.’ 

   

‘I bet they were.’ 

   

‘Perry, please don’t be like that. They were really grateful, and Jin was so happy 

that they parted on good terms.’ 

   

‘So where’s Jin now?’ 

   

‘She’s back in Thailand. I went with her for a few weeks. We tracked down 

Atchara’s family. You remember Atchara? The maid at Bahn Kiyo who was killed? 

Well, we found her family in Central Thailand and Jin gave them some money – 

enough to make a real difference to their lives. Then we went to Viengsuk, and Jin 

gave the rest of her inheritance to Father Brian, to use in the hospice.’ 

   

‘But what is she living on – if she gave all her money away?’ 

   

‘She doesn’t need any money. She decided to stay in Viengsuk and work as a 

nurse in the hospice. That’s where she plans to spend the rest of her life – taking 

care of dying kids.’ 

   

‘That’s a pretty grim prospect.’ 

   

‘For you, maybe – and for me. But for Jin – she is happy, very happy.’ 

   

‘That’s all that matters, isn’t it?’ Perry asked. 

   

‘Yes…Oh I almost forgot – you remember Bahn Kiyo – that awful brothel in Hat 

Yai?’ 



   

‘How could I ever forget?’ 

   

‘Well the general’s wife, the one who owned it, sold up. Apparently her husband, 

the general, was transferred, so our friend Khun Somluk – the rich man who 

rescued Jin? – he bought the place and closed it down.’ 

   

‘What happened to all the girls?’ 

   

‘He sent them all back to their homes with some cash that will hopefully keep 

their families satisfied for a while.’  

   

‘That’s really good news.’ 

   

‘Yes it is, but there are many more places like Bahn Kiyo, all over Thailand. I 

suppose even one less is something to be thankful for.’ 

   

Perry finished his cup of tea. ‘So what about you, Sunny? What are you doing, 

now that you’ve tidied up all the pieces of our little adventure?’ 

   

‘Me? Nothing really – at the moment.’ 

   

‘You seem a lot happier than last time I saw you.’ 

  

‘Oh yes, I think you could say that all right. I do feel a lot more at peace with 

myself.’ 

  

‘I’m glad Sunny – I’m so happy for you. The last time we met you seemed so 

melancholy.’ 

   

‘I think I could say the same about you,’ she replied, with a cheerful smile. 

   

‘Yes, that wasn’t one of the greatest days of my life.’ 

   

‘Nor mine, Perry.’ 

   

‘Well….er... I suppose I’d better go – that is if you’re sure you can manage – 

with all this snow and everything.’ 

   

‘Yes thank you kind sir – I’m quite sure.’ 

   

Perry sipped the last dregs of his tea and got up to go. ‘Oh….er…. there is one 

thing, Sunny.’ 

   

‘Yes?’ 

   

‘Well it’s a bit funny really. I don’t want to bother you with it really.’ 



   

‘Don’t want to bother me with what, Perry?’ 

  

‘Well, I had a call from your old friend, Inspector Tobing yesterday.’ 

   

‘Inspector Tobing? What did he want? Why should he call you?’ 

   

‘Well…er…I’m head of the neighbourhood watch these days – ever since Bert 

decided to call it a day,’ he explained, unable to hide his embarrassment. 

   

‘You! Head of the neighbourhood watch?’ 

   

‘Yes, well I know it sounds a bit silly. But nobody else was willing to take it on 

– and as I’ve got so much time on my hands, I ended up getting 

lumbered…Anyway, Tobing called me to see if you might be willing to help out 

with a little problem that’s come up.’ Perry paused. 

   

‘Go on.’ Sunny said. 

   

‘Well, you know the public school at Ousby?  I don’t know if you are aware, but 

there are quite a few students from Thailand who board there.’ 

   

‘Yes, I did know that. They all come from very rich families – like I did. So, 

what about them - these Thai students?’ 

   

‘The other day, one of them was mugged. He was on his way home to his hall of 

residence and a man attacked him with a knife. The crime was so unusual – Ousby 

is such a law abiding little town. Anyway, the boy is recovering in hospital, but 

refuses to give any statement. So Tobing was wondering whether you might be 

willing to talk to him.’ 

   

‘Why didn’t he call directly to me?’ 

   

‘I….I…. told you – I’m head of the neighbourhood watch now. Everything in 

Fawnhope has to be channelled through me,’ he explained weakly. 

   

‘Sunny smiled at Perry. ‘I’m not at all sure that there isn’t some kind of a 

conspiracy going on here.’ 

   

‘So?’ 

   

‘So what?’ 

   

‘What do I tell the inspector?’ 

   



‘What do you think you should tell him? Let’s see. Why don’t you tell him that 

I’ll be on my way over to Ousby– that’s if you can get your rusty old Capri out of 

the village, with all this snow about?’ 

   

‘Really? You mean it?’ 

   

‘Yes, Perry I mean it – really.’ 

   

‘Well – let’s go then – this is tremendous!’ 

   

‘You better give me five minutes to change, and I’ll be with you.’ 

  

‘You don’t need to change – you look fine.’ Perry assured her, staring at her 

exquisite figure, encased, as always in a perfectly matched silk top and Chinese-

style, cheongsam skirt. 

   

‘I’m not having you ogle my legs in that Capri of yours – I had enough of that 

last time!’ 

   

‘I…I… never…. did…. ogle….you.’ Perry stammered, in deep embarrassment. 

   

‘Perry, are you blushing?’ 

   

He looked at her and realised that even after all this time, Sunny could still tease 

him at will. 

   

‘And another thing - I hope you’ve put some decent perfume in your car – the 

last time we went to Willowbridge it smelt awful,’  

  

He burst out laughing, as he recalled his painful embarrassment when the 

policeman at Willowbridge had told him his car smelt like a whorehouse. ‘Sunny, 

aren’t you ever going to stop teasing me?’ 

   

‘What do you think?’ 

   

He saw the playful look in her eyes, and he knew that he still loved her – 

probably more than ever. ‘I think, no,’ he said with a gentle laugh.  

  

They looked at each other, and Perry’s laugh was infectious. Within a few 

moments, both of them were laughing as though they had never laughed before in 

their entire lives. They laughed so much that they had to hold onto each other for 

support. And the more they laughed the more they cried – and the more they cried 

the more they laughed. 

  

And Peregrine Woodthorne was deliriously happy, for he was back, once again, 

with his beloved Sunny.  

  



THE END 



  

  

AUTHOR’S NOTE 

  
  

There is no such place as Viengsuk and the Viengsuk hospice for Children in 

Nong Khai is a figment of my imagination.  

  

However, the inspiration to create and write about such a place came from the 

existence of a real hospice for children which is located at Sarnelli House in Nong 

Khai. Sarnelli House was founded in 2000 by Father Michael Shea, and 

accommodates over 60 children who are affected by or infected with HIV and /or 

full blown AIDS.  

  

Sarnelli House is the only institution of its kind in the north-east of Thailand, and 

was set up to serve a need for small children and babies who had AIDS and were 

being rejected by relatives and villagers, and often abandoned like little animals. 

The Thai welfare departments in the northeast of Thailand were taking in these 

children, but had neither budgetary funds nor a program to help them. 

  

The novel is set in 2002/2003 when there was no medication available to prevent 

HIV positive children from developing full blown AIDS, which meant that most, if 

not all, eventually died.  

  

Today, ten years on, the children’s hospice at Sarnelli House is still going strong, 

under the caring eye of Father Michael Shea and his team of volunteers. The home 

is still totally reliant on voluntary contributions and in spite of great strides in the 

treatment of HIV-AIDS; many children still die of the disease.  

  

The hospice in my novel is set in a fictitious location and its physical description 

bears no relation to Sarnelli House. The staff and children that Sunny and Perry 

meet at Viengsuk are fictitious. 

  

There is no such place as Sang Yun, but it is matter of record that as many as 

2,000 people were summarily executed by police in the early to mid-2000’s as a 

result of the then government policy to clean up the drug trade. Relatives of those 

killed are still fighting for justice and compensation. 

  

In the past ten years, the standard of living for many people in Thailand, 

especially the middle classes, has risen appreciatively, and the roads and 

infrastructure in the north east has shown a marked improvement. 

  

However, endemic corruption has grown even worse, and only a very small 

amount of the country’s new found wealth trickles down to the rural folk at the 

bottom of the pile. Sadly, the gap between rich and poor is wider than ever.  

  

Mobi D’Ark 



October, 2013. 

  



“A LUST FOR LIFE” 

 

‘A Lust for Life’ is the story of Toby Stark, a saga of 210,000 words, spanning 

five decades, and five continents, with most of the action taking place in South East 

Asia, primarily in Thailand.  

It is the tale of a troubled, hard drinking Englishman who was born to an abusive 

father in post war, economically depressed London, and whose considerable 

escapades take him to America, Canada, Africa, The Middle East and Indonesia, 

before arriving in Thailand where he decides to spend the remainder of his life.  

Along the way Toby lurches from poverty, to wealth, and back to poverty again; 

is subjected to spells in many of the world’s jails; wins and loses countless women 

- including five wives, four of whom are Thai - and develops an unhealthy 

addiction to alcohol.  

In later life he becomes inextricably involved with two beautiful women from 

rural Thailand.  

The first is ‘Ying’, born in impoverished circumstances in Eastern Thailand, and 

at the age of eight witnessed her gangland father being shot down in front of her. 

Ying’s eventful life takes her to Bangkok at the age of twelve to work as an 

indentured servant, and later to the south of Thailand where she suffers constant 

abuse by the father of her child. She eventually escapes and moves back to 

Bangkok where she becomes a popular hostess at one of Bangkok’s nightspots.  

The second is ‘Na’ was also born into incredibly poverty in the North East of 

Thailand, and moves to the resort City of Pattaya at a very young age. Despite her 

appalling suffering at the hands of paedophiles and other criminal elements, she 

survives to become a highly sought after ‘working girl’ in one of Pattaya’s premier 

red light districts.  

The two women meet by chance and reluctantly join forces to try and save Toby 

from almost certain death in a Pattaya jail, after he is arrested for causing a fatal 

road accident.  

Their efforts to rescue him and their subsequent adventures are an exciting, 

roller-coaster of a ride, which exposes the sordid underbelly of Pattaya’s criminally 

controlled, lawless, sex industry where death, human trafficking and unspeakable 

depravity are the order of the day. The thrilling and shocking climax of the saga is 

both uplifting and distressing.  

A Lust for Life’ leads the reader deep into the dark side of Thailand’s corrupt 

and morally bankrupt society. It explores the fatal culture clashes that are 

experienced by thousands of eager westerners who flock to Thailand, only to learn 

that their dreams of happiness in a tropical paradise are largely an illusion.  

 



It also delves into the causes and the punishing effects of alcoholism in both 

eastern and western civilizations.  

At its heart, ‘A Lust for Life’ is a novel of abuse and its long lasting effects, of 

desire, of love, of greed, of adventure, of heartbreak and shocking violence - the 

bread and butter of daily life in the exotic ‘Land Of Smiles.’ 

 

 

‘A Lust for Life’ is also available on Amazon-Kindle 

  


