


	 
	 

Dedicated	 with	 thanks	 to:	 
	 

All	 tired	 women	 
Female	 dogs,	 laughter	 of	 sexless	 tragedy,	 

The	 indifferent	 attitude	 of	 the	 moon,	 
Overlapping	 memories	 that	 creep	 forward	 in	 

	 	 	 	 	 	 Aloneness	 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 and	 
	 	 	 	 	 	 Beastial	 merriment	 
	 
	 
	 
	 	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 PROLOGUE	 
	 

Flowery	 Birth	 of	 Departure	 is	 an	 outcome	 of	 my	 
passion	 for	 writing	 which	 was	 suspended	 due	 to	 my	 art	 
and	 teaching	 career	 for	 many	 years.	 	 

However,	 it	 didn’t	 take	 me	 too	 long	 to	 get	 back	 at	 it.	 	 
Yet	 it	 was	 long	 enough	 to	 mellow	 the	 yearning	 for	 ideas,	 
alone,	 just	 by	 myself,	 which	 I	 could	 not	 get	 from	 the	 
roles	 of	 one	 engaged	 in	 contemporary	 art	 and	 teaching.	 
	 

As	 soon	 as	 the	 art	 exhibition	 An	 Artist	 Is	 Trying	 to	 
Return	 to	 Being	 a	 Writer	 began	 at	 the	 end	 of	 July	 2017,	 
it	 was	 over,	 and	 the	 writing	 began.	 

Memories	 flooded	 in,	 so	 rich,	 so	 overwhelming	 in	 
self-investigation,	 back	 to	 the	 past,	 going	 through	 life	 
experiences	 I	 had	 encountered.	 	 Each	 period,	 the	 
saturated	 parts,	 the	 turbid,	 clear	 crystals	 were	 
occasionally	 aroused	 according	 to	 combined	 language	 
mood	 and	 human	 mood.	 	 But	 art	 itself	 remained	 still,	 
shifting	 slightly	 in	 its	 place	 and	 path.	 
	 
	 
	 
	 	 



PREFACE	 
In	 the	 dawn’s	 obscure	 light	 
The	 slender	 pairs	 of	 electric	 lamps	 on	 the	 posts	 on	 

each	 side	 of	 the	 gate	 sent	 out	 a	 shining	 white	 light	 at	 the	 
fence	 of	 the	 big	 house	 on	 one	 side	 of	 the	 lane,	 as	 if	 they	 
were	 chatting	 across	 the	 deserted	 divided	 lane.	 	 The	 
lane	 was	 divided	 into	 two	 by	 a	 narrow	 irrigation	 canal	 
through	 which	 water	 slowly	 and	 continuously	 flowed	 all	 
year	 round.	 	 	 

The	 dialogue	 flowed	 from	 the	 pair	 of	 lamps	 of	 one	 
house	 over	 to	 the	 pair	 of	 lamps	 of	 an	 older	 house	 on	 the	 
other	 side.	 	 It	 was	 a	 conversation	 without	 words.	 	 	 

In	 the	 pure	 pollution-free	 air	 of	 the	 dim	 morning	 
time	 and	 in	 the	 clear	 air	 in	 the	 early	 day	 after	 the	 night	 
rain	 was	 where	 and	 when	 the	 story	 should	 start.	 	 It	 
should	 be	 in	 the	 dim	 light	 of	 the	 dawn	 or	 it	 should	 be	 in	 
another	 scene.	 	 In	 view	 of	 such	 hesitation,	 such	 a	 
neutral	 point	 of	 view,	 what	 chapter	 should	 follow	 next?	 
	 
What	 scene?	 

The	 scene	 is	 that	 of	 a	 special	 child,	 the	 
granddaughter,	 who	 sat	 with	 legs	 tucked	 on	 one	 side	 
next	 to	 her	 grandmother	 in	 a	 brick	 shop	 house	 without	 
a	 light	 on	 in	 the	 late	 afternoon	 and	 twilight.	 	 It	 
appeared	 like	 a	 doll	 of	 a	 clipped	 image	 in	 the	 blurred	 
atmosphere,	 a	 sculpture	 eroded	 by	 time	 coupled	 with	 
fate.	 	 It	 was	 the	 fate	 of	 everlasting	 departure.	 	 It	 was	 
perceived,	 passed	 over	 through	 the	 eyes	 of	 a	 passerby	 
who	 was	 too	 afraid	 to	 face	 reality.	 

If	 not	 starting	 from	 the	 two	 scenes	 of	 the	 present	 
observation,	 by	 the	 roadside	 above,	 but	 going	 for	 a	 
lingering	 scene,	 an	 old	 one,	 that	 was	 buried	 deep	 
fermenting	 in	 the	 heart.	 	 	 How	 about	 the	 latter	 choice?	 



Not	 knowing	 when,	 how.	 	 Perhaps	 it	 was	 the	 
starting	 moment	 of	 a	 three-year-old	 child.	 	 The	 time	 for	 
the	 beginning	 of	 a	 short	 story	 over	 30	 years	 ago.	 

“The	 river	 was	 flowing	 so	 strong.	 	 Mom	 never	 came	 
back.”	 

That	 scene	 was	 in	 a	 night-time.	 
“After	 dad	 carried	 mom	 in	 her	 loose	 nightgown	 

down	 the	 stairs.	 	 The	 sound	 of	 an	 ambulance	 siren	 
piercing	 the	 ears.”	 	 The	 little	 child	 was	 shaking	 in	 fright	 
in	 her	 crib	 with	 soft	 green	 bars	 and	 a	 white	 mosquito	 
net	 in	 the	 dim	 lamplight.	 	 Pictures	 of	 human	 anatomy	 
were	 hung	 up	 on	 the	 wall.	 	 White	 bones,	 reddish	 brown	 
muscles,	 red	 blood	 veins	 like	 a	 roadmap	 of	 a	 body.	 	 The	 
head	 had	 two	 hollow	 circles	 where	 the	 eyes	 were,	 the	 
nose	 sank	 like	 a	 cave,	 the	 rows	 of	 teeth	 looked	 
exaggerated,	 both	 sides	 of	 the	 face	 looked	 square	 in	 
shape	 rather	 than	 a	 usual	 round	 one.	 	 Before	 the	 child	 
could	 climb	 down	 from	 the	 bed	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 
night	 following	 the	 last	 movement.	 

Slowly	 down	 the	 stairs	 in	 a	 nowhere	 moment.	 
On	 the	 porch	 under	 the	 gloomy	 moon	 the	 child	 

with	 her	 hands	 on	 the	 veranda	 rail	 looked	 out	 into	 the	 
vast	 pool	 of	 water	 at	 the	 back	 of	 the	 house	 at	 night	 
thinking,	 

“The	 river	 is	 so	 strong…”	 
Where	 should	 it	 start,	 with	 the	 story	 itself	 or	 what?	 

	 
	 	 



	 
Three	 Female	 Characters	 
A	 Girl	 	 
Born	 with	 a	 petal-like	 vaginal	 unfolding.	 	 Something	 
like	 a	 male	 worm	 coiling	 its	 head	 buried	 under	 the	 soft	 
petal	 base.	 	 Her	 virginity	 could	 be	 lost	 since	 it	 was	 
soaking	 in	 seminal	 fluid,	 wet,	 tiny	 spasms	 between	 the	 
wiggling	 worm	 and	 the	 thin	 petal.	 	 All	 from	 the	 same	 
flesh.	 The	 old	 trace,	 the	 persisting	 memories,	 kept	 
revisiting	 or	 re-exiting	 again	 and	 again.	 
	 
A	 Teen	 	 	 
The	 soft	 contracting	 muscle	 throbbed	 in	 rhythmic	 desire,	 
sometimes	 fulfilled,	 sometimes	 disappointed.	 	 Days	 and	 
nights	 in	 a	 warm	 well-smoked	 puberty	 itch,	 sounding	 
like	 an	 exotic	 Vietnamese	 dish.	 Joyously	 spent	 and	 
closed	 for	 a	 short	 phase	 of	 life.	 	 Not	 just	 love	 experience	 
but	 also	 understanding	 it	 all	 until	 awareness	 of	 maiden	 
hormone	 came,	 then	 came	 the	 time	 to	 “release.”	 	 Not	 all	 
at	 once	 but	 gradually.	 	 Eventually	 she	 became	 ordained	 
and	 abstained	 from	 sexuality	 and	 converted	 the	 desire	 
through	 art	 and	 writing,	 making	 merit	 to	 beast	 and	 
brute	 in	 lieu	 of	 kindness.	 
	 
A	 Woman	 	 	 
An	 elderly	 woman	 moved	 against	 her	 body.	 	 The	 sharp	 
pains	 in	 her	 knees	 and	 thin	 ankles	 echo	 in	 rhythmic	 
harmony	 with	 her	 body	 and	 with	 her	 heart	 perhaps,	 
which	 could	 hardly	 go	 anywhere.	 	 Each	 piercing	 pain	 
with	 the	 pee	 wetting	 the	 Pampers	 like	 in	 the	 ads	 telling	 
about	 the	 light-day	 sanitary	 napkin.	 And	 red	 day	 when	 
it	 showed	 through	 and	 so	 soaking	 and	 causing	 worries.	 	 
She	 hated	 so	 much	 the	 light-day	 of	 her	 maiden	 years	 
where	 she	 calculated	 the	 cost	 of	 the	 woman’s	 right	 and	 



the	 cost	 of	 the	 heavy-days	 all	 her	 life.	 	 As	 her	 mind	 was	 
drifting	 away	 came	 the	 sharp	 knee	 pain.	 	 Again	 she	 
thought,	 “Now,	 it	 takes	 a	 much	 larger	 size.”	 
The	 neutered	 male	 and	 female	 dogs	 wagged	 their	 tails	 
gleefully.	 	 We’ll	 have	 one	 another	 until	 death	 do	 us	 part.	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 FLOWERY	 BIRTH	 OF	 
DEPARTURE	 

	 
On	 the	 east	 side	 where	 there	 used	 to	 be	 a	 small	 

pier	 marking	 the	 beginning	 of	 a	 trip	 to	 the	 capital,	 
starting	 from	 the	 cape	 before	 day	 and	 night	 traveling.	 	 
Before	 dawn,	 a	 parade	 of	 fruit	 farmers	 came	 with	 loads	 
of	 produce	 in	 oxcarts,	 trollies,	 and	 shoulder	 baskets	 and	 
big	 woven	 containers	 and	 bamboo	 for	 firewood	 to	 
embark	 on	 the	 same	 ship	 as	 travelers	 with	 baggage	 
made	 from	 reeds	 containing	 their	 personal	 belongings,	 
who	 were	 turning	 away	 from	 their	 houses	 and	 
familiarity,	 departing	 the	 land	 to	 spend	 nights	 on	 the	 
uncertainty	 of	 the	 rolling	 sea.	 	 	 

A	 hum	 of	 conversation	 and	 noisy	 buzz	 of	 all	 kinds	 
broke	 the	 stillness	 in	 the	 dawn	 along	 with	 the	 stirring	 of	 
living	 sustainability,	 duty,	 and	 connectivity	 to	 a	 high	 
degree	 under	 the	 indifferent	 light	 at	 the	 pier,	 which	 in	 a	 
short	 while	 would	 become	 pale	 in	 the	 rising	 sun	 on	 the	 
eastern	 horizon.	 	 The	 sea	 beyond,	 away	 from	 the	 busy	 
pier,	 was	 lit	 by	 the	 flashing	 lamp	 of	 each	 fishing	 boat	 
slowly	 returning	 to	 the	 shore	 after	 a	 long	 night	 of	 
searching;	 dark	 shadows	 on	 the	 dark	 sea	 heading	 
toward	 the	 same	 pier.	 	 The	 impartial	 pier	 seemed	 to	 
handle	 well	 the	 departing,	 returning	 and	 ongoing	 life.	 

Half	 way	 back	 in	 the	 inland,	 the	 river	 flowed	 to	 the	 
town	 year	 in	 and	 year	 out.	 	 The	 same	 river	 flowed	 to	 the	 
sea	 in	 many	 kinds	 of	 moods,	 sluggishly	 in	 summer,	 
angrily	 in	 the	 rainy	 season.	 

The	 small	 town	 appeared	 in	 rows	 of	 two-story	 
wooden	 houses	 squeezed	 very	 close	 together	 on	 the	 
riverfront	 of	 the	 town	 with	 the	 hills,	 valleys	 and	 ponds	 



in	 the	 back,	 including	 the	 market,	 temples,	 schools,	 and	 
a	 town	 hall.	 	 On	 the	 other	 side	 were	 orchards	 and	 
vegetable	 plots	 with	 a	 few	 plain	 wooden	 houses	 
scattered	 about.	 	 At	 the	 bend	 of	 the	 river	 was	 a	 
Christian	 church	 outstandingly	 tall	 reaching	 to	 God	 with	 
a	 bell	 lulling,	 its	 sound	 resounding	 throughout	 the	 town.	 	 
The	 bell	 never	 knew	 that	 its	 sound	 reached	 the	 
receptive	 sense	 of	 a	 little	 child	 whose	 house	 was	 on	 the	 
upper	 part	 of	 the	 river	 on	 the	 opposite	 side,	 who	 was	 
destined	 to	 be	 an	 orphan	 with	 no	 mother.	 	 She	 was	 a	 
girl.	 

She	 was	 a	 daughter	 of	 a	 young	 doctor	 who	 was	 
born	 while	 her	 father	 was	 studying	 in	 the	 United	 States	 
on	 a	 scholarship.	 	 Her	 young	 mother	 who	 was	 a	 teacher	 
at	 a	 girl’s	 vocational	 school	 had	 to	 raise	 the	 baby	 by	 
herself.	 	 Day	 and	 night	 she	 decorated	 her	 dark	 wooden	 
house	 and	 furniture,	 brightening	 them	 up	 with	 fabrics	 
of	 all	 kinds.	 	 The	 large	 family	 bed	 was	 covered	 with	 a	 
large	 bedspread	 made	 from	 gauze	 lined	 with	 white	 satin	 
stitched	 with	 silk	 in	 a	 flowery	 vine	 pattern.	 	 A	 white	 
tablecloth	 embroidered	 with	 tiny	 beige,	 pink,	 and	 blue	 
flowers.	 	 	 
A	 flower	 vase	 was	 placed	 on	 a	 fine	 remie	 cloth	 
crocheted	 flower-like	 around	 the	 rim	 to	 go	 with	 the	 
fresh	 flowers	 it	 contained.	 	 White	 dining	 plates	 
decorated	 with	 pink	 roses	 along	 with	 green	 leaves,	 a	 
tray	 of	 fruit	 designs	 like	 exotic	 purple	 grapes	 and	 
peaches.	 	 The	 soft	 white	 baby	 bedding	 with	 lovely	 
decoration	 and	 a	 white	 pleated	 hem.	 	 All	 of	 these	 
formed	 a	 charming	 atmosphere	 in	 the	 old	 wooden	 
house	 by	 the	 wide	 river,	 easing	 the	 loneliness	 of	 the	 



mother	 and	 her	 child	 several	 thousands	 of	 miles	 away	 
from	 the	 family	 head.	 

Shortly	 as	 time	 passed,	 a	 few	 things	 remained	 fresh	 
in	 the	 memory	 of	 the	 little	 child.	 In	 the	 child’s	 sight,	 the	 
moving	 part	 was	 more	 profoundly	 memorable	 than	 the	 
stillness,	 which	 was	 represented	 in	 the	 black	 and	 white	 
photographs	 of	 the	 past.	 	 The	 mother’s	 face	 confirmed	 
the	 stillness	 by	 itself.	 

It	 must	 be	 the	 white	 open	 work	 window	 curtains	 
with	 animal	 motifs	 blowing	 in	 the	 river	 breeze	 through	 
the	 two	 legs	 of	 the	 imagined	 standing	 moon	 rabbit	 and	 
the	 flower	 stems	 in	 the	 vase	 as	 well	 as	 the	 curling	 
handsome	 snake	 undulating	 up	 and	 down	 the	 blowing	 
cloth	 along	 with	 the	 illuminating	 reflection	 on	 the	 river	 
surface	 that	 created	 the	 joyous	 dancing	 curtain	 in	 the	 
reminiscence.	 

Rows	 of	 windows	 with	 white	 curtains	 blowing	 up	 
and	 down	 in	 front	 of	 the	 old	 black	 iron	 bars	 in	 equal	 
scale	 appeared	 like	 prison	 bars	 echoing	 the	 call	 for	 
gentle	 freedom	 in	 the	 stiff	 walls	 of	 captivity,	 like	 the	 
struggle	 to	 turn	 away	 from	 the	 frozen	 pale	 present	 
searching	 for	 the	 connection	 with	 the	 olden	 days.	 	 
However,	 the	 stiff	 window	 and	 the	 hard	 iron	 bars	 didn’t	 
completely	 limit	 one’s	 freedom.	 	 It	 was	 just	 a	 window.	 	 
There	 was	 also	 a	 series	 of	 wooden	 doors	 that	 could	 be	 
folded	 in	 and	 out	 to	 form	 a	 broad	 way	 from	 inside	 the	 
wooden	 house	 to	 the	 outer	 terrace	 that	 had	 been	 
equally	 well	 kept	 and	 cared	 for.	 	 The	 wooden	 boards	 
were	 as	 shiny	 as	 those	 of	 the	 house.	 	 This	 led	 in	 steps	 
toward	 the	 front	 veranda	 near	 the	 river,	 which	 was	 
another	 lower	 part	 and	 more	 open.	 	 In	 the	 eye	 of	 the	 
child	 it	 went	 further	 to	 reveal	 the	 upper	 part	 of	 the	 river	 



beyond	 the	 imagined	 grandfather	 bridge	 all	 the	 way	 
along	 the	 river	 to	 the	 bend	 out	 of	 sight,	 where	 the	 bell	 
rang	 to	 remind	 of	 the	 time.	 

There	 seemed	 to	 be	 no	 flaw	 in	 the	 perfect	 
description	 of	 the	 scene,	 not	 at	 all.	 	 But	 who	 would	 dare	 
play	 with	 fate,	 especially	 the	 fate	 of	 departing,	 departing	 
completely,	 completely	 dead?	 

This	 happened	 when	 she	 was	 three	 years	 old	 after	 
her	 mother	 was	 carried	 out	 of	 the	 house	 late	 at	 night	 
and	 remained	 permanently	 in	 the	 hospital.	 	 In	 the	 olden	 
days,	 a	 hospital	 complex	 consisted	 of	 small	 single	 
houses	 or	 long	 wooden	 houses	 of	 many	 rooms,	 not	 a	 
high	 rising	 concrete	 building	 like	 nowadays.	 	 The	 little	 
child	 was	 taken	 to	 be	 with	 her	 mother	 every	 day.	 	 She	 
had	 to	 stay	 on	 a	 flat	 floor	 playing	 by	 herself	 while	 
awake	 and	 curled	 up	 to	 sleep	 when	 tired	 in	 a	 single	 
room.	 	 Morning,	 noon,	 and	 evening	 the	 thin	 active	 body	 
bent	 down	 and	 played	 with	 her	 imagination,	 drawing	 
with	 a	 stick	 or	 a	 rock	 on	 the	 ground	 according	 to	 the	 
rhythms	 of	 her	 articulated	 thoughts.	 	 Sometimes	 she	 
climbed	 up	 and	 down	 along	 the	 veranda	 rail	 learning	 
about	 beginning	 and	 ending,	 or	 rocking	 a	 chair	 around	 
as	 a	 vehicle	 to	 take	 her	 farther	 than	 the	 special	 reality	 of	 
the	 area.	 	 The	 three-year-old	 child’s	 meddling	 and	 
moving	 around	 another	 immobile	 body	 who	 seemed	 to	 
have	 come	 to	 the	 last	 breath	 of	 life.	 	 The	 young	 woman’s	 
vital	 signs	 became	 weaker	 to	 the	 point	 of	 being	 
extinguished	 by	 themselves	 as	 she	 lay	 on	 the	 hospital	 
bed.	 	 The	 child	 pretended	 to	 play	 on	 a	 banister	 with	 the	 
wooden	 stairs	 of	 the	 blue	 wooden	 house,	 letting	 go	 with	 
her	 hands	 and	 sliding	 down	 propelled	 by	 her	 body	 
weight.	 	 As	 the	 little	 body	 fell	 there	 on	 the	 ground	 at	 the	 



low	 end	 of	 the	 stairs	 lying	 in	 the	 dust,	 at	 that	 moment	 
the	 last	 breath	 of	 the	 mother	 in	 the	 hospital	 bed	 
evaporated	 into	 the	 hot	 wind	 of	 the	 boundless	 blazing	 
sun.	 	 The	 air	 in	 the	 room	 was	 mixed	 with	 the	 foulness	 of	 
illness.	 No	 one	 knew	 when	 or	 how	 long	 it	 had	 gone,	 
how	 long	 a	 person’s	 past	 existence	 would	 be	 dissolved	 
into	 other	 things	 after	 29	 years	 of	 life	 nourishment.	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 

The	 warm	 days	 then	 came	 to	 a	 halt.	 	 The	 life	 
nourishing	 source	 that	 had	 emerged	 and	 nurtured	 the	 
vitality	 became	 dried	 up	 itself.	 	 The	 play	 was	 no	 longer	 
delightful	 or	 merry.	 	 Instead,	 it	 fell	 under	 the	 shadow	 of	 
nowhere	 and	 impermanence.	 	 Since	 then	 it	 felt	 as	 if	 a	 
ghost	 named	 “emptiness”	 came	 to	 occupy	 her	 heart.	 	 A	 
sense	 of	 absence	 embraced	 her	 hollow	 heart.	 	 She	 was	 
surrounded	 by	 loss,	 by	 lack	 of	 fulfillment,	 vacant	 of	 day,	 
night,	 love	 and	 relations.	 

It	 felt	 as	 if	 wind	 and	 rain	 had	 stopped	 freshening	 
the	 earth,	 the	 little	 star	 felt	 sad	 and	 numb	 to	 the	 point	 
of	 being	 insensitive	 to	 the	 sensation	 of	 departure.	 

From	 dawn	 onward,	 the	 scorching	 sun	 parched	 out	 
all	 sparkling	 specks	 of	 beauty.	 

Not	 long	 before	 this,	 nor	 very	 long.	 
The	 little	 child	 was	 so	 excited	 with	 the	 candle	 light	 

floating	 however	 innocently.	 	 The	 quiet	 simple	 flower	 
float	 of	 the	 past,	 when	 in	 the	 afternoon,	 the	 child	 in	 
sweet	 colored	 violet	 clothes	 sat	 on	 the	 mattress	 with	 her	 
mother	 in	 a	 soft	 green	 tube	 skirt	 and	 a	 beige	 blouse	 in	 
an	 openwork	 flower	 design.	 	 Her	 slender	 arms	 
appeared	 out	 of	 the	 sleeveless	 blouse.	 	 She	 was	 busy	 
with	 lining	 up	 flowers,	 bamboo	 splints,	 and	 banana	 
trunk	 sheets.	 	 The	 girl	 herself	 was	 preoccupied	 with	 
those	 things	 while	 the	 mother	 deftly	 cut	 and	 placed	 the	 



items	 together.	 	 Only	 ten	 years	 or	 so	 later	 in	 her	 life	 was	 
she	 aware	 of	 such	 parts	 of	 the	 festival	 like	 music,	 lights,	 
fire	 crackers,	 colorful	 processions	 of	 several	 days	 and	 
nights,	 the	 city	 laughing,	 the	 crowded	 streets,	 boosters	 
of	 the	 happy	 joyous	 atmosphere.	 	 Or	 was	 it	 because	 
happiness	 became	 more	 and	 more	 unreachable?	 

As	 time	 passed,	 the	 girl	 recalled	 the	 little	 joys	 and	 
the	 simplicity.	 	 But	 over	 the	 course	 of	 time	 after	 her	 
mother	 had	 passed	 away,	 she	 became	 a	 rival	 of	 
existence,	 of	 herself	 and	 groups	 of	 people	 or	 friends,	 of	 
isolation,	 and	 festivity,	 a	 quiet	 alternative	 became	 a	 
personal	 symptom	 unknowingly,	 opposed	 between	 
someone’s	 existence	 and	 a	 free	 soul.	 

As	 mentioned	 before,	 this	 existence	 began	 from	 the	 
night	 when	 “the	 river	 torrent	 flowed	 so	 strongly	 and	 
mother	 never	 returned.”	 

Let’s	 go	 back	 to	 that	 sunshine	 filled	 afternoon.	 
Mother	 was	 cutting	 banana	 leaves	 to	 form	 a	 round	 

base	 of	 the	 float	 leaving	 some	 extra	 space	 at	 the	 rim	 to	 
fold	 over	 the	 banana	 trunk	 and	 surround	 it	 with	 lotus	 
with	 petals	 showing	 the	 central	 pollen	 and	 some	 
marigolds	 and	 dok	 khem	 (Ixora	 ap.).	 	 The	 long	 banana	 
leaf	 strips	 were	 folded	 to	 form	 a	 cone	 or	 pointed	 angles.	 	 
The	 girl	 was	 playing	 with	 left-over	 banana	 leaves	 by	 
shredding	 them	 into	 strips	 tied	 together	 and	 decorated	 
intermittently	 with	 Ixora	 flowers.	 	 The	 young	 mother	 
carefully	 formed	 the	 banana	 leaf	 container.	 	 The	 girl	 
sprinkled	 shredded	 marigold	 blossoms	 on	 the	 green	 
leaves.	 	 Time	 was	 completely	 ignored,	 making	 
everything	 that	 took	 time	 become	 unreliable.	 	 As	 
evening	 approached,	 three	 banana	 floats	 were	 placed	 
next	 to	 each	 other	 as	 if	 to	 stage	 a	 contest.	 	 Each	 tip	 of	 



the	 leaves	 was	 decorated	 with	 Ixora	 flowers	 in	 yellow,	 
orange,	 red	 -	 all	 imaginatively	 beautiful	 in	 the	 child’s	 
eyes.	 

After	 dinner	 at	 twilight.	 
The	 three	 fresh	 banana	 flower	 leaf	 floats	 set	 on	 the	 

veranda	 looked	 fresher,	 having	 been	 left	 in	 the	 cold	 
weather.	 

“Let’s	 wait	 a	 while	 for	 dad,”	 the	 mother	 whispered	 
to	 the	 child	 who	 had	 curled	 up	 in	 her	 lap	 while	 she	 sat	 
leaning	 against	 the	 house	 post.	 	 	 

	 
	 
The	 pale	 moonlight	 shined	 off	 and	 on	 through	 the	 

cloud	 to	 greet	 them.	 	 A	 while	 later	 a	 decisive	 voice	 came	 
from	 the	 mother	 who	 woke	 her	 daughter	 up	 by	 tapping	 
on	 her	 arm	 and	 straightened	 her	 up	 into	 a	 sitting	 
position.	 

“It’s	 late	 for	 you,	 darling.”	 
The	 wooden	 gate	 of	 the	 pier	 at	 the	 veranda	 was	 

pushed	 open.	 
The	 29-year-old	 woman	 and	 her	 3-year-old	 

daughter	 carried	 a	 banana	 leaf	 container	 and	 slowly	 
descended	 the	 steep	 stairway	 leading	 to	 the	 river.	 	 The	 
flickering	 candle	 moved	 slowly	 like	 a	 lazy	 celebrating	 
soul	 lacking	 energy	 as	 it	 floated	 lower	 and	 lower	 down	 
into	 the	 vast	 dark	 water.	 

After	 saying	 a	 prayer,	 the	 mother	 and	 child	 
ceremoniously	 placed	 the	 floats	 onto	 the	 water.	 

If	 we	 noticed	 this	 scene…	 
It	 was	 as	 if	 the	 fate	 of	 uncertainty	 revealed	 itself	 

through	 the	 candle	 light	 on	 the	 bobbing	 floats	 in	 the	 
rushing	 water.	 	 The	 uncertainty	 that	 would	 soon	 come.	 



However	 beautiful	 the	 prayer	 was,	 it	 didn’t	 reveal	 
that	 the	 following	 evening	 the	 mother	 who	 had	 left	 the	 
house	 wouldn’t	 have	 the	 chance	 to	 return.	 

A	 float	 was	 not	 placed	 on	 the	 water.	 	 The	 father	 
didn’t	 join	 in	 the	 prayer.	 

Since	 then,	 the	 meaning	 of	 death	 intertwined	 with	 
existence	 suggesting	 the	 permanence	 of	 impermanence	 
in	 every	 chapter	 of	 life	 as	 the	 child	 grew	 up.	 

Earlier	 the	 swinging	 of	 her	 arms	 and	 limbs	 took	 the	 
pale	 mesmerized	 face	 to	 move	 around	 finding	 a	 way	 to	 
terminate	 life.	 	 Death	 led	 the	 child	 around	 a	 deep	 and	 
dark	 well	 in	 an	 old	 orchard	 in	 the	 late	 evening,	 inviting	 
her	 to	 try	 jumping	 across	 it	 to	 taste	 the	 threshold	 of	 
death.	 

It	 might	 have	 been	 the	 first	 lesson	 of	 self-control	 to	 
keep	 one	 from	 drifting	 away	 with	 all	 kinds	 of	 merriment,	 
being	 pulled	 into	 impermanence	 time	 and	 time	 again.	 

Another	 afternoon	 death	 persuaded	 her	 to	 swim	 
cheerfully	 in	 the	 wide	 warm	 river	 unaware,	 the	 same	 
river	 where	 their	 flower	 floats	 disappeared.	 	 The	 mass	 
of	 water	 in	 the	 warm	 afternoon	 sun	 embraced	 the	 tiny	 
soft	 body	 until	 she	 found	 it	 trustworthy	 and	 let	 go	 of	 the	 
rubber	 tube	 used	 as	 water	 wings.	 	 Her	 hands	 and	 legs	 
went	 in	 different	 directions	 whirling	 around	 with	 the	 
water’s	 weight.	 	 A	 lesson	 to	 sustain	 the	 necessity	 of	 
existence	 between	 life	 and	 death,	 floating	 up	 and	 
drowning,	 burying	 deep	 and	 bobbing	 up.	 

	 
At	 dusk,	 she	 was	 lured	 to	 sit	 still	 listening	 to	 the	 old	 

church	 bell	 ringing	 before	 lying	 down,	 implying	 that	 it	 
would	 replace	 the	 lullaby	 that	 had	 disappeared	 from	 
that	 night	 onward,	 the	 departure	 night,	 departing	 to	 die.	 



The	 signal	 of	 sleep,	 entering	 dreams.	 	 The	 dead	 
mother	 appeared	 often	 standing	 by	 quietly	 watching	 her	 
in	 soft	 silence.	 	 Her	 standing	 figure	 suspended	 beyond	 
this	 life,	 this	 world,	 beyond	 time	 and	 reality,	 in	 the	 hall	 
of	 the	 dark	 wooden	 house	 with	 all	 the	 windows	 and	 
doors	 closed	 at	 night.	 	 The	 river	 breeze	 blew	 her	 hair	 
gently	 mixing	 with	 the	 still	 air.	 	 Was	 this	 a	 victory	 of	 
nature	 surrounding	 the	 house	 being	 closed	 to	 sleep?	 	 A	 
victory	 of	 recollection?	 	 Where	 did	 the	 wind	 come	 from?	 

Death	 also	 taught	 one	 about	 the	 feeling	 of	 the	 dawn	 
of	 life	 while	 burying	 her	 face	 in	 the	 soft	 pillow	 in	 the	 
dim	 light	 waiting	 to	 hear	 the	 first	 sound	 of	 day	 from	 a	 
morning	 bird	 that	 passed	 by.	 

As	 the	 story	 goes,	 we	 can	 assume	 that	 loneliness	 
captured	 the	 child’s	 interest	 first	 and	 it	 dried	 up	 her	 
childhood	 merriment	 and	 its	 flavor.	 	 But	 when	 and	 how	 
did	 it	 happen?	 That	 was	 too	 difficult	 to	 tell.	 	 We	 can	 only	 
guess…	 

Out	 of	 the	 shadow	 of	 reality	 behind	 the	 coffin,	 
there	 were	 beautiful	 decorations	 with	 flowers	 and	 
wreathes	 since	 mother	 was	 a	 teacher	 at	 a	 girls’	 
vocational	 school,	 who	 often	 sat	 for	 hours	 of	 back-	 
breaking	 tediousness	 making	 flowers	 for	 other	 people	 
for	 all	 occasions	 -	 homage	 to	 King	 Rama	 V,	 school	 
anniversaries,	 a	 teacher’s	 wedding,	 a	 governor’s	 
daughter	 marriage,	 religious	 merit	 making,	 the	 school’s	 
New	 Year’s	 celebration,	 and	 so	 on.	 	 Mother’s	 flower	 
arrangements	 never	 wilted.	 	 So	 her	 last	 day	 of	 life	 was	 
embellished	 lavishly,	 just	 as	 she	 had	 done	 for	 others.	 

Aloneness	 could	 seize	 the	 opportunity	 when	 the	 
decorated	 coffin	 dominated	 the	 scene	 under	 the	 bright	 
lights	 of	 the	 funeral	 pavilion	 to	 attack	 whom,	 if	 not	 an	 



innocent	 child	 who	 was	 at	 a	 loss,	 bewildered	 and	 
confused	 about	 the	 sudden	 disappearance	 of	 existence?	 	 
Who	 should	 it	 be	 if	 not	 the	 three-year-old	 child	 who	 
couldn’t	 help	 asking	 her	 grandmother,	 	 

“Why	 didn’t	 mama	 get	 up	 for	 dinner?	 	 Why	 didn’t	 
she	 eat	 with	 us	 as	 usual	 every	 evening	 since	 before	 I	 
was	 able	 to	 understand	 things?	 	 Why	 is	 the	 beautifully	 
dressed	 up	 body	 of	 hers	 lying	 frozen	 in	 the	 narrow	 
wooden	 box	 surrounded	 by	 flowers	 on	 the	 illuminated	 
table	 like	 that?	 

“We	 will	 no	 longer	 hug	 each	 other	 and	 get	 warm,	 
will	 we?”	 

The	 loneliness	 softly	 embraced	 and	 befriended	 the	 
child	 amidst	 the	 chanting	 and	 people	 in	 black	 sitting	 
stiffly	 upright	 like	 a	 row	 of	 replicated	 statues.	 

Not	 knowing	 where	 it	 began	 and	 ended,	 she	 let	 her	 
thoughts	 and	 feelings	 absorb	 the	 “aloneness”	 like	 a	 
sponge	 and	 kept	 it	 within	 herself.	 

Since	 then…	 
Every	 moment	 of	 her	 growing	 up,	 it	 could	 be	 said	 

that	 every	 story	 had	 a	 “solitude”	 that	 was	 won	 by	 
placing	 a	 stake	 in	 it.	 	 In	 view	 of	 contemporary	 survival	 
tactics,	 it	 could	 be	 concluded	 that	 the	 stake	 in	 this	 
person’s	 life	 was	 more	 of	 a	 loss	 than	 a	 gain.	 

“I	 love	 solitude,”	 a	 character	 in	 a	 solitary	 lover’s	 
story	 stated,	 telling	 of	 a	 family	 in	 which	 an	 older	 sister,	 
a	 father,	 and	 an	 older	 brother	 committed	 suicide.	 	 The	 
child	 grew	 up	 having	 so	 much	 confidence	 in	 her	 being	 
alone	 to	 the	 point	 of	 writing	 the	 sentence	 as	 a	 testimony	 
of	 this	 attitude.	 

But	 what	 was	 a	 person’s	 solitary	 existence	 
nourished	 by	 if	 not	 by	 another	 story	 that	 could	 be	 a	 



long	 short	 story	 or	 a	 novelette?	 	 A	 part	 of	 it	 could	 prove	 
this.	 

A	 late	 night	 flower	 fragrance	 in	 the	 garden	 was	 
blown	 by	 the	 wind	 in	 one	 sweet	 gust,	 blowing	 the	 white	 
curtain	 in	 the	 tall	 window	 up	 and	 down.	 

The	 pleasant	 smell	 from	 the	 night	 garden	 was	 
swept	 high	 through	 the	 window	 into	 the	 room	 
hospitably	 inviting	 the	 soul	 of	 a	 single	 woman	 at	 her	 
bedside.	 	 So	 smoothly	 and	 quietly	 that	 not	 even	 the	 
stirring	 of	 the	 last	 heave	 of	 her	 breathing	 was	 noticed	 
when	 her	 soul	 floated	 away	 from	 her	 body.”	 

Death	 is	 not	 unpleasant,	 rather	 it	 is	 very	 beautiful.	 
This	 section	 should	 end	 here,	 shouldn’t	 it?	 	 Where	 it	 

nurtured	 the	 solitary	 person.	 	 But…	 
Should	 the	 story	 begin	 with	 this	 scene?	 
Where	 the	 origin	 nurtured	 a	 person	 to	 grow	 up	 to	 

some	 extent.	 
____________________________	 

	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 THE	 FIRST	 ROAD	 	 	 
	 
In	 one	 childhood	 day,	 a	 child	 stepped	 across	 the	 

threshold	 of	 her	 gloomy	 house	 for	 the	 first	 time.	 	 
Standing	 with	 her	 back	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 house	 and	 
the	 river,	 she	 became	 aware	 that	 everything	 around	 her	 
had	 changed.	 	 In	 the	 back	 was	 a	 house	 of	 several	 rooms	 
that	 were	 quiet,	 safe,	 and	 warm.	 	 In	 the	 front	 was	 a	 long	 
endless	 road	 going	 somewhere	 and	 anywhere.	 	 Standing	 
bewildered	 on	 the	 roadside,	 she	 trembled	 and	 sensed	 
the	 stimulation	 of	 endless	 movement	 all	 around	 her	 that	 
went	 on	 and	 on.	 	 	 

It	 was	 senseless	 to	 turn	 away	 from	 the	 house.	 	 Why	 
should	 one	 leave	 this	 house	 that	 was	 so	 full	 of	 windows	 
of	 imagination?	 	 Looking	 through	 the	 iron	 prison	 bars	 
with	 a	 white	 curtain	 perforated	 in	 a	 snake-like	 design,	 
one	 could	 still	 see	 a	 real	 snake	 wriggling	 in	 the	 watery	 
mass.	 	 Why	 would	 one	 cross	 the	 road	 to	 the	 opposite	 
side	 of	 the	 house	 while	 it	 contained	 the	 dream	 of	 her	 
mother?	 	 Standing	 in	 the	 closed	 room	 during	 the	 night,	 
she	 could	 still	 feel	 the	 river	 breeze	 which	 used	 to	 gently	 
blow	 her	 mother’s	 hair.	 	 On	 the	 upper	 veranda,	 the	 
house	 still	 made	 one	 feel	 desolate.	 	 Her	 heart	 dropped	 
when	 she	 looked	 down	 from	 the	 second	 floor	 to	 the	 
driveway	 below.	 	 The	 sound	 of	 greeting	 from	 the	 time-
marking	 ringing	 bell	 entered	 the	 perforated	 ventilator	 
standing	 in	 rows	 without	 awareness	 of	 the	 chilling	 river	 
breeze	 amid	 the	 echoing	 tolling	 of	 the	 bell.	 	 Rows	 of	 
skeletons	 and	 muscled	 images	 in	 the	 picture	 frames	 
along	 the	 bedroom	 wall	 confirmed	 the	 close,	 friendly	 
relationship.	 	 A	 peephole	 near	 the	 door	 and	 the	 wide	 
window	 upstairs	 provided	 a	 channel	 to	 chat	 with	 the	 
grandfather	 bridge	 at	 the	 river’s	 bend,	 often	 extending	 
to	 include	 the	 big	 tree	 in	 with	 a	 jolly	 mood	 and	 a	 loud	 



laughter	 frightening	 away	 the	 glowing	 fireflies	 nearby.	 	 
In	 the	 house	 there	 sat	 the	 urn	 containing	 her	 mother’s	 
ashes	 on	 a	 white	 crocheted	 cloth	 made	 by	 her	 mother.	 	 
The	 urn	 sat	 quietly	 and	 nonchalantly	 on	 the	 small	 table,	 
reflecting	 the	 light	 shining	 through	 the	 window	 creating	 
an	 intermittent	 glamorous	 effect.	 	 	 

The	 little	 girl	 stood	 still	 in	 front	 of	 the	 house	 
sensing	 the	 changes	 and	 movement	 in	 the	 road;	 
sometimes	 it	 was	 empty,	 and	 in	 a	 short	 while	 something	 
moved	 in	 it	 with	 light,	 causing	 reflections	 and	 shadows.	 	 
Sometimes	 the	 road	 became	 vacant	 for	 a	 long	 time	 as	 if	 
nothing	 would	 interfere	 and	 suddenly	 a	 man	 came	 with	 
a	 pair	 of	 heavy	 buckets	 of	 water	 suspended	 on	 a	 
wooden	 bar	 on	 his	 shoulder.	 	 The	 man	 came	 in	 heavy	 
rhythmic	 steps	 through	 the	 narrow	 lane	 on	 the	 river	 
bank	 between	 two	 houses	 that	 were	 built	 slightly	 tilting	 
away	 from	 each	 other	 as	 if	 being	 indifferent	 and	 
disinterested	 toward	 each	 other	 or	 maybe	 being	 well	 
disposed	 to	 each	 other.	 	 The	 heavy	 water	 load	 created	 a	 
heavy	 rhythm	 of	 steps,	 the	 shadow	 of	 the	 water	 man	 
replaced	 the	 loneliness	 of	 the	 road	 excitedly	 like	 an	 
appearance	 of	 a	 martial	 arts	 hero	 against	 the	 flat	 
landscape.	 	 There	 soon	 appeared	 a	 heavy	 looking	 but	 
yet	 transparent	 cart	 selling	 roasted	 yams	 and	 taro	 with	 
smoke	 coming	 from	 the	 stove	 like	 an	 old-time	 spaceship	 
slowly	 moving	 up	 and	 down	 splendidly,	 and	 its	 pleasant	 
aroma	 wafting	 around	 the	 nose	 was	 quite	 tempting.	 	 A	 
curtain	 in	 a	 nearby	 house	 was	 blown	 back	 and	 forth	 
losing	 the	 dignity	 of	 the	 upper	 floor	 window	 curtains.	 	 
The	 window	 seemed	 to	 be	 left	 open	 all	 the	 time	 as	 a	 way	 
to	 show	 off	 the	 antiquity	 of	 the	 house.	 	 Both	 curtains	 
were	 blown	 passionately	 like	 a	 daughter	 with	 a	 heart	 
lost	 in	 vice,	 howling	 after	 the	 vendor	 of	 roasted	 yams	 
and	 taro	 with	 the	 tempting	 aromas.	 	 In	 the	 glistening	 



sunlight	 shining	 through	 the	 narrow	 and	 wide	 space	 
between	 the	 houses	 were	 hung	 bags	 of	 local	 fried	 yeast	 
donuts	 paired	 with	 bags	 of	 hot	 coffee	 like	 pairs	 of	 
breakfast	 sweethearts	 or	 lovers	 in	 the	 community	 that	 
seemed	 to	 be	 reluctant	 to	 be	 parted	 from	 each	 other.	 	 
The	 bags	 swung	 back	 and	 forth	 in	 the	 rhythm	 of	 the	 very	 
thin	 old	 man’s	 legs	 propelling	 the	 bicycle-cart.	 	 An	 old	 
woman	 in	 a	 dull	 flower-patterned	 dress	 wearing	 a	 
woven	 hat	 and	 carrying	 a	 small	 bag	 walked	 slowly	 to	 
the	 left	 without	 any	 concern	 for	 the	 passing	 of	 time	 as	 
opposed	 to	 the	 young	 people	 who	 walked	 rapidly	 
although	 they	 had	 plenty	 of	 time.	 	 A	 gray	 cat	 jumped	 
swiftly	 from	 a	 house	 through	 a	 door	 that	 was	 slightly	 
ajar.	 	 An	 active	 and	 playful	 black	 cat	 dashed	 out	 closely	 
behind	 the	 gray	 cat.	 	 A	 bicycle	 was	 being	 peddled	 slow	 
and	 rhythmically	 and	 monotonously	 on	 the	 smooth	 path,	 
its	 bell	 rang	 with	 the	 sound	 of	 a	 hand	 ringing	 tin	 or	 
wooden	 can	 in	 the	 hand	 of	 a	 Chinese	 woman	 selling	 
colorful	 toys	 suspended	 on	 a	 bamboo	 pole,	 looking	 like	 
an	 unusual	 flower	 from	 another	 planet.	 	 The	 toys	 all	 
swung	 from	 left	 to	 right	 and	 right	 to	 left.	 	 These	 people	 
must	 have	 been	 going	 somewhere	 unknown	 to	 a	 little	 
child	 who	 didn’t	 know	 its	 location.	 	 There	 must	 have	 
been	 some	 other	 place	 unknown	 to	 her	 where	 
everybody	 went	 to	 survive.	 	 The	 little	 child	 stood	 by	 the	 
road	 trying	 to	 decide	 and	 turned	 her	 back	 to	 the	 house,	 
sensing	 the	 fluctuation	 of	 movement,	 quick	 and	 slow,	 of	 
the	 wind,	 light,	 air,	 colors,	 and	 shapes	 passing	 by.	 	 This	 
road	 probably	 could	 take	 her	 places	 farther	 than	 the	 
one	 fixed,	 the	 same	 old	 picture	 in	 her	 memory.	 	 A	 
picture	 of	 long	 shadows	 in	 the	 afternoon	 sun	 of	 a	 
people	 who	 crossed	 the	 road	 solemnly	 and	 quietly	 as	 if	 
they	 weren’t	 really	 going	 anywhere	 when	 actually	 they	 
were	 headed	 into	 town	 to	 the	 temple	 where	 mother	 had	 



been	 laid	 in	 a	 coffin	 for	 the	 funeral	 rites:	 “Quick,	 hurry	 
up.	 	 Mother	 has	 been	 left	 there	 too	 long.”	 	 It	 was	 
written	 in	 the	 diary:	 

“A	 shadow	 of	 a	 crowd	 is	 crossing	 the	 first	 road	 
of	 life	 on	 a	 hot	 afternoon.	 	 Yellow	 sun	 shone	 
beautifully	 on	 that	 smooth	 narrow	 quiet	 road.	 	 A	 
group	 of	 shadows	 stretched	 out	 creeping	 to	 the	 
other	 side	 of	 the	 road	 where	 we	 soon	 would	 
cremate	 our	 beloved.”	 
The	 shadows	 kept	 crossing	 the	 road	 again	 and	 

again,	 quietly,	 in	 the	 afternoon	 for	 many	 days	 
throughout	 the	 rite.	 	 Soon	 this	 ritual	 of	 the	 solemn	 road	 
crossing	 would	 become	 a	 symbol	 of	 bidding	 farewell	 
that	 stained	 and	 crusted	 the	 heart.	 

How,	 then,	 would	 the	 meaning	 of	 stepping	 further	 
from	 the	 house	 not	 be	 of	 the	 same	 old	 shadow?	 

How	 would	 one	 turn	 to	 look	 at	 the	 warm	 safe	 place	 
with	 an	 independent	 attitude	 freed	 from	 the	 old	 feelings	 
about	 the	 cozy	 womb,	 soft	 mattress,	 the	 cool	 shady	 
protecting	 roof	 that	 had	 won	 one’s	 trust	 completely?	 

In	 the	 present	 time	 
We	 might	 look	 at	 the	 child’s	 situation	 through	 too	 

much	 of	 an	 adult’s	 eyes.	 	 The	 truth	 is	 that	 the	 small	 child	 
was	 simply	 crossing	 the	 road	 by	 herself	 without	 much	 
thinking	 for	 one	 day,	 and	 for	 many	 days	 in	 the	 same	 
manner	 for	 a	 long	 while	 as	 long	 as	 time	 would	 permit,	 
which	 was	 not	 much	 left	 between	 her	 and	 the	 road.	 

Several	 years	 later,	 in	 the	 forever	 ascending	 trend	 
in	 tourism,	 the	 first	 road	 of	 life	 became	 the	 town’s	 place	 
of	 attraction.	 	 The	 winding	 road	 along	 the	 river	 with	 
rows	 of	 two-story	 houses	 stretched	 very	 far	 out	 with	 
their	 backs	 turned	 toward	 the	 river	 like	 an	 old	 seam	 of	 
the	 town	 where	 the	 road	 and	 the	 river	 shared	 equally.	 	 
The	 seam	 was	 often	 overanxious	 about	 whether	 the	 



river	 behind	 or	 the	 road	 in	 front	 would	 be	 more	 
important.	 	 The	 houses	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 road	 
were	 with	 rows	 of	 brick	 buildings	 mixed	 between	 
commonness	 and	 elaborateness,	 strong	 structure	 and	 
gracefulness,	 leisure	 time	 and	 rushing	 time,	 reality	 and	 
pretending.	 	 The	 curved	 stucco	 arch	 above	 the	 gate	 and	 
over	 the	 rectangular	 beam	 was	 supported	 by	 a	 thick	 
post	 with	 a	 little	 stucco	 ornament.	 The	 unnecessary	 
mixed	 with	 necessary.	 	 All	 of	 these	 were	 softened	 more	 
with	 perforated	 wooden	 eave	 boards	 on	 the	 upper	 floor	 
that	 had	 deteriorated.	 	 	 
These	 were	 lined	 up	 along	 both	 sides	 of	 the	 road,	 
making	 the	 past	 wealth	 become	 deserted	 by	 time	 and	 
change.	 	 And	 suddenly	 for	 the	 same	 reason	 of	 time	 and	 
change	 they	 had	 been	 revived	 to	 become	 coffee	 shops	 
and	 vintage	 hotels.	 

With	 the	 brick	 building	 with	 five	 narrow	 rooms	 
opposite	 the	 headquarters,	 the	 child’s	 two-story	 
wooden	 house	 had	 not	 changed.	 	 In	 the	 past,	 the	 brick	 
building	 was	 not	 aware	 either	 that	 it	 wouldn’t	 take	 part	 
in	 the	 awesome	 tourism.	 	 So	 there	 was	 no	 need	 to	 
mention	 its	 changes,	 its	 moving	 along	 with	 time	 and	 
deterioration.	 

The	 joyful	 memory	 about	 the	 brick	 house	 facing	 her	 
house	 became	 a	 crumbling	 witness	 until	 either	 the	 
memory	 owner	 or	 the	 architect,	 depending	 on	 which	 
party	 it	 was,	 became	 decomposed	 first.	 	 The	 source	 of	 
the	 memory	 was	 not	 the	 building	 itself,	 but	 the	 large	 
space	 behind	 the	 whole	 building.	 	 Next	 to	 the	 five	 
rooms	 in	 the	 front	 was	 a	 rectangular	 tunnel	 leading	 to	 a	 
door	 at	 the	 other	 end.	 	 This	 was	 the	 treasure	 dreamland	 
of	 a	 child.	 	 It	 was	 so	 glamorously	 splendid	 that	 nothing	 
could	 stop	 her,	 not	 even	 the	 knowledge	 of	 the	 arts	 she	 
had	 learned	 in	 the	 capital	 and	 overseas	 and	 all	 the	 



degrees	 she	 had	 managed	 to	 acquire,	 when	 one	 day	 she	 
stomped	 into	 the	 tall	 grass	 and	 tangled	 vines.	 	 The	 only	 
part	 that	 controlled	 the	 differences	 of	 all	 things,	 to	 
blend	 them	 together	 as	 time	 had	 gone	 by,	 was	 time	 
itself	 and	 the	 results	 of	 the	 long	 bygone	 days	 along	 with	 
the	 abandonment.	 

In	 the	 quick-to-dream	 eyes	 of	 the	 child,	 the	 empty	 
space	 behind	 the	 brick	 building	 was	 so	 vast,	 so	 wide	 
that	 it	 could	 include	 a	 round	 cement	 pool	 in	 it.	 	 In	 the	 
middle	 of	 the	 pool	 was	 a	 fountain	 with	 three	 tiers,	 
broader	 at	 the	 lower	 end	 and	 narrower	 at	 the	 top,	 
elaborately	 carved	 and	 decorated	 around	 the	 outside.	 	 
Water	 sprouted	 up	 and	 sprayed	 around	 with	 some	 of	 it	 
overflowing	 over	 the	 tiers	 creating	 a	 sound	 like	 laughter.	 	 
The	 concrete	 terrace	 never	 dried	 completely,	 but	 was	 
decorated	 with	 a	 small	 flower	 garden,	 a	 small	 patch	 of	 
flowers	 here	 and	 there	 around	 the	 place.	 	 Some	 
appeared	 through	 holes	 made	 into	 various	 shapes.	 	 The	 
garden	 formed	 the	 link	 between	 the	 back	 of	 the	 
building	 and	 the	 mansion	 with	 the	 fence	 surrounding	 it.	 	 
The	 garden,	 the	 fountain,	 the	 decorative	 sculptures	 
made	 the	 place	 appeared	 as	 a	 magical	 personal	 heaven.	 	 
It	 had	 no	 playing	 equipment	 like	 a	 common	 playground.	 	 
Yet,	 it	 became	 very	 important	 to	 her.	 	 Following	 a	 
grandchild	 of	 Uncle	 Seng	 into	 the	 residence	 of	 the	 well-
to-do	 family	 in	 an	 eastern	 province	 had	 dispersed	 her	 
imagination	 differently	 from	 when	 she	 chatted	 with	 the	 
grandfather	 bridge	 or	 the	 big	 tree	 by	 the	 river	 or	 the	 
morning	 bird’s	 call.	 	 At	 the	 very	 least,	 the	 heroine	 of	 the	 
terrace	 was	 so	 spectacular.	 	 A	 brilliant	 mermaid	 
comfortably	 stretched	 her	 fish-like	 body,	 her	 long	 tail,	 
her	 long	 hair	 spread	 out,	 her	 round	 breasts,	 happily	 in	 
the	 sun	 and	 gentle	 wind	 at	 the	 pool’s	 edge.	 	 Glancing	 



around	 the	 pool,	 she	 never	 forgot	 to	 blow	 the	 water	 
from	 her	 mouth.	 

“Living	 mermaid”	 the	 girl	 was	 so	 confident	 of	 it	 
because	 anything	 that	 had	 something	 coming	 through	 
its	 body	 meant	 that	 it	 was	 alive.	 

But	 the	 color	 painting	 of	 two	 soldiers	 standing	 to	 
guard	 the	 place	 on	 both	 sides	 of	 a	 door	 also	 looked	 
alive,	 and	 especially	 their	 eyes	 seemed	 to	 speak.	 	 Above,	 
the	 entrance	 was	 a	 sign	 written	 in	 beautiful	 curving	 
characters	 saying	 “Reception	 Room.”	 The	 tall	 soldiers	 
stood	 slightly	 above	 the	 ground	 at	 the	 threshold	 of	 the	 
door	 looking	 so	 grand	 and	 so	 dutiful.	 	 The	 attractive	 but	 
serious	 looking	 eyes	 under	 the	 dress	 hats	 with	 side	 flaps	 
and	 a	 curving	 brim	 of	 the	 old	 days	 looked	 downward	 at	 
the	 stairs	 as	 if	 to	 check	 whether	 the	 child	 would	 step	 
into	 the	 room	 without	 an	 invitation.	 	 The	 living	 room	 
looked	 dreamlike.	 	 There,	 peeking	 in,	 one	 could	 see	 
colored	 glass	 decorating	 the	 window	 panes	 dispersing	 
light	 into	 the	 living	 room	 in	 an	 atmosphere	 to	 be	 filled	 
miraculously	 with	 a	 mixture	 of	 colors,	 orange,	 green,	 
blue	 and	 yellow.	 	 Not	 only	 did	 the	 eyes	 of	 the	 soldiers	 
try	 to	 discourage	 her	 from	 being	 curious	 and	 excited	 
about	 things	 inside	 the	 room,	 but	 also	 the	 look	 of	 the	 
two	 serpents	 slithering	 downward	 with	 mouths	 opened	 
wide	 inhospitably	 would	 stop	 and	 hold	 one	 in	 place	 on	 
the	 wide	 terrace	 in	 front	 of	 the	 stairs	 and	 prevent	 one	 
from	 trying	 to	 walk	 up	 the	 stairs	 flanked	 by	 the	 two	 long	 
stretching	 creatures.	 	 They	 appeared	 as	 if	 they	 were	 
capturing	 the	 visitor	 through	 great	 fear	 though	 both	 the	 
serpents	 and	 the	 soldiers	 had	 been	 captured	 that	 way	 
for	 years.	 
	 

“No	 break	 at	 all	 from	 working	 so	 hard,	 right?”	 the	 
child	 greeted	 them.	 



“Are	 the	 serpents	 inviting?”	 The	 child	 wasn’t	 sure	 of	 
her	 interpretation	 of	 their	 manner,	 slithering	 downward.	 	 
She	 opened	 her	 mouth	 as	 if	 saying,	 “What	 are	 you	 
saying?	 	 No,	 or	 come	 in?”	 

	 
The	 thing	 that	 seemed	 most	 friendly	 to	 the	 young	 

guest	 was	 the	 image	 of	 a	 winding	 flower	 vine	 climbing	 
along	 the	 building’s	 eaves	 and	 windows,	 under	 the	 roof	 
and	 around	 the	 posts.	 	 The	 slender	 stems	 on	 trellises	 
were	 sparsely	 decked	 here	 and	 there	 with	 petals	 and	 
leaves,	 they	 climbed	 beautifully	 along	 the	 stiff	 edges	 of	 
the	 architecture,	 reducing	 the	 austere	 look	 of	 other	 
ornaments.	 	 Sometimes	 the	 vine	 added	 sweetness	 to	 the	 
stiff	 sculptures	 gently	 inviting	 the	 child	 to	 stay	 on	 and	 
play	 longer	 in	 the	 dream	 garden.	 

Uncle	 Seng’s	 grandson	 also	 gave	 the	 child	 the	 
chance	 to	 take	 her	 bag	 with	 her	 pajamas	 and	 ride	 in	 a	 
car	 during	 the	 holidays	 to	 a	 garden	 outside	 the	 town.	 	 
There	 she	 could	 have	 more	 things	 more	 real	 than	 her	 
old	 friends	 -	 	 the	 grandfather	 bridge,	 the	 water	 spouting	 
mermaid,	 or	 the	 stern	 looking	 soldiers.	 	 The	 garden	 
entrance	 was	 broad	 and	 it	 had	 pairs	 of	 sculptures	 and	 
an	 architecturally	 appealing	 structure.	 	 Its	 roof	 was	 
round	 with	 a	 pointed	 tip	 similar	 to	 a	 stupa.	 	 It	 was	 
decorated	 with	 dark	 blue	 ceramics	 to	 look	 like	 the	 deep	 
sea.	 	 This	 continued	 to	 affect	 the	 auditory	 and	 receptive	 
nerves	 of	 the	 child	 who	 had	 just	 crossed	 the	 first	 road	 in	 
her	 life	 on	 the	 way	 to	 her	 mother’s	 cremation.	 

“Container	 for	 great-grandpa’s	 bones,”	 her	 
playmate	 said.	 	 She	 liked	 it	 there	 because	 it	 had	 
something	 to	 confirm	 someone’s	 departing.	 	 The	 one	 
departed	 was	 still	 remembered.	 	 Moreover,	 her	 memory	 
of	 the	 garden	 included	 a	 big	 dog	 that	 barked	 so	 loud	 
but	 could	 be	 hugged.	 	 It	 was	 fierce,	 but	 looked	 cheerful	 



all	 the	 time,	 especially	 when	 running	 around	 together	 
with	 her	 in	 the	 large	 garden.	 	 In	 her	 grown-up	 years	 
when	 she	 passed	 through	 there,	 it	 had	 become	 a	 big,	 
congested	 road	 in	 the	 town.	 	 Although	 nothing	 
described	 earlier	 was	 left,	 the	 blue	 ceramic	 bone	 
container	 remained	 clear	 in	 her	 memory	 as	 much	 as	 the	 
cheerful	 manner	 of	 the	 big	 dog.	 

In	 the	 last	 two	 or	 three	 years	 on	 the	 first	 road	 of	 
her	 life,	 the	 child	 crossed	 the	 road	 with	 her	 aunt	 who	 
took	 her	 to	 two	 funerals,	 one	 of	 her	 grandmother,	 the	 
other	 of	 her	 grandfather.	 

In	 her	 memory,	 the	 funerals	 at	 orchard	 house	 were	 
as	 solemn	 and	 beautiful	 as	 that	 of	 her	 mother’s	 at	 the	 
temple	 in	 town.	 	 The	 high	 raised	 wooden	 house	 was	 
surrounded	 by	 lots	 of	 fruit	 trees	 and	 many	 had	 to	 be	 
trimmed	 in	 preparation	 for	 the	 funeral	 rites.	 	 The	 wide	 
space	 under	 the	 house	 was	 used	 as	 a	 kitchen	 whose	 
leading	 actor	 was	 a	 large	 lotus-leaf-like	 wok	 for	 rice	 
cooking	 and	 dessert	 making.	 	 The	 coffin	 played	 the	 role	 
of	 another	 hero	 in	 the	 house	 above.	 	 It	 was	 placed	 near	 
the	 wall	 on	 the	 left	 close	 to	 the	 porch	 of	 the	 middle	 
section	 of	 the	 house.	 	 Further	 up	 was	 the	 bedroom.	 	 The	 
coffin	 displayed	 a	 few	 patterns	 and	 was	 without	 
elaborate	 flower	 ornaments	 but	 for	 a	 flower	 vase	 and	 
pot	 for	 lighting	 incense	 at	 the	 front.	 	 Both	 were	 set	 on	 a	 
flower-design	 tray.	 	 It	 looked	 plainer	 without	 elaborate	 
decorations	 like	 that	 of	 mother’s	 at	 the	 town	 temple.	 	 A	 
music	 band	 played	 near	 the	 porch	 before	 the	 funeral	 
chanting	 began.	 	 Music	 played	 since	 early	 evening	 was	 
composed	 of	 the	 major	 components	 of	 the	 orchestra	 
such	 as	 flute	 and	 oboe,	 gong,	 xylophone,	 making	 a	 
mixed	 tune	 ta-leng-teng-tum	 completely	 outdoing	 the	 
natural	 twilight	 sounds	 of	 the	 orchard.	 	 Monks	 from	 
three	 temples	 in	 the	 district	 took	 turns	 attending	 three	 



times	 a	 day,	 early	 morning,	 late	 morning	 before	 noon,	 
and	 early	 evening.	 	 Small	 children	 from	 the	 nearby	 
gardens	 had	 so	 much	 more	 fun	 playing	 here	 than	 
anywhere	 they	 had	 experienced	 before.	 	 They	 could	 
savor	 sweet	 drinks	 any	 time	 they	 wanted	 and	 as	 much	 
dessert	 as	 they	 liked	 to	 their	 heart’s	 content,	 made	 in	 
various	 colors	 and	 shapes,	 such	 as	 black	 pudding	 with	 
coconut	 flakes	 on	 top	 called	 piak	 pun	 in	 a	 puzzling	 
black	 and	 white,	 khanom	 chan	 that	 came	 in	 layers	 of	 
green	 gelatinous	 slices	 made	 from	 glutinous	 rice	 flour	 
and	 flavored	 with	 pandanus	 leaves,	 and	 white	 creamy	 
coconut	 pudding	 of	 tako	 topped	 with	 thin	 pieces	 of	 
golden	 drops	 (thong	 yot)	 and	 black	 beans,	 all	 made	 
fresh	 every	 day.	 	 Children	 of	 all	 age	 groups	 in	 the	 village	 
accompanied	 their	 mom	 and	 grandma	 to	 eat	 and	 sleep	 
at	 the	 ceremony	 and	 became	 a	 large	 gang	 of	 playmates,	 
playing	 so	 much	 that	 they	 didn’t	 know	 what	 else	 to	 do	 	 
and	 ended	 up	 playing	 one-eyed	 hopping	 rabbit	 on	 the	 
front	 lawn	 of	 the	 deserted	 brick	 house.	 All	 this	 was	 
accompanied	 by	 the	 sound	 of	 laughter	 and	 screaming	 
from	 excitement	 when	 chasing	 after	 each	 other	 and	 
escaping	 from	 one	 another.	 	 Some	 crashed	 into	 others	 
running	 around,	 some	 grasped	 and	 hid	 behind	 others	 
and	 fell	 all	 over	 the	 place,	 some	 happily	 cried	 out	 and	 
tried	 to	 squeeze	 between	 tree	 branches	 and	 mullein	 
leaves	 while	 dispersing	 them	 all	 over	 the	 place,	 some	 
ran	 under	 branches	 and	 leafy	 stems	 of	 big	 and	 small	 
flowery	 trees,	 ilang-ilang	 (keranga)	 in	 front	 of	 the	 
building,	 yellow	 champaka,	 and	 bushes	 of	 small	 
gardenias	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 lawn.	 	 Amidst	 the	 joyous	 
squeals,	 the	 coffin	 lid	 was	 silently	 lifted	 in	 order	 to	 
replace	 the	 ice	 bags	 used	 for	 keeping	 the	 corpse	 from	 
decaying	 because	 in	 those	 days,	 there	 was	 no	 such	 thing	 
as	 freezer	 coffins	 and	 the	 orchard	 had	 no	 electricity.	 



	 
One	 afternoon,	 the	 children	 that	 had	 accompanied	 

the	 adults	 to	 the	 funeral	 decided	 to	 play	 hide-and-seek.	 	 
The	 biggest	 child	 defined	 the	 play	 area	 to	 be	 the	 area	 
surrounding	 the	 two	 brick	 houses	 and	 among	 the	 trees	 
surrounding	 the	 yard.	 	 Beside	 the	 wooden	 house	 where	 
the	 coffin	 had	 been	 located,	 there	 were	 two	 large	 brick	 
houses	 without	 cement	 coating.	 	 The	 building	 next	 to	 
the	 wooden	 house	 was	 turned	 sideways	 to	 the	 house’s	 
stairs	 that	 stretched	 all	 the	 way	 down	 to	 the	 concrete	 
floor	 and	 could	 be	 called	 a	 veranda	 for	 the	 building,	 
though	 it	 was	 not	 very	 high	 from	 the	 ground.	 	 The	 brick	 
house’s	 veranda	 had	 very	 old	 wooden	 bars	 on	 the	 left	 
and	 the	 right	 and	 a	 path	 leading	 to	 the	 building	 in	 the	 
middle.	 	 The	 area	 served	 as	 a	 sleeping	 place	 for	 the	 
grandmother	 and	 her	 two	 granddaughters.	 	 Snakes	 
would	 slip	 into	 the	 house	 and	 coil	 on	 the	 small	 rug.	 

Both	 brick	 houses	 had	 a	 tall	 door	 with	 hinges.	 	 The	 
one-story	 buildings	 had	 small	 half-raised	 wooden	 floors	 
jutting	 out	 like	 a	 hanging	 shelf.	 	 It	 had	 no	 window	 
except	 a	 round	 light	 hole	 in	 the	 wall.	 	 To	 see	 the	 light	 
clearly,	 one	 needed	 to	 climb	 the	 narrow	 long	 wooden	 
stairs	 to	 the	 second	 floor.	 	 On	 the	 wooden	 floor	 was	 a	 
wooden	 table	 on	 which	 stood	 a	 row	 of	 carved	 wooden	 
gods	 in	 various	 sizes.	 	 Both	 the	 table	 and	 the	 gods	 had	 
equally	 deteriorated.	 	 No	 one	 wanted	 to	 go	 there	 due	 to	 
its	 being	 frightening.	 

The	 children	 went	 in	 several	 directions	 to	 hide	 
themselves.	 	 A	 little	 child	 climbed	 up	 a	 thick-leaved	 
rambutan	 tree	 behind	 the	 deserted	 building	 to	 hide	 on	 
a	 forked	 branch.	 	 The	 seeker	 had	 not	 quite	 come	 around	 
when	 the	 child	 above	 jumped	 down	 abruptly	 on	 
discovering	 a	 parade	 of	 prickly	 light	 green	 caterpillars	 
looking	 like	 tiny	 leaves	 with	 fine	 embroidery	 patterns.	 	 



She	 had	 to	 climb	 down	 the	 wooden	 stairs	 in	 the	 
deserted	 building	 where	 the	 other	 children	 were	 
crouching	 down	 with	 their	 rear	 ends	 sticking	 up,	 and	 
crouched	 down	 next	 to	 the	 line	 on	 the	 stairs.	 	 Other	 
children	 walked	 by	 shouting	 out	 where	 everybody	 was	 
hiding.	 	 The	 whole	 gang	 of	 hiders	 had	 to	 force	 
themselves	 to	 not	 laugh	 out	 loud.	 	 The	 more	 they	 forced	 
themselves,	 the	 harder	 the	 stairs	 shook.	 	 As	 the	 shaking	 
continued,	 the	 seeker	 pretended	 to	 not	 see	 them	 and	 
the	 funnier	 it	 all	 became.	 	 And	 suddenly	 the	 hiders	 
revealed	 themselves	 only	 in	 a	 different	 manner	 when	 
the	 stairs	 broke	 down	 along	 with	 some	 frightened	 
screams	 as	 everyone	 then	 fell	 on	 the	 dusty	 rubble.	 	 	 

The	 children	 didn’t	 have	 to	 be	 dressed	 in	 black	 and	 
white	 as	 at	 the	 mother’s	 funeral	 in	 town.	 	 They	 each	 
wore	 their	 old	 play	 clothes	 they	 wore	 at	 home.	 	 The	 
funeral	 became	 rather	 colorful	 and	 joyful	 with	 their	 
playing	 powered	 by	 sweets	 and	 sweetened	 drinks.	 	 
Many	 years	 passed	 in	 a	 conversation,	 they	 all	 recalled	 
their	 childhood	 experiences.	 	 One	 of	 grandfather’s	 
grandchildren	 mentioned	 the	 funeral	 when	 she	 was	 an	 
adult.	 

“Grandpa’s	 funeral	 was	 really	 fun,	 with	 playing	 and	 
eating	 from	 morning	 until	 evening.”	 

The	 first	 road	 the	 child	 crossed	 over	 accompanying	 
adults	 to	 a	 funeral	 at	 the	 temple	 in	 town	 and	 the	 one	 in	 
the	 orchard	 revealed	 the	 differences	 in	 funeral	 rituals.	 	 
The	 one	 for	 her	 mother	 was	 solemn,	 graceful,	 simple,	 
and	 formal	 while	 the	 other,	 grandfather’s	 funeral,	 was	 
bustling,	 dynamic	 and	 fun	 for	 the	 children.	 	 At	 the	 time,	 
the	 little	 child	 didn’t	 think	 much	 about	 it.	 	 But	 as	 she	 
began	 to	 sort	 things	 out	 and	 pursued	 her	 career	 in	 art,	 
she	 began	 to	 realize	 the	 differences	 between	 the	 rural	 
areas	 and	 the	 town	 or	 city,	 villagers	 and	 civil	 servants.	 	 



It	 appeared	 that	 in	 the	 childhood	 stage	 one	 was	 able	 to	 
adapt	 and	 go	 along	 with	 community	 culture	 easily	 and	 
obediently,	 regardless	 of	 which	 side	 of	 which	 group.	 	 	 
Having	 grown	 up,	 the	 child	 came	 to	 experience	 inner	 
conflicts	 and	 different	 sides	 to	 things.	 

There	 were	 pictures	 of	 mother’s	 funeral	 and	 father	 
in	 a	 white	 official	 uniform	 sitting	 in	 the	 midst	 of	 other	 
people	 who	 were	 mostly	 in	 black	 with	 a	 few	 in	 white.	 	 
Even	 the	 three	 girls,	 one	 three	 years	 old,	 the	 others	 four,	 
who	 were	 an	 aunt’s	 daughters,	 and	 she	 herself	 at	 three	 
years	 of	 age	 had	 to	 blend	 in	 with	 the	 rules	 mandating	 
wearing	 black	 dresses.	 	 There	 was	 a	 picture	 of	 a	 little	 
girl	 of	 six	 leaning	 against	 her	 grandmother	 with	 her	 
dress	 partly	 unbuttoned.	 	 The	 girl	 sat	 on	 the	 floor	 with	 
her	 legs	 tucked	 back	 slightly	 turning	 toward	 the	 
grandmother	 in	 a	 black	 dress	 open	 at	 the	 belly.	 	 

There	 were	 no	 pictures	 of	 grandpa’s	 funeral.	 	 The	 
orchard	 house	 had	 no	 electricity	 and	 was	 in	 a	 
community	 ignorant	 of	 the	 significance	 of	 a	 camera.	 	 If	 
fifty	 years	 ago	 there	 happened	 to	 be	 a	 camera,	 we	 
would	 have	 looked	 at	 the	 album	 of	 the	 funeral	 and	 
become	 curious	 about	 the	 vital	 festive	 movement	 of	 the	 
farewell	 ritual,	 asking	 what	 kind	 of	 festival	 it	 was	 
looking	 which	 looked	 so	 lively.	 

The	 same	 road,	 related	 as	 it	 was	 to	 two	 or	 three	 
occasions	 of	 death	 and	 funerals,	 also	 led	 the	 little	 child	 
to	 mingle	 with	 other	 worlds.	 	 The	 world	 that	 moved	 by	 
itself	 was	 the	 real	 world	 with	 all	 kinds	 of	 living	 
creatures	 pursuing	 their	 careers	 on	 the	 streets	 from	 
morning	 until	 evening.	 	 The	 dream	 world	 was	 on	 the	 
messy	 terrace	 between	 the	 two	 manors	 and	 the	 five-
room	 shop-house	 building	 embellished	 with	 all	 sorts	 of	 
ornaments	 that	 stirred	 the	 imagination.	 	 It’s	 possible	 
that	 the	 child’s	 flighty	 dreams	 and	 imagination	 came	 



from	 the	 dream	 terrace	 where	 	 the	 bright	 mermaid	 
sculpture	 with	 water	 shooting	 from	 her	 mouth	 and	 the	 
three-tiered	 fountain	 splashing	 all	 over	 her	 as	 well	 as	 
the	 two	 soldier	 paintings	 guarding	 the	 gate	 looking	 so	 
faithful	 that	 their	 sharp	 eyes	 cut	 into	 one’s	 fear	 were	 
situated.	 	 Also	 there	 were	 the	 serpent	 sculptures	 
stretching	 downward	 to	 invite	 guests	 or	 to	 protect	 the	 
living	 room	 along	 with	 painted	 flower	 vines	 climbing	 
around	 the	 building	 and	 blooming	 all	 over	 the	 windows,	 
doors,	 and	 walls,	 with	 no	 trace	 of	 roots	 or	 soil	 for	 it	 
grow	 some	 parts	 she	 never	 entered	 but	 looked	 in	 
craning	 her	 neck.	 	 There	 was	 the	 living	 room	 with	 light	 
shining	 through	 colored	 glass	 where	 the	 child	 was	 not	 
invited.	 

After	 having	 new	 friends	 along	 her	 road	 on	 both	 
sides,	 across	 the	 river	 and	 at	 the	 remote	 orchard,	 the	 
child	 got	 back	 with	 her	 old	 friends	 when	 twilight	 
approached.	 	 After	 mother	 had	 passed	 away,	 the	 bed	 
with	 green	 bars	 was	 moved	 out	 of	 the	 main	 bedroom	 
saying	 farewell	 to	 the	 friends,	 bone,	 skull,	 muscle,	 
blood	 vessels	 and	 ligaments	 that	 were	 hung	 in	 rows	 on	 
the	 wall.	 	 They	 used	 to	 be	 close	 together,	 but	 after	 
father	 remarried,	 the	 green	 bed	 was	 put	 near	 the	 large	 
door-like	 window	 by	 the	 river	 away	 from	 the	 door	 of	 
the	 original	 bedroom.	 	 The	 broad	 door-window	 was	 
barred	 by	 carved	 wooden	 bars	 slightly	 elevated	 from	 
the	 floor	 so	 it	 couldn’t	 be	 stepped	 over.	 	 The	 urn	 
containing	 mother’s	 ashes	 was	 moved	 out,	 too.	 	 It	 was	 
put	 close	 to	 the	 bed	 on	 a	 small	 table	 near	 the	 narrow	 
wall	 before	 the	 path	 going	 down	 the	 stairs.	 	 The	 child	 
felt	 reassured	 that	 the	 green	 bed	 that	 her	 father	 brought	 
back	 with	 him	 from	 far	 away	 after	 his	 graduation	 and	 
the	 silver	 urn	 with	 her	 mother’s	 ashes	 were	 put	 on	 the	 
same	 side	 of	 the	 wall	 to	 keep	 company	 with	 each	 other	 



by	 the	 window.	 	 Turning	 toward	 the	 upper	 river,	 she	 
could	 see	 the	 grandfather	 bridge	 and	 the	 big	 tree	 of	 a	 
different	 age	 become	 friends	 for	 chatting.	 	 But	 turning	 
toward	 the	 end	 of	 the	 river	 at	 the	 bend,	 she	 could	 see	 
the	 attractive	 pointed	 part	 of	 the	 foreign	 church,	 the	 
source	 of	 the	 time-telling	 bell.	 

With	 a	 farewell	 leaving	 and	 with	 death	 leaving,	 the	 
little	 child	 still	 had	 many	 friends	 from	 many	 moments,	 
on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 road	 and	 across	 the	 river,	 on	 
the	 upper	 river,	 on	 the	 bend	 at	 the	 lower	 end	 of	 the	 
river.	 
	 



	 POTPOURRI	 
Out	 of	 nowhere;	 there	 was	 no	 land,	 no	 water	 

boundary.	 	 Up	 over	 the	 hill,	 farther	 into	 an	 old	 
garden	 plot	 were	 water	 wells:	 one	 at	 the	 entrance,	 
another	 in	 the	 middle,	 and	 the	 other	 where	 water	 
gushed	 out	 in	 the	 rainy	 season.	 	 It	 overflowed	 until	 
it	 turned	 into	 a	 small	 stream	 slowly	 passing	 through,	 	 
soaking	 the	 soil	 and	 roots	 of	 old	 trees	 a	 hundred	 
years	 old	 or	 more	 in	 the	 garden.	 

There	 two	 thin	 legs	 in	 a	 dress	 with	 various	 
purple,	 blue,	 dark	 blue	 and	 pink	 flower	 patterns	 
waded	 over	 decomposed	 leaves	 creating	 a	 rustling	 
sound	 of	 footsteps.	 	 Sometimes	 her	 feet	 stood	 still	 
in	 uncertainty.	 	 A	 thin	 arm	 reached	 up	 to	 pull	 at	 the	 
stem	 of	 a	 wild	 banana	 tree	 in	 a	 grove.	 	 The	 reaching	 
and	 cutting	 continued	 until	 a	 couple	 of	 long	 banana	 
stems	 were	 piled	 under	 a	 big	 tree	 with	 light	 
streaming	 through.	 	 Banana	 leaves	 with	 stems	 
intertwined	 were	 spread	 to	 form	 a	 fresh	 green	 patch.	 	 
Some	 of	 the	 leaves	 were	 stripped	 off	 a	 stem	 to	 form	 
a	 wrapping	 sheet.	 	 A	 stout	 stem	 was	 cut	 into	 pieces	 
of	 a	 certain	 length	 and	 piled	 up	 in	 rows	 on	 top	 of	 
the	 leaves,	 green	 on	 green	 and	 green.	 	 The	 little	 
child	 began	 to	 think	 of	 more	 colorful	 ingredients.	 

“I	 need	 some	 red,	 pink	 and	 maybe	 white.”	 
The	 thin	 hand	 snatched	 up	 a	 small	 dilapidated	 

rattan	 basket	 and	 moved	 around	 to	 gather	 the	 
ingredients	 of	 bright	 red	 hibiscus	 with	 their	 petals	 
and	 a	 miniature	 variety	 of	 it	 along	 with	 some	 fluffy	 
round	 clusters	 of	 white	 and	 yellow	 ixora.	 
	 

Like	 with	 market	 shopping,	 the	 little	 girl	 slowly	 
picked	 and	 chose	 whatever	 came	 to	 her	 anticipating	 
mind	 or	 what	 seemed	 possible,	 sticky	 fluid,	 



shredded	 flowers,	 zigzagging	 leaves,	 colorful	 
clusters	 or	 sprigs	 or	 sprays	 of	 flowers.	 	 Buds	 and	 
blooms	 were	 placed	 neatly	 and	 splendidly.	 	 The	 girl	 
was	 busy	 arranging	 her	 beautiful	 shop.	 	 Banana	 
leaves	 served	 as	 a	 mat	 to	 sit	 on.	 	 Her	 play	 things	 
were	 an	 old	 chipped	 bowl,	 some	 coconut	 shells,	 tin	 
cans,	 and	 an	 aluminum	 kitchen	 utensil	 toy	 set	 for	 
girls.	 	 A	 tiny	 pan	 was	 put	 on	 some	 stones	 forming	 a	 
single	 stove,	 a	 small	 pot	 on	 another	 stove.	 	 Dry	 
stems	 were	 broken	 and	 piled	 up	 for	 firewood,	 
round	 and	 angular	 shaped.	 	 A	 big	 log	 was	 rolled	 up	 
to	 from	 a	 smoother	 surface	 as	 a	 cutting	 board.	 	 A	 
small	 knife	 from	 grandma’s	 betel	 box	 was	 used	 for	 
chopping	 banana	 stems	 for	 pork	 slices.	 	 The	 knife	 
was	 a	 realistic	 item	 in	 the	 play,	 the	 same	 as	 the	 
shabby	 basket.	 

Red	 hibiscus	 flowers	 were	 cut	 and	 chopped	 
away	 harshly.	 	 One	 could	 look	 at	 the	 child’s	 play	 as	 
real	 because	 the	 child	 had	 gone	 beyond	 a	 common	 
admiration	 or	 complete	 ignorance	 we	 used	 to	 give	 
to	 some	 flowers.	 	 The	 bamboo	 spoon	 that	 grandma	 
had	 smoothed	 off	 was	 used	 to	 mash	 the	 red	 petals	 
until	 they	 became	 viscous.	 	 Water	 from	 a	 small	 
teapot	 was	 poured	 into	 a	 tiny	 pan.	 	 The	 fire	 was	 
pretended	 to	 be	 lit.	 	 The	 smashed	 hibiscus	 was	 
slowly	 fried	 like	 pork	 lard	 and	 then	 put	 aside	 in	 an	 
old	 Bear	 Brand	 milk	 can.	 	 

Ixora	 of	 many	 colors	 were	 finely	 chopped	 as	 
were	 some	 small	 buds	 of	 a	 red	 spray	 flower	 whose	 
name	 she	 didn’t	 know.	 	 Its	 green	 saw-like	 leaves	 
were	 used	 as	 money	 for	 buying	 and	 selling	 and	 to	 
make	 change.	 



Warmed	 on	 a	 stove	 was	 some	 bright	 colored	 
and	 shredded	 substance	 overflowing	 the	 coconut	 
shell	 vessel.	 

Betel	 leaves	 were	 rolled	 up	 and	 finely	 cut	 to	 
form	 a	 kind	 of	 transparent	 glass	 noodles.	 

Banana	 leaves	 were	 cut	 and	 made	 into	 a	 cup,	 
being	 secured	 with	 the	 stem	 of	 a	 Rakam	 (salacca).	 

“Oops!”	 	 The	 child	 cried	 squeezing	 at	 the	 tip	 of	 
one	 finger	 where	 a	 tiny	 dot	 of	 blood	 appeared	 due	 
to	 a	 sharp	 thorn.	 

There	 was	 no	 time	 to	 be	 distracted	 by	 such	 a	 
tiny	 dot.	 	 The	 shop	 had	 been	 opened	 and	 customers	 
slowly	 came	 in.	 	 All	 the	 ingredients	 were	 well	 
arranged	 ready	 for	 business.	 	 Now,	 she	 had	 to	 
imagine	 what	 the	 customers	 ordered.	 

“How	 many?”	 she	 asked	 and	 then	 responded.	 
“Oh!	 	 Two,	 with	 no	 soup,	 right?	 	 Do	 you	 want	 

lots	 of	 fried	 garlic,	 too?”	 	 The	 seller	 looked	 very	 
attentive.	 	 Today	 was	 a	 good	 day.	 	 The	 noodles	 sold	 
well,	 both	 with	 soup	 and	 with	 no	 soup,	 until	 she	 ran	 
out	 of	 the	 banana	 containers	 and	 needed	 to	 make	 
some	 more	 during	 the	 busiest	 time.	 

The	 late	 afternoon	 sun	 came	 through	 a	 large	 
branch	 of	 a	 rambutan	 tree	 whose	 leaves	 and	 stems	 
woven	 together	 created	 rays	 here	 and	 there	 all	 
around	 the	 little	 girl.	 	 She	 kept	 talking	 in	 a	 dialogue	 
with	 herself	 while	 seriously	 playing	 cooking	 on	 the	 
spread	 banana	 leaves	 marking	 her	 best	 business	 
spot.	 

The	 flowery	 dress	 against	 the	 green	 banana	 
leaves	 could	 be	 seen	 moving	 around	 the	 gray	 stone,	 
the	 soil,	 coconut	 shells,	 grayish	 brown	 sticks,	 and	 a	 
fine	 mass	 of	 flowers	 in	 mixed	 colors.	 



The	 child	 vendor	 was	 busy	 chatting	 in	 a	 friendly	 
way	 with	 her	 good	 customers.	 

Nothing	 else	 was	 necessary	 but	 imagination	 
and	 her	 babbling	 along	 drifting	 away	 in	 her	 fantasy	 
world.	 

As	 a	 well-versed	 adult	 we	 could	 detect	 here	 
that	 it	 was	 not	 completely	 imaginary.	 	 The	 little	 
child	 was	 imitating	 women	 she	 happened	 to	 be	 
familiar	 with	 from	 radio	 dramas	 or	 small	 booths	 in	 
the	 village	 market	 which	 began	 to	 slow	 down	 in	 the	 
late	 morning	 after	 having	 been	 active	 earlier.	 	 The	 
child	 was	 imitating	 the	 business	 shops	 along	 the	 
road	 in	 town	 and	 the	 busy	 adults	 preoccupied	 with	 
work.	 	 Being	 too	 young	 to	 think	 much,	 she	 could	 
enjoy	 her	 play.	 

Could	 that	 be	 in	 the	 same	 line	 as	 this	 writing	 
now?	 	 What	 would	 formulate	 a	 woman’s	 yearning	 
for	 her	 childhood,	 being	 free	 from	 inescapable	 past	 
cultural	 assumptions	 and	 speaking	 or	 free	 from	 
imprisonment	 in	 our	 selfhood	 and	 from	 being	 
imprisoned	 ourselves?	 

The	 light	 and	 dark	 colors	 of	 things	 went	 
through	 the	 small	 hands	 that	 picked	 natural	 flowers	 
and	 leaves,	 chopping,	 mixing,	 dressing	 and	 
wrapping	 away	 those	 imaginary	 items	 under	 the	 
sunrays	 and	 shadows,	 light	 and	 dark,	 while	 shading	 
from	 large	 trees	 and	 bushes	 gave	 an	 impressive	 
picture	 of	 home.	 	 This	 encapsulated	 the	 
impressionistic	 scenes	 of	 exotic	 eastern	 fields	 and	 
orchards,	 a	 world	 of	 self-obsession.	 	 The	 picture	 
seemed	 to	 stay	 for	 a	 short	 while	 and	 then	 stopped.	 	 
It	 is	 difficult	 to	 say	 exactly	 when	 and	 where.	 	 
Perhaps	 it	 was	 off	 and	 on	 replaced	 by	 some	 chapter	 
of	 childhood,	 some	 period	 in	 kindergarten.	 



That	 was	 her	 quiet	 world	 of	 play	 at	 the	 orchard	 
house	 approximately	 15	 kilometers	 away	 from	 town,	 
a	 time	 when	 a	 grandmother	 often	 went	 to	 get	 her	 
granddaughter	 from	 the	 river	 house	 in	 town	 to	 stay	 
with	 her	 in	 her	 pre-school	 days.	 	 It	 was	 a	 rich	 
fantasy.	 	 There	 were	 some	 differences	 but	 they	 were	 
also	 agreeable	 in	 terms	 of	 being	 oneself	 until	 the	 
first	 day	 of	 kindergarten.	 	 The	 truth	 was	 there	 were	 
no	 breaks	 in	 life	 to	 be	 worried	 about.	 	 For	 the	 girl	 
whose	 love,	 warmth,	 and	 gentleness	 she	 
experienced	 for	 just	 a	 short	 while	 was	 torn	 apart	 
and	 left	 hollow	 by	 her	 mother’s	 death.	 

The	 atmosphere	 in	 front	 of	 the	 kindergarten	 in	 
the	 morning	 was	 that	 of	 a	 tragedy	 stage	 full	 of	 
commotion,	 full	 of	 the	 screaming,	 yelling,	 weeping,	 
and	 wailing	 of	 children	 in	 the	 first	 day	 of	 their	 first	 
year	 at	 school.	 	 Some	 were	 dragged,	 some	 were	 
held	 by	 parents	 forming	 a	 chorus	 of	 continuous	 
high	 and	 low	 tones	 as	 well	 as	 discordant	 sounds,	 
depending	 on	 the	 individual	 style.	 	 One	 was	 crying	 
after	 her	 mommy,	 another	 let	 out	 a	 loud	 cry	 after	 
his	 daddy,	 some	 hugged	 at	 a	 grandma’s	 leg.	 	 All	 
were	 excited	 with	 a	 new	 uniform,	 attractive	 colored	 
school	 backpacks	 with	 a	 slot	 to	 hold	 a	 milk	 bottle	 
and	 a	 water	 canteen,	 feeling	 awkward	 with	 the	 light	 
and	 tugging	 weight.	 

“No	 need	 for	 milk	 or	 a	 water	 bottle,	 our	 school	 
provides	 glasses,”	 a	 young	 teacher	 explained	 to	 the	 
parents.	 

“She	 is	 still	 addicted	 to	 it,	 so	 I	 have	 to	 provide	 
it.”	 a	 young	 mother	 explained	 in	 reply.	 	 “Yes,	 she	 
has	 to	 have	 her	 bottle	 with	 her.”	 

One	 small	 child	 looked	 unconcerned.	 	 She	 kept	 
looking	 restlessly	 at	 the	 others.	 	 From	 now	 on	 	 there,	 



will	 be	 no	 long	 afternoon	 nap	 or	 her	 old	 rocking	 
horse	 to	 rock	 on	 and	 to	 rub	 on	 its	 head	 while	 telling	 
tales.	 	 No	 more	 dolls	 to	 listen	 to	 her	 tittle-tattle.	 	 No	 
shabby	 pillow	 for	 her	 to	 lie	 on	 just	 anywhere	 in	 the	 
house.	 	 There	 would	 no	 longer	 be	 a	 usual	 afternoon.	 	 
Maybe	 she	 was	 lucky	 to	 have	 gone	 through	 this	 
lesson	 of	 departing.	 	 So,	 she	 didn’t	 know	 what	 to	 cry	 
for.	 	 However,	 she	 couldn’t	 help	 longing	 for	 the	 
afternoons	 with	 her	 assortment	 of	 toys	 and	 
household	 items.	 

No	 sooner	 had	 she	 learned	 the	 alphabetic	 
recitation	 of	 ko-oi-ko-kai	 or	 A	 for	 apple	 and	 so	 on,	 
and	 that	 she	 had	 to	 recite	 the	 first	 song	 besides	 the	 
national	 anthem	 in	 front	 of	 the	 flagpole.	 

“Little	 bird,	 little	 bird,	 
Flying	 with	 the	 wind…”	 

The	 hands	 spread	 out	 and	 moved	 like	 wings.	 	 The	 
dancer	 and	 others	 joined	 in	 turning	 around	 with	 
hands	 spreading	 around	 the	 desks.	 	 All	 were	 actors	 
and	 audience,	 sensing	 being	 watched	 by	 others	 and	 
watching	 others	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 	 Others	 and	 I,	 ‘we’	 
were	 singing	 the	 same	 song	 harmoniously.	 	 
Suddenly	 the	 dream	 world	 of	 a	 noodle	 seller	 in	 the	 
garden	 disappeared.	 	 It	 was	 replaced	 by	 a	 new	 stage	 
with	 others	 joining	 in	 and	 some	 looking	 on	 at	 them.	 

“Little	 bird,	 little	 bird,	 
Flying	 with	 the	 wind.	 
Tell	 my	 mother,	 my	 heart,	 
I’m	 missing	 her,	 being	 far	 away.”	 
Some	 weekends	 in	 the	 garden,	 grandma’s	 

kindergarten	 children	 finished	 taking	 a	 bath	 with	 
water	 fetched	 from	 a	 well.	 	 All	 of	 them	 put	 on	 
fragrant	 powder	 and	 gathered	 on	 the	 veranda.	 



After	 supper,	 in	 the	 sole	 lamplight	 near	 the	 
house	 post,	 the	 little	 child	 danced	 to	 the	 steps	 she	 
had	 learned	 at	 her	 kindergarten.	 	 Three	 girls	 of	 
almost	 the	 same	 age	 lined	 up	 in	 a	 row.	 	 The	 dancers	 
in	 beautiful	 blue,	 yellow	 and	 pink	 silk	 trousers	 were	 
turning	 left	 and	 right	 while	 flapping	 their	 wings,	 
bending	 their	 bodies	 to	 the	 rhythm	 of	 the	 music.	 	 
The	 clear	 voices	 sang	 harmoniously	 and	 in	 harmony	 
were	 their	 movements	 on	 the	 open	 porch	 of	 the	 
house	 raised	 on	 stilts.	 	 The	 audience	 was	 composed	 
of	 their	 grandmother,	 an	 aunt	 who	 was	 the	 mother	 
of	 the	 other	 dancing	 girls.	 	 Grandma	 chewed	 her	 
betel	 nut	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 porch	 in	 the	 farther	 light	 
circle.	 	 The	 aunt	 sat	 higher	 up	 not	 far	 from	 the	 lamp	 
and	 split	 bamboo	 strips	 to	 be	 used	 for	 tying	 young	 
shoots	 of	 cha-om	 (acacia	 insuvais)	 for	 the	 village	 
market	 the	 next	 morning.	 

“Tell	 mother	 I	 miss	 her,	 being	 far	 away.”	 
The	 child	 was	 too	 innocent	 to	 understand	 about	 

“mother	 being	 far	 away.”	 	 The	 merry	 rhythm	 drove	 
away	 any	 inattentive	 sadness.	 	 The	 new	 song	 
sounded	 more	 arrogant.	 	 It	 was	 remembered	 from	 
the	 rehearsal	 of	 children	 in	 the	 upper	 levels	 while	 
they	 peeked	 in	 at	 the	 door	 listening	 to	 it	 every	 
afternoon.	 	 The	 dance	 required	 props,	 so	 the	 three	 
girls	 ran	 to	 pick	 up	 the	 flower	 bouquets	 they	 had	 
prepared	 since	 late	 afternoon.	 	 They	 made	 various	 
position	 changes	 into	 yellow,	 blue,	 and	 pink.	 	 The	 
pretend	 stage	 curtain	 was	 opened	 by	 grandma’s	 two	 
small	 grandsons	 who	 turned	 their	 backs	 against	 
each	 other	 from	 the	 middle	 point	 and	 moved	 
toward	 each	 side	 of	 the	 porch.	 A	 sweet	 voice	 sang:	 

“Come	 please,	 come	 and	 enjoy	 the	 flowers.	 



Sweet	 fragrant	 roses,	 sweetly	 inviting	 one’s	 
heart.	 

So	 sweet,	 so	 freshly	 blooming	 that	 I’ve	 picked	 
Which	 no	 one	 has	 yet	 smelled.	 
Come	 please….”	 
Grandma’s	 garden	 had	 no	 roses.	 	 In	 her	 

childhood	 in	 the	 rural	 area,	 there	 were	 no	 roses	 in	 
the	 garden.	 	 Roses	 came	 later.	 	 It	 came	 from	 the	 
school	 class.	 	 It	 was	 not	 until	 she	 had	 grown	 up	 that	 
she	 discovered	 roses	 grown	 near	 the	 stairs	 of	 her	 
new	 house.	 	 They	 were	 just	 red	 damask	 roses	 with	 
plain	 petals.	 	 They	 bloomed	 profusely	 but	 they	 
easily	 fell	 apart.	 	 Yet	 they	 had	 a	 sweet	 fragrance.	 
The	 song	 from	 the	 school	 about	 roses	 that	 people	 
were	 invited	 to	 enjoy,	 to	 join	 in	 the	 sweet	 singing	 
on	 the	 stage.	 	 The	 children	 had	 learned	 that	 roses	 
must	 be	 more	 special	 than	 other	 kinds	 of	 flowers	 
they	 had	 picked	 along	 the	 path	 from	 the	 bushes.	 	 
The	 flowers	 that	 were	 chopped	 up	 as ingredients	 for	 
noodles	 in	 coconut	 shells	 on	 the	 stone	 stove.	 	 As	 
they	 grew	 up,	 roses	 would	 be	 snatched	 up	 in	 a	 
hurry	 to	 be	 tied	 together	 with	 incense	 sticks	 and	 
candles	 using	 either	 banana	 or	 bamboo	 strips	 to	 
form	 an	 attractive	 bouquet	 for	 a	 temple	 merit-
making	 offering.	 	 But	 there	 were	 mostly	 yellow	 
allamanda,	 colorful	 canan	 lilies,	 ixora	 and	 other	 
kinds	 of	 flowers	 in	 the	 garden.	 

It	 was	 a	 long	 time	 after	 she	 had	 grown	 up	 and	 
read	 about	 the	 song	 entitled	 “Come	 enjoy	 the	 
flowers,”	 far	 way	 in	 the	 capital.	 	 The	 song	 was	 
composed	 by	 Rear	 Admiral	 Vichit	 Vadakan	 for	 the	 
princes	 and	 princesses	 of	 other	 countries.	 	 It	 was	 
strange	 that	 a	 kindergarten	 by	 the	 eastern	 shore	 
would	 adopt	 this	 song	 from	 the	 capital.	 	 It	 must	 



have	 come	 via	 the	 radio,	 a	 teacher	 training	 course	 
at	 the	 Provincial	 Teacher’s	 College,	 and	 then	 it	 
became	 a	 kindergarten	 dance	 performance	 and	 
finally	 it	 also	 influenced	 an	 adult’s	 thoughts.	 

“Come,	 please.	 	 Come	 and	 enjoy	 the	 flowers.	 
“Sweet,	 fragrant	 roses,	 sweetly	 inviting	 one’s	 

heart.”	 
A	 splendid	 school	 performance	 one	 night	 

became	 unforgettable	 to	 her.	 	 The	 song	 in	 a	 play	 in	 
which	 all	 the	 princesses	 in	 white	 dresses	 were	 
inviting	 princesses	 to	 come	 and	 enjoy	 the	 flowers.	 	 
The	 song	 was	 accompanied	 by	 a	 dance	 performed	 
by	 the	 eementary	 school	 students.	 	 These	 senior	 
students	 were	 in	 short	 white	 dresses	 with	 fluffy	 
pleats	 and	 they	 held	 small	 wooden	 baskets	 filled	 
with	 sweet	 colored	 bouquets	 of	 sweet	 miniature	 
roses.	 

“So	 sweet,	 so	 freshly	 blooming,	 which	 I’ve	 kept	 	 
Which	 no	 one	 has	 yet	 smelled.”	 
Turning	 around	 they	 gave	 an	 inviting	 look	 and	 

an	 inviting	 gesture.	 	 Then	 the	 white	 shoes	 and	 the	 
white	 pantyhose	 moved	 while	 they	 bent	 down	 to	 
courtesy	 with	 hands	 sweeping	 wide.	 	 Smiling	 gently	 
they	 picked	 a	 flower	 from	 their	 baskets.	 	 Their	 necks	 
tilted	 slightly	 as	 they	 smelled	 them	 with	 a	 little	 
smile	 as	 a	 princess	 was	 supposed	 to	 do.	 	 	 

This	 beautiful,	 memorable	 scene	 shouldn’t	 have	 
been	 stained	 with	 sadness	 at	 all.	 	 However,	 the	 
kindergarten	 child	 assumed	 the	 role	 of	 a	 butterfly,	 
with	 white	 transparent	 cloth	 in	 the	 back,	 and	 wide	 
wings	 suspended	 on	 her	 left	 and	 right	 little	 fingers.	 	 
She	 flew	 and	 stopped	 to	 smell	 a	 bouquet	 of	 flowers	 
on	 a	 partner’s	 head	 while	 others	 were	 kneeling	 
down	 in	 clusters	 of	 flowers.	 	 But	 she	 happened	 to	 



cry	 and	 became	 tearful	 when	 she	 looked	 down	 from	 
the	 stage	 and	 didn’t	 see	 her	 father.	 	 The	 butterfly	 
became	 worried	 how	 she	 would	 be	 able	 to	 return	 to	 
her	 house	 by	 the	 river	 on	 such	 a	 dark	 night	 in	 which	 
the	 stage	 lighting	 had	 to	 be	 very	 strong.	 	 After	 the	 
dance	 finished	 and	 she	 had	 finished	 flying	 around	 
and	 smelling	 the	 flowers,	 the	 butterfly	 began	 to	 
worry	 who	 would	 take	 her	 home.	 

“A	 freshly	 blooming	 flower	 is	 sweetly	 attractive.	 
Its	 fragrance	 spreads	 far	 and	 lingers	 on	 the	 

ground.	 
So	 sweet	 it	 attracts	 a	 bee	 
That	 flies	 around	 in	 glee.	 
The	 flower	 and	 the	 bee	 were	 growing	 up.	 	 The	 

kindergarten	 1	 pupil	 who	 was	 flying	 around	 and	 
crying	 on	 stage	 in	 the	 school’s	 annual	 show	 had	 
moved	 up	 to	 kindergarten	 2.	 	 A	 chance	 to	 perform	 
on	 a	 stage	 was	 more	 important.	 

Before	 passing	 on	 from	 childhood,	 we	 could	 
drop	 in	 to	 see	 the	 dance	 for	 the	 final	 stage	 of	 the	 
child	 in	 kindergarten	 2.	 	 It	 was	 a	 Hawaiian	 dance	 in	 
the	 presence	 of	 HRH	 Queen	 RambaiBarni.	 	 She	 was	 
matched	 with	 her	 aunt’s	 daughter	 who	 used	 to	 wear	 
silk	 trousers	 and	 danced	 with	 her	 on	 the	 porch	 of	 
the	 house	 in	 the	 garden.	 	 This	 time	 it	 was	 a	 dress	 
made	 from	 shredded	 paper	 thick	 and	 puffy	 with	 no	 
top.	 	 A	 thick	 brightly	 colored	 crepe	 paper	 garland	 
was	 placed	 around	 both	 sides	 of	 the	 wrists	 and	 the	 
ankles	 as	 well	 as	 the	 neck.	 	 It	 made	 her	 itch	 all	 over.	 	 
Stage	 excitement	 was	 more	 important,	 along	 with	 
the	 long	 waiting	 period	 since	 noon	 until	 dark.	 	 And	 
so	 were	 hunger	 and	 mosquitoes.	 	 It	 could	 have	 been	 
very	 late	 according	 to	 her	 memory.	 	 At	 least	 it	 
seemed	 so	 to	 a	 child	 who	 was	 so	 worried	 about	 her	 



house	 by	 the	 river.	 	 We	 could	 now	 guess	 at	 her	 
feelings	 that	 emerged	 during	 the	 dance	 
performance	 and	 which	 became	 embedded	 in	 the	 
little	 child’s	 mind	 from	 repeated	 activities	 and	 
performances.	 	 Meanwhile,	 the	 relationship	 with	 
the	 house	 and	 her	 being	 preoccupied	 with	 going	 
home	 became	 an	 obsession	 that	 stayed	 with	 her	 
until	 she	 grew	 up.	 

The	 songs	 of	 childhood	 lingered	 on.	 	 The	 song’s	 
influence	 had	 expanded,	 not	 just	 to	 the	 center	 such	 
as	 the	 capital	 to	 the	 east,	 but	 it	 enclosed	 the	 small	 
heart	 of	 the	 child	 who	 played	 at	 pots	 and	 pans	 in	 
the	 garden	 until	 she	 turned	 her	 back	 away	 from	 the	 
dance	 on	 the	 porch	 in	 the	 lamplight.	 

“This	 is	 a	 double	 crown	 love	 flower.	 
Whoever	 gets	 to	 it	 first	 can	 pick	 it.	 
Don’t	 hesitate	 or	 love	 will	 fade	 away.	 
Come	 quick	 to	 pick	 the	 love	 flower.”	 
	 
Fading	 away	 from	 one	 thing	 to	 another…	 
Not	 only	 did	 the	 child	 have	 to	 give	 up	 playing	 

pots	 and	 pans,	 she	 also	 learned	 that	 hibiscus	 and	 its	 
smaller	 variety	 as	 well	 as	 Ixora	 of	 various	 colors	 
and	 the	 unknown	 fluffy	 flower	 which	 all	 belonged	 
to	 the	 group	 of	 flowers	 not	 mentioned	 in	 any	 songs.	 

At	 this	 point,	 it	 would	 be	 too	 soon	 to	 place	 
roses	 or	 love	 (crown)	 flowers	 side	 by	 side	 to	 
maidenhood	 and	 lusty	 love.	 	 This	 is	 just	 a	 potpourri	 
chapter.	 

The	 drama	 on	 the	 housemaid’s	 transistor	 radio	 
was	 still	 immersed	 in	 love-battles,	 broken	 hearts,	 
affections,	 greed,	 hope,	 disappointments	 that	 went	 
through	 the	 little	 child’s	 curtain	 of	 thought.	 	 The	 



motifs	 nevertheless	 came	 into	 the	 three	 girls’	 play	 in	 
the	 garden	 on	 weekends.	 

As	 mentioned	 in	 the	 preamble,	 a	 baby	 girl	 is	 
born	 with	 a	 vagina	 of	 a	 flower	 petal	 in	 an	 unfolded	 
bloom.	 	 The	 petal	 base	 swells	 with	 plump	 meat	 
curling	 outward	 like	 a	 male	 worm	 burying	 its	 head	 
asleep,	 eyes	 closing.	 

She	 might	 have	 lost	 her	 virginity	 from	 the	 time	 
she	 was	 curling	 soaking	 in	 amniotic	 fluid	 by	 a	 
slightly	 wet	 rousing	 between	 the	 tiny	 worm	 and	 the	 
petal	 shaped	 vulva	 lips	 of	 a	 baby	 girl.	 

The	 little	 child	 with	 the	 flower	 petal	 sex	 organ	 
might	 have	 been	 bred	 by	 the	 male	 worm	 and	 got	 
pregnant	 with	 a	 small	 lace	 pillow	 tied	 to	 her	 belly	 
with	 a	 soft	 pink	 cloth	 embroidered	 with	 darker	 pink	 
lotus	 flowers	 and	 round	 leaves.	 	 The	 little	 girl	 
simply	 became	 a	 pregnant	 mom	 with	 the	 baby	 in	 
her	 womb	 going	 to	 visit	 a	 doctor,	 another	 girl,	 for	 a	 
check-up	 like	 in	 a	 play	 or	 having	 seen	 some	 
mothers	 or	 a	 teacher	 in	 such	 a	 condition.	 	 Such	 a	 
play	 could	 compensate	 a	 little	 for	 what	 was	 missing	 
in	 her	 mother-child’s	 life	 until	 one	 day	 when	 her	 
body	 was	 ready	 to	 be	 a	 mother,	 she	 turned	 to	 see	 
the	 world	 differently.	 

This	 potpourri	 chapter	 feels	 sulky	 for	 such	 a	 
limited	 space	 allowing	 for	 just	 minute	 seasoning.	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 TENDER	 GLOOM	 	 
The	 missing	 parts	 of	 life	 can	 possibly	 damage	 life	 as	 

much	 as	 the	 missing	 itself.	 	 From	 three	 to	 approximately	 
five	 years	 old,	 the	 child	 had	 but	 two	 old	 women	 to	 help	 
sustain	 her	 existence	 as	 much	 as	 they	 could,	 a	 
compensation	 for	 the	 hollowness	 of	 bygone	 tender	 
warm	 feelings.	 	 A	 simple,	 plain	 picture	 of	 this	 is	 a	 
grandma	 carrying	 a	 bamboo	 basket	 of	 fruit	 from	 the	 
garden,	 walking	 several	 kilometers	 to	 wait	 for	 a	 taxi	 at	 
the	 village	 entrance.	 	 The	 old	 private	 taxi	 was	 so	 
crowded	 that	 the	 driver	 could	 barely	 manage	 to	 sit	 with	 
just	 the	 left	 side	 of	 his	 bottom	 touching	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 
seat	 while	 pressing	 his	 right	 underarm	 to	 the	 window	 
frame	 to	 support	 himself.	 	 The	 car	 door	 shook	 and	 
swayed	 according	 to	 the	 body	 weight	 that	 pressed	 on	 
his	 armpit	 as	 the	 vehicle	 was	 swinging	 away	 along	 the	 
winding	 road.	 	 Both	 his	 left	 and	 right	 hands	 dutifully	 
controlled	 the	 steering	 wheel	 but	 looking	 more	 like	 he	 
was	 hanging	 on	 to	 it.	 	 The	 grandma	 looked	 like	 she	 had	 
survived	 death	 when	 she	 got	 off	 in	 front	 of	 the	 big	 
market.	 	 She	 walked	 farther	 with	 the	 fruit	 basket	 until	 
she	 got	 halfway	 through	 the	 town	 by	 the	 river	 road.	 	 She	 
usually	 came	 to	 visit	 her	 orphaned	 granddaughter	 at	 
noon	 and	 chatted	 with	 her	 for	 about	 an	 hour.	 	 
Sometimes,	 she	 took	 her	 to	 her	 garden	 too.	 

The	 other	 old	 lady	 was	 Yai	 Chan,	 a	 nursemaid	 who	 
looked	 after	 the	 child	 even	 after	 the	 mother	 had	 died.	 	 
She	 was	 often	 criticized	 by	 her	 relatives	 that	 she	 loved	 
others’	 children	 more	 than	 her	 own.	 

Yai	 Chan	 took	 care	 of	 the	 little	 girl,	 providing	 food,	 
swinging	 the	 cradle	 and	 swing,	 hand-	 fanning	 and	 
chasing	 away	 mosquitoes,	 dressing	 her	 up	 for	 school	 in	 
the	 white	 and	 pleated	 blue	 skirt	 uniform	 embroidered	 
with	 a	 lotus	 symbol	 on	 the	 right	 side.	 	 After	 the	 child	 



walked	 back	 home	 in	 the	 evening,	 Yai	 Chan	 would	 have	 
ready	 some	 snacks	 or	 sweets	 such	 as	 puffed	 rice,	 finely	 
crushed	 roasted	 rice	 mixed	 with	 finely	 shredded	 
coconut,	 and	 mung	 bean	 stuffing.	 

The	 house	 by	 the	 river	 had	 the	 kitchen	 separate	 
from	 the	 main	 house,	 closer	 to	 the	 back	 porch.	 	 Along	 
the	 edge	 of	 the	 porch	 and	 veranda,	 near	 the	 kitchen	 
window	 was	 a	 narrow	 space	 wide	 enough	 to	 place	 some	 
decorative	 plant	 pots	 where	 the	 little	 child	 squeezed	 in	 
to	 watch	 Yai	 Chan	 working.	 	 She	 could	 smell	 her	 
favorite	 deep-fried	 corn	 while	 risking	 falling	 over	 into	 
the	 river	 below.	 	 She	 was	 waiting	 for	 Yai	 Chan	 to	 hand	 
her	 some	 goodies	 through	 the	 kitchen	 window.	 	 This	 
gave	 a	 picture	 of	 the	 marvelous	 eating	 habits	 according	 
to	 their	 position,	 standing	 manner,	 risk	 of	 being	 
drowned	 as	 she	 couldn’t	 yet	 swim,	 the	 hot	 crispy	 fried	 
corn	 platter	 that	 made	 her	 hand	 and	 mouth	 enjoy	 it	 and	 
suffer	 from	 it	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 	 In	 the	 nighttime,	 in	 the	 
dark	 storeroom,	 Yai	 Chan	 would	 swing	 a	 horsehair	 
whip	 to	 chase	 away	 mosquitoes	 before	 letting	 down	 the	 
mosquito	 net	 and	 tugging	 the	 lower	 edge	 under	 the	 
mattress	 and	 fan	 the	 child	 to	 cool	 her	 until	 she	 went	 to	 
sleep.	 	 When	 she	 woke,	 there	 would	 be	 some	 warm	 milk.	 	 
When	 she	 was	 ill,	 Yai	 Chan	 would	 give	 her	 medicine.	 	 
Since	 her	 mom	 had	 passed	 away,	 Yai	 Chan	 was	 more	 
than	 a	 nursemaid.	 	 She	 was	 someone	 for	 the	 child	 to	 
depend	 on,	 to	 feel	 that	 there	 was	 someone	 close	 to	 her	 
nearby.	 	 The	 discipline	 was	 somewhat	 lax	 about	 
separating	 the	 child’s	 bed	 from	 that	 of	 the	 parents	 
though	 still	 in	 the	 same	 room.	 	 So	 the	 child	 managed	 to	 
sleep	 with	 Yai	 Chan	 on	 the	 lower	 floor.	 	 After	 the	 new	 
mother	 moved	 the	 child’s	 bed	 to	 the	 front	 of	 the	 stairs,	 
the	 child	 had	 to	 sleep	 in	 the	 bed	 like	 before.	 	 Often	 
when	 everyone	 went	 to	 sleep,	 the	 child	 would	 quietly	 



climb	 out	 of	 the	 green	 bed	 and	 avoid	 making	 the	 iron	 
bars	 hit	 against	 the	 bedpost	 and	 making	 a	 clanging	 
sound.	 Then	 she	 would	 tiptoe	 down	 the	 stairs	 to	 sleep	 
in	 the	 square	 room,	 half	 of	 which	 was	 used	 as	 sleeping	 
quarters	 for	 Yai	 Chan	 with	 a	 mattress	 and	 a	 cloth	 
storage	 box	 while	 the	 other	 half	 was	 used	 for	 storage.	 

Sneaking	 down	 to	 sleep	 with	 Yai	 Chan	 was	 
considered	 a	 serious	 disciplinary	 violation	 of	 her	 
father’s	 effort	 to	 train	 the	 child	 to	 sleep	 by	 herself	 in	 a	 
barred	 bed.	 	 As	 she	 tried	 to	 revisit	 the	 memory,	 she	 
would	 encounter	 a	 puzzling	 scene	 with	 crying	 on	 an	 
evening	 when	 her	 dad	 and	 the	 new	 mother	 both	 
dressed	 up	 nicely	 to	 go	 to	 a	 party	 in	 the	 province,	 and	 
the	 child	 was	 put	 in	 their	 big	 bedroom,	 a	 way	 to	 prevent	 
her	 from	 sneaking	 downstairs	 to	 sleep	 with	 Yai	 Chan	 in	 
the	 lower	 room.	 

In	 the	 darkness	 of	 the	 big	 bedroom,	 the	 child,	 over	 
three	 years	 old,	 would	 crouch	 behind	 the	 door	 quietly	 
trying	 to	 listen	 to	 the	 sound	 of	 Yai	 Chan	 trying	 to	 climb	 
slowly	 up	 the	 wooden	 stairs	 and	 sit	 down	 in	 front	 of	 the	 
door	 locked	 with	 a	 big	 keyhole	 to	 keep	 her	 company.	 	 
The	 square	 room,	 darkness,	 a	 locked	 room,	 the	 sound	 of	 
invisible	 house	 lizards,	 all	 would	 become	 less	 
frightening	 when	 Yai	 began	 to	 talk.	 	 Her	 voice	 imparted	 
trust.	 	 When	 she	 became	 tired	 and	 wanted	 to	 rest,	 she	 
would	 stick	 her	 fingers	 through	 the	 keyhole	 for	 her	 
granddaughter	 to	 grasp,	 meaning	 grandma	 (Yai)	 would	 
be	 there	 to	 keep	 her	 company.	 	 In	 the	 quiet	 moments,	 
the	 child’s	 small	 hand	 would	 hold	 onto	 the	 old	 woman’s	 
wrinkled	 fingers.	 	 The	 door	 would	 be	 noisy	 from	 Yai’s	 
and	 the	 child’s	 movements.	 	 Both	 crouched	 on	 a	 
different	 side	 in	 the	 dark.	 	 Sometimes	 the	 child	 would	 
fall	 asleep	 by	 the	 door,	 conscious	 of	 her	 grandma’s	 
presence	 on	 the	 other	 side.	 	 As	 soon	 as	 the	 child	 woke	 



up	 a	 story	 began	 to	 be	 recited.	 	 The	 story	 would	 end	 at	 
an	 exciting	 scene.	 	 Yai	 would	 test	 to	 see	 if	 the	 
grandchild	 was	 still	 listening	 about	 a	 mother	 buffalo	 in	 
a	 state	 of	 advanced	 pregnancy	 that	 went	 out	 to	 find	 an	 
undisturbed	 spot	 to	 give	 birth	 to	 her	 calf.	 	 When	 Yai	 was	 
quiet,	 the	 child	 asked:	 

“What’s	 next?	 	 How	 many	 baby	 buffalos?”	 
Yai	 would	 extend	 the	 story	 a	 little	 more	 and	 stop	 

when	 a	 giant	 came	 to	 the	 mother	 fish	 asking	 for	 her	 
baby	 fish	 to	 raise.	 

“Did	 the	 mother	 fish	 give	 them	 up?”	 
“She	 told	 the	 giant	 to	 go	 and	 get	 a	 buffalo	 baby	 

instead”	 
The	 sound	 of	 the	 story	 telling	 led	 her	 to	 wander	 

subconsciously	 to	 the	 paddy	 field	 at	 night,	 to	 the	 vast	 
pond,	 to	 see	 the	 unusual	 size	 of	 the	 giant	 against	 the	 
landscape,	 to	 see	 desire,	 jealousy,	 crying,	 over	 a	 tiny	 
newborn	 creature,	 a	 new	 life.	 	 No	 matter	 what	 kind	 of	 
story,	 no	 matter	 how	 senseless	 it	 was,	 the	 stories	 
became	 part	 of	 the	 tenderness	 between	 grandma	 and	 
the	 child.	 	 Each	 of	 them	 sat	 on	 the	 opposite	 side	 of	 the	 
door	 panel	 upstairs	 in	 the	 darkness	 of	 the	 wooden	 
house	 by	 the	 river.	 	 Words	 of	 the	 narrator,	 listening	 by	 
the	 audience	 went	 on	 well	 through	 the	 mind	 even	 if	 
pictures	 might	 not	 be	 exactly	 the	 same.	 	 The	 stories	 
were	 interwoven	 accordingly.	 	 Sometimes,	 the	 
grandmother	 made	 up	 a	 story	 here	 and	 there	 as	 she	 
went	 along.	 	 Sometimes	 it	 was	 reversed	 or	 she	 deviated	 
because	 of	 the	 grandchild’s	 suspicion,	 not	 that	 of	 
grandma.	 	 Who	 would	 know	 whether	 the	 flowing	 water	 
in	 the	 late	 night	 at	 the	 back	 of	 the	 house	 would	 be	 too	 
unmoved	 to	 listen	 to	 the	 enjoyable	 chatting	 between	 
grandma	 and	 grandchild?	 	 The	 river	 was	 unconcerned	 
about	 the	 content	 but	 the	 good	 rapport	 they	 had	 



together	 was	 such	 an	 amazing	 sight,	 the	 same	 as	 that	 of	 
the	 river	 and	 the	 bank	 in	 the	 black	 night.	 	 Yai	 Chan	 
would	 go	 downstairs	 when	 the	 sound	 of	 dad’s	 car	 
stopped	 in	 front	 of	 the	 house.	 	 The	 child	 would	 hear	 the	 
sound	 of	 their	 talking.	 	 The	 child	 waited	 for	 her	 father	 
and	 the	 new	 mother	 to	 come	 upstairs.	 	 She	 sat	 watching	 
them	 unlock	 the	 big	 bedroom	 before	 climbing	 up	 over	 
the	 green	 bars	 and	 curling	 down	 in	 her	 specific	 place	 as	 
usual.	 

It	 is	 worthwhile	 for	 us	 to	 learn	 here	 that	 
approximately	 40	 years	 afterwards	 when	 a	 woman	 
returned	 to	 the	 same	 place	 standing	 in	 the	 vast	 upstairs	 
hall	 of	 the	 same	 house	 while	 listening	 to	 the	 house	 
owner	 telling	 of	 the	 popularity	 of	 the	 road	 by	 the	 river	 
among	 anchorman	 and	 tourists.	 	 They	 would	 come	 to	 
take	 pictures	 and	 videos	 of	 the	 elaborate	 patterns	 on	 
the	 eaves	 and	 foldable	 doors,	 on	 the	 carved	 round	 curve	 
of	 the	 wooden	 bars	 including	 the	 shiny	 dark	 handrails.	 	 
The	 woman	 stared	 at	 the	 keyhole	 of	 the	 door	 panel	 as	 if	 
she	 were	 spellbound	 while	 the	 homeowner	 was	 proudly	 
chatting	 away.	 	 

“The	 old	 door	 panel	 hasn’t	 changed”	 the	 woman	 
stated.	 	 Visitors’	 fascination	 with	 the	 old	 furnishings	 
made	 her	 aware	 of	 their	 antiquity,	 which	 was	 so	 
different	 from	 the	 different	 value	 placed	 on	 them	 by	 the	 
woman	 who	 had	 a	 past	 connected	 to	 the	 house.	 

Before	 stepping	 down	 from	 the	 upper	 floor,	 the	 
woman	 also	 walked	 to	 the	 hollow	 spot	 surrounded	 by	 
the	 rails	 and	 looked	 downward	 to	 realize	 how	 the	 
height	 from	 that	 angle	 created	 the	 hollow	 feeling	 that	 
used	 to	 excite	 the	 three-year-old	 girl’s	 imagination.	 

Before	 the	 big	 merit-making	 ceremony,	 grandma	 
from	 the	 orchard	 used	 to	 come	 and	 take	 her	 to	 stay	 
overnight	 there.	 	 The	 evenings	 on	 the	 kitchen	 porch	 was	 



when	 grandma	 used	 to	 prepare	 food	 in	 the	 morning	 for	 
the	 merit	 making	 day.	 	 The	 little	 grandchild	 would	 sit	 on	 
the	 wooden	 rabbit	 used	 for	 grating	 coconuts	 and	 
pickling	 chili	 stems,	 peeling	 garlic,	 or	 looking	 at	 this	 
and	 that	 next	 to	 her	 grandma.	 	 The	 imaginative	 pot	 and	 
pan	 play	 faded	 away	 and	 was	 replaced	 by	 real	 peeling	 
and	 chopping	 for	 real	 cooking.	 	 The	 grandchild	 would	 
wake	 up	 early	 in	 the	 morning	 to	 take	 flowers	 and	 
incense	 sticks	 as	 offerings	 to	 the	 temple	 while	 her	 
grandma	 carried	 a	 stack	 of	 food	 containers.	 

As	 soon	 as	 they	 stepped	 out	 of	 the	 orchard	 onto	 the	 
wet	 muddy	 red	 road	 in	 the	 rainy	 season,	 and	 dusty	 in	 
the	 hot	 season,	 they	 would	 encounter	 some	 neighbors	 
beautifully	 dressed	 walking	 out	 of	 their	 orchards	 or	 
garden	 areas	 on	 the	 same	 road	 going	 toward	 the	 temple	 
near	 the	 road.	 	 The	 temple	 pavilion	 was	 wide	 and	 long	 
and	 consisted	 of	 several	 levels.	 	 The	 right	 and	 the	 left	 
sides	 of	 the	 stairs	 would	 be	 loaded	 with	 muddy	 shoes.	 	 
The	 people	 walked	 barefoot	 in	 the	 pavilion	 whose	 floor	 
was	 made	 of	 shiny	 polished	 cement	 slabs.	 	 Two	 tables	 
would	 be	 moved	 close	 together.	 	 The	 broader	 one	 was	 
used	 for	 placing	 round	 trays	 with	 flowers	 design	 filled	 
with	 small	 food	 dishes	 to	 match	 the	 number	 of	 monks.	 	 
Another	 row	 of	 long	 but	 narrow	 tables	 was	 set	 with	 
monks’	 alms	 bowls	 while	 at	 the	 table	 end	 were	 a	 large	 
pot	 and	 bowls	 for	 extra	 food	 offerings.	 	 The	 child	 always	 
enjoyed	 the	 offering	 part	 when	 she	 would	 place	 fresh	 
cooked	 rice	 in	 all	 the	 containers,	 the	 amount	 of	 each	 
less	 than	 a	 spoonful.	 	 She	 would	 give	 the	 leftover	 rice	 to	 
grandma	 who	 was	 pouring	 rice	 from	 the	 food	 container	 
into	 some	 bowls	 on	 the	 trays	 to	 be	 offered	 to	 each	 monk.	 	 
The	 child	 spooned	 rice	 carefully	 to	 allow	 some	 for	 
grandma	 to	 follow	 with	 since	 she	 understood	 that	 
merit-making	 should	 be	 shared	 with	 others.	 	 But	 she	 



could	 never	 manage	 to	 avoid	 spilling	 some	 of	 the	 rice	 
and	 stepping	 in	 it	 to	 make	 her	 feel	 uncomfortable	 
walking	 around	 with	 rice	 stuck	 to	 her	 bare	 feet.	 

The	 clanging	 bell	 marked	 the	 time	 when	 the	 monks	 
came	 down	 to	 the	 pavilion.	 	 The	 people	 sat	 in	 their	 
specific	 places	 in	 rows.	 	 The	 men	 sat	 in	 front	 of	 the	 
Buddha	 image	 with	 the	 ceremony	 conductors	 and	 
temple	 officials	 at	 the	 far	 front.	 	 The	 women	 and	 
children	 formed	 a	 large	 group	 sitting	 in	 three	 long	 rows	 
lower	 than	 the	 monks	 and	 facing	 the	 row	 of	 monks.	 

The	 temple	 official	 led	 everyone	 in	 paying	 homage	 
to	 the	 Three	 Gems	 beginning	 with:	 

“Namo	 Tassa	 Bhagavato	 
Arahato	 Samma	 Sambuddhassa	 
At	 the	 beginning,	 she	 would	 manage	 to	 repeat	 what	 

they	 said	 and	 prostrate	 herself	 as	 they	 did	 as	 if	 she	 were	 
under	 a	 spell.	 	 But	 when	 the	 monks’	 chanting	 got	 long	 
she	 would	 drift	 off	 into	 unconsciousness	 or	 a	 trance	 
with	 her	 palms	 pressed	 together	 like	 a	 lotus	 while	 
sitting	 by	 her	 grandmother’s	 side.	 	 When	 prostrating	 
herself,	 she	 couldn’t	 help	 but	 bow	 down	 longer.	 	 
Grandma	 would	 tug	 at	 her	 to	 have	 her	 lean	 over	 on	 
grandma’s	 arm,	 feeling	 sleepy	 from	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 
chanting.	 	 When	 she	 became	 fully	 awake	 and	 opened	 
her	 eyes,	 she	 would	 look	 with	 interest	 at	 the	 cats	 
around.	 	 Some	 of	 them	 liked	 to	 sit	 on	 the	 window	 ledge	 
behind	 the	 monks’	 row	 with	 their	 sides	 turned	 at	 the	 
stage	 drooping	 tails	 and	 wagging	 them	 slowly	 and	 
comfortably	 looking	 out	 the	 window	 acting	 as	 if	 there	 
were	 somewhere	 between	 the	 mundane	 world	 and	 the	 
Dharma	 world.	 	 They	 listened	 to	 the	 chanting	 like	 
listening	 to	 a	 lullaby.	 	 They	 must	 have	 been	 enjoying	 
half	 of	 the	 merit,	 like	 the	 half	 awake,	 half	 asleep	 child.	 	 
Another	 cat	 would	 be	 curled	 away	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 row,	 



as	 if	 waiting	 for	 its	 turn	 to	 eat	 after	 the	 monks.	 	 
However,	 the	 temple	 boys	 had	 to	 eat	 first.	 	 A	 temple	 dog	 
or	 cat	 had	 to	 wait	 to	 be	 the	 last	 to	 eat.	 

The	 child	 was	 excited	 about	 the	 ceremonial	 water	 
pouring	 into	 a	 bowl	 before	 taking	 it	 to	 pour	 on	 the	 
ground	 as	 a	 sign	 of	 merit	 dedication	 to	 the	 departed	 as	 
her	 grandma	 woke	 her	 up	 and	 she	 had	 to	 fold	 her	 legs	 
to	 the	 left	 or	 the	 right	 to	 find	 the	 most	 comfortable	 
position.	 	 	 

“Pay	 attention	 while	 you	 make	 merit	 dedication	 to	 
your	 mother.”	 

It	 was	 a	 sacred	 moment	 to	 communicate	 with	 
whoever	 had	 departed	 	 from	 life.	 	 A	 murmuring	 sound	 
would	 echo	 simultaneously	 throughout	 the	 pavilion.	 

“May	 I	 dedicate	 the	 merit,”	 said	 the	 temple	 official	 
in	 a	 dry	 voice	 while	 the	 villagers	 followed	 him.	 

“May	 I	 dedicate	 the	 merit,”	 said	 the	 villagers	 in	 a	 
low,	 fast	 and	 slow	 intonation	 trying	 to	 catch	 the	 rhythm.	 

“To	 the	 benefactors,	 to	 the	 benefactors,”	 was	 
repeated	 like	 reading	 along	 after	 a	 teacher.	 

“Father	 and	 mother,	 father	 and	 mother.	 
Who	 raised	 us	 up	 and	 protected	 us.	 
Along	 with	 our	 teachers	 and	 supporters…”	 
The	 old	 hands	 of	 grandma	 then	 would	 lift	 a	 glass	 up	 

and	 pour	 water	 over	 a	 bowl.	 	 The	 grandchild	 would	 
place	 her	 tiny	 hands	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 glass,	 her	 body	 
leaning	 against	 grandma’s	 warm	 body.	 	 	 

	 
They	 chanted	 in	 unison.	 	 She	 concentrated	 only	 on	 the	 
names	 of	 her	 departed	 loved	 one,	 sending	 the	 merit	 
with	 all	 her	 heart	 to	 her	 mother	 somewhere	 she	 didn’t	 
know.	 
	 

“Those	 who	 suffer,	 those	 who	 suffer.	 



May	 you	 be	 released	 from	 it,	 may	 you	 be	 released	 
from	 it.	 

Those	 who	 are	 happy,	 may	 you	 be	 happy	 for	 a	 very	 
long	 time…sadhu.”	 

	 
Having	 tried	 to	 dig	 up	 the	 thread	 of	 the	 time	 chain	 

from	 one	 period	 to	 another	 and	 gradually	 searching	 for	 
the	 missing	 chapters,	 those	 we	 hardly	 gave	 significance	 
to,	 those	 unrelated	 to	 success,	 receiving	 no	 admiration	 
or	 praises	 or	 preferences,	 the	 common	 people’s	 water	 
merit	 dedication	 chanting	 emerged.	 	 It	 came	 to	 claim	 
the	 right	 to	 being	 insignificant.	 	 Suddenly	 following	 it	 
was	 a	 local	 verse	 from	 Yai	 Chan’s	 lullaby	 while	 she	 
swung	 the	 baby	 cradle	 and	 later	 on	 she	 would	 swing	 	 in	 
it	 after	 coming	 back	 home	 from	 kindergarten.	 	 The	 
poem	 floated	 around	 in	 the	 dusk	 on	 the	 lower	 floor	 of	 
the	 wooden	 house.	 	 It	 went	 along	 with	 the	 rhythm	 of	 the	 
swing	 and	 the	 thrill	 of	 riding	 up	 and	 back	 down.	 	 The	 
simple	 song	 rang	 on	 in	 her	 mind:	 

“Swing	 long,	 swing	 low	 to	 which	 pond?	 	 Swelling	 
pond…	 to	 the	 swelling	 pond.	 

A	 swelling	 buffalo	 gave	 birth	 to	 a	 thousand,	 a	 
thousand	 babies.	 

Three	 thousand	 and	 ten	 cowries	 each	 with	 a	 
bantam	 chick	 to	 play	 with.	 

But	 the	 child	 turned	 it	 down	 and	 opted	 for	 a	 thorny	 
bush.	 

Somebody’s	 lost	 child,	 whose	 child?	 	 Yoohoo!	 
Yai	 Chan	 extended	 the	 yoohoo	 part	 to	 match	 the	 

crystal	 clear	 voice	 of	 the	 little	 child.	 	 She	 used	 to	 recite	 
it	 so	 well	 while	 swinging	 up	 high.	 	 The	 familiar	 verse	 
soothed	 the	 deep	 pain	 of	 the	 hollow	 feelings	 of	 loss	 
mixed	 in	 the	 hazy	 air	 of	 the	 house	 in	 the	 evening	 with	 
no	 mother	 around.	 	 The	 feeling	 of	 loss	 when	 she	 was	 



returning	 home	 from	 school	 during	 the	 first	 month	 after	 
the	 funeral	 thinking	 that	 mother	 was	 still	 alive	 made	 her	 
cry.	 

Perhaps	 it	 was	 Yai	 Chan	 who	 sang	 the	 folk	 poetry	 
to	 substitute	 for	 the	 disappearing	 lullaby	 of	 mother.	 	 So	 
the	 rhyming	 of	 some	 words	 and	 repetition	 remained	 
and	 were	 easy	 to	 recall	 even	 after	 the	 old	 lady	 had	 
passed	 away.	 	 Even	 after	 the	 little	 child	 went	 far	 away,	 
as	 far	 as	 overseas,	 the	 old	 poems	 sung	 on	 the	 swing	 in	 
the	 dim	 evening	 light	 recurred	 sweetly	 in	 her	 mind.	 	 	 

It	 was	 also	 Yai	 Chan	 who	 took	 her	 to	 the	 dream	 
world	 through	 little	 things	 to	 impart	 some	 special	 
sensations.	 	 After	 the	 funeral	 in	 the	 orchard	 house,	 Yai	 
Chan	 came	 to	 look	 after	 the	 child.	 	 But	 she	 had	 to	 visit	 
her	 family	 on	 the	 way.	 	 So	 grandma	 allowed	 the	 child	 to	 
go	 with	 Yai	 Chan	 and	 she	 stayed	 overnight	 there	 before	 
returning	 to	 the	 town.	 	 Yai	 Chan	 took	 her	 around	 to	 
look	 at	 the	 stout	 shoot	 of	 the	 elephant	 yam	 (buk)	 
standing	 upright	 here	 and	 there	 in	 the	 woods	 like	 a	 
snake.	 	 In	 the	 late	 morning,	 the	 sun	 was	 shining	 on	 the	 
old	 woman	 and	 a	 child	 who	 walked	 around	 her	 garden	 
path.	 	 Vines	 of	 all	 kinds	 climbed	 up	 the	 large	 and	 small	 
trees	 alike	 and	 bushes	 formed	 a	 series	 of	 tall	 shapes	 
entangled	 with	 one	 another.	 	 The	 dark	 green	 leaves	 
might	 have	 some	 long	 yellow	 strings	 with	 gold	 shade	 
here	 and	 there	 producing	 glittering	 effects,	 sometimes	 
thick,	 sometimes	 thin.	 	 Yai	 Chan	 pointed	 out	 to	 her	 
some	 exciting	 scene	 in	 the	 golden	 thread	 plants	 
(chinesis)	 whose	 name	 coincided	 with	 an	 expensive	 kind	 
of	 sweets	 made	 by	 Aunt	 Salit	 who	 lived	 in	 a	 lane	 next	 to	 
the	 wooden	 house	 in	 town.	 	 In	 the	 evenings	 the	 narrow	 
entrance	 of	 the	 lane	 was	 lit	 up	 with	 the	 light	 from	 a	 
bulb	 hanging	 over	 a	 small	 wooden	 table	 covered	 with	 
green	 banana	 leaves	 on	 which	 were	 laid	 the	 golden	 



thread,	 or	 foithong,	 made	 by	 the	 aunt	 along	 with	 the	 
yellow	 Thong	 Yip	 and	 Thong	 Yot	 (golden	 drops).	 	 Every	 
time	 she	 saw	 the	 yellow	 thread	 vine	 entangled	 with	 
green	 bushes	 she	 would	 quietly	 think	 of	 its	 name	 in	 
thinking	 back	 to	 the	 foithong	 vine	 of	 Yai	 Chan.	 	 The	 old	 
lady	 also	 would	 take	 her	 to	 a	 red	 patch	 of	 the	 ground	 
where	 people	 came	 to	 pan	 for	 gems.	 	 The	 tiny	 pieces	 of	 
sparkling	 gems	 would	 be	 sieved,	 washed,	 and	 kept	 in	 
small	 medicine	 bottles	 with	 their	 lids	 closed.	 

Local	 people	 called	 the	 tiny	 pieces	 of	 colored	 stone	 
“khi	 ploi”	 and	 they	 came	 in	 blue,	 pink,	 green,	 dark	 red,	 
and	 bluish	 purple.	 	 When	 held	 up	 against	 the	 sun,	 the	 
colors	 sparkled	 brightly.	 	 The	 little	 child	 liked	 to	 hold	 
the	 bottle	 with	 tiny	 pieces	 inside	 against	 the	 light	 of	 the	 
lamp	 creating	 a	 delightful	 effect	 inside	 the	 glass	 bottle.	 	 
Sometimes	 these	 activities,	 staring	 at	 the	 sparkling	 in	 
the	 bottle,	 swinging	 on	 a	 swing,	 singing	 folk	 poems,	 
came	 back	 and	 blended	 into	 a	 soothing	 feeling.	 	 Time	 
went	 by	 but	 the	 child	 who	 became	 a	 mentally	 distrubed	 
grown-up	 kept	 recalling	 and	 yearning	 for	 some	 
therapeutic	 treatment	 for	 the	 mind	 and	 emotions,	 
struggling	 for	 something.	 	 Often,	 the	 depressed	 adult	 
tried	 to	 soften	 her	 dark	 mood	 with	 some	 literary	 works	 
and	 soothing	 her	 feelings	 and	 thoughts	 in	 lamplight	 as	 a	 
substitute	 for	 what	 she	 once	 possessed.	 

Yai	 Chan	 had	 accumulated	 for	 her	 some	 weapons	 
to	 replace	 the	 loss	 from	 her	 childhood	 and	 it	 could	 be	 
anticipated	 that	 she	 would	 grow	 up	 with	 sufficient	 
compensation	 for	 the	 loss.	 

Yai	 Chan’s	 dependability	 and	 emotional	 uplifting	 
were	 rather	 impermanent	 and	 inconsistent.	 	 After	 her	 
mother	 passed	 away,	 the	 relationship	 in	 the	 wooden	 
house	 by	 the	 river	 became	 topsy-turvy.	 	 Unity	 began	 
splintering	 under	 the	 new	 dispensation.	 	 One	 reason	 



was	 because	 more	 people	 came.	 	 Yai	 Chan,	 who	 used	 to	 
help	 mother	 look	 after	 the	 little	 child,	 and	 Na	 Wian,	 
who	 did	 the	 cleaning,	 both	 stayed	 on	 after	 mother’s	 rule	 
had	 disappeared.	 	 But	 under	 the	 new	 mother’s	 rule,	 
things	 began	 to	 fall	 apart.	 	 The	 new	 mother	 came	 with	 
her	 two	 sisters.	 	 Too	 many	 cooks	 spoiled	 the	 broth	 as	 
the	 old	 adage	 said.	 	 So	 they	 clashed	 with	 one	 another	 
more	 often.	 	 The	 house	 wall	 that	 used	 to	 be	 coated	 with	 
sweet	 things	 from	 mother’s	 capable	 hands	 was	 smashed	 
by	 the	 poisonous	 words	 of	 the	 dwellers	 in	 the	 house.	 	 It	 
was	 a	 new	 world	 in	 an	 old	 frame,	 which	 the	 little	 child	 
had	 not	 experienced	 before,	 and	 she	 was	 very	 much	 
affected	 by	 the	 conflicts.	 	 Then	 came	 the	 day	 Yai	 Chan,	 
her	 sole	 supporter	 packed	 her	 belongings,	 and	 took	 
them	 out	 of	 the	 house	 gate	 while	 muttering	 something.	 	 
The	 little	 child	 sat	 curled	 up	 in	 the	 dark	 corner	 of	 the	 
closet	 watching	 painfully	 the	 repeated	 scene.	 	 She	 was	 
able	 to	 feel	 a	 wave	 of	 loss	 coming	 on	 again.	 	 It	 hit	 a	 
weak	 spot,	 “having	 no	 one.”	 	 Without	 Yai	 Chan	 she	 had	 
no	 one.	 	 The	 cat	 that	 liked	 to	 climb	 over	 the	 veranda	 
from	 another	 house	 to	 hang	 around	 the	 old	 post	 on	 the	 
back	 porch	 came	 to	 greet	 her	 only	 occasionally	 and	 
sometimes	 it	 disappeared	 for	 long	 periods.	 

At	 last,	 one	 day,	 the	 tender,	 warm	 care	 disappeared.	 	 
And	 it	 happened	 like	 this.	 

The	 day	 a	 senior	 provincial	 officer	 was	 transferred	 
somewhere	 was	 a	 day	 of	 frantic	 hustle	 and	 bustle	 day.	 	 
Many	 groups	 came	 to	 see	 him	 off.	 	 Some	 accompanied	 
them	 to	 the	 new	 place,	 far	 away	 and	 unknown	 to	 him.	 	 
They	 said	 it	 was	 a	 very	 dry	 place	 and	 people	 spoke	 a	 
different	 language.	 	 A	 large	 orange	 	 
bus	 was	 ready	 to	 take	 the	 group	 on	 their	 journey.	 	 
Passengers	 put	 their	 luggage	 on	 the	 overhead	 rack.	 	 
People	 walked	 back	 and	 forth	 to	 reserve	 a	 place.	 	 On	 



the	 footpath	 at	 the	 rear	 of	 the	 bus,	 two	 old	 women	 
stood	 waiting	 to	 say	 goodbye	 to	 their	 grandchild.	 

They	 were	 both	 in	 their	 best	 clothes.	 	 Grandma	 
wore	 a	 blue	 tube	 skirt	 and	 a	 short-sleeve	 white	 blouse	 
with	 a	 collar.	 	 Her	 long	 hair	 was	 pulled	 back	 and	 tied	 
tightly.	 	 This	 image	 was	 juxtaposed	 with	 a	 	 familiar	 
image	 of	 Yai	 Chan	 in	 a	 gloomy	 gray	 skirt.	 	 Her	 gray	 hair	 
was	 cut	 short.	 	 Both	 of	 them	 stood	 still	 concentrating	 on	 
the	 hustle	 and	 bustle	 of	 the	 departing	 until	 bus	 moving	 
away.	 	 The	 two	 old	 women	 left	 the	 place	 mumbling	 
something	 and	 carried	 along	 their	 betel	 nut	 baskets	 
containing	 some	 balm	 and	 smelling	 salts	 to	 catch	 the	 
bus	 back	 to	 the	 orchard	 house.	 

“She	 didn’t	 even	 come	 down	 to	 say	 goodbye.”	 
Grandma’s	 complaint	 gave	 a	 picture	 of	 a	 previous	 

time.	 	 Each	 place,	 the	 sub-district	 and	 district	 and	 the	 
province	 were	 far	 away.	 	 Communicating	 was	 hard	 as	 if	 
lacking	 the	 will	 to	 communicate.	 	 Postal	 letters	 were	 a	 
common	 means	 of	 communication.	 	 A	 telegram	 could	 be	 
a	 little	 quicker,	 but	 it	 often	 caused	 excitement	 about	 
what	 accident	 had	 occurred	 and	 to	 whom.	 	 News	 of	 sick	 
or	 dead	 people	 was	 sent	 in	 a	 short,	 very	 short,	 message.	 

The	 two	 old	 women	 were	 afraid	 that	 the	 thin	 little	 
girl	 would	 face	 hardship,	 especially	 with	 the	 stepmother	 
in	 the	 most	 devilish	 role	 as	 in	 a	 radio	 drama.	 	 From	 then	 
on,	 the	 six-year-old	 granddaughter	 would	 not	 be	 taken	 
good	 care	 of	 by	 Yai	 Chan,	 and	 her	 grandma	 from	 the	 
orchard	 would	 not	 be	 able	 to	 drop	 in	 and	 to	 check	 on	 
her	 or	 to	 take	 her	 in	 for	 refuge	 from	 her	 loneliness	 and	 
provide	 her	 some	 temporary	 warm	 feelings.	 	 She	 would	 
be	 too	 far	 away	 for	 grandma	 to	 take	 her	 to	 stay	 
overnight	 at	 the	 orchard	 house.	 	 There	 would	 be	 no	 
more	 lamp	 lighting	 by	 the	 bed	 and	 dim	 light	 near	 the	 
mosquito	 net.	 	 There	 would	 be	 no	 more	 mantra	 



chanting	 with	 the	 prostrations	 in	 homage	 to	 the	 Buddha	 
before	 going	 to	 sleep,	 no	 more	 Three	 Gems	 with	 the	 
child	 then	 falling	 asleep.	 	 No	 more	 lovely	 and	 warm	 
days	 and	 nights	 free	 of	 bitterness	 or	 repeating	 sarcastic	 
remarks.	 	 But	 wounds	 on	 the	 tender	 skin	 were	 on	 their	 
way.	 

On	 the	 morning	 of	 the	 long	 trip	 from	 home,	 the	 
elementary	 school	 child	 was	 excited	 with	 the	 hustle	 and	 
bustle	 as	 well	 as	 the	 commotion,	 an	 ill	 omen	 or	 
disruption.	 	 She	 went	 to	 reserve	 a	 place	 for	 herself	 
without	 being	 concerned	 about	 not	 seeing	 her	 
grandmother	 standing	 by	 the	 pathway	 from	 dawn	 to	 
late	 morning	 to	 see	 her	 off	 before	 the	 bus	 left.	 

The	 big	 orange	 bus	 would	 move	 slowly	 with	 one	 
side	 turned	 toward	 the	 river.	 	 Grandpa	 the	 curving	 
bridge	 was	 seen	 in	 the	 morning	 sun	 as	 usual,	 but	 it	 was	 
overlooked	 by	 the	 child	 who	 used	 to	 be	 its	 chatting	 
friend	 morning	 and	 evening,	 along	 with	 the	 big	 tree	 and	 
the	 river	 tide.	 

The	 little	 child	 was	 not	 aware	 at	 all	 that	 in	 the	 
movement	 of	 the	 departed	 one,	 the	 uncomfortable	 
situation	 of	 migration	 and	 resettling,	 the	 lack	 of	 care	 for	 
each	 other,	 no	 words	 of	 farewell	 to	 the	 telepathic	 
friends	 where	 she	 sent	 her	 imagination	 across	 the	 river	 
from	 the	 bed	 with	 the	 green	 bars,	 the	 child’s	 base	 
station.	 	 Many	 decades	 later	 the	 karma	 of	 neglecting	 her	 
tiny	 friends	 on	 the	 departure	 day	 would	 be	 revenged	 by	 
the	 farewell	 sentence	 of	 previous	 departure	 which	 
would	 become	 the	 opening	 description	 at	 the	 beginning	 
of	 a	 short	 story.	 

“The	 river	 seemed	 to	 stop	 moving	 when	 we	 faced	 
each	 other,	 white	 bridge	 Grandpa,	 the	 dark	 colored	 
trees…”	 



Turning	 away	 from	 the	 memories	 that	 bloomed	 
from	 the	 time	 she	 was	 born,	 the	 little	 child	 never	 looked	 
back.	 	 The	 moving	 images	 from	 alongside	 the	 road	 
looking	 through	 the	 high	 bus	 window	 fascinated	 her.	 
She	 also	 used	 to	 watch	 the	 flowing	 stream	 at	 the	 back	 of	 
the	 house	 and	 the	 slow	 push	 carts	 moving	 in	 front	 of	 
the	 house.	 	 Nothing	 ever	 moved	 as	 fast	 as	 in	 the	 images	 
from	 alongside	 the	 road	 a	 t	 that	 time.	 	 The	 fast	 moving	 
bus	 created	 a	 fast	 moving	 image.	 	 The	 distance,	 the	 long	 
length	 of	 time,	 the	 challenging	 departure	 were	 
rearranged,	 given	 a	 new	 value	 previously	 unknown.	 	 
This	 was	 life,	 moving	 forward,	 leaving	 what	 one	 had	 
experienced	 behind.	 	 But	 this	 depended	 on	 the	 
interpretation	 given	 to	 it.	 	 	 

There	 were	 no	 clear	 questions	 or	 answers	 about	 the	 
place	 one	 was	 going	 to,	 a	 new	 place,	 a	 new	 town,	 a	 new	 
dialect.	 	 All	 one	 knew	 was	 that	 a	 brand	 new	 chapter	 was	 
beginning.	 	 It	 lasted	 a	 long	 time	 until	 one	 day,	 when	 
awareness	 of	 the	 future	 became	 shorter.	 	 Then	 in	 her	 
mind	 the	 past	 road	 began	 to	 bloom	 and	 put	 out	 new	 
flowers.	 	 She	 could	 no	 longer	 sit	 around	 now	 and	 begin	 
to	 write.	 

The	 bus	 turned	 its	 back	 against	 the	 sun	 and	 moved	 
past	 the	 seam	 of	 one	 town	 to	 another,	 from	 one	 place	 to	 
another,	 moving	 fast,	 leaving	 a	 stain	 from	 the	 first	 
chapter	 of	 life	 which	 was	 further	 away.	 	 Tears	 and	 
sadness	 came	 again	 and	 again.	 	 An	 echo	 and	 sparkle	 of	 
happiness	 crashed	 onto	 the	 floor,	 the	 wall,	 the	 ceiling,	 
buried	 in	 the	 wood	 grain	 one	 used	 to	 touch.	 	 The	 day	 of	 
departure,	 love	 suddenly	 disappeared	 without	 a	 word,	 
leaving	 even	 the	 tender	 days	 of	 care	 from	 the	 older	 
people	 one	 loved,	 as	 compensation	 for	 someone,	 a	 tiny	 
person	 who	 was	 not	 able	 to	 take	 care	 of	 herself.	 



The	 old	 days	 were	 expected	 to	 be	 reachable.	 	 Was	 
that	 true?	 	 Or	 actually	 had	 the	 child	 not	 thought	 of	 it?	 	 
Everybody	 went	 on	 in	 the	 same	 pattern.	 	 Each	 went	 his	 
own	 way.	 	 That	 was	 all.	 
	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 2	 
PENDING-SUSPENDING	 
‘FRUSTRATION’	 	 

There	 was	 no	 record	 of	 the	 link	 from	 there	 to	 here,	 
then	 to	 here.	 	 There	 was	 no	 writing	 and	 no	 art,	 not	 a	 
piece	 of	 drawing	 or	 painting,	 not	 a	 note,	 a	 clue,	 or	 key	 
word	 that	 might	 lead	 to	 the	 seam.	 	 One	 knew	 only	 that	 
there	 was	 a	 migration	 of	 the	 eastern	 river	 that	 flowed	 to	 
the	 sea	 and	 to	 that	 on	 upstream	 toward	 a	 larger	 river	 in	 
the	 Northeast.	 	 That	 came	 by	 word	 of	 mouth.	 

It	 might	 be	 because	 the	 link	 was	 a	 connecting	 point	 
in	 a	 node	 or	 a	 part	 of	 life	 which	 had	 a	 diverging	 point.	 
Finally,	 whether	 one	 chose	 it	 by	 oneself	 from	 passion	 or	 
necessity,	 or	 from	 the	 natural	 flow	 of	 things	 or	 it	 was	 
part	 of	 the	 situation,	 there	 was	 something	 which	 would	 
be	 washed	 away,	 erased,	 left	 off,	 buried,	 or	 turned	 away	 
until	 it	 faded	 out.	 	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 something	 was	 
being	 forced	 to	 emerge.	 	 This	 part	 of	 the	 story	 inevitably	 
fell	 under	 this	 connecting	 part.	 	 Writing	 which	 was	 rich	 
in	 memory.	 	 Its	 being	 selectively	 written	 and	 
remembered	 in	 the	 awful	 distortion	 and	 bizarreness	 
could	 be	 awarded	 a	 crazy	 record,	 in	 a	 similar	 way	 as	 
that	 of	 the	 watery	 source	 of	 unconsciousness.	 

There	 in	 the	 land	 in	 the	 upper	 northeast,	 on	 a	 hill	 
filled	 with	 tables	 whose	 tablecloth	 was	 blown	 about	 
playing	 with	 the	 river	 wind	 along	 with	 petals	 of	 flowers	 
and	 leaves	 in	 vases.	 	 Men	 and	 women	 nicely	 dressed	 
stood	 or	 sat	 here	 and	 there.	 	 Contemporary	 music	 from	 
the	 central	 plain	 entertainment	 culture	 played	 on	 with	 
the	 slow	 running	 water	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 hill.	 	 Two	 large	 
old	 trees	 stood	 nearby.	 	 It	 was	 a	 beautiful	 peacock	 tree	 
leaning	 gracefully	 and	 a	 rain	 tree	 with	 branches	 spread	 
over	 the	 venue	 of	 the	 reception	 party	 for	 a	 guest	 from	 
the	 east.	 	 The	 vast	 green	 hill	 stretched	 out	 to	 welcome	 



connections	 and	 the	 friendship	 of	 people	 in	 
multicolored	 dresses	 and	 those	 who	 had	 come	 from	 afar.	 

In	 the	 sweet	 hospitable	 manners	 came	 merry	 
laughter	 and	 the	 clink-clank	 of	 crystal	 glasses,	 plates,	 
and	 spoons	 mingled	 with	 dialogue	 and	 soft	 melodies.	 	 
The	 beautiful	 fairytale	 movements	 took	 over	 the	 large	 
space	 in	 front	 of	 the	 river	 in	 the	 back,	 which	 cruelly	 
contrasted	 with	 the	 surroundings.	 	 	 

The	 large	 dark	 colored	 house	 was	 placed	 on	 high	 
stilts	 that	 surrounded	 the	 main	 post.	 	 It	 was	 supported	 
by	 a	 giant	 anthill.	 	 It	 looked	 plain	 but	 sturdy	 as	 if	 it	 had	 
been	 designed	 to	 be	 unbalanced	 in	 such	 a	 way.	 	 The	 
large	 veranda	 separated	 the	 house	 into	 two	 parts.	 	 From	 
the	 view	 below	 where	 the	 party	 was	 located,	 one	 could	 
see	 a	 large	 tree	 standing	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 veranda.	 	 
The	 tree	 spread	 its	 branches	 and	 white	 flowers	 to	 form	 
a	 canopy	 over	 the	 house	 in	 front	 and	 back,	 a	 shorter	 
and	 thinner	 branch	 on	 the	 right	 side	 and	 a	 larger	 one	 
higher	 up	 and	 occupying	 a	 wider	 space.	 

The	 dark	 color	 of	 the	 old	 house	 made	 it	 appear	 
strong	 and	 sturdy	 in	 contrast	 to	 the	 reception	 
atmosphere	 like	 stone	 and	 cotton,	 or	 dust	 and	 residue.	 

The	 visitors	 and	 the	 host	 took	 turns	 giving	 friendly	 
speeches	 on	 the	 stage,	 further	 building	 friendship	 and	 
cooperation.	 

The	 party	 went	 on	 and	 we	 could	 take	 the	 
opportunity	 to	 survey	 the	 gigantic	 dark	 residence	 of	 the	 
travelers	 who	 had	 been	 coming	 from	 so	 far	 away	 for	 
several	 years.	 	 

In	 the	 front	 of	 the	 house	 there	 were	 two	 stairways	 
going.	 	 One	 led	 to	 the	 front	 veranda	 and	 this	 was	 the	 
main	 stairway	 going	 up	 and	 the	 other	 one	 was	 rather	 
airy	 and	 open	 going	 down	 from	 the	 porch	 near	 the	 



house	 on	 the	 right,	 down	 to	 the	 ground	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 an	 
Indian	 cork	 tree.	 

Next	 to	 the	 front	 veranda	 was	 a	 large	 hall	 stretching	 
from	 the	 front	 to	 the	 back	 of	 the	 house.	 	 To	 the	 left	 of	 
the	 hallway	 was	 a	 large	 bedroom	 connected	 to	 a	 smaller	 
one.	 	 The	 small	 bedroom	 had	 windows	 opening	 out	 to	 
the	 river.	 	 At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 hallway	 was	 a	 large	 table	 
that	 served	 as	 the	 family	 dining	 table.	 	 	 

The	 right	 side	 of	 the	 hall	 was	 divided	 into	 two	 
rooms	 of	 equal	 size.	 	 The	 one	 closer	 to	 the	 river	 had	 
become	 a	 large	 living	 room	 and	 the	 other	 room	 was	 
another	 bedroom.	 	 The	 living	 room	 had	 two	 steps	 
leading	 to	 the	 wide	 terrace	 that	 was	 divided	 into	 a	 
kitchen,	 a	 bathroom,	 and	 a	 servants’	 quarter	 along	 with	 
a	 small	 storage	 room.	 	 In	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 terrace	 was	 
a	 big	 tree	 standing	 tall	 with	 branches	 and	 stems	 full	 of	 
leaves	 and	 also	 flowers	 spreading	 out	 to	 cover	 the	 
entire	 area.	 

From	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	 day,	 when	 the	 reception	 
party	 was	 held	 for	 the	 travelers	 from	 a	 remote	 place,	 
that	 was	 the	 day	 we	 happened	 to	 look	 up	 and	 see	 the	 
contrasting	 pictures	 of	 the	 sweet	 party	 and	 the	 black	 
suspicious	 backdrop.	 	 This	 caused	 the	 curious	 observer	 
to	 sneak	 away	 from	 the	 merry	 crowds	 and	 the	 softness	 
of	 the	 open	 space	 by	 the	 river	 to	 step	 into	 the	 house	 to	 
survey	 all	 the	 rooms.	 	 From	 that	 day,	 like	 a	 deserted	 
place,	 a	 dry	 land,	 being	 refreshed	 with	 people	 and	 a	 
sprinkling	 rain,	 the	 house	 secretly	 received	 a	 life	 signal	 
from	 the	 newly	 arriving	 family.	 	 It	 sent	 out	 the	 aroma	 of	 
sweet	 oil	 of	 greeting	 and	 the	 crashing	 sound	 of	 wooden	 
planks	 squeezing	 against	 one	 another	 signaling	 the	 joy	 
of	 receiving	 new	 visitors.	 	 Suddenly	 there	 came	 a	 signal	 
of	 destruction	 that	 went	 up	 and	 down,	 intense	 and	 light,	 
natural	 to	 the	 way	 things	 were.	 	 Some	 strong	 bitter	 odor	 



came	 from	 the	 house	 roots	 and	 planks.	 	 The	 staleness	 of	 
an	 abandoned	 house	 mixed	 with	 the	 fermented	 smell	 of	 
dust	 lodged	 in	 the	 cracks.	 	 The	 old	 traces	 were	 
sometimes	 strong	 and	 aroused	 deep	 feelings	 that	 the	 
old	 posts	 cried	 with	 tears	 for	 the	 past	 with	 drops	 of	 
grease	 and	 oil	 coming	 out	 of	 the	 cracks	 which	 fell	 onto	 
the	 wooden	 planks	 at	 the	 same	 spot	 around	 the	 post	 
after	 having	 been	 dried	 out	 for	 ten	 years.	 

From	 now	 on	 each	 wooden	 plank,	 the	 cracks,	 the	 
holes,	 the	 wall,	 and	 the	 ceiling	 of	 the	 ten	 years	 or	 older	 
wooden	 house	 would	 have	 to	 bear	 the	 anger,	 curses,	 
and	 frustration	 of	 the	 woman	 who	 was	 burdened	 with	 
the	 roles	 of	 a	 wife,	 mother,	 and	 older	 sister,	 who	 
oversaw	 the	 existence	 of	 many	 lives,	 who	 threw	 her	 
wrath	 over	 the	 repeated	 sobs	 from	 the	 thin	 bending	 
body	 of	 a	 little	 child	 who	 had	 lost	 her	 mother.	 	 The	 
picture	 was	 like	 the	 drawing	 of	 an	 artist	 who	 liked	 to	 
incorporate	 skeletons	 to	 represent	 death	 that	 came	 to	 
visit	 many	 places	 in	 the	 world.	 	 In	 European	 art	 with	 its	 
black	 and	 white	 pictures	 of	 adult	 skeletons,	 death	 could	 
be	 seen	 dancing	 feverishly	 in	 a	 joyous	 party	 
unconcerned	 about	 death.	 	 Sometimes	 the	 skeleton	 
would	 sneak	 out	 to	 watch	 a	 little	 child	 in	 a	 public	 
garden	 as	 if	 yearning	 for	 some	 nostalgic	 childhood.	 	 
Oftentimes	 it	 represented	 death	 sitting	 patiently	 in	 a	 
chair	 by	 a	 hospital	 bed	 to	 take	 away	 the	 one	 who	 was	 
dying.	 But	 this	 time,	 the	 artist’s	 skeleton	 in	 the	 
background	 of	 this	 wooden	 house	 was	 the	 pale,	 thin	 
body	 of	 a	 six-year-old	 child	 who	 moved	 to	 and	 fro	 in	 a	 
room	 all	 day	 among	 the	 sounds	 of	 hatred,	 with	 a	 
loveless	 look,	 and	 remorseless	 acts.	 	 A	 life	 which	 used	 
to	 be	 full	 of	 	 hope	 to	 thrive	 again	 in	 a	 short	 time	 after	 
the	 storm	 of	 death	 swept	 over	 became	 negative	 since	 
then.	 	 Suddenly	 the	 twisted	 distortion	 oppressed	 her	 



and	 it	 could	 be	 the	 possessor	 of	 her	 soul	 when	 she	 had	 
no	 way	 out	 and	 she	 stood	 between	 innocence	 and	 
curious	 experience.	 

One	 needs	 to	 be	 familiar	 with	 the	 wooden	 house	 
that	 sheltered	 the	 migrating	 family	 that	 turned	 their	 
back	 away	 from	 the	 sun.	 	 This	 was	 because	 the	 
complicated	 story	 that	 could	 be	 discovered	 from	 a	 
survey	 at	 one	 point	 might	 need	 some	 understanding	 of	 
the	 physical	 condition	 of	 the	 house.	 

The	 woman	 who	 was	 always	 in	 a	 black	 dress	 was	 
not	 used	 to	 travelling	 in	 the	 morning	 of	 the	 unmarked	 
day	 on	 the	 calendar.	 The	 dark	 road	 on	 which	 the	 car’s	 
tiny	 green	 light	 shined	 appeared	 to	 be	 the	 eyes	 of	 some	 
night	 animals	 running	 up	 in	 a	 row,	 slowly	 back	 and	 
forth.	 	 	 Rows	 of	 tall,	 dark	 shop	 houses	 stood	 parallel	 to	 
the	 road	 in	 the	 dim	 gray	 atmosphere.	 	 She	 concentrated	 
on	 the	 road	 fearing	 that	 she	 might	 miss	 the	 goal.	 	 

“The	 building	 is	 on	 the	 right	 if	 you’re	 coming	 from	 
town.	 	 The	 lingering	 moon	 on	 the	 west	 always	 shines	 on	 
our	 sole	 white	 structure.	 	 It	 glows	 like	 a	 leading	 actor	 
on	 stage.	 	 When	 you	 see	 the	 glowing	 light,	 the	 bus	 stop	 
will	 be	 right	 next	 to	 that.”	 

After	 getting	 off	 the	 bus	 and	 crossing	 to	 the	 other	 
side	 of	 the	 road	 and	 walking	 for	 a	 while	 longer	 in	 the	 
grim	 light,	 she	 spotted	 a	 square	 white	 building.	 	 She	 
could	 not	 tell	 whether	 it	 was	 a	 one-and-one-half	 or	 
two-story	 building.	 	 The	 tall	 and	 wide	 wall	 was	 white	 
and	 had	 just	 a	 clear	 grayish	 blue	 glass	 framed	 with	 
aluminum	 as	 an	 entrance	 door.	 	 The	 rest	 was	 closed	 all	 
around.	 	 The	 building	 stood	 separate	 from	 other	 tall	 
gray	 buildings	 nearby.	 	 The	 stiff	 looking	 surroundings	 of	 
the	 building	 made	 her	 distrust	 the	 glittering	 metal	 sign	 
with	 some	 grayish	 white	 alphabet	 characters	 that	 she	 
could	 barely	 read:	 “Obstetrics	 Clinic”	 



The	 door	 couldn’t	 be	 pushed	 open.	 	 But	 there	 was	 a	 
switch	 near	 the	 door	 to	 press	 to	 indicate	 that	 there	 was	 
a	 visitor.	 	 After	 a	 while	 a	 white	 light	 over	 the	 door	 
flashed	 on.	 	 Guessing	 that	 it	 signaled	 permission,	 she	 
pushed	 the	 door	 forward.	 

She	 had	 come	 early,	 but	 there	 were	 three	 other	 
women	 there	 already.	 	 One	 was	 leaving	 the	 clerk	 at	 the	 
counter.	 	 So,	 she	 stepped	 over	 and	 sat	 down	 on	 a	 chair	 
there.	 

“Good	 morning.	 	 New	 patient.	 	 Alright.”	 An	 
employee	 in	 a	 white	 dress	 greeted	 her.	 	 Everything	 there	 
was	 white,	 the	 walls,	 the	 floor,	 ceiling,	 tables,	 chairs,	 
sofa,	 even	 the	 employee’s	 complexion	 was	 pale	 white.	 

“Yes.	 	 I	 phoned	 for	 an	 appointment,”	 she	 said.	 
The	 employee	 asked	 her	 to	 sit	 down	 and	 gave	 her	 a	 

form	 to	 fill	 in…	 
Name:	 Lileya……….	 
She	 was	 told	 to	 indicate	 the	 purpose	 for	 consulting	 

with	 the	 doctor.	 	 Although	 the	 clinic	 was	 well	 known	 for	 
pregnancy	 and	 giving	 birth,	 it	 had	 two	 alternatives:	 
consulting	 the	 doctor	 about	 either	 the	 creation	 or	 
termination	 of	 a	 new	 life.	 

“You	 can	 just	 check	 off	 the	 slot	 with	 pregnancy	 if	 
your	 reason	 for	 seeing	 the	 doctor	 is	 about	 pregnancy,	 
or	 maintaining	 a	 healthy	 fetus	 or	 post-natal	 care	 after	 
giving	 birth,	 or	 any	 other	 related	 matter	 we	 could	 
advise	 you	 on.	 	 All	 these	 fall	 in	 the	 category	 of	 
pregnancy	 and	 birth-related	 matters.	 

Or	 you	 can	 check	 off	 the	 termination	 slot	 if	 you	 
don’t	 wish	 to	 continue	 to	 giving	 birth.”	 

She	 explained	 it	 simply	 even	 though	 it	 was	 a	 
complicated	 issue.	 	 It	 seemed	 like	 the	 explanation	 of	 
termination	 would	 be	 much	 shorter.	 



“This	 means	 it’s	 not	 as	 complicated	 as	 giving	 birth,”	 
she	 guessed.	 

The	 young	 woman	 checked	 off	 	 termination	 as	 her	 
choice	 and	 that	 made	 her	 feel	 more	 at	 ease	 from	 her	 
interpretation	 of	 the	 employee’s	 words	 that	 termination	 
would	 not	 be	 difficult.	 	 The	 employee	 took	 the	 paper	 
and	 read	 what	 she	 had	 indicated	 as	 the	 purpose	 of	 the	 
visit	 and	 then	 said	 to	 the	 woman,	 	 

“Please	 take	 a	 seat	 over	 there	 and	 wait	 for	 your	 
name	 to	 be	 called.”	 

She	 pointed	 to	 a	 row	 of	 chairs	 near	 one	 of	 the	 walls	 
on	 which	 there	 were	 pictures	 and	 explanations	 about	 
pregnancy	 and	 giving	 birth,	 but	 nothing	 about	 the	 other	 
possibility.	 	 Various	 scenes	 were	 depicted	 inside	 white	 
frames:	 pictures	 of	 women	 in	 maternity	 dresses,	 white	 
and	 grayish	 in	 color,	 a	 mother	 and	 a	 child,	 and	 modern	 
ads	 depicted	 the	 various	 ways	 and	 methods	 of	 giving	 
birth	 with	 convincing	 words	 to	 gain	 a	 person’s	 trust.	 	 	 

The	 young	 woman	 didn’t	 ask	 about	 the	 time.	 	 
“Waiting	 is	 waiting,”	 she	 recalled	 an	 older	 person’s	 
words	 who	 had	 answered	 a	 letter	 of	 hers	 recently	 and	 
who	 she	 considered	 to	 be	 a	 wise	 counselor.	 

“For	 me,	 dying	 is	 dying.”	 
This	 answer	 had	 been	 sent	 to	 her	 after	 she	 had	 

been	 searching	 for	 the	 meaning	 of	 death	 from	 various	 
philosophers,	 thinkers,	 and	 several	 literary	 discussions	 
and	 excerpts	 to	 ask	 for	 the	 older	 person’s	 opinion	 about	 
whose	 ideas	 were	 better.	 

	 “It’s	 very	 easy	 to	 think	 so,”	 she	 pondered.	 
“Dying	 is	 dying.	 	 Time	 is	 not	 separate	 from	 death.	 	 

All	 thinking	 and	 feeling	 will	 be	 gone,	 extinguished,	 the	 
physical	 mechanism	 stops,	 warmth	 turns	 cold,	 flowing	 
becomes	 still.	 	 Death	 blends	 into	 life	 and	 in	 a	 second	 or	 
less	 it	 will	 all	 be	 extinguished.”	 



“But	 it’s	 not	 that	 easy.	 	 Her	 case	 is	 not	 about	 the	 
due	 time,	 it	 is	 a	 kind	 of	 management	 outside	 the	 
process	 of	 birth	 and	 death,”	 she	 thought	 of	 herself.	 	 The	 
short	 statement	 of	 the	 employee	 at	 the	 counter	 seemed	 
to	 lose	 its	 soothing	 power.	 

“What	 makes	 it	 hard	 or	 is	 it	 the	 deciding	 that	 makes	 
it	 hard?”	 

A	 staff	 member	 called	 out	 a	 name.	 	 A	 woman	 who	 
had	 gotten	 there	 earlier,	 stood	 and	 walked	 to	 Room	 1	 
opposite	 the	 counter.	 	 The	 new	 arrival	 noticed	 the	 
slightly	 bulging	 stomach.	 

“Miss	 Lileya,”	 the	 staff	 member	 called.	 
“Room	 0,	 please.”	 	 She	 pointed	 out	 to	 her	 a	 hallway	 

leading	 toward	 the	 back.	 
“Please	 go	 that	 way.”	 
The	 young	 woman	 went	 down	 the	 narrow	 hall.	 	 She	 

could	 see	 the	 floor	 from	 the	 ceiling	 light.	 	 To	 her	 left	 
was	 a	 white	 wall	 and	 to	 her	 right	 was	 a	 glass	 window	 
through	 which	 she	 could	 see	 through	 the	 hazy	 air	 a	 
small	 garden	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 building.	 	 White	 
tuberoses	 were	 shooting	 up	 their	 slender	 stems	 all	 over	 
the	 garden.	 	 The	 flowers	 were	 squeezed	 close	 to	 their	 
green	 stems.	 	 They	 discretely	 sent	 out	 through	 the	 glass	 
wall	 an	 odor	 reminiscent	 of	 death.	 	 The	 smell	 was	 
refreshingly	 sweet	 and	 helped	 to	 lessen	 the	 anxiety	 
about	 what	 was	 coming.	 

At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 hall	 was	 a	 sign	 giving	 the	 name	 of	 
the	 unit.	 	 It	 was	 a	 thick	 stainless	 steel	 plaque	 inscribed	 
with	 white	 letters	 that	 were	 hard	 to	 read,	 “Frustration:	 
Pending	 and	 Suspending	 Section”	 	 	 

A	 door	 was	 opened	 by	 a	 tall	 woman	 in	 white	 who	 
was	 waiting	 in	 front	 of	 the	 room.	 	 Lileya	 stepped	 in.	 	 A	 
man	 was	 sitting	 at	 the	 table,	 a	 doctor	 supposedly.	 	 She	 
raised	 her	 hands	 to	 form	 a	 wai,	 or	 greeting.	 



“Hi”	 he	 greeted	 with	 an	 emotionless	 face,	 which	 fit	 
well	 with	 the	 still	 atmosphere	 in	 the	 air-	 conditioned	 
room.	 	 It	 was	 so	 quiet	 and	 almost	 airless	 like	 outside.	 	 
The	 furniture	 and	 other	 items	 in	 the	 room	 were	 all	 
white,	 including	 the	 doctor’s	 white	 uniform.	 	 	 
	 

The	 young	 woman	 sat	 down	 in	 the	 chair	 in	 front	 of	 
the	 doctor’s	 desk	 intently,	 waiting	 for	 him	 to	 start	 the	 
conversation	 as	 he	 looked	 at	 her	 background	 
information.	 

“I’m	 a	 psychotherapist,	 not	 an	 obstetrician,”	 he	 
informed	 her	 of	 his	 medical	 role	 and	 further	 explained.	 

“You	 came	 here	 to	 ask	 about	 termination.	 	 Let	 me	 
explain	 a	 little,	 actually	 we	 don’t	 advocate	 that	 course	 
as	 much	 as	 giving	 birth.	 	 But	 because	 we	 understand	 the	 
problems	 that	 could	 ensue	 if	 we	 don’t	 choose	 the	 
alternative,	 we	 set	 up	 this	 section,	 Number	 0.”	 

Lileya	 listened	 to	 the	 doctor	 attentively	 while	 her	 
hand	 searched	 for	 a	 form	 in	 her	 purse.	 	 	 

“Excuse	 me,”	 she	 said	 and	 spread	 an	 off-white	 
sheet,	 a	 letter	 pad	 with	 blue	 lines	 that	 was	 folded	 into	 
two	 halves	 showing	 lines	 drawn	 in	 pencil.	 	 The	 letter	 
pad	 was	 the	 only	 item	 of	 pale	 white	 color	 in	 the	 room.	 

“I	 knew	 before	 from	 our	 telephone	 conversation	 
that	 the	 original	 point	 is	 very	 important	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 the	 
suspending	 problem,	 so	 I	 drew	 this	 out.”	 

Even	 though	 he	 was	 not	 an	 obstetrician,	 since	 she	 
chose	 the	 termination	 choice,	 she	 needed	 to	 see	 the	 
frustration	 suspender	 before	 any	 actual	 treatment.	 	 He	 
took	 the	 paper	 from	 her	 hand	 and	 looked	 at	 it	 roughly	 
before	 putting	 it	 back	 on	 the	 table	 and	 said	 to	 her.	 

“I	 want	 to	 hear	 the	 overall	 problems	 from	 you	 first.	 	 
I	 call	 it	 a	 problem	 because	 you	 want	 to	 choose	 
termination.	 	 One	 who	 chooses	 giving	 birth	 will	 not	 



think	 there	 is	 a	 problem,	 so	 she	 will	 not	 prevent	 the	 
birth.	 	 After	 understanding	 your	 problems,	 we’ll	 
determine	 if	 your	 choice	 will	 alleviate	 your	 problems.	 	 If	 
it	 will,	 you	 will	 be	 able	 to	 see	 the	 obstetrician	 for	 
treatment.	 	 Please	 tell	 me	 what	 you	 think	 should	 be	 said	 
and	 I	 will	 make	 note	 of	 it,”	 he	 suggested.	 

“As	 for	 the	 course	 you’ve	 chosen,	 we’ll	 discuss	 it	 
further	 and	 it	 will	 be	 appropriate	 only	 when	 the	 clinic	 
admits	 you	 for	 a	 termination	 operation.”	 

The	 story	 was	 gradually	 laid	 out	 by	 the	 young	 
woman.	 	 She	 told	 her	 story	 as	 she	 rapidly	 rubbed	 her	 
index	 and	 middle	 fingers	 with	 her	 thumb.	 	 At	 first,	 she	 
did	 this	 on	 the	 right	 hand	 and	 after	 a	 while	 she	 did	 the	 
same	 thing	 on	 her	 left	 hand.	 	 It	 could	 be	 observed	 that	 
her	 complexion	 was	 something	 else	 in	 white	 against	 all	 
the	 whiteness	 there.	 	 Some	 details	 were	 so	 specific	 that	 
it	 caused	 her	 to	 struggle	 until	 the	 doctor	 interrupted.	 

	 “No	 need	 to	 go	 into	 so	 much	 detail.	 	 I	 know	 it’s	 not	 
easy	 to	 work	 out	 all	 the	 knots	 to	 a	 stranger.	 	 You	 could	 
rearrange	 it	 some,”	 he	 stopped	 to	 think.	 

“Uh…let’s	 see.”	 	 He	 stopped	 as	 if	 to	 weigh	 his	 
words.	 	 	 “If	 we	 agree	 to	 it	 in	 the	 beginning	 you	 will	 be	 
sedated	 and	 feel	 sleepy.	 	 Then	 you’ll	 talk	 in	 your	 sleep	 
and	 tell	 me	 about	 the	 problems	 without	 being	 
embarrassed.	 	 It	 will	 be	 like	 being	 hypnotized	 to	 reveal	 
the	 real	 details.	 	 For	 now	 I	 want	 to	 know	 the	 duration,	 
the	 impact	 of	 the	 situation,	 frequency,	 laxation	 and	 
consistency	 in	 order	 to	 evaluate	 it	 properly.”	 	 Then	 he	 
continued.	 

“If	 necessary	 we	 will	 schedule	 first	 the	 operation	 
time,	 depending	 on	 the	 seriousness	 of	 your	 problem,	 
and	 then	 later	 an	 appointment	 schedule	 and	 other	 
relevant	 matters.”	 



“For	 now,	 I’d	 like	 get	 the	 overall	 picture	 of	 the	 
problem,	 OK?”	 

The	 young	 woman	 looked	 embarrassed	 and	 
swallowed	 her	 saliva.	 	 She	 was	 still	 uncomfortable,	 
trying	 to	 think	 where	 to	 start,	 thinking	 of	 the	 overall	 
period	 of	 time	 of	 the	 events	 and	 decided	 to	 begin	 the	 
story	 again.	 

“My	 mom	 died	 when	 I	 was	 three	 years	 old.	 	 Before	 
that,	 in	 the	 earlier	 house	 and	 province,	 I	 had	 a	 nursing	 
granny	 and	 my	 granny	 from	 the	 orchard	 to	 visit	 me	 
sometimes.	 	 There	 were	 also	 my	 aunt	 and	 her	 children	 
to	 play	 with	 when	 I	 went	 to	 the	 orchard.	 	 Yes,	 these	 
were	 some	 people,	 but	 after	 my	 dad	 was	 transferred	 to	 
a	 distant	 province,	 there	 was	 no	 one.”	 	 The	 story	 started	 
then.	 	 It	 was	 so	 real	 and	 sometimes	 it	 came	 back	 to	 me	 
badly,	 off	 and	 on,	 as	 if	 in	 a	 dream.	 

“If	 I	 were	 to	 ask	 you	 to	 choose	 a	 word	 to	 describe	 
the	 situation,	 what	 word	 would	 that	 be?”	 

“It’s	 pending,	 suspending,	 very	 bad,	 there	 was	 no	 
way	 out	 of	 it.”	 she	 looked	 at	 his	 face	 for	 confirmation.	 

“How	 did	 it	 make	 you	 feel?”	 
“It’s	 kind	 of	 mixed	 up,	 frustration,	 fear,	 giving	 up,	 

despair.”	 
	 “Just	 one	 word,	 try	 one	 word.”	 
She	 thought	 quietly.	 
“Feeling	 bitter,”	 and	 then	 she	 repeated.	 
“Full	 of	 bitterness	 wondering	 when	 the	 waiting	 will	 

be	 over.”	 
“Bitterness,”	 the	 doctor	 repeated	 the	 key	 word.	 
Lileya	 did	 not	 know	 how	 to	 use	 the	 one	 word	 for	 

the	 symptoms	 that	 had	 incubated	 for	 over	 ten	 years	 in	 
her	 childhood.	 



“It’s	 strange,	 though,	 that	 you	 still	 hope	 that	 it	 will	 
be	 over,”	 he	 interrupted	 her,	 giving	 some	 positive	 
meaning	 to	 it	 and	 said	 to	 her.	 

“That’s	 what	 I	 mean,	 waiting	 for	 it	 to	 be	 over.”	 
Lileya	 explained	 how	 she	 made	 the	 bad	 pending	 

come	 to	 an	 end.	 
“It	 was	 a	 temporary	 end,	 for	 a	 while	 like	 resting	 

from	 it.	 As	 a	 child	 it	 would	 end	 for	 me	 by	 walking	 out	 to	 
the	 place	 of	 the	 incident,	 getting	 outside	 the	 house	 to	 be	 
under	 a	 tree,	 climbing	 up	 and	 sitting	 on	 the	 veranda	 
next	 door	 without	 anyone	 knowing	 where	 I	 was.	 	 
Sometimes	 I	 went	 to	 play	 at	 a	 temple,	 to	 a	 vegetable	 
growing	 community	 or	 rode	 my	 bicycle	 very	 far	 during	 
the	 daytime,	 beyond	 the	 district,	 even.	 	 I	 used	 to	 pack	 
some	 clothes	 into	 a	 bag	 in	 an	 evening	 and	 walk	 to	 town	 
without	 anybody	 noticing.	 	 I	 went	 to	 a	 friend’s	 house,	 
asked	 to	 stay	 overnight,	 even	 planned	 to	 ride	 a	 train	 out	 
of	 the	 province	 and	 never	 come	 back.”	 

“The	 situation	 from	 beginning	 to	 end	 was	 full	 of	 
bitterness	 to	 the	 same	 degree	 or	 having	 some	 variation	 
or	 turning	 point,	 

“From	 my	 calculation	 it	 was	 several	 years?”	 he	 
asked.	 

“Ten	 years,”	 she	 said	 softly.	 
“Ten	 years.”	 
“Ten	 years,”	 she	 pondered,	 recalling	 the	 period	 

being	 buried	 in	 sadness.	 	 It’s	 strange	 when	 thinking	 
back	 to	 the	 components	 of	 the	 scene	 that	 it	 could	 be	 
roughly	 recalled	 as	 it	 was	 then,	 the	 veranda,	 stairs,	 door	 
and	 other	 parts	 of	 life	 that	 helped	 her	 talk	 about	 some	 
changing	 situations.	 

“In	 the	 first	 three	 or	 four	 years	 during	 elementary	 
school,	 it	 was	 the	 clash	 of	 daily	 life	 from	 morning,	 late	 
morning,	 afternoon,	 and	 evening.	 	 Anything	 could	 affect	 



me.	 	 When	 I	 would	 wash	 dishes,	 I	 might	 break	 one,	 if	 I	 
took	 some	 of	 dad’s	 soda	 bottles	 out	 of	 the	 case	 to	 wash	 
the	 dust	 off	 and	 put	 them	 in	 the	 refrigerator,	 they	 might	 
slip	 out	 of	 my	 hand	 and	 break.	 	 Even	 running	 around	 
and	 playing	 with	 my	 step-	 sister	 on	 the	 hill	 by	 the	 river	 
could	 end	 in	 problems.”	 

“It	 was	 the	 same.	 	 Every	 time	 I	 went	 to	 do	 
something,	 a	 something	 bad	 would	 happen.”	 

“Even	 when	 running	 around	 playing	 with	 a	 sister?”	 
the	 doctor	 asked	 becoming	 interested.	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 SUSPENDING-PENDING	 
‘FRUSTRATION’	 

After	 the	 school	 session,	 the	 sky	 after	 4.00	 p.m.	 was	 
still	 clear	 and	 bright.	 	 None	 of	 the	 children	 were	 too	 
tired	 to	 play.	 	 Three	 children	 of	 the	 new	 mother	 and	 the	 
older	 sister	 of	 the	 other	 mother	 stepped	 down	 from	 the	 
school	 bus.	 	 The	 children	 put	 their	 school	 bags	 in	 a	 row	 
on	 the	 veranda	 and	 urged	 one	 another	 to	 go	 run	 around	 
the	 hill	 by	 the	 river	 –	 which	 in	 her	 memory	 was	 far	 from	 
the	 river.	 	 All	 along	 the	 broad	 area	 down	 the	 slope	 there	 
were	 bushes	 and	 large	 trees	 stretching	 up	 as	 high	 as	 ten	 
meters.	 

“From	 the	 hill	 where	 we	 were	 playing,	 we	 could	 see	 
the	 river	 but	 the	 hill	 did	 not	 seem	 close	 to	 the	 river	 
because	 our	 view	 was	 blocked	 by	 thick	 bushes	 behind	 
the	 house.”	 

She	 saw	 herself	 in	 a	 uniform	 of	 a	 provincial	 
elementary	 school,	 wearing	 a	 blue	 pleated	 skirt	 and	 a	 
white	 blouse	 with	 a	 blue	 bow-like	 scarf.	 

The	 doctor	 asked	 softly,	 
	 “Why	 was	 it	 so	 important	 to	 see	 the	 river	 up	 close	 

or	 from	 afar?	 
“Because	 the	 incident	 occurred	 when	 the	 

stepmother	 returned	 from	 work.”	 
The	 four	 children	 agreed	 to	 play	 hide	 and	 seek	 up	 

the	 hill.	 	 The	 three	 younger	 children	 went	 to	 hide.	 	 One	 
hid	 behind	 a	 peacock	 flower	 tree,	 another	 under	 the	 
ladder	 below	 the	 veranda	 and	 the	 other	 in	 a	 car	 that	 
was	 parked	 in	 the	 garage	 and	 was	 farthest	 from	 the	 
river.	 	 The	 girl	 who	 had	 to	 do	 the	 seeking	 opened	 her	 
eyes	 after	 finishing	 counting.	 	 She	 looked	 to	 see	 where	 
the	 children	 could	 be	 without	 noticing	 the	 mistress	 of	 
her	 house,	 her	 new	 mother,	 ‘Khun	 Khuan’	 who	 drove	 in	 
and	 parked	 at	 the	 garage	 near	 the	 front	 steps.	 	 She	 



didn’t	 notice	 the	 stepmother	 going	 up	 and	 spotting	 four	 
school	 bags	 without	 school	 shoes	 on	 the	 steps	 and	 
coming	 down	 and	 walking	 straight	 to	 where	 the	 girl	 was	 
standing,	 then	 Khun	 Khuan’s	 voice	 boomed	 out	 
inquiring	 about	 the	 other	 three	 children.	 

“Where	 are	 the	 younger	 ones?”	 
“They’re	 hiding.	 	 We’re	 playing	 hide	 and	 seek,”	 the	 

thin	 girl	 in	 a	 grade	 5	 uniform	 answered	 and	 moved	 on	 
to	 keep	 looking	 for	 the	 children.	 	 She	 began	 to	 get	 
worried	 and	 her	 facial	 expression	 and	 tone	 of	 voice	 
indicated	 that	 she	 was	 no	 longer	 in	 the	 mood	 to	 play.	 	 
Khun	 Khuan	 began	 to	 shout	 out	 the	 names	 of	 those	 who	 
were	 hiding.	 

“Mon!	 Mai!	 Morn!	 Children!”	 
The	 new	 mother	 walked	 around	 calling	 out	 the	 

names.	 	 But	 the	 children	 were	 playing	 hide	 and	 seek,	 so	 
none	 of	 them	 came	 out.	 

The	 girl	 joined	 in	 shouting	 out	 the	 names	 of	 the	 
younger	 ones.	 

“Mai!	 Mon!	 Morn!	 	 Stop	 playing.	 	 Mom	 is	 back	 now.”	 
“Stop	 playing	 and	 come	 out	 now!”	 
The	 shouting	 rang	 out	 all	 over	 the	 area,	 the	 

younger	 ones	 could	 have	 heard	 it	 but	 none	 of	 them	 
believed	 the	 words,	 thinking	 it	 was	 a	 trick	 to	 get	 them	 to	 
come	 out	 of	 their	 hiding	 places.	 	 It	 was	 quiet	 and	 
motionless,	 and	 no	 one	 appeared.	 	 The	 late	 afternoon	 
sun	 was	 going	 down	 leaving	 the	 remaining	 sunlight	 
shining	 all	 over	 the	 hill.	 	 The	 sun	 was	 low	 at	 the	 river’s	 
bend,	 where	 two	 women	 were	 standing.	 	 Their	 presence	 
created	 a	 negative	 reaction	 in	 the	 fundamental	 space	 of	 
a	 society	 known	 as	 a	 family.	 	 The	 cultural	 shadow	 
governed	 that	 one’s	 love	 need	 to	 be	 for	 one’s	 lineage	 
only.	 	 This	 was	 so	 powerful	 that	 one	 could	 not	 share	 
love	 with	 others,	 especially	 those	 of	 a	 different	 lineage,	 



and	 with	 ones	 who	 had	 come	 earlier.	 	 The	 deceased	 had	 
passed	 away	 with	 a	 farewell	 statement	 implying	 disunity	 
and	 discordance.	 

	 “I	 still	 love	 you.	 	 If	 anything	 happens	 to	 me,	 take	 
care	 of	 my	 child.”	 

The	 worries	 of	 a	 mother,	 long	 burdened	 with	 work,	 
became	 frustration.	 	 The	 children	 were	 playing	 a	 hide	 
and	 seek	 game.	 	 Their	 game	 clashed	 with	 the	 real	 game	 
in	 a	 mother’s	 mind.	 	 One	 who	 thought	 she	 might	 have	 
lost	 her	 children.	 	 The	 children	 could	 have	 gone	 down	 
the	 bank	 to	 hide	 themselves	 and	 been	 washed	 away	 in	 
the	 torrential	 water.	 	 Her	 worries	 grew	 stronger,	 
contrasting	 with	 the	 weather	 and	 the	 pale	 light	 of	 the	 
end	 of	 the	 day.	 	 The	 step-mother	 went	 wild	 shouting	 for	 
help,	 shouting	 for	 her	 two	 younger	 sisters,	 the	 maid,	 
and	 the	 driver.	 

No	 reply	 came	 from	 the	 skillful	 hiders.	 	 No	 way	 
would	 they	 be	 discovered.	 	 In	 the	 game	 they	 had	 to	 
avoid	 being	 discovered,	 being	 seen.	 

“I	 was	 able	 to	 find	 the	 first	 sister	 and	 the	 younger	 
brother,	 but	 not	 the	 second	 brother.	 	 He	 remained	 
quiet.”	 

The	 sun	 lowered	 its	 light.	 	 Five	 to	 six	 people	 went	 
wild	 walking	 around	 the	 hill	 with	 their	 worries	 and	 
concern	 like	 a	 virus	 spreading	 a	 bad	 image	 in	 their	 
mind,	 like	 some	 contagious	 or	 communicable	 disease.	 	 	 

The	 second	 brother	 didn’t	 come	 from	 the	 hill,	 nor	 
the	 slope	 toward	 the	 river,	 as	 the	 step-mother	 thought	 
of	 the	 bad	 consequences	 if	 he	 had	 gone	 down	 to	 the	 
bank	 to	 hide	 in	 the	 bushes	 before	 being	 swept	 away	 by	 
the	 river.	 	 The	 driver	 found	 him	 hiding	 in	 the	 front	 seat	 
of	 an	 officer’s	 car	 parked	 behind	 the	 hill	 in	 front	 of	 the	 
house.	 	 The	 area	 belonged	 to	 a	 community	 of	 
government	 officials	 who	 would	 park	 their	 cars	 there	 



after	 finishing	 work.	 	 The	 boy	 knew	 they	 were	 searching	 
for	 him.	 	 But	 the	 role	 of	 a	 hider	 in	 the	 game	 meant	 that	 
he	 could	 show	 up	 only	 when	 he	 was	 discovered,	 not	 
before,	 or	 come	 out	 by	 himself	 as	 long	 as	 the	 game	 was	 
not	 yet	 over.	 	 So,	 he	 remained	 hiding,	 curled	 up,	 and	 
silent.	 

	 “No	 one	 was	 missing.	 	 All	 the	 children	 were	 there.	 	 
The	 three	 younger	 ones	 were	 shooed	 by	 the	 aunts	 up	 
the	 stairs,	 to	 take	 to	 bathe	 and	 eat	 supper.	 	 What	 was	 
missing	 was	 the	 understanding	 of	 the	 situation	 by	 the	 
new	 mother,	 Khun	 Khuan,	 whose	 name	 khuan	 or	 spirit	 
of	 a	 mother,	 went	 hysterical	 to	 the	 point	 of	 losing	 her	 
senses.”	 

“What	 happened	 after	 that?”	 The	 psychiatrist	 asked.	 	 
She	 moved	 her	 fingers	 for	 a	 while	 before	 continuing	 on.	 

“I	 was	 hit	 with	 a	 bamboo	 stick	 all	 over	 my	 body,	 
from	 the	 lower	 steps	 all	 the	 way	 up	 to	 the	 veranda.”	 

All	 kinds	 of	 curses	 and	 bad	 words	 were	 thrown	 at	 
her:	 vile,	 wicked	 bitch,	 beast,	 stupid	 buffalo,	 and	 so	 on.	 	 
These	 came	 with	 the	 stick	 beating	 on	 the	 thin	 body.	 	 
“Thin	 as	 a	 ghost,	 you	 bitch…You’re	 killing	 your	 brother.	 	 
How	 could	 I	 live	 if	 something	 happened	 to	 him?	 	 How	 
could	 you	 replace	 him?”	 	 More	 shrieking	 and	 questions	 
followed.	 	 “How	 could	 I	 live	 if	 you	 had	 killed	 him?”	 	 The	 
small,	 thin	 body	 shook	 feeling	 the	 boiling	 anger.	 	 The	 
ghostly	 thin	 body	 according	 to	 the	 woman’s	 curse	 
looked	 like	 a	 homeless	 skeletal	 child,	 hanging	 in	 the	 
whirling	 sea	 of	 emotion,	 not	 knowing	 what	 to	 grasp	 on	 
to	 or	 who	 to	 depend	 on.	 	 The	 cruel	 talented	 artist	 dared	 
paint	 the	 background	 as	 that	 of	 the	 vast	 veranda	 at	 
night	 making	 the	 body	 of	 a	 child	 exaggeratedly	 smaller.	 	 
Why	 did	 the	 artist	 who	 often	 talked	 about	 premature	 
death	 draw	 such	 a	 tortured	 picture	 of	 a	 child’s	 skeleton	 



in	 thes	 picture?	 	 The	 tiny	 thin	 body	 sat	 still	 receiving	 the	 
vicious	 blows	 while	 forcing	 herself	 not	 to	 sob.	 

The	 angry	 woman	 was	 still	 overwhelmed	 with	 her	 
ugly	 mental	 picture	 of	 the	 chance	 of	 losing	 her	 first	 son,	 
her	 favorite	 child.	 	 The	 day	 when	 the	 new	 mother	 and	 
the	 baby	 came	 home	 from	 the	 hospital,	 the	 terrace	 in	 
front	 of	 the	 house	 was	 beautifully	 decorated	 for	 the	 
celebration	 to	 welcome	 the	 first	 son	 who	 was	 wrapped	 
in	 a	 white	 cloth	 and	 lay	 in	 a	 rattan	 crib	 lined	 with	 a	 soft	 
cushion.	 	 On	 the	 table	 were	 gifts	 of	 all	 colors	 which	 
people	 brought	 to	 welcome	 the	 baby	 son.	 	 It	 was	 said	 
that	 the	 doctor-father	 wished	 very	 much	 to	 have	 a	 son.	 	 
Flowers	 in	 vases	 and	 bouquets	 were	 brought	 by	 close	 
friends	 to	 congratulate	 him.	 	 This	 confirmed	 the	 
significance	 of	 having	 a	 son.	 	 The	 doctor-father	 smiled	 
happily.	 	 The	 mother	 was	 thrilled	 with	 the	 party	 for	 her	 
first	 son.	 	 There	 was	 a	 long	 lasting	 shadowy	 attitude	 on	 
family	 lineage	 unexplained	 to	 the	 girl	 who	 was	 full	 of	 
warmth	 and	 a	 friendly	 attitude	 toward	 the	 newborn	 
baby	 boy.	 

This	 thin	 tender-hearted	 girl	 did	 not	 have	 the	 
courage	 to	 protect	 herself	 from	 the	 stick	 and	 her	 long	 
shaking	 legs	 were	 unable	 to	 escape.	 	 The	 fear	 that	 had	 
been	 accumulated	 since	 they	 first	 met	 was	 built	 up	 to	 
the	 point	 of	 surrender	 to	 her	 life.	 	 The	 tiny	 body	 stayed	 
stiff.	 	 The	 vulnerable	 child	 stood	 accepting	 the	 weight	 of	 
the	 emotionally	 inconsistent	 beating.	 	 She	 appeared	 so	 
calm	 like	 an	 object	 rather	 than	 a	 living	 body.	 	 The	 
stiffness	 of	 the	 lack	 of	 love	 in	 the	 child’s	 little	 heart	 plus	 
the	 lack	 of	 compassion	 of	 the	 adult	 were	 lovelessly	 and	 
mercilessly	 fermenting	 to	 the	 point	 of	 being	 apathetic,	 
indifferent,	 not	 loving,	 not	 hating.	 	 	 

The	 sadness	 and	 humility	 of	 one	 who	 had	 been	 
unutterably	 hated	 was	 full	 of	 alienation	 at	 the	 



awareness	 that	 she	 was	 not	 of	 the	 same	 blood	 but	 was	 
completely	 separate.	 	 One	 was	 not	 in	 direct	 kinship	 that	 
passed	 on	 a	 similar	 image	 as	 that	 of	 the	 parents	 like	 
with	 the	 other	 three	 younger	 children.	 	 They	 had	 been	 
well	 cared	 for	 since	 birth	 by	 their	 mother	 and	 the	 two	 
aunts	 as	 well	 as	 a	 nurse’s	 aide.	 	 Where	 could	 beautiful	 
basic	 human	 kindness	 be	 found?	 	 Why	 did	 people	 allow	 
ideas	 of	 lineage	 to	 overpower	 them	 or	 let	 the	 social	 
view	 of	 a	 stepmother	 and	 a	 stepdaughter	 in	 soap	 operas	 
rule	 over	 them	 and	 cause	 conflicts	 on	 both	 sides?	 

Whose	 image	 would	 she	 take	 after?	 	 Nothing	 of	 the	 
new	 angry	 mother,	 of	 course.	 	 Being	 such	 a	 thin,	 small,	 
pale	 child	 as	 she	 was,	 she	 looked	 more	 like	 an	 invalid	 
woman	 who	 had	 passed	 away	 at	 a	 nursing	 home	 in	 the	 
province	 when	 her	 extended	 family	 turned	 away	 from	 
her	 and	 went	 further	 and	 further	 away.	 

The	 thin	 body	 girl	 was	 not	 as	 full	 and	 plump	 as	 a	 
growing	 child	 should	 be.	 	 She	 was	 thin	 like	 a	 dwarf.	 	 
Her	 structure	 was	 small	 and	 crooked,	 her	 arms	 and	 legs	 
were	 likewise	 awkward.	 	 The	 small	 shoulders	 thinly	 
covered	 her	 distinct	 collarbone	 that	 tended	 to	 bend	 
downward	 while	 suspending	 the	 big	 head	 and	 thick	 hair,	 
making	 her	 look	 more	 like	 a	 big	 gerbera	 flower	 on	 a	 
wilted	 slender	 stem,	 swinging	 back	 and	 forth	 when	 
swept	 by	 the	 wind.	 	 She	 looked	 strikingly	 strange	 and	 
sad,	 more	 like	 a	 malnourished	 or	 chronically	 ill	 child.	 	 
That	 was	 apparent	 as	 was	 the	 neglect	 obvious	 in	 her	 
ragged	 clothes.	 	 Other	 than	 her	 school	 uniform,	 she	 
would	 always	 be	 seen	 in	 the	 same	 old	 tube	 skirt	 and	 
blouse.	 	 The	 pitiful	 looking	 body	 and	 clothes	 stressed	 
even	 more	 that	 she	 had	 nothing.	 	 But	 her	 body	 was	 in	 a	 
condition	 of	 dependence	 on	 others,	 in	 the	 wrong	 place	 
and	 the	 wrong	 way…a	 hanging	 shoot,	 a	 cyst,	 a	 bizarre	 
life,	 far	 from	 the	 meaning	 of	 a	 family.	 	 A	 family	 was	 



often	 referred	 to	 as	 a	 place	 of	 love	 and	 tenderness	 from	 
adults,	 a	 place	 where	 a	 child	 who	 was	 assumed	 to	 be	 
innocent,	 lacking	 understanding	 of	 the	 ways	 of	 the	 
world,	 had	 a	 fundamental	 right	 to	 be	 cared	 for.	 	 In	 
contrast,	 the	 little	 girl’s	 condition	 was	 that	 of	 deficiency	 
to	 the	 extent	 of	 being	 deprived.	 	 Even	 so	 her	 deprivation	 
was	 accentuated	 by	 the	 female	 adult’s	 lack	 of	 verbal	 and	 
gesture	 control,	 and	 whose	 hatred	 slipped	 out	 and	 burst	 
out	 often,	 at	 any	 time	 of	 the	 day	 or	 night.	 	 Even	 though	 
Khun	 Khuan	 would	 like	 as	 quickly	 as	 possible	 to	 get	 rid	 
of	 this	 disgusting	 character	 who	 mirrored	 the	 role	 of	 a	 
stepmother	 in	 Thai	 society	 as	 depicted	 in	 radio	 soap	 
operas,	 it	 was	 not	 easy	 to	 do	 so.	 	 Life	 is	 life.	 	 To	 erase,	 to	 
extinguish	 it	 from	 existence…,	 regardless	 how	 hateful	 it	 
is	 isn’t	 easy	 either.	 	 This	 caused	 the	 family	 that	 was	 
supposed	 to	 reflect	 the	 perfect	 model	 of	 a	 father	 who	 
was	 a	 doctor	 and	 head	 of	 a	 large	 organization	 and	 a	 
mother	 who	 was	 a	 nurse,	 with	 a	 round,	 plump	 daughter	 
and	 two	 sons	 who	 were	 the	 apples	 of	 their	 eyes,	 but	 
instead	 to	 have	 a	 cyst,	 an	 appendix	 attached	 to	 them.	 	 
Having	 to	 see	 the	 girl’s	 pitifully	 thin	 body	 like	 a	 ghost	 in	 
shabby	 clothes	 walking	 in	 their	 antique	 wooden	 house,	 
was	 an	 eyesore	 to	 Khun	 Khuan.	 This	 is	 because	 the	 
living	 cyst	 that	 appeared	 in	 the	 house	 was	 the	 flesh	 and	 
blood	 of	 the	 former	 wife	 who	 had	 been	 a	 teacher	 at	 a	 
government	 vocational	 school	 for	 girls.	 	 She	 was	 the	 
one	 commended	 for	 being	 every	 inch	 a	 good	 woman,	 
which	 caused	 her	 husband	 who	 had	 recently	 returned	 
from	 studying	 abroad	 to	 become	 bored	 with	 it	 all.	 	 She	 
was	 the	 one	 who	 was	 chronically	 ill	 since	 getting	 
pregnant	 with	 a	 second	 child	 to	 fulfill	 her	 husband’s	 
request	 regardless	 of	 being	 aware	 of	 her	 weakened	 
condition.	 	 She	 had	 to	 be	 hospitalized	 in	 a	 helpless	 state	 



and	 so	 the	 doctor-father	 had	 to	 opt	 for	 a	 caesarian	 
section	 to	 save	 the	 premature	 child.	 

“Take	 the	 baby	 out	 and	 keep	 the	 mother	 alive.”	 
That	 was	 the	 conclusion	 of	 the	 doctor	 who	 treated	 

her.	 
Both	 the	 mother	 and	 the	 baby	 were	 lying	 in	 the	 

hospital	 breathing	 softly.	 	 The	 mother	 was	 in	 the	 
hospital	 bed.	 	 The	 7-month	 premature	 baby	 slept	 in	 an	 
oxygen	 supplied	 incubator	 box.	 	 The	 three-year-old	 
hard-headed	 girl	 played	 and	 slid	 down	 the	 stair	 rail	 in	 
the	 hospital	 instead	 of	 on	 a	 real	 slide.	 The	 moment	 she	 
fell	 off	 the	 rail	 onto	 the	 ground,	 her	 mother	 passed	 
away.	 	 The	 baby	 who	 was	 expected	 to	 die	 sooner	 
remained	 alive	 for	 another	 week	 after	 the	 mother	 died.	 	 
A	 week	 longer,	 how	 could	 a	 life	 line	 live	 that	 long?	 

	 
	 	 The	 young	 woman	 who	 came	 later,	 Khun	 Khuan,	 

came	 too	 soon	 when	 the	 little	 girl’s	 mother	 was	 
pregnant	 and	 ill.	 	 She	 came	 when	 they	 performed	 the	 
surgery	 to	 separate	 the	 baby	 from	 the	 mother.	 	 She	 
came	 when	 the	 mother	 and	 the	 baby	 passed	 away,	 one	 
after	 the	 other.	 	 She	 became	 the	 talk	 of	 the	 town	 and	 
province	 that	 this	 second	 wife	 was	 a	 nurse,	 who	 was	 
good	 looking	 and	 had	 sharp	 eyes.	 

“The	 doctor’s	 wife	 was	 hospitalized,	 but	 he	 still	 
went	 to	 see	 his	 new	 lover	 at	 the	 district	 health	 office.”	 

No	 one	 really	 knew	 how	 true	 all	 this	 was,	 the	 talk	 
about	 the	 well-known	 tragedy	 in	 the	 town	 on	 the	 
eastern	 coast.	 	 It	 was	 perhaps	 only	 part	 of	 the	 normal	 
gossip	 of	 the	 province.	 

The	 house	 in	 the	 evening	 approaching	 early	 
nighttime	 was	 filled	 with	 the	 sounds	 of	 women	 of	 two	 
different	 generations.	 	 Both	 were	 rivals	 at	 the	 small	 
level	 in	 a	 socio-cultural	 grouping	 called	 “family.”	 	 The	 



leaves	 and	 flowers	 around	 the	 veranda	 silently	 listened	 
to	 the	 human	 voices.	 	 The	 large	 tree	 out	 on	 the	 veranda	 
that	 survived	 many	 hot	 and	 cold	 seasons	 managed	 to	 
stand	 tall	 and	 strong	 in	 the	 still	 air.	 
The	 frogs	 and	 crickets	 remained	 quiet.	 	 The	 soft	 breeze	 
quit	 blowing.	 	 The	 dark	 river	 flowed	 viscously	 like	 thick	 
blood,	 not	 like	 water.	 	 Even	 the	 clouds	 moved	 slower,	 
more	 sluggishly	 than	 usual,	 sometimes	 getting	 stuck	 in	 
the	 high	 still	 wind.	 

The	 sound	 of	 sobbing	 and	 cursing	 rang	 out.	 	 More	 
crying,	 more	 cursing.	 	 More	 grieving,	 more	 yelling.	 	 
More	 croaking	 in	 crying,	 more	 pushing	 and	 hitting.	 	 It	 
was	 like	 a	 duel	 between	 two	 sets	 of	 vocal	 cords.	 	 In	 the	 
angry	 emotional	 battles,	 some	 had	 an	 unlimited	 supply	 
of	 anger.	 	 The	 wrath	 of	 a	 mother	 fearful	 of	 losing	 her	 
younger	 little	 boy	 although	 he’d	 already	 been	 found	 
early	 in	 the	 evening	 and	 had	 been	 bathed	 and	 sweetly	 
powdered	 before	 being	 fed	 and	 going	 to	 sleep	 on	 a	 soft	 
mattress.	 	 After	 the	 tiring	 work,	 the	 hunger,	 the	 
exhaustion,	 the	 worries,	 the	 muggy	 heat,	 the	 mother’s	 
anger	 exploded	 forth	 around	 9	 o’clock.	 	 It	 radiated	 out	 
into	 the	 sticky	 still	 air,	 spreading	 out	 in	 the	 stench	 of	 a	 
stale	 life	 in	 the	 dark	 night	 while	 another	 person	 
continued	 sobbing.	 

The	 cursing	 person	 and	 the	 sobbing	 one	 were	 still	 
in	 their	 day	 uniforms.	 	 One	 was	 in	 a	 midwifery	 nurse’s	 
uniform,	 the	 other	 in	 a	 school	 uniform.	 	 Neither	 got	 to	 
bathe	 nor	 rest.	 	 Neither	 was	 hungry	 though	 both	 were	 
tired	 and	 fatigued.	 	 Neither	 knew	 when	 and	 how	 to	 hold	 
their	 temper.	 	 Karma	 got	 hold	 of	 them	 at	 every	 inch,	 
every	 second.	 

A	 thick	 bamboo	 stick	 used	 for	 to	 lock	 the	 lid	 of	 a	 
rice	 pot	 in	 place	 and	 prevent	 them	 from	 falling	 off	 when	 
draining	 out	 the	 extra	 water	 was	 used	 to	 whack	 the	 little	 



girl’s	 head.	 	 Her	 tears	 erupted,	 soaking	 her	 eyes	 and	 her	 
face.	 	 A	 voice	 was	 screaming	 at	 her,	 telling	 her	 to	 go	 
away	 as	 far	 as	 she	 could.	 

“Get	 out,	 you	 bitch…!	 	 Go	 somewhere	 far	 away	 
from	 here,	 from	 me,	 from	 my	 children,	 and	 never	 share	 
the	 same	 roof	 any	 longer.	 	 Get	 out...!”	 

The	 skinny	 body	 got	 up	 still	 sobbing.	 	 The	 first	 
grade	 uniform	 was	 wet	 and	 hanging	 limply.	 	 Her	 eyes	 
were	 full	 of	 tears,	 her	 legs	 shaking.	 	 She	 slowly	 opened	 
the	 door	 to	 the	 veranda	 to	 go	 down	 the	 stairs.	 	 She	 had	 
no	 other	 choice.	 Being	 unable	 to	 find	 her	 school	 shoes,	 
she	 went	 stumbling	 on	 her	 lean	 legs	 down	 the	 wooden	 
ladder	 at	 the	 Indian	 cork	 tree.	 	 A	 hand	 of	 the	 aggressive	 
and	 angry	 woman	 snatched	 her	 back	 and	 dragged	 her	 
up	 until	 both	 of	 them	 stumbled	 onto	 the	 threshold	 and	 
slid	 back	 onto	 the	 veranda	 again.	 	 The	 little	 girl	 sat	 bent	 
on	 the	 terrace	 crying.	 	 Her	 tears	 were	 falling	 as	 if	 to	 
comfort	 her.	 	 Her	 wet	 hand	 was	 feeling	 at	 the	 swollen	 
part	 of	 her	 head.	 	 Some	 blood	 stuck	 to	 her	 fingers	 along	 
with	 her	 tears	 in	 the	 dark.	 	 The	 pale	 moon	 was	 shining.	 	 
The	 dark	 clouds	 were	 beginning	 to	 take	 shape	 with	 
gossip	 about	 the	 human	 world.	 	 Only	 the	 moon	 
remained	 unconcerned.	 

This	 scene	 from	 that	 evening	 was	 related	 as	 an	 
example	 of	 a	 selected	 play	 to	 demonstrate	 to	 the	 
psychoanalyst	 why	 her	 visit	 to	 the	 Pending	 and	 
Suspending	 Frustration	 Clinic	 was	 her	 option	 for	 the	 
theme	 of	 destruction.	 	 This	 bad	 experience	 had	 been	 
added	 onto	 her	 daily	 life	 now	 and	 then	 from	 early	 
morning	 until	 late	 at	 night.	 	 And	 if	 one	 could	 draw	 a	 
thread	 of	 a	 time	 frame	 before	 and	 after	 this	 scene,	 the	 
tragedy	 would	 linger	 on	 and	 drop	 in	 at	 any	 moment,	 
day	 in	 and	 day	 out.	 	 The	 evil	 acts	 stained	 all	 her	 
experiences	 and	 gradually	 piled	 up	 thicker	 and	 thicker	 



for	 a	 long	 time,	 every	 minute,	 every	 month,	 and	 every	 
year.	 	 Not	 having	 been	 loved	 but	 hated	 fermented	 and	 
built	 up	 a	 residue	 in	 her	 mind,	 as	 a	 depression	 and	 
sadness	 to	 comfort	 her	 as	 it	 was	 destined	 to	 do.	 
	 	 

“Not	 knowing	 where	 to	 go…,”	 she	 paused	 trying	 to	 
find	 words	 to	 explain	 to	 the	 psychiatrist.	 	 Her	 fingers	 
moved	 fast,	 as	 usual	 when	 she	 became	 nervous	 or	 
confused.	 	 Then	 she	 found	 the	 word,	 the	 right	 word	 for	 
her	 situation.	 

“Aloneness.”	 	 She	 recalled	 the	 word.	 	 “I	 began	 to	 be	 
familiar	 with	 aloneness.”	 

Looking	 at	 the	 doctor’s	 expressionless,	 
contemplative	 face,	 Lileya	 was	 pressing	 her	 fingers	 
nervously.	 	 After	 a	 moment	 the	 doctor	 asked,	 

“And	 your	 father	 knew	 about	 this?	 	 You	 haven’t	 
mentioned	 anything	 about	 him.”	 

“He	 was	 like	 a	 missing	 character.	 	 He	 disappeared	 
after	 I	 was	 born.	 	 He	 was	 studying	 abroad	 then.	 	 My	 
mother	 and	 I	 were	 by	 ourselves	 for	 half	 a	 year.	 	 Life	 
should	 have	 been	 normal	 when	 he	 returned.	 	 But	 he	 
was	 still	 absent	 from	 the	 home	 scene.	 	 He	 disappeared	 
on	 Loi	 Kratong	 (the	 candlelight	 festival	 night).	 	 This	 was	 
before	 my	 mom	 became	 seriously	 ill	 and	 had	 to	 be	 
hospitalized.	 	 She	 made	 three	 flower	 floats,	 one	 each	 for	 
dad,	 mom	 and	 me.	 	 The	 next	 morning	 dad’s	 float	 was	 
still	 on	 the	 table	 on	 the	 veranda.	 	 He	 hadn’t	 come	 home	 
so	 he	 didn’t	 float	 it	 with	 my	 mom.	 

“At	 the	 kindergarten	 stage	 performance,	 when	 the	 
little	 butterfly	 cried	 while	 flying	 and	 smelling	 the	 
flowers,	 it	 was	 because	 my	 dad	 had	 disappeared	 again.	 	 
He	 didn’t	 sit	 and	 watch	 the	 performance	 by	 the	 stage	 
like	 the	 other	 moms	 and	 dads	 of	 the	 other	 butterflies	 
and	 flowers	 in	 the	 kindergarten.	 



“When	 I	 was	 more	 grown	 up,	 my	 grandma	 told	 me	 
that	 dad	 seldom	 came	 to	 take	 care	 of	 mom.	 

“When	 grandma	 stayed	 with	 mom	 at	 the	 hospital,	 
dad	 came	 only	 a	 few	 times	 in	 the	 late	 night,	 drunk	 and	 
speaking	 English	 with	 grandma	 whose	 education	 was	 
only	 Grade	 3.”	 

Grandma	 would	 sit	 blinking	 her	 eyes	 helplessly,	 
watching	 the	 two	 other	 people.	 	 The	 husband	 doctor	 
was	 saying	 senseless	 things	 in	 a	 language	 she	 couldn’t	 
understand.	 	 The	 wife	 teacher	 was	 lying	 flat	 and	 
helpless	 on	 the	 bed.	 	 She	 couldn’t	 contain	 her	 own	 
feelings	 any	 longer.	 	 From	 that	 time	 on,	 grandma	 gave	 
up	 on	 the	 hapless	 couple	 with	 two	 different	 professions.	 	 
Grandma’s	 daughter,	 who	 used	 to	 wear	 a	 pair	 of	 bright	 
colored	 satin	 trousers	 and	 would	 dance	 under	 the	 light	 
on	 the	 veranda	 had	 grown	 up,	 and	 worked	 as	 a	 teacher	 
at	 a	 provincial	 school.	 	 She	 fell	 in	 love	 with	 a	 doctor	 at	 a	 
hospital	 in	 the	 same	 province.	 	 Grandma	 objected	 to	 the	 
relationship	 strongly	 but	 to	 no	 avail.	 	 No	 one	 knew	 of	 
this	 painful	 scene	 in	 her	 bitter	 past.	 

“Dad	 was	 like	 an	 unreachable	 idol,	 who	 kept	 
defining	 house	 rules	 like	 finishing	 homework	 by	 6.00	 
p.m.,	 going	 to	 bed	 at	 8.00	 p.m.	 	 Dad	 used	 to	 come	 home	 
late	 after	 I	 went	 to	 sleep.	 	 But…sometimes	 dad	 would	 
hammer	 at	 his	 daughter’s	 abhorrent	 faults	 himself.”	 

It	 wasn’t	 a	 one-time	 occurrence.	 	 She	 wouldn’t	 let	 a	 
one-time	 memory	 confirm	 or	 remind	 her	 of	 her	 
inferiority.	 

She	 held	 images	 of	 dad’s	 drinking	 and	 eating	 on	 
trips	 to	 different	 districts	 some	 evenings	 on	 holidays,	 
merit-making	 days,	 weddings	 and	 pictures	 of	 dad	 and	 
those	 surrounding	 him	 at	 the	 dining	 table.	 	 The	 little	 
girl	 and	 her	 younger	 sister,	 Mon,	 the	 oldest	 daughter	 of	 
the	 new	 mother,	 dad’s	 favorite	 child,	 would	 be	 allowed	 



to	 go	 with	 him	 in	 the	 car.	 	 He	 would	 hold	 Mon’s	 hand	 
and	 set	 her	 on	 his	 lap.	 

“There	 were	 three	 or	 four	 times	 that	 dad	 repeated	 
the	 same	 sentence	 at	 the	 evening	 meals	 with	 the	 guests	 
who	 were	 also	 concerned	 with	 the	 situation	 and	 
because	 of	 the	 different	 status	 they	 couldn’t	 think	 of	 
anything	 to	 say.	 	 He	 would	 speak	 abruptly	 and	 there	 
would	 be	 silence	 as	 the	 listeners	 looked	 at	 me	 not	 
knowing	 how	 they	 should	 feel.	 	 ‘This	 one	 I	 love	 the	 
most.’	 	 He	 rubbed	 her	 sister’s	 head	 as	 she	 sat	 close	 to	 
him.	 	 ‘That	 one	 a	 little	 less.’	 He	 meant	 the	 thin	 girl	 
standing	 by	 the	 restaurant	 post	 away	 from	 the	 table,	 not	 
knowing	 what	 to	 do.”	 

Lileya	 held	 her	 moving	 hand	 still	 for	 a	 short	 while	 
and	 then	 told	 the	 doctor.	 

“It	 just	 occurred	 to	 me	 in	 a	 flash	 that	 a	 space	 that	 
needs	 to	 be	 shared	 with	 others	 always	 comes	 with	 some	 
distance.	 	 It	 has	 never	 been	 the	 other	 way	 around,	 it	 has	 
never	 changed	 into	 something	 any	 closer.”	 

The	 light	 in	 the	 examination	 room	 of	 the	 clinic	 
hardly	 changed	 according	 to	 the	 time	 and	 the	 darkening	 
of	 the	 dimming	 day.	 	 The	 glass	 wall	 was	 broad	 but	 was	 
half	 open,	 half	 closed	 by	 the	 window	 blind.	 	 It	 didn’t	 
take	 much	 for	 the	 gloomy	 atmosphere	 outside	 to	 enter	 
and	 mix	 with	 the	 pale	 light	 from	 the	 ceiling.	 	 The	 room’s	 
atmosphere	 was	 somewhere	 between	 that	 of	 a	 mortuary	 
and	 a	 clinic	 for	 treatment	 of	 those	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 lives.	 	 
This	 was	 just	 like	 a	 mixed-up	 life	 story,	 a	 suspending	 of	 
problems	 running	 parallel	 to	 one	 another	 slowly,	 
continually	 as	 if	 to	 keep	 the	 problems	 to	 go	 on	 and	 on.	 	 
Like	 a	 couple	 in	 love	 that	 develop	 their	 love	 slowly	 
where	 change	 can	 take	 over	 or	 resolve	 itself	 or	 
accumulate	 and	 then	 be	 buried	 with	 the	 bitterness	 of	 
love.	 	 Could	 it	 be	 so?	 



“Was	 there	 a	 solution,	 then?”	 the	 doctor	 asked	 
bringing	 her	 back	 to	 the	 scene	 that	 had	 never	 left	 her	 
thoughts,	 a	 life-linking	 scene.	 

Now	 time	 began	 to	 move	 slowly	 and	 a	 bit	 
ponderously.	 	 The	 arms	 and	 legs	 of	 the	 child	 began	 to	 
grow	 out.	 	 The	 gestures	 and	 semi-conscious	 senses	 and	 
thoughts	 progressed	 from	 being	 those	 of	 a	 child	 to	 
those	 of	 girlhood,	 which	 was	 not	 recorded	 anywhere	 for	 
a	 puzzling	 reason.	 	 This	 was	 because	 the	 transformative	 
period	 from	 childhood	 to	 adolescence	 was	 rather	 
senseless	 or	 because	 the	 link	 between	 imagination	 and	 
reason	 did	 not	 fit	 well	 enough	 to	 take	 note	 of.	 	 It	 was	 
possible	 also	 that	 expressing	 the	 linking	 parts	 in	 verbal	 
or	 written	 form	 or	 in	 other	 forms	 like	 drawing	 was	 not	 
easy.	 	 At	 least	 this	 period	 was	 not	 easy	 to	 describe	 in	 
writing	 as	 in	 the	 time	 we	 had	 clearer	 words	 to	 express	 it.	 	 
But	 is	 there	 really	 any	 period	 of	 clarity?	 	 Like…when	 we	 
are	 facing	 something	 we	 tend	 to	 be	 dissolved	 into	 the	 
events	 to	 the	 point	 of	 becoming	 unconscious.	 	 This	 
means	 we	 were	 reacting	 to	 it.	 	 And	 when	 time	 passed	 
until	 we	 were	 able	 to	 recall	 it,	 our	 memory	 could	 be	 
dropping	 parts	 or	 exaggerating	 others	 according	 to	 our	 
point	 of	 view	 or	 according	 to	 our	 confusion	 in	 the	 new	 
context,	 or	 we	 may	 fall	 under	 other	 people’s	 point	 of	 
view.	 	 In	 such	 cases	 we	 may	 be	 doubtful	 that	 clear	 truth	 
could	 exist	 only	 in	 fiction	 that	 could	 be	 adjusted	 to	 an	 
obscure	 level	 or	 be	 clarified	 a	 little	 more	 as	 in	 art	 or	 
films.	 	 It	 could	 be	 so	 in	 this	 story	 as	 well.	 	 So	 please	 do	 
not	 trust	 or	 rely	 on	 it.	 

The	 old	 house	 was	 new	 to	 the	 travelers.	 	 It	 was	 in	 a	 
large	 province	 whose	 bend	 in	 the	 river	 was	 said	 to	 be	 
the	 meeting	 point	 of	 two	 equally	 large	 rivers	 in	 the	 area.	 	 
The	 bend	 could	 be	 seen	 at	 a	 moderate	 distance	 from	 the	 
windows	 of	 the	 house.	 	 Although	 the	 little	 girl	 had	 to	 



leave	 her	 house	 by	 the	 river	 and	 the	 bell	 ringing	 from	 
the	 foreign	 church,	 there	 were	 now	 friends	 for	 the	 little	 
child	 on	 the	 bed	 with	 green	 bars	 in	 an	 eastern	 province.	 	 
She	 had	 come	 from	 very	 far	 away	 but	 the	 new	 place	 also	 
had	 a	 house	 by	 a	 river	 surrounded	 by	 hills	 larger	 than	 
in	 the	 previous	 one.	 

At	 the	 house	 by	 the	 river	 during	 holidays,	 the	 little	 
child	 used	 to	 kneel	 down	 on	 the	 waxed	 wooden	 floor.	 	 
In	 the	 front	 of	 the	 medicine	 cabinet	 at	 the	 father’s	 clinic	 
were	 several	 boxes	 and	 bottles	 to	 be	 placed	 inside	 the	 
long	 glass	 cabinet.	 	 The	 brown	 and	 yellow	 and	 white	 
boxes	 had	 English	 writing	 on	 them.	 	 They	 were	 her	 tools	 
for	 counting	 numbers	 from	 left	 to	 right.	 	 Holidays	 this	 
time	 were	 special	 because	 on	 the	 floor	 in	 front	 of	 her	 
was	 a	 new	 drawing	 book	 and	 bright	 color	 crayons	 
looking	 very	 tempting.	 	 It	 was	 brought	 to	 her	 by	 her	 
earlier	 nanny	 when	 she	 had	 come	 to	 stay	 with	 them	 
temporarily	 to	 wait	 for	 the	 results	 of	 her	 examination	 to	 
be	 a	 nursing	 student.	 	 She	 taught	 the	 child	 to	 draw	 a	 
picture	 of	 a	 landscape.	 	 The	 blue	 color	 crayon	 was	 used	 
a	 lot	 for	 the	 sky,	 mountains,	 and	 sea.	 	 Brown	 color	 was	 
spread	 over	 the	 mountain	 part.	 	 Red	 was	 used	 just	 a	 
little	 where	 the	 sun	 appeared	 between	 the	 mountains.	 	 
Brown	 and	 green	 were	 used	 for	 the	 trees,	 which	 were	 
mostly	 coconut	 with	 mesh-like	 leaves	 and	 some	 low	 
flower	 bushes	 by	 the	 walkway	 in	 front	 of	 the	 house	 
stretching	 down	 to	 the	 water.	 	 A	 small	 boat	 in	 the	 sea	 
was	 left	 white.	 	 A	 little	 purple	 could	 be	 dabbed	 on	 it.	 	 
The	 model	 picture	 came	 from	 a	 New	 Year’s	 greeting	 
card	 the	 nurse	 provided.	 	 It	 directed	 the	 child’s	 interest	 
to	 the	 land,	 the	 vast	 water,	 trees,	 and	 all	 kinds	 of	 
flowers	 and	 pointed	 to	 it	 over	 and	 over	 for	 quite	 some	 
time	 until	 the	 busy	 day	 arrived	 when	 the	 family	 turned	 
its	 back	 to	 the	 first	 road	 in	 her	 life	 and	 traveled	 far	 away.	 



The	 trees	 in	 the	 picture,	 the	 house	 with	 a	 small	 
flower	 garden,	 and	 a	 lovely	 pet	 were	 real	 here	 like	 
magic,	 which	 the	 earlier	 house	 by	 the	 river	 didn’t	 have.	 

No	 more	 playing	 with	 pots	 and	 pans	 or	 joyful	 
dancing	 for	 the	 little	 girl.	 	 That	 disappeared	 like	 magic	 
and	 was	 replaced	 by	 real	 flower	 plots	 and	 a	 real	 dog.	 

Lileya	 answered	 the	 doctor’s	 question	 hesitantly.	 
“The	 way	 out…tending	 flower	 plots	 and	 a	 pet	 dog.	 	 

Do	 you	 mean	 that?”	 	 She	 felt	 the	 solution	 was	 too	 easy	 
for	 the	 problems	 she	 and	 he	 were	 trying	 to	 search	 out	 
together.	 	 “It	 might	 be	 too	 easy	 a	 solution,”	 she	 said.	 

At	 this	 point,	 we	 might	 understand	 better	 now	 the	 
function	 of	 the	 scene	 about	 how	 the	 sixth-grade	 girl	 
earned	 from	 the	 200	 baht	 sent	 to	 her	 by	 post	 as	 her	 
birthday	 gift	 by	 her	 grandmother	 at	 the	 orchard	 in	 the	 
east.	 	 She	 used	 it	 to	 buy	 some	 rose	 stalks.	 	 And	 that	 
would	 link	 to	 the	 whole	 story	 here.	 	 She	 worked	 hard.	 	 
At	 the	 new	 house	 she	 and	 the	 gardener	 grew	 some	 roses	 
applying	 the	 knowledge	 she	 gained	 at	 the	 elementary	 
school.	 	 She	 spent	 her	 free	 time	 after	 school	 watering	 
them	 and	 loosening	 the	 soil.	 	 She	 also	 lit	 candles	 to	 look	 
for	 worms	 and	 let	 the	 maid	 handle	 the	 task	 since	 she	 
was	 not	 afraid	 of	 worms	 of	 any	 kind,	 either	 worms	 or	 
snakes,	 or	 other	 wriggling	 creatures.	 	 She	 would	 use	 her	 
hand	 to	 hold	 the	 short	 and	 long	 worms,	 with	 fluffy	 hair	 
or	 the	 rough	 kind.	 	 But	 not	 Lileya.	 	 So	 the	 rose	 plants	 
from	 her	 200	 baht	 thrived	 very	 well.	 	 Sometimes,	 in	 the	 
morning	 she	 would	 cut	 some	 roses	 to	 her	 friends’	 order.	 	 
She	 made	 a	 bundle	 of	 three	 roses	 each	 wrapped	 in	 
banana	 leaves	 and	 secured	 by	 a	 banana	 string	 stripped	 
from	 the	 trunk	 the	 same	 way	 she	 had	 seen	 her	 aunt	 do	 it.	 	 
The	 friends	 who	 took	 care	 of	 the	 classroom	 each	 day	 
would	 collect	 money	 from	 the	 other	 friends,	 one	 
salueng	 (a	 25	 satang	 coin)	 each,	 6	 salueng	 altogether,	 to	 



pay	 for	 her	 three	 roses	 (50	 satang	 or	 2	 salueng	 each)	 
and	 put	 the	 flowers	 in	 a	 vase	 for	 the	 class.	 	 The	 price	 of	 
one	 rose	 was	 the	 same	 as	 that	 of	 a	 bowl	 of	 noodles	 as	 
the	 school	 fixed	 the	 price	 for	 all	 dishes	 sold	 at	 the	 
school	 canteen,	 at	 50	 satang	 each.	 

The	 later	 part	 of	 the	 bad	 scenes	 in	 her	 mind.	 
The	 little	 girl	 had	 a	 pet	 dog,	 her	 companion,	 which	 

she	 loved	 dearly	 as	 her	 friend.	 	 This	 was	 the	 first	 time	 
she	 had	 had	 a	 pet.	 	 Someone	 might	 have	 given	 it	 to	 her	 
step-mother.	 	 The	 residential	 house	 of	 an	 official	 
covered	 a	 vast	 area	 large	 enough	 to	 be	 made	 into	 a	 
football	 field.	 	 So,	 they	 managed	 to	 have	 a	 vegetable	 
garden	 around	 the	 sides	 of	 the	 house	 and	 the	 back	 
where	 there	 were	 sesban,	 bananas,	 limes,	 and	 peppers,	 
even	 the	 heavenly	 garden	 from	 the	 200	 baht	 investment	 
that	 grew	 elegant	 and	 expensive	 roses.	 	 A	 colorful	 
parrot	 that	 was	 kept	 in	 a	 small	 bedroom	 near	 the	 water	 
disappeared	 at	 dawn	 one	 day.	 	 She	 found	 it	 around	 5	 
a.m.	 lying	 stiff	 in	 a	 grass	 bush	 wet	 with	 the	 morning	 
dew.	 	 

She	 had	 no	 one.	 	 Her	 father	 went	 to	 work	 early.	 	 He	 
dropped	 by	 the	 doctor’s	 club	 after	 work	 and	 got	 home	 
after	 everybody	 had	 gone	 to	 bed.	 	 The	 little	 girl	 was	 left	 
with	 two	 pets	 and	 a	 flower	 plot	 under	 the	 control	 of	 her	 
new	 mother	 along	 with	 two	 younger	 sisters	 of	 Khun	 
Khuan	 and	 three	 brothers	 and	 sisters	 of	 the	 new	 mother.	 	 
The	 pressure	 was	 on	 the	 one	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 power	 
hierarchy	 who	 no	 one	 loved	 or	 cared	 for.	 	 The	 karma	 
fell	 on	 one	 who	 was	 excluded	 from	 the	 lineage.	 	 Being	 
surrounded	 by	 many	 members	 of	 the	 house,	 she	 saw	 
herself	 sitting	 at	 the	 side	 of	 the	 house	 in	 the	 garden	 
talking	 to	 Bonny,	 the	 fluffy	 haired	 small	 dog.	 	 For	 each	 
meal,	 she	 would	 spoon	 rice	 into	 her	 plate	 and	 top	 it	 
with	 some	 soup	 and	 come	 and	 sit	 on	 the	 bench	 near	 the	 



steps	 and	 the	 Indian	 cork	 tree,	 eating	 with	 Bonny.	 	 This	 
was	 her	 domestic	 life	 besides	 school	 following	 a	 warm	 
life	 of	 a	 little	 child	 with	 Grandma	 Chan,	 her	 companion	 
since	 her	 mother	 had	 died	 in	 the	 eastern	 shore	 town	 
she	 had	 left.	 	 	 

Loneliness	 sneaked	 in	 behind	 what	 seemed	 a	 
luxurious	 daily	 life	 of	 a	 large	 official	 residence	 with	 a	 
nurse,	 a	 gardener,	 and	 a	 driver.	 

In	 the	 mornings	 at	 the	 proper	 time,	 the	 driver	 
would	 start	 the	 car	 and	 wait	 at	 the	 gravel	 driveway	 in	 
front	 of	 the	 house.	 	 Snatching	 their	 school	 bags	 the	 
children	 would	 run	 down	 the	 steps	 and	 would	 step	 up	 
into	 the	 car	 and	 go.	 	 The	 car	 dropped	 off	 the	 three	 
stepbrothers	 and	 sister	 who	 were	 in	 grades	 2,	 3,	 and	 4	 
at	 the	 kindergarten	 and	 then	 take	 the	 girl	 to	 the	 
government	 elementary	 school	 of	 the	 province.	 	 In	 the	 
evenings,	 the	 driver	 would	 drive	 the	 car	 to	 bring	 them	 
back	 to	 the	 house.	 	 This	 was	 undoubtedly	 convenient	 in	 
terms	 of	 the	 basic	 state	 of	 life.	 	 Food	 was	 ready	 for	 every	 
meal	 on	 the	 table	 by	 the	 river.	 	 The	 house	 was	 
surrounded	 by	 gardens,	 on	 a	 beautiful	 hill	 well-tended	 
by	 a	 gardener	 who	 cut	 the	 grass	 and	 tended	 the	 flowers	 
all	 year	 round.	 

“The	 physical	 reality	 of	 the	 area	 had	 expanded	 from	 
the	 small	 landscape	 drawing	 in	 childhood.	 	 The	 house,	 
trees,	 garden,	 and	 pets	 were	 there,	 but	 some	 parts	 were	 
not	 there	 yet	 since	 that	 needed	 more	 experience	 in	 later	 
years.	 	 My	 ‘alienation’	 from	 the	 surroundings,	 people,	 
places,	 incompatible	 chemical	 substances,	 hormones,	 
and	 breath	 was	 like	 a	 personal	 illness.”	 

“Trusting	 no	 one,	 not	 anyone,”	 the	 doctor	 went	 on.	 
“Not	 trusting	 myself,	 my	 heart	 more	 or	 less,”	 she	 

said.	 



“I	 find	 myself	 vulnerable,	 fragile,	 easy	 to	 be	 broken	 
anytime	 by	 anything.	 	 I	 see	 myself	 dissolved	 into	 a	 mass	 
of	 a	 fluid	 of	 bitterness.”	 

“And	 how	 did	 you	 resolve	 this?	 	 It	 seems	 that	 pets	 
or	 flowers	 didn’t	 help	 much.”	 

“The	 day	 I	 woke	 up	 and	 looked	 for	 my	 parrot	 and	 
found	 that	 it	 was	 frozen	 to	 death	 in	 the	 rain	 in	 the	 grass	 
and	 I	 had	 to	 take	 a	 bath,	 get	 dressed,	 eat,	 and	 go	 to	 
school,	 I	 began	 to	 understand	 my	 mother’s	 death,	 which	 
I	 could	 not	 understand	 before.	 	 I	 understood	 why	 
mother	 did	 not	 live	 and	 that	 I	 had	 to	 live.”	 

On	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 veranda	 opposite	 the	 big	 
house	 were	 a	 kitchen,	 a	 bathroom,	 a	 maid’s	 quarters,	 
and	 a	 storage	 room.	 	 I	 discovered	 a	 narrow	 space	 beside	 
the	 door	 inside	 the	 messy	 storage	 room	 which	 could	 	 be	 
opened.	 	 I	 began	 to	 have	 a	 hiding	 place	 away	 from	 
others’	 frustration	 and	 my	 own.”	 

This	 section	 was	 written	 somewhere.	 	 It	 was	 the	 
first	 discovery	 about	 the	 meaning	 of	 death	 by	 the	 thin	 
girl	 in	 a	 shabby	 dress	 sitting	 curled	 up	 at	 the	 door	 of	 the	 
storage	 room	 on	 a	 narrow	 edge	 with	 no	 bars	 and	 with	 
the	 risk	 of	 falling	 down.	 	 The	 same	 as	 in	 the	 little	 child’s	 
world	 in	 which	 she	 liked	 jumping	 over	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 
well	 in	 the	 garden	 swimming	 in	 the	 vast	 river	 by	 herself	 
holding	 onto	 an	 inner	 tube	 in	 the	 first	 river	 earlier	 in	 
her	 life.	 

In	 the	 evenings	 after	 school	 when	 the	 rain	 was	 
sprinkling	 down,	 the	 little	 girl	 would	 sit	 in	 her	 favorite	 
corner,	 where	 the	 soft	 pale	 light	 of	 the	 sun	 shined	 or	 
the	 gentle	 breeze	 blew	 the	 rain	 onto	 her.	 	 She	 
pretended	 that	 the	 gentle	 touch	 of	 the	 rain	 was	 a	 kind	 of	 
condolence	 from	 her	 mother,	 grandmother,	 the	 parrot	 
and	 others	 who	 she	 could	 no	 longer	 reach.	 	 No	 one	 in	 
the	 house	 knew	 about	 this	 secret	 corner.	 	 If	 one	 could	 



carefully	 turn	 to	 look	 across	 the	 back	 of	 the	 house,	 one	 
could	 see	 a	 hill	 and	 a	 big	 tree.	 	 If	 one	 looked	 under	 the	 
stems	 and	 gaps	 between	 the	 tree	 leaves	 over	 the	 hill	 
slope,	 one	 could	 catch	 a	 glimpse	 of	 the	 water’s	 surface.	 	 
The	 glittering	 wide	 river	 reflected	 the	 light	 from	 the	 
setting	 sun	 through	 the	 dark	 and	 green	 holes	 of	 the	 
leaves.	 	 If	 one	 sat	 against	 the	 door	 and	 looked	 from	 the	 
side	 of	 the	 house	 beyond	 to	 the	 garden	 and	 the	 roofs	 of	 
other	 officials’	 houses	 beyond	 the	 fence	 parallel	 to	 the	 
wall	 of	 the	 main	 temple	 in	 the	 high	 angle	 of	 the	 house	 
and	 from	 the	 new	 station	 of	 a	 girl	 who	 was	 no	 longer	 a	 
child	 then,	 one	 could	 see	 the	 tall	 chimney	 of	 a	 
crematorium	 dutifully	 sending	 out	 the	 black	 smoke	 of	 
impermanence	 from	 afternoon	 until	 evening.	 	 It	 sent	 out	 
the	 odor	 of	 the	 remnants	 of	 the	 state	 of	 being	 and	 not	 
being	 and	 the	 state	 of	 living	 and	 not	 living,	 but	 in	 the	 
end	 it	 was	 not	 able	 to	 do	 either.	 	 The	 black	 smoke	 fused	 
with	 the	 cool	 soothing	 aroma	 of	 the	 flowers	 of	 bullet	 
wood	 and	 frangipani,	 the	 odor	 flowed	 low	 and	 seeped	 
through	 temple	 wall	 like	 the	 rows	 of	 heart-shaped	 
boundary	 stones	 containing	 the	 ashes	 of	 the	 deceases	 
and	 disappeared	 with	 the	 movements	 of	 lives	 in	 the	 
nearby	 streets	 and	 spread	 over	 the	 houses,	 into	 opened	 
windows	 and	 backyard	 gardens	 and	 on	 and	 on.	 	 Death	 
is	 so	 generous	 to	 share	 its	 parts	 with	 others.	 

Some	 evenings,	 the	 black	 smoke	 would	 pour	 out	 of	 
the	 chimney	 in	 dim	 or	 dark	 gray	 colors	 at	 first	 and	 
gradually	 seep	 away	 in	 the	 sad	 and	 sorrowful	 evening	 
air	 in	 an	 equal	 mass	 or	 weight	 before	 coming	 together	 
in	 a	 friendly	 way	 and	 disappearing	 into	 the	 vast	 sky	 
again.	 	 It	 blended	 into	 the	 environment	 under	 the	 
control	 of	 karma	 which	 was	 the	 least	 visible	 under	 the	 
changing	 forms	 of	 substance.	 	 Some	 evenings,	 the	 
smoke	 from	 the	 chimney	 grew	 big	 and	 crashed	 into	 the	 



upper	 wind	 and	 was	 shaped	 into	 a	 giant	 dragon	 
swimming	 agitated	 while	 transforming	 into	 other	 forms,	 
from	 elements	 to	 air,	 from	 smoke	 to	 the	 surrounding	 
atmosphere	 while	 dissolving	 away,	 the	 dragon	 would	 
even	 make	 a	 glance	 in	 greeting	 and	 shake	 its	 tail	 once	 
before	 curling	 up	 and	 floating	 away	 in	 the	 opposite	 
direction	 from	 where	 she	 sat.	 	 Becoming	 more	 engaged,	 
the	 girl	 was	 aroused	 by	 the	 smoke	 from	 the	 chimney	 
inviting	 her	 to	 get	 closer,	 so	 one	 evening	 when	 the	 sun	 
was	 still	 shining	 bright,	 she	 put	 away	 her	 schoolbag,	 
changed	 into	 flip-flops,	 and	 walked	 straight	 to	 the	 
temple.	 

Tall	 temple	 stone	 markers	 of	 sweet	 colors	 served	 as	 
a	 reception	 area	 standing	 in	 rows	 greeting	 visitors.	 	 
Some	 were	 decorated	 with	 ceramic	 pieces	 of	 flowers	 of	 
green,	 pink,	 blue,	 navy	 blue,	 and	 yellow.	 	 A	 dark	 blue	 
marker	 was	 especially	 impressive	 reminding	 the	 girl	 of	 
her	 childhood	 memory	 of	 a	 bone	 burial	 pace	 in	 a	 
garden	 outside	 the	 eastern	 seashore	 province.	 	 It	 used	 
to	 be	 her	 conversation	 partner	 occasionally	 when	 she	 
was	 innocent	 about	 death	 ‘as	 if	 having	 been	 
acquaintances.’	 

Beyond	 the	 temple	 grounds,	 toward	 the	 river	 bank,	 
there	 was	 a	 stairway	 down	 to	 the	 river’s	 edge.	 	 Each	 
step	 of	 the	 stairway	 had	 rows	 of	 cement	 niches	 for	 
holding	 corpses,	 both	 on	 the	 left	 and	 the	 right	 side.	 	 
They	 also	 provided	 extra	 support	 to	 the	 temple	 terrace.	 	 
The	 rows	 were	 close	 together,	 looking	 rather	 squeezed	 
in,	 the	 vast	 river	 view,	 the	 beautiful	 frangipani	 that	 were	 
well	 formed	 with	 their	 flowers	 falling	 all	 over	 the	 
ground	 giving	 off	 a	 nice	 fragrance,	 and	 the	 wind	 from	 
the	 river	 bend	 where	 the	 two	 rivers	 joined,	 all	 this	 made	 
these	 old	 mortuary	 places	 seem	 blessed	 with	 an	 elegant	 
location	 of	 a	 luxurious	 river	 and	 a	 garden	 view	 



condominium.	 	 However,	 some	 of	 the	 niches	 had	 been	 
roughly	 and	 playfully	 penetrated	 by	 the	 roots	 of	 banyan	 
trees,	 one	 at	 the	 terrace	 corner	 and	 the	 other	 near	 the	 
ladder.	 	 	 Some	 of	 the	 roots	 broke	 into	 the	 niches	 
forming	 holes	 or	 gaps,	 the	 worse	 ones	 were	 large	 
caverns	 or	 zigzagging	 burrows	 or	 craters	 like	 the	 
natural	 interaction	 with	 neighbors,	 the	 charm,	 the	 
hospitality	 given	 to	 the	 ones	 next	 door.	 	 Occasionally	 
some	 cats	 would	 sit	 exposed	 on	 the	 cement	 roof	 of	 the	 
mortuary	 slot	 exchanging	 dialogue	 and	 silently	 enjoying	 
the	 luxurious	 view.	 

Death	 might	 have	 become	 familiar	 to	 the	 little	 girl	 
with	 such	 a	 friendly	 image	 and	 meaning.	 

“Maybe	 like	 I	 talked	 to	 the	 grandfather	 bridge	 and	 
the	 grandfather	 tree	 merrily	 joining	 in	 as	 friends	 at	 
night	 in	 that	 faraway	 place.”	 	 She	 thought.	 	 Her	 very	 
short	 experience	 had	 just	 begun	 to	 draw	 a	 childhood	 
line	 to	 share	 with	 new	 friends	 at	 the	 temple.	 

The	 odor	 came	 from	 the	 cracks	 in	 the	 slots,	 a	 musty	 
smell	 of	 long	 ago	 departures.	 	 Such	 an	 abstract	 antique	 
was	 hard	 to	 describe	 verbally	 as	 it	 was	 also	 mixed	 in	 
with	 the	 fragrance	 of	 flowers	 in	 the	 temple.	 	 No	 matter	 
how	 fresh	 they	 were,	 they	 were	 still	 temple	 flowers.	 	 It	 
was	 like	 a	 festival	 or	 carnival	 of	 odors,	 an	 odor	 of	 death,	 
a	 sweet	 and	 stale	 odor,	 a	 dead	 air	 odor,	 and	 the	 odor	 of	 
the	 river	 wind.	 	 Both	 a	 real	 odor	 and	 an	 imagined	 odor.	 

The	 crematorium	 itself	 was	 not	 interesting	 when	 
one	 came	 closer.	 	 This	 might	 be	 because	 it	 wasn’t	 
located	 at	 an	 unreachable	 angle.	 	 Death	 becomes	 
amazing	 because	 it	 is	 close	 to	 unknowing	 or	 ignorance	 
when	 looked	 at	 from	 a	 distance.	 	 When	 it	 was	 looked	 at	 
from	 a	 new	 unstable	 place	 along	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 storage	 
room	 of	 an	 old	 wooden	 house,	 the	 crematorium	 seemed	 
more	 elegant	 and,	 best	 of	 all,	 sustainable	 by	 itself.	 	 



Perhaps	 we	 should	 make	 contact	 with	 death	 from	 our	 
own	 unsteady	 condition,	 not	 from	 the	 angle	 near	 the	 
hard	 concrete	 floor.	 The	 base	 of	 the	 crematorium	 with	 
the	 long	 stairway	 was	 the	 place.	 	 It	 might	 be	 the	 point	 
where	 the	 components	 of	 the	 last	 rites	 of	 death	 could	 be	 
humble	 enough	 to	 ignore	 the	 state	 of	 living	 instead	 of	 
welcoming	 the	 formal	 visit	 of	 life,	 especially	 the	 
farewell	 ceremony	 put	 on	 by	 those	 who	 are	 alive.	 	 
Moreover,	 there	 was	 no	 smoke	 coming	 out	 of	 the	 
crematorium	 this	 evening.	 	 It	 was	 deserted,	 having	 
stopped	 doing	 its	 duty.	 

The	 most	 awesome	 thing	 inside	 the	 temple	 
boundaries	 was	 the	 large	 pavilion	 where	 a	 coffin	 was	 
placed.	 	 It	 was	 made	 in	 a	 Chinese	 style	 from	 dark	 
colored	 wood.	 	 It	 was	 a	 well-carved	 a	 fine	 sculpture	 
from	 a	 solid	 piece	 of	 wood	 to	 form	 a	 cavity	 to	 fit	 around	 
the	 body.	 	 After	 the	 body	 had	 been	 placed	 in	 it,	 the	 lid	 
would	 be	 closed	 seamlessly	 leaving	 no	 trace	 of	 life	 and	 
death.	 	 The	 external	 surface	 was	 polished	 to	 a	 glistening	 
in	 dark	 brown	 and	 black,	 looking	 graceful,	 distinctly	 
unconcerned	 with	 death	 or	 with	 the	 rotting	 carcass	 it	 
was	 hiding	 inside.	 	 It	 was	 like	 a	 princess	 who	 is	 so	 
unreachably	 noble,	 undying,	 unconcerned	 about	 death.	 	 
It	 is	 better	 to	 be	 moderately	 familiar	 with	 life.	 	 The	 
Chinese-style	 coffin	 stood	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 pavilion	 
which	 sunlight	 could	 not	 penetrate	 to	 and	 was	 rather	 
dim	 in	 the	 daytime	 and	 became	 brilliant	 under	 the	 neon	 
light	 at	 night	 along	 with	 the	 chanting	 sounds	 like	 the	 
hail	 to	 the	 rotting	 carcass	 of	 the	 princess	 in	 the	 Chinese	 
coffin.	 

The	 state	 of	 being	 partly	 dying	 and	 partly	 living	 in	 a	 
scene	 and	 the	 characters	 in	 a	 temple	 who	 were	 
confused	 made	 it	 astonishing	 and	 hard	 to	 grasp.	 	 What	 
is	 death?	 What	 is	 the	 meaning	 of	 death?	 	 The	 utmost	 



yearning	 was	 there	 but	 often	 it	 was	 interrupted.	 	 The	 
common	 yearning	 went	 on	 continually,	 luxuriously,	 and	 
superficially.	 	 The	 elegant	 and	 humble	 surroundings	 of	 
the	 living	 is	 reflected	 through	 the	 dead	 through	 the	 
funeral	 rituals.	 	 They	 went	 very	 close	 together,	 
sometimes	 awkwardly,	 sometimes	 harmoniously,	 in	 real	 
sense	 and	 perception,	 either	 being	 real	 in	 the	 drowning	 
of	 life	 or	 being	 real	 in	 the	 soaking	 of	 death,	 they	 formed	 
the	 elaboration	 surrounding	 the	 rotting	 carcass.	 	 The	 
solemnity	 covered	 up	 the	 personal	 habits	 with	 a	 tool	 
called	 toleration.	 	 The	 chanting	 overcame	 the	 crying	 and	 
laughing	 of	 people	 who	 came	 and	 saw	 one	 another	 only	 
once	 in	 a	 long	 while.	 	 After	 many	 days,	 the	 flower	 
wreaths	 turned	 stale	 and	 the	 dusty	 stone	 markers	 along	 
the	 side	 of	 the	 temple	 became	 shiny	 when	 receiving	 the	 
light	 from	 the	 fence	 posts	 after	 the	 sun	 set.	 

The	 doctor	 recorded	 her	 statements	 on	 the	 
computer	 and	 looked	 at	 her	 background	 history	 again	 
before	 asking,	 

“What	 is	 your	 profession,	 now?”	 
“I’m	 an	 art	 student.”	 He	 scanned	 the	 plan	 of	 the	 

places	 of	 incidents	 and	 slowly	 read	 out	 the	 name	 in	 the	 
file.	 “Lileya’s	 space,”	 telling	 her	 that	 this	 was	 to	 prevent	 
mistakes.	 

“The	 information	 today	 will	 be	 evaluated	 and	 you’ll	 
be	 informed	 of	 the	 results	 and	 whether	 you	 will	 receive	 
treatment	 further.	 	 Thank	 you.”	 

“Thank	 you.”	 
She	 turned	 around	 and	 walked	 out	 to	 the	 fusing	 

odor	 of	 the	 tuberous	 roses.	 
So	 what…	 
How	 many	 times,	 how	 many	 lives	 and	 rebirths	 are	 

needed	 to	 tell	 the	 tragedy	 to	 other	 people.	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 DAMNED	 
OBSTETRICS	 

The	 road	 to	 the	 clinic	 for	 the	 appointment	 was	 
rather	 dark	 in	 the	 morning.	 	 It	 was	 filled	 with	 the	 eyes	 
from	 the	 animals	 called	 vehicles,	 the	 eyes	 appeared	 in	 
dim	 green,	 glaring	 green	 going	 in	 opposite	 directions.	 	 
Their	 shadowy	 rows	 were	 inching	 along	 bit	 by	 bit	 on	 
both	 sides	 of	 the	 road.	 	 Some	 were	 chasing	 after	 one	 
another	 like	 tame	 animals	 waiting	 for	 the	 chance	 to	 beat	 
each	 other	 to	 death	 with	 the	 reality	 of	 rival	 friends.	 	 A	 
moderate	 sized	 clinic	 in	 the	 concrete	 jungle	 made	 
visible	 in	 the	 monstrous	 background	 by	 the	 moonlight	 
with	 pale	 glowing	 rings.	 	 The	 atmosphere	 was	 grayish	 
dark	 mingled	 with	 thick	 smog	 engulfing	 people’s	 lives.	 	 
The	 square	 building	 looked	 unusually	 white	 as	 usual.	 	 
The	 sign	 indicated	 that	 the	 door	 had	 already	 been	 
opened	 and	 she	 stepped	 into	 the	 indescribable	 
whiteness.	 A	 mass	 of	 dimness	 exuding	 past	 Lileya’s	 
thigh,	 squeezing	 through	 her	 shoulders	 and	 arms	 and	 
the	 strange	 cold	 reception	 room	 that	 caused	 her	 to	 feel	 
uneasy	 with	 the	 other	 people	 in	 there.	 

“Sorry,	 the	 grayish	 dimness	 always	 follows	 me	 
relentlessly.”	 

No	 one	 in	 the	 room	 responded	 to	 her.	 	 Each	 one	 of	 
them	 seemed	 to	 be	 sitting	 in	 their	 own	 reverie.	 	 The	 
reverie	 of	 glittering	 insects	 were	 flying	 sadly	 in	 groups	 
over	 all	 of	 them.	 	 There	 were	 a	 receptionist	 and	 a	 lady	 
in	 front	 of	 the	 counter,	 two	 patients,	 and	 a	 cleaning	 
worker	 who	 stood	 stiffly	 like	 a	 mannequin	 and	 the	 
insect	 hovering	 above	 her	 looked	 very	 grubby	 and	 
shabby,	 just	 like	 her	 occupation.	 	 	 



She	 soon	 got	 to	 sit	 down	 and	 listen	 to	 her	 doctor’s	 
peculiar	 explanation.	 

“We’ll	 do	 a	 descriptive	 diagram	 of	 the	 origin	 of	 
your	 problem	 according	 to	 your	 drawing	 of	 their	 
positions	 that	 we	 have	 scanned,	 which	 is	 this	 picture,”	 
the	 doctor	 projected	 the	 pencil	 drawing	 that	 looked	 
very	 unprofessional	 in	 the	 projection	 on	 the	 screen.	 

“We	 put	 it	 over	 the	 uterus,	 the	 organ	 of	 begetting	 
and	 impregnation.”	 	 He	 projected	 an	 x-ray	 of	 her	 uterus	 
which	 had	 been	 made	 previously	 and	 now	 had	 been	 
enlarged	 to	 match	 the	 scale	 of	 the	 drawing.	 	 The	 x-ray	 
picture	 of	 the	 organ	 laid	 over	 the	 simple	 pencil	 drawing	 
looked	 very	 clear	 and	 neat.	 

“When	 I	 use	 the	 word	 ‘begetting,’	 ‘impregnation,’	 I	 
mean	 the	 begetting	 of	 the	 physical	 part	 and	 the	 abstract	 
part	 that	 is	 usually	 the	 memory.	 	 The	 two	 parts	 will	 be	 
put	 over	 each	 other	 to	 find	 the	 clear	 position	 of	 the	 
point	 of	 the	 incident	 and	 the	 begetting	 point	 as	 much	 as	 
possible.	 

“As	 for	 memory,	 such	 as	 mental	 pictures	 of	 bad	 
events	 that	 cause	 the	 long	 lasting	 problem	 known	 as	 
‘bitterness’	 or	 ‘animosity,’	 or	 whatever	 word,	 or	 self-
hatred,	 frustration	 that	 harms	 yourself	 or	 a	 mental	 
condition	 that	 affects	 your	 personality	 into	 the	 future	 
from	 the	 present.	 	 These	 abstract	 parts	 need	 to	 be	 
destroyed	 along	 with	 the	 concrete	 part	 according	 to	 the	 
accumulated	 begetting	 position.”	 	 The	 doctor	 showed	 
the	 final	 cut	 of	 the	 video	 containing	 two	 still	 pictures.	 	 
The	 lined	 diagram	 drawing	 of	 the	 places	 of	 the	 incident	 
in	 her	 childhood	 and	 the	 picture	 of	 her	 uterus	 were	 
placed	 in	 the	 timeline	 in	 the	 upper	 row	 and	 in	 the	 lower	 
row.	 



“You’ll	 see	 a	 clear	 overlay.	 	 If	 I	 adjust	 the	 intensity	 
of	 the	 picture	 on	 top	 to	 make	 it	 less	 intense,	 you’ll	 be	 
able	 to	 see	 the	 position	 of	 the	 uterus	 underneath.	 	 On	 
the	 other	 hand,	 if	 I	 adjust	 the	 condition	 of	 the	 picture	 
below	 to	 make	 it	 softer,	 you’ll	 see	 the	 drawing	 of	 the	 
room	 where	 the	 incident	 occurred	 on	 top	 of	 the	 uterus.”	 	 
The	 doctor	 adjusted	 the	 picture	 both	 ways.	 	 Lileya	 saw	 
that	 the	 main	 part	 of	 the	 house	 with	 the	 bedroom	 of	 her	 
father	 and	 Khun	 Khuan,	 the	 new	 mother,	 next	 to	 her	 
own	 that	 was	 exactly	 on	 top	 of	 the	 uterus	 cavity	 while	 
the	 oviduct	 was	 like	 the	 central	 hall	 part.	 

“The	 veranda	 part	 is	 not	 very	 clear,”	 she	 said.	 
“That	 needs	 interpretation,	 as	 to	 whether	 the	 right	 

ovary	 is	 the	 veranda.	 	 They	 lay	 over	 each	 other	 but	 in	 a	 
different	 shape.	 	 The	 veranda	 was	 square	 while	 the	 
ovary	 was	 oval	 shaped	 looking	 smaller	 than	 the	 
veranda.”	 

“The	 uterus	 wall	 is	 a	 living	 room,	 the	 middle	 
bedroom,”	 Lileya	 told	 him.	 

“The	 front	 balcony	 should	 be	 the	 os	 uterus	 
externum,”	 the	 doctor	 nodded	 in	 agreement.	 “Yes…”	 

The	 strange	 looking	 projection	 haughtily	 showed	 
itself	 off.	 

	 “The	 overlaid	 picture	 of	 the	 places	 of	 incidents	 in	 
your	 childhood	 memory	 that	 you	 can’t	 get	 rid	 of	 and	 the	 
position	 of	 the	 conceiving	 organ	 will	 be	 considered	 
together	 to	 see	 which	 parts	 should	 be	 destroyed.	 	 The	 
places	 of	 incidents	 in	 your	 drawing	 are	 in	 accord	 with	 
negative	 experiences	 at	 the	 uterus	 position.	 	 The	 more	 
accurate	 and	 clearer	 places	 of	 incidents	 you	 provide,	 
the	 more	 it	 will	 help.	 	 I	 mean	 the	 content	 you’ll	 tell	 me	 



about	 during	 my	 destroying	 operation	 is	 to	 ensure	 no	 
mistakes.	 	 	 

“Since	 you	 chose	 destroying,	 meaning	 getting	 rid	 of	 
it,	 that	 means	 the	 more	 completeness	 there	 is	 or	 the	 
more	 of	 having	 nothing	 left,	 the	 more	 hope	 we’ll	 have	 of	 
solving	 the	 problem.	 	 The	 abstract	 sadness	 cannot	 occur	 
by	 itself;	 if	 it	 has	 no	 form.	 	 This	 is	 why	 we	 uphold	 the	 
idea	 that	 destroying	 the	 picture	 means	 destroying	 the	 
name	 or	 an	 abstract	 part	 as	 well.”	 

The	 explanation	 of	 the	 obstruction	 was	 reminiscent	 
of	 a	 junior	 artist’s	 pronouncement.	 	 He	 had	 come	 from	 
the	 south	 to	 stay	 in	 the	 town	 by	 the	 river	 in	 the	 north	 
and	 had	 never	 gone	 back	 to	 visit	 his	 mother.	 	 Maybe	 
once	 in	 ten	 years	 and	 he	 never	 went	 again	 in	 the	 last	 
twelve	 years.	 	 The	 last	 time	 he	 visited	 the	 house	 was	 at	 
his	 mother’s	 funeral.	 	 Lileya	 and	 he	 chatted	 with	 each	 
other	 at	 the	 river	 bank	 pavilion	 of	 his	 rural	 wooden	 
house	 in	 a	 secluded	 area.	 

He	 told	 her	 that,	 
“Dying	 is	 disappearing	 completely,	 you	 know,”	 he	 

said	 in	 a	 tone	 like	 a	 stream	 in	 the	 dry	 season	 which	 is	 
truly	 different	 from	 the	 flood	 waters	 of	 the	 rainy	 season.	 

During	 the	 funeral	 and	 the	 after-funeral	 rites,	 he	 
spent	 a	 long	 while	 in	 his	 hometown.	 	 Then	 suddenly,	 he	 
realized	 that	 his	 mother	 really	 had	 disappeared	 from	 
this	 world.	 	 So	 he	 left	 the	 place	 like	 he	 would	 never	 go	 
back	 to	 his	 house	 again	 because	 when	 someone	 was	 
there,	 he	 had	 never	 gone	 back.	 	 And	 as	 he	 realized	 then	 
that	 no	 one	 was	 there	 any	 longer,	 he	 would	 more	 likely	 
have	 no	 reason	 to	 return	 to	 it,	 to	 the	 place	 that	 
confirmed	 his	 permanent	 loss.	 



He	 could	 probably	 have	 meant	 that	 there	 was	 no	 
more	 sound,	 movement,	 or	 any	 action	 that	 would	 have	 
any	 effect	 between	 him	 and	 his	 mother,	 or	 between	 his	 
mother	 and	 anyone	 else	 on	 earth.	 	 Actually,	 the	 mother	 
in	 his	 perception	 had	 changed	 from	 a	 mother	 who	 had	 a	 
residence	 in	 the	 south	 whom	 he	 normally	 need	 not	 see	 
or	 talk	 to	 as	 they	 were	 so	 far	 away	 and	 had	 almost	 
nothing	 to	 talk	 about	 though	 the	 relationship	 as	 a	 
mother	 and	 a	 son	 was	 still	 there	 and	 this	 fact	 had	 
turned	 into	 accepting	 that	 his	 mother	 didn’t	 exist	 
anymore.	 	 “So	 how	 can	 we	 be	 son	 and	 mother	 of	 each	 
other	 in	 this	 world?”	 

The	 doctor’s	 voice	 continued	 explaining,	 
“But	 if	 you	 are	 messing	 with	 the	 unnecessary	 parts,	 

for	 example	 you	 can	 see	 that	 the	 left	 wing	 of	 the	 uterus	 
has	 fallen	 onto	 the	 main	 part	 and	 if	 you	 try	 to	 do	 
something	 about	 it,	 it	 would	 be	 a	 waste	 of	 time	 or	 you’d	 
get	 yourself	 hurt	 for	 nothing.	 	 So	 we	 will	 leave	 it	 alone,”	 
he	 explained	 so	 clearly	 that	 she	 felt	 there	 would	 be	 no	 
mistake	 involved	 in	 his	 being	 as	 particular	 as	 that.	 

“You	 have	 to	 let	 me	 know	 the	 seriousness	 of	 the	 
situation,	 the	 depth	 of	 the	 buried	 memories,	 the	 length	 
of	 time	 in	 which	 the	 events	 occurred.	 	 You	 need	 to	 tell	 
me	 all	 of	 them	 during	 the	 operation	 because	 they	 would	 
be	 part	 of	 the	 monitoring	 of	 the	 ‘destruction,’	 the	 
degree	 of	 it,”	 the	 doctor	 said	 as	 he	 turned	 off	 the	 
machine.	 

“All	 that	 is	 clear,	 OK.	 	 You	 stopped	 eating	 and	 
drinking	 before	 bedtime,	 right?	 

“Yes.”	 
“Just	 wait	 outside	 to	 be	 called	 for	 the	 preparation,	 

please.”	 



“As	 for	 how	 long,	 I	 can’t	 tell	 you	 how	 long	 because	 
it	 has	 to	 be	 case	 by	 case.”	 

In	 such	 a	 semi-conscious	 state	 with	 the	 white	 light	 
glaring	 at	 her	 like	 in	 a	 photographer’s	 studio,	 she	 was	 
like	 a	 well-known	 model	 lying	 in	 her	 full	 weight	 with	 
her	 legs	 suspended	 a	 little	 apart.	 	 Lileya	 could	 see	 from	 
the	 dim	 bedstead	 through	 her	 half-closed	 eyes.	 	 She	 
squeezed	 her	 eyes	 against	 the	 glare	 in	 contrast	 to	 her	 
consciousness	 that	 was	 half	 diminished.	 	 She	 could	 see	 
the	 blurred	 picture	 at	 the	 far	 end	 between	 her	 bending	 
legs	 on	 the	 right	 and	 the	 left.	 	 She	 saw	 the	 doctor’s	 head	 
lowering	 like	 the	 sun	 in	 between	 two	 mountain	 peaks	 in	 
the	 landscape	 drawing	 in	 her	 childhood.	 

The	 grayish	 dimness	 that	 followed	 after	 her	 from	 
the	 road	 when	 she	 entered	 the	 clinic	 door	 this	 morning	 
slipped	 through	 the	 space	 between	 her	 legs	 and	 over	 
her	 shoulders.	 	 Now	 it	 was	 lingering	 above	 the	 bed,	 so	 
much	 so	 that	 the	 air	 came	 together	 to	 form	 a	 mass.	 	 It	 
was	 there	 like	 a	 cheering	 team.	 	 She	 was	 reluctant	 to	 
think	 about	 whether	 she	 understood	 its	 purpose	 for	 
being	 there	 like	 that.	 	 Whether	 it	 was	 there	 as	 a	 witness	 
to	 the	 destruction	 or	 to	 offer	 moral	 support.	 	 “In	 this	 
case,	 it’s	 not	 strange	 that	 the	 sun	 is	 not	 red.	 	 The	 young	 
doctor’s	 black	 hair	 goes	 well	 with	 the	 dark	 cloud	 over	 
the	 bed.	 	 Art	 components	 take	 care	 of	 themselves	 not	 to	 
be	 out	 of	 place	 as	 they	 always	 do,”	 she	 pondered	 as	 an	 
art	 student	 often	 did.	 	 She	 could	 sense	 the	 soft	 cool	 
cotton	 ball	 soaked	 with	 alcohol	 being	 wiped	 around	 her	 
flower	 petal	 organ;	 the	 petal	 will	 now	 be	 bruised.	 

“I	 need	 to	 insert	 the	 duct,”	 the	 doctor	 told	 her.	 	 The	 
metal	 instrument	 was	 squeezed	 into	 her	 soft	 thin	 vagina.	 	 
The	 tip	 was	 so	 cold	 against	 the	 soft	 warm	 uterus	 



entrance.	 	 The	 tool	 was	 adjusted	 to	 pry	 open	 the	 tip	 at	 
the	 entrance	 and	 then	 locked	 into	 place.	 	 It	 was	 likely	 
similar	 to	 a	 newly	 designed	 iron	 flower,	 solid	 and	 
stunning,	 to	 adorn	 the	 blooming,	 soft	 sex	 organ.	 	 	 

“Please	 tell	 me	 according	 to	 the	 overlaid	 picture	 of	 
the	 uterus	 and	 that	 of	 the	 places	 where	 we	 have	 looked	 
and	 tell	 me	 what	 happened	 and	 where.	 	 Now	 I	 am	 gently	 
inserting	 the	 scraping	 tool,	 it	 is	 right	 at	 the	 entrance	 of	 
the	 uterus.	 	 Imagine	 after	 the	 overlay,	 picture	 of	 the	 
uterus	 and	 the	 place.	 	 Then	 tell	 me	 what	 happened	 there.	 	 
I	 now	 slowly	 insert	 the	 scraping	 tool.	 	 It’s	 at	 the	 
entrance.	 

“It’s	 the	 front	 veranda…nothing	 there…”	 she	 began	 
awkwardly.	 

“But…once	 on	 a	 rainy	 day	 something	 happened.	 	 It	 
was	 Saturday….”	 	 After	 lunch	 the	 girl	 disappeared	 from	 
the	 house	 with	 her	 muddy	 body	 at	 the	 bank	 of	 the	 main	 
temple.	 	 A	 house	 servant	 came	 out	 onto	 the	 bank	 and	 
called	 loudly	 interrupting	 the	 merry	 voices	 of	 the	 
children.	 	 “Your	 father	 has	 sent	 me	 to	 bring	 you	 home	 
now.”	 	 The	 servant	 led	 the	 way	 as	 she	 followed	 after	 her	 
from	 the	 hill	 slope	 of	 the	 temple	 along	 the	 river.	 	 At	 this	 
point	 on	 the	 veranda	 she	 stood	 shaking	 cold	 with	 mud	 
all	 over	 her	 body,	 listening	 to	 the	 judgment	 at	 the	 door,	 
the	 entrance	 to	 the	 bad	 things	 that	 needed	 to	 be	 taken	 
out.	 

“More	 information,	 please.	 	 It’s	 not	 clear	 enough,”	 
he	 mumbled	 through	 the	 mask	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 bed.	 	 
“I’m	 leaving	 the	 steel	 handle	 there.”	 

The	 rain	 continued	 pouring	 from	 late	 morning.	 	 The	 
father	 ordered	 her	 to	 stand	 with	 her	 arms	 over	 her	 
chest	 and	 whipped	 her	 hard	 with	 about	 five	 strokes.	 	 



The	 little	 girl	 never	 cried	 during	 the	 punishment	 ritual.	 	 
“It	 was	 a	 ritual.”	 	 She	 learned	 from	 her	 mother’s	 funeral	 
that	 a	 ritual	 was	 always	 cold.	 	 But	 what	 was	 colder	 was	 
when	 her	 step-mother	 took	 a	 pan	 of	 water	 from	 a	 
servant	 and	 lifted	 it	 up	 over	 her	 to	 pour	 it	 down	 onto	 
her	 head.	 	 The	 water	 washed	 off	 the	 mud	 from	 her	 head	 
down	 to	 the	 floor.	 	 The	 water	 flowed	 down	 the	 cracks	 to	 
the	 anthill	 below.	 	 It	 was	 worthy	 of	 holiday	 fun	 with	 
mud	 all	 around	 the	 base	 of	 the	 giant	 banyan	 tree	 near	 
the	 river	 bend.	 	 The	 children	 slid	 down	 its	 roots	 as	 on	 a	 
natural	 slide,	 in	 any	 position	 desired.	 	 Swinging	 on	 the	 
long	 root,	 walking	 on	 the	 rugged	 bark	 of	 the	 tree.	 	 
Sometimes	 the	 root	 broke	 and	 sent	 a	 child	 up	 high	 
before	 being	 dropped	 over	 the	 water.	 	 Some	 longer	 
roots	 could	 send	 them	 right	 into	 the	 water.	 	 Some	 were	 
tied	 together	 and	 they	 could	 swing	 up	 like	 Tarzan	 
kicking	 off	 from	 the	 trunk	 to	 swing	 up	 into	 the	 air	 and	 
shriek	 loudly	 before	 letting	 go	 and	 falling	 to	 hit	 hard	 on	 
the	 water	 which	 caused	 a	 splashing	 of	 the	 muddy	 water.	 	 
Sounds	 of	 screaming	 and	 shrieking	 echoed	 through	 the	 
open	 space.	 	 All	 the	 monks	 and	 ghosts	 over	 the	 hill	 in	 
the	 cells	 or	 even	 in	 the	 corpse	 niches	 could	 not	 rest	 in	 
peace.	 

Nobody	 cared	 who	 the	 unlimited	 laughter	 and	 
crying	 were	 coming	 from:	 the	 swingers,	 those	 being	 
dropped,	 those	 being	 hit	 and	 crashed	 into,	 those	 getting	 
splashed	 with	 lots	 of	 water.	 	 Some	 were	 almost	 
drowned,	 some	 were	 washed	 over	 with	 mud,	 some	 got	 
scraped	 by	 the	 tree	 roots,	 becoming	 black	 and	 bruised.	 	 
A	 childhood	 state	 was	 so	 sanuk	 (such	 joyous	 fun).	 



“I	 think	 we	 can	 overlook	 this,	 it	 sounds	 bearable.”	 
Her	 consciousness	 went	 out	 suddenly	 like	 a	 light	 being	 
switched	 off.	 

	 “We	 are	 entering	 deeper,”	 the	 doctor	 remarked,	 
“at	 the	 opening.”	 

“It	 was	 a	 hall.	 	 After	 several	 years,	 there	 was	 a	 black	 
and	 white	 television	 set.	 	 At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 room	 was	 a	 
dining	 table	 near	 the	 window	 overlooking	 the	 river.”	 	 In	 
the	 evening	 there	 was	 a	 sad	 cartoon	 program	 entitled	 
‘Tiger	 Mask’	 where	 the	 character	 walked	 lonely	 on	 a	 
white	 snowy	 ground	 accompanied	 by	 sad	 music	 that	 
made	 one	 almost	 cry.	 	 The	 tiger	 mask	 character	 that	 the	 
children	 cheered	 on	 to	 win	 the	 wrestling	 bout	 was	 the	 
hero,	 not	 a	 bad	 crooked	 guy.”	 

“If	 nothing	 else,	 I	 would	 go	 on.	 	 Now	 we	 are	 at	 the	 
right	 side,	 a	 thick	 wall	 of	 the	 uterus.”	 

“That’s	 the	 living	 room.”	 	 There	 used	 to	 be	 
occasional	 crying	 and	 cursing	 scenes.	 	 That	 was	 when	 I	 
took	 dad’s	 soda	 bottles,	 two	 in	 each	 hand	 to	 be	 washed	 
in	 a	 tub	 on	 the	 porch	 and	 brought	 them	 back	 to	 the	 
refrigerator	 when	 one	 of	 the	 bottles	 slipped	 out	 of	 my	 
hand.	 	 “As	 stupid	 as	 a	 buffalo!”	 	 Khun	 Khuan’s	 voice	 
echoed	 in	 the	 clinic	 room.	 	 Lileya	 opened	 her	 eyes	 in	 
fright	 and	 was	 able	 to	 see	 a	 cloud-like	 mass	 of	 air	 shift	 
with	 the	 blazing	 voice.	 	 If	 the	 broken	 bottle	 contained	 
Pepsi	 or	 Fanta	 in	 green	 and	 red	 making	 the	 floor	 sticky	 
and	 sweet,	 the	 curse	 would	 have	 been	 more	 emotional	 
and	 it	 could	 be	 followed	 with	 a	 physical	 push	 and	 blows	 
on	 the	 head	 or	 back	 and	 shoulders.	 

“I’m	 going	 to	 pass	 over	 this.	 	 It’s	 still	 bearable	 and	 
also	 if	 we	 scrape	 at	 this	 front	 area,	 it	 could	 be	 hit	 by	 the	 
steel	 handle	 while	 scraping	 on	 other	 places	 making	 it	 



more	 bruised	 and	 more	 bleeding	 and	 hard	 to	 work	 on.”	 
the	 doctor	 mumbled	 from	 the	 end	 of	 the	 bed.	 	 She	 could	 
feel	 the	 slow	 movement	 inside.	 

“Now	 I’m	 at	 the	 long	 uterus	 part	 parallel	 to	 the	 
entrance	 of	 the	 oviduct	 on	 the	 left	 of	 the	 hall	 further	 in.”	 

The	 commotion	 in	 the	 lower	 abdomen	 surged	 up	 
high	 making	 her	 feel	 stuffy	 in	 the	 chest	 like	 being	 
crashed	 over	 the	 same	 wave	 at	 night.	 	 Which	 night?	 	 
Maybe	 every	 night	 with	 the	 mental	 and	 physical	 
sickness	 all	 together.	 

The	 farthest	 end	 on	 the	 left	 by	 the	 window	 was	 the	 
bedroom	 of	 the	 little	 child.	 	 The	 small	 wooden	 bed	 with	 
a	 mosquito	 net	 over	 it	 was	 a	 place	 to	 lie	 down	 while	 
sick.	 	 It	 was	 	 placed	 along	 the	 wall	 with	 windows	 on	 the	 
river	 side.	 	 Well…the	 sea	 tide	 was	 flowing	 in	 on	 the	 
river	 wasn’t	 it?	 

“I	 began	 to	 labor	 at	 breathing	 on	 the	 bed.	 	 As	 a	 
child	 having	 played	 all	 day	 long,	 I	 was	 still	 sleeping	 
when	 I	 began	 to	 pant,	 breathing	 with	 difficulty.	 	 When	 I	 
gained	 consciousness,	 half	 asleep,	 half	 awake,	 I	 panted	 
and	 it	 seemed	 like	 no	 breath	 was	 left	 in	 my	 lungs.	 	 Even	 
so,	 I	 was	 too	 lazy	 to	 get	 up	 for	 medicine.	 	 That	 made	 the	 
symptoms	 worse,	 taking	 the	 medicine	 too	 late.	 

“The	 breathing	 became	 shorter	 and	 shallower.	 	 I	 
could	 only	 breathe	 weakly	 and	 puffed	 quietly	 through	 
my	 nose	 and	 throat	 and	 no	 deeper.	 	 Soon	 there	 was	 a	 
wheezing	 in	 my	 throat	 and	 chest.	 	 Then	 all	 the	 walls,	 
posts,	 ceiling,	 and	 open	 windows,	 all	 at	 once	 made	 a	 dry,	 
sharp	 wheezing	 sound.	 	 Curtains	 and	 nets	 were	 lifted	 up	 
and	 each	 made	 a	 whistling	 sound	 around	 me	 like	 a	 
chorus.	 	 The	 little	 girl	 felt	 like	 she	 was	 drowning.	 	 Her	 
windpipe	 narrowed	 making	 her	 breathing	 weak	 as	 if	 



there	 was	 no	 air	 coming	 in	 or	 going	 out.	 	 The	 thin	 body	 
had	 only	 sounds	 being	 squeezed	 out	 weakly	 through	 the	 
tiny	 tube.	 	 To	 stop	 the	 wheezing	 sound	 inside	 herself,	 
she	 slowly	 sat	 up	 against	 the	 headboard	 hoping	 to	 get	 
more	 pressure	 to	 help	 in	 breathing.	 	 But	 her	 thin	 body	 
began	 to	 bend	 down,	 with	 her	 neck	 drooping.	 	 Looking	 
over	 from	 the	 bed,	 she	 saw	 blue	 water	 seeping	 from	 the	 
faded	 wooden	 floor	 and	 slowly	 wetting	 the	 floorboards	 
from	 one	 to	 the	 other,	 one	 ring	 of	 water	 spreading	 out	 
until	 the	 entire	 floor	 was	 wet.	 	 She	 stared	 at	 the	 wet	 
water	 on	 the	 dry	 wooden	 floor	 “like	 a	 blue	 sea.”	 	 Then	 
she	 got	 up	 heaving	 and	 coughing	 frequently.	 	 Feeling	 
almost	 like	 she	 was	 dying,	 she	 stepped	 down	 from	 the	 
bed	 and	 dropped	 onto	 the	 water	 that	 kept	 rising	 up.	 	 
Her	 legs,	 knees,	 and	 hands	 got	 wet.	 	 She	 crawled	 and	 
coughed	 until	 her	 body	 was	 bent	 down.	 	 While	 crawling	 
in	 the	 light	 blue	 water	 on	 the	 wooden	 floor,	 she	 could	 
hear	 the	 dry	 wheezing	 sound	 of	 breathing	 from	 the	 
ceiling,	 windows,	 and	 walls	 along	 with	 the	 sound	 of	 her	 
hands,	 knees,	 legs	 crawling	 in	 the	 water	 making	 unusual	 
sounds.	 	 The	 light	 at	 the	 head	 of	 the	 bed	 told	 her	 to	 go	 
in	 the	 opposite	 direction,	 toward	 the	 pair	 of	 door	 
panels	 that	 were	 tightly	 closed	 with	 a	 bolt	 on	 the	 
opposite	 side	 in	 her	 father’s	 and	 Khun	 Khuan’s	 
bedroom.	 	 The	 skeleton	 thin	 hand	 lifted	 up	 to	 knock	 on	 
the	 door	 again	 and	 again.	 	 But	 the	 effect	 was	 like	 that	 of	 
a	 bone	 touching	 along	 a	 wooden	 wall.	 	 She	 breathed	 in	 
short	 gasps	 heaving	 like	 she	 was	 dying.	 	 The	 knocking	 
was	 too	 soft.	 	 The	 suffering	 was	 overflowing	 her	 like	 the	 
sea	 water	 in	 the	 room.	 	 Frightened,	 and	 gulping	 for	 air,	 
the	 little	 girl	 sobbed.	 	 That	 made	 her	 unable	 to	 breathe.	 	 
The	 seawater	 in	 the	 wooden	 room	 was	 rising	 higher	 



wetting	 the	 bent	 body	 that	 was	 halfway	 leaning	 against	 
the	 door.	 

A	 scene	 of	 the	 seashore	 in	 the	 past	 floated	 in	 her	 
memory.	 	 It	 was	 a	 beautiful	 scene	 of	 the	 family	 at	 an	 
evening	 meal	 sitting	 around	 a	 table	 covered	 with	 a	 
white	 tablecloth	 embroidered	 with	 sweet	 colored	 
flowers	 being	 blown	 up	 and	 down	 by	 the	 sea	 breeze.	 	 
Father,	 mother,	 daughter,	 and	 the	 special	 evening	 meal	 
that	 had	 never	 existed	 in	 reality	 in	 the	 twilight	 of	 
illusion.	 

“I’m	 scraping	 at	 the	 internal	 wall	 of	 the	 uterus.	 	 Is	 
there	 anything	 else?	 	 In	 your	 record	 you	 mentioned	 
something	 about	 dreams,	 too.”	 

“I’ve	 often	 dreamed	 about	 me	 leaning	 on	 the	 
headboard	 of	 the	 bed	 panting	 hard	 to	 almost	 dying	 and	 
heaving	 with	 difficulty	 while	 moving	 on	 the	 floor,	 crying.	 	 
I	 dreamed	 of	 Khun	 Khuan	 dressed	 in	 a	 plain	 color	 like	 
pale	 pink,	 grey,	 or	 beige.	 	 She	 would	 stand	 surrounded	 
by	 the	 wooden	 wall	 of	 my	 small	 bedroom,	 in	 front	 of	 
the	 forever	 closed	 door	 between	 my	 bedroom	 and	 my	 
dad’s	 and	 her	 bedroom.	 	 It	 was	 the	 door	 I	 would	 crawl	 
to	 and	 knock	 on	 while	 crying	 and	 suffering	 with	 the	 
huffing	 and	 puffing.	 	 I	 didn’t	 know	 how	 long	 she	 was	 
standing	 in	 the	 room	 or	 where	 she	 was	 looking	 until	 she	 
lifted	 the	 mosquito	 net	 and	 was	 holding	 up	 a	 knife…”	 

It	 was	 a	 repeated	 dream	 of	 being	 aware	 that	 I	 was	 
hated.	 	 I	 was	 a	 pitiful	 skeleton	 of	 a	 girl	 in	 the	 house	 
carrying	 bestial	 stupidity	 on	 her	 shoulder.	 	 I	 was	 the	 
extra	 part	 of	 a	 perfect	 family	 of	 a	 father,	 a	 mother,	 and	 
three	 lovely	 children.	 	 I	 was	 the	 distorted	 body	 of	 
soaking	 wet	 bitterness	 until	 I	 was	 buried	 in	 the	 
bitterness	 myself.	 



The	 pains	 in	 the	 lower	 abdomen	 surged	 up	 one	 
after	 another	 like	 playful	 winds	 chasing	 on	 and	 on.	 	 
Sweat	 made	 my	 clothes	 wet	 while	 the	 surrounding	 air	 
was	 piercingly	 cold.	 	 The	 cloud	 was	 lingering	 above	 the	 
bed,	 indifferent,	 having	 no	 feelings,	 no	 heart,	 merely	 
onlooking.	 

“There	 was	 another	 dream.	 	 I	 got	 stuck	 in	 a	 board	 
game	 and	 couldn’t	 find	 the	 way	 out.	 	 I	 went	 round	 and	 
round	 on	 the	 line	 until	 I	 became	 tired	 out.	 	 If	 I	 stopped,	 
I’d	 be	 trapped.	 	 When	 I	 moved,	 I	 didn’t	 know	 how	 to	 get	 
out	 of	 the	 narrow	 maze.	 	 I’d	 wake	 up	 when	 I	 was	 tired,	 
full	 of	 fear	 and	 discouragement.	 	 Then	 I	 found	 myself	 
unable	 to	 breathe	 because	 I	 had	 been	 panting	 for	 such	 a	 
long	 time.”	 

	 
“Too	 much	 bleeding	 and	 too	 many	 pieces	 on	 the	 

tissue	 here.	 	 I’ve	 got	 to	 stop	 here.	 	 It’s	 been	 scraped	 thin.	 	 
There	 shouldn’t	 be	 anything	 left	 or	 maybe…”	 	 The	 
doctor	 told	 himself	 or	 asked	 himself	 from	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 
bed.	 

	 “I’m	 going	 to	 let	 go	 of	 the	 uterus	 cavity.	 	 We’ll	 rest	 
here	 a	 little.	 	 Nurse,	 please	 wipe	 off	 the	 blood.	 	 You	 said	 
the	 oviduct	 part	 was	 over	 the	 veranda.	 	 What’s	 there?”	 

“The	 eternal	 tragedy	 of	 the	 night	 the	 moon	 was	 
floating,	 but	 the	 clouds	 and	 the	 trees	 stopped	 breathing	 
as	 if	 dying…”	 

“They	 must	 be	 taken	 out,	 both	 the	 wing	 and	 the	 
duct.”	 

“Doctor,	 please	 save	 the	 narrow	 edge	 of	 the	 storage	 
room.	 	 It’s	 very	 important.”	 	 She	 meant	 the	 narrow	 edge	 
where	 she	 liked	 to	 sit	 watching	 the	 glittering	 sun	 and	 
water	 in	 the	 evening	 and	 the	 place	 she	 could	 look	 from	 



a	 higher	 angle	 down	 at	 the	 wide	 landscape	 with	 smoke	 
from	 the	 crematorium	 chimney	 in	 the	 sprinkling	 rain,	 
the	 scene	 where	 the	 cold	 distilled	 water	 clashed	 with	 
the	 hot	 smelly	 smoke	 diffusing	 all	 around	 in	 the	 air.	 

The	 doctor	 mumbled	 about	 clipping	 off	 the	 place	 
where	 the	 oviduct	 met	 the	 uterus	 wall,	 the	 round	 place	 
seen	 in	 the	 monitor,	 between	 the	 tip	 of	 the	 oviduct	 and	 
the	 slender	 one	 from	 the	 thick	 wall.	 	 That	 meant	 the	 
oviduct	 would	 float	 freely	 in	 the	 pelvis,	 being	 detached	 
from	 the	 wall.	 	 But	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 storage	 floor,	 her	 
favorite	 corner,	 would	 stay	 in	 its	 position	 as	 it	 was	 on	 
the	 curving	 edge	 of	 the	 duct.	 

Her	 upset	 stomach	 made	 her	 feel	 like	 vomiting.	 	 	 
She	 thought	 of	 being	 soaked	 in	 the	 bitterness	 and	 she	 
felt	 her	 body	 was	 covered	 with	 warm	 sweat	 wetting	 the	 
cotton	 gown	 provided	 by	 the	 clinic.	 	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 
the	 cold	 air	 from	 the	 air	 conditioner	 was	 spreading	 over	 
her	 body	 like	 a	 blanket.	 	 Is	 life	 always	 like	 this?	 	 While	 
trying	 to	 coordinate,	 one	 couldn’t	 avoid	 clashing,	 like	 
the	 rain	 and	 the	 smoke	 from	 the	 crematorium,	 like	 the	 
hot	 body	 temperature	 and	 cold	 temperature	 of	 the	 
room,	 the	 stench	 of	 blood	 and	 the	 clean	 smell	 of	 alcohol,	 
consciousness	 and	 emotion.	 

“It’s	 done.	 	 Come	 out.”	 	 The	 doctor	 was	 talking	 to	 
the	 organ	 part	 that	 he	 had	 scraped	 off	 her	 that	 was	 
pulled	 out	 tattered.	 	 She	 could	 feel	 the	 steel	 handle	 
moving	 in	 and	 out,	 the	 gauze	 waiting	 for	 the	 blood	 at	 
the	 os	 uteri	 externum,	 the	 steel	 flower	 and	 the	 flowery	 
organ,	 both	 were	 probably	 as	 messy	 and	 devastated.	 

Lileya	 relaxed	 her	 breathing	 to	 control	 the	 sharp	 
pain	 in	 her	 abdomen.	 	 She	 chose	 it	 herself.	 



“Done	 with	 this	 side	 of	 the	 ovary.	 	 I’ll	 come	 to	 the	 
entrance	 of	 the	 uterus	 cavity.	 	 It	 was	 the	 innermost	 a	 
while	 ago.	 	 This	 part	 will	 be	 farther	 out,	 wider	 and	 
longer.”	 

“The	 bedroom	 of	 my	 father	 and	 Khun	 Khuan.	 	 
There	 was	 a	 gun	 there.”	 

That	 afternoon	 of	 wretchedness,	 during	 school	 
break	 when	 all	 the	 adults	 were	 at	 work,	 the	 girl	 liked	 to	 
go	 into	 the	 largest	 room	 of	 the	 house,	 looking	 for	 the	 
way	 out	 of	 the	 in-between	 stage,	 the	 incapacitated	 or	 
distorted	 life.	 	 Her	 lean	 legs	 stepped	 into	 the	 big	 room	 
trembling	 at	 the	 solemnly	 sacred	 bed,	 a	 dark,	 solid	 
cabinet	 in	 front	 of	 the	 long	 wall	 near	 the	 front	 door,	 a	 
tall	 mirror,	 and	 a	 dressing	 table.	 	 The	 door	 between	 her	 
room	 and	 her	 father’s	 room	 was	 forever	 closed.	 	 So,	 she	 
chose	 the	 front	 entrance	 where	 the	 door	 was	 not	 locked.	 	 
The	 headboard	 of	 the	 bed	 contained	 a	 small	 glass	 
cabinet	 to	 store	 some	 old	 classic	 Thai	 literature	 books.	 

“Like	 I-nao,	 Khun	 Chang,	 Khun	 Phaen	 and…”	 
The	 daylight	 in	 that	 bedroom	 was	 moderate,	 

neither	 bright	 nor	 dark,	 like	 the	 two	 choices	 available	 in	 
the	 room.	 	 The	 first	 dual	 experience	 secretly	 discovered	 
by	 a	 sixth	 grade	 child	 was	 extremely	 exciting.	 	 It	 was	 the	 
choice	 between	 the	 sweet,	 beautiful	 words	 in	 the	 thick	 
books	 and	 the	 dark,	 heavy	 object	 in	 her	 father’s	 closet,	 
the	 choice	 between	 the	 imaginative	 description	 of	 the	 
prince	 and	 three	 princesses’	 morning	 leisure	 time	 in	 the	 
garden,	 dallying	 with	 one	 another	 happily	 and	 unaware	 
of	 misery.	 	 This	 and	 a	 gun,	 a	 tool	 to	 relieve	 one	 from	 
happiness	 and	 to	 end	 suffering.	 

During	 school	 breaks,	 the	 girl	 would	 be	 in	 the	 
room	 all	 afternoon,	 leaning	 against	 the	 closet,	 following	 



the	 characters,	 the	 crying	 weeping	 of	 a	 princess	 who	 
compared	 love	 to	 a	 stream,	 “running,	 whirling	 rapidly	 
and	 never	 returning.”	 	 She	 herself	 was	 reacting	 plainly,	 
being	 sad	 when	 scolded	 and	 burying	 herself	 in	 bitter	 
memories	 when	 beaten.	 	 The	 worst	 reaction	 was	 crying	 
and	 groaning	 alone	 with	 herself,	 her	 dog,	 and	 her	 pet	 
parrot.	 	 She	 had	 never	 encountered	 such	 beautiful	 
sadness.	 	 The	 melancholy	 expression	 of	 griefs	 in	 the	 
thick	 book	 was	 of	 a	 different	 taste.	 	 She	 could	 
sympathize	 with	 the	 intense	 longing	 for	 love	 of	 Nang	 
Wanthong	 when	 she	 said	 goodbye	 to	 the	 flora	 of	 the	 
nighttime	 around	 the	 house	 terrace:	 

“Oh,	 lamduan,...I	 lament	 having	 to	 hurry	 away,	 
Milkwood,	 gem	 jasmine,	 pupil	 tree	 and	 damascene,	 
I’ll	 miss	 the	 scent	 of	 your	 falling	 flowers.	 
Dear	 jampi,	 ‘til	 I	 see	 you,	 how	 many	 more	 years?”	 
(From	 the	 translation	 of	 Khun	 Chang	 Khun	 Phaen	 by	 Chris	 
Baker	 and	 Pasuk	 Phongpaichit,	 Silkworm	 Books,	 2010,	 p.	 
359).	 
	 
Wanthong’s	 feelings	 weren’t	 just	 kept	 in	 her	 heart,	 

but	 extended	 to	 what	 surrounded	 her:	 
“Tree	 roots	 will	 replace	 my	 pillows,	 
And	 I	 will	 sleep	 pitifully.	 
The	 stars	 will	 serve	 as	 torches,	 
And	 I’ll	 despair.”	 
(From	 the	 translation	 of	 Khun	 Chang	 Khun	 Phaen	 by	 Chris	 
Baker	 and	 Pasuk	 Phongpaichit,	 Silkworm	 Books,	 2010,	 p.	 
359).	 
It’s	 amazing	 that	 many	 things	 could	 provide	 

comfort,	 whether	 from	 the	 sky	 or	 the	 earth.	 	 In	 the	 tale,	 
the	 stairway	 of	 the	 terrace	 that	 sobbed	 in	 the	 night	 
when	 the	 lady	 stepped	 out	 of	 her	 house	 was	 in	 the	 



background	 with	 the	 tale’s	 melody	 and	 the	 words’	 
rhythm.	 	 The	 long	 vowels	 of	 the	 words	 dying,	 breaking,	 
spreading,	 took	 one	 back	 to	 the	 swing	 poem	 or	 lullaby	 
sung	 by	 Grandma	 Chan	 for	 a	 kindergarten	 child	 just	 
before	 dusk:	 luk	 pen	 phan,	 la-o-la-an,	 sam	 phan	 sip,	 ko-
wai	 hai.	 

Stepping	 down	 the	 ladder	 I	 almost	 died…The	 
crying	 tears	 spreading,	 flowing	 down…	 

The	 poem	 drew	 the	 girl’s	 tears,	 feeling	 sad	 for	 the	 
characters	 and	 for	 herself.	 	 This	 and	 Grandma’s	 reciting	 
the	 poems	 in	 the	 past	 brought	 to	 her	 a	 great	 flood	 of	 
sorrow.	 

“I	 didn’t	 realize	 before	 that	 it	 would	 be	 so	 grievous,	 
especially	 with	 Laothong…”	 

	 
“Leaving	 you	 is	 like	 falling	 off	 a	 golden	 mountain,	 	 	 
I’m	 rolling	 off,	 broken	 and	 dying,	 being	 a	 ghost,	 
My	 bones	 get	 cold	 like	 ashes,	 	 	 	 
	 ‘’Til	 the	 sun	 goes	 down,	 I’ll	 still	 be	 clouded	 with	 
misery.	 
“I	 went	 deeper	 in	 endless	 grief	 and	 so	 no	 longer	 

needed	 breathing.”	 	 She	 bent	 her	 head	 
“…because	 it	 was	 like	 death	 emotionally.”	 
	 
“What	 did	 you	 do	 with	 the	 gun?”	 the	 doctor	 asked	 

while	 she	 was	 still	 deep	 in	 the	 words	 ‘Waning	 moon,	 
you’re	 waning	 with	 it.	 The	 moon	 would	 rise	 but	 
senselessly	 happy.’”	 

“I	 shot	 at	 myself	 in	 the	 room.”	 
	 
	 	 



	 
Three	 Female	 Characters	 
A	 Girl	 	 
Born	 with	 a	 petal-like	 vaginal	 unfolding.	 	 Something	 
like	 a	 male	 worm	 coiling	 its	 head	 buried	 under	 the	 soft	 
petal	 base.	 	 Her	 virginity	 could	 be	 lost	 since	 it	 was	 
soaking	 in	 seminal	 fluid,	 wet,	 tiny	 spasms	 between	 the	 
wiggling	 worm	 and	 the	 thin	 petal.	 	 All	 from	 the	 same	 
flesh.	 The	 old	 trace,	 the	 persisting	 memories,	 kept	 
revisiting	 or	 re-exiting	 again	 and	 again.	 
	 
A	 Teen	 	 	 
The	 soft	 contracting	 muscle	 throbbed	 in	 rhythmic	 desire,	 
sometimes	 fulfilled,	 sometimes	 disappointed.	 	 Days	 and	 
nights	 in	 a	 warm	 well-smoked	 puberty	 itch,	 sounding	 
like	 an	 exotic	 Vietnamese	 dish.	 Joyously	 spent	 and	 
closed	 for	 a	 short	 phase	 of	 life.	 	 Not	 just	 love	 experience	 
but	 also	 understanding	 it	 all	 until	 awareness	 of	 maiden	 
hormone	 came,	 then	 came	 the	 time	 to	 “release.”	 	 Not	 all	 
at	 once	 but	 gradually.	 	 Eventually	 she	 became	 ordained	 
and	 abstained	 from	 sexuality	 and	 converted	 the	 desire	 
through	 art	 and	 writing,	 making	 merit	 to	 beast	 and	 
brute	 in	 lieu	 of	 kindness.	 
	 
A	 Woman	 	 	 
An	 elderly	 woman	 moved	 against	 her	 body.	 	 The	 sharp	 
pains	 in	 her	 knees	 and	 thin	 ankles	 echo	 in	 rhythmic	 
harmony	 with	 her	 body	 and	 with	 her	 heart	 perhaps,	 
which	 could	 hardly	 go	 anywhere.	 	 Each	 piercing	 pain	 
with	 the	 pee	 wetting	 the	 Pampers	 like	 in	 the	 ads	 telling	 
about	 the	 light-day	 sanitary	 napkin.	 And	 red	 day	 when	 
it	 showed	 through	 and	 so	 soaking	 and	 causing	 worries.	 	 
She	 hated	 so	 much	 the	 light-day	 of	 her	 maiden	 years	 
where	 she	 calculated	 the	 cost	 of	 the	 woman’s	 right	 and	 



the	 cost	 of	 the	 heavy-days	 all	 her	 life.	 	 As	 her	 mind	 was	 
drifting	 away	 came	 the	 sharp	 knee	 pain.	 	 Again	 she	 
thought,	 “Now,	 it	 takes	 a	 much	 larger	 size.”	 

The	 neutered	 male	 and	 female	 dogs	 wagged	 their	 
tails	 gleefully.	 	 We’ll	 have	 one	 another	 until	 death	 do	 us	 
part.	 
	 



	   	   	   	   	   	   	   	 3 	 

DEATH	 EXCURSION	 	 

It	 was	 another	 day	 that	 might	 not	 appear	 on	 a	 
calendar.	 	 Two	 women	 met	 incidentally.	 	 One	 in	 
her	 thirties	 who	 was	 wearing	 a	 white	 blouse	 and	 a	 
black	 tube	 skirt.	 	 Her	 face	 was	 clean	 and	 her	 hair	 
well-combed	 with	 no	 ornaments.	 	 She	 was,	 in	 a	 
stable	 manner,	 following	 a	 strange	 strong	 odor	 
wafting	 through	 the	 air	 in	 the	 pale	 white	 room.	 	 It	 
was	 a	 room	 on	 the	 lower	 floor	 of	 a	 building	 among	 
several	 big	 and	 small	 structures	 squeezed	 in	 
against	 one	 another	 in	 a	 zigzag	 pattern.	 	 As	 she	 
approached	 a	 wide	 door	 near	 the	 small	 roadside	 
that	 was	 left	 ajar,	 she	 could	 hear	 the	 sound	 of	 
someone	 reading	 in	 a	 rhythmic	 poetic	 recitation.	 	 
She	 had	 brought	 along	 her	 curiosity	 just	 like	 any	 
other	 religious	 devotee	 who	 would	 like	 to	 observe	 
impermanence	 via	 the	 last	 form	 of	 a	 fellow	 human	 
being.	 	 This	 would	 be	 similar	 to	 the	 last,	 final	 scene	 
of	 herself	 in	 the	 future.	 	 Her	 anticipation	 was	 
distracted	 by	 the	 strange	 surroundings.	 	 The	 sound	 
of	 a	 normal	 poetry	 reading	 she	 used	 to	 hear	 from	 
upper	 elementary	 and	 secondary	 classes	 of	 the	 
provincial	 school	 in	 the	 late	 afternoon	 when	 
students	 were	 reciting	 various	 excerpts	 before	 
going	 home.	 	 Now	 it	 was	 being	 melodiously	 recited	 
in	 that	 strong	 stale	 room	 where	 she	 came	 to	 look	 
for	 its	 source.	 Yet	 she	 happened	 to	 perceive	 
something.	 	 “What	 was	 it?”	 	 She	 squeezed	 through	 
the	 door	 when	 a	 stench	 severely	 and	 
overwhelmingly	 attacked	 her	 senses,	 as	 well	 as	 the	 



place	 and	 the	 persons	 inside.	 	 As	 soon	 as	 she	 
poked	 in	 and	 saw	 what	 was	 happening,	 she	 came	 to	 
a	 halt	 at	 the	 doorway	 and	 stared.	 

On	 the	 same	 unmarked	 day	 on	 the	 calendar,	 a	 little	 
girl	 in	 a	 dark	 red	 rose	 dress	 like	 a	 special	 variety	 of	 rose,	 
a	 garland	 selling	 girl	 was	 told	 by	 her	 mother	 to	 deliver	 a	 
big	 bunch	 of	 garlands	 to	 the	 exact	 same	 room	 where	 the	 
woman	 was	 standing	 at	 the	 door.	 	 A	 narrow	 path	 led	 the	 
little	 girl	 to	 the	 building	 near	 the	 sand	 terrace	 where	 
bones	 were	 buried.	 	 From	 there	 was	 a	 ladder	 leading	 to	 
the	 awful	 vast	 room	 in	 the	 building.	 	 The	 little	 girl	 tried	 
to	 figure	 out	 the	 way	 as	 her	 mother	 had	 directed,	 but	 
chose	 not	 to	 climb	 up	 the	 ladder.	 

“Just	 follow	 the	 path	 by	 the	 side	 of	 the	 building	 and	 
you’ll	 find	 a	 big	 door	 on	 the	 left	 alright.”	 	 The	 little	 girl	 
went	 straight	 to	 the	 door	 that	 linked	 the	 white	 room	 
and	 the	 sand	 terrace,	 recalling	 that	 she	 had	 been	 there	 
once	 a	 long	 time	 before.	 	 	 

It	 might	 be	 necessary	 for	 us	 to	 learn	 more	 about	 
the	 white	 room.	 	 It	 was	 a	 room	 where	 human	 remains	 
were	 kept.	 	 It	 was	 jokingly	 named	 “remains	 room.”	 	 
Here	 we	 need	 to	 be	 careful	 about	 improper	 jokes	 and	 
the	 mocking	 of	 death.	 	 Death	 was	 nevertheless	 formally	 
included	 in	 the	 sad	 and	 grieving	 mode	 when	 compared	 
to	 life.	 	 This	 did	 not	 include	 skeletons	 in	 popular	 
drawings	 or	 the	 paintings	 of	 European	 artists,	 in	 which	 
they	 presented	 death	 as	 a	 swinging	 dance	 positon	 as	 if	 
forgetting	 about	 death	 itself.	 	 And	 neither	 included	 was	 
the	 skeleton	 of	 a	 lustful	 old	 man	 trying	 to	 embrace	 a	 
naked	 girl	 with	 broad	 buttocks	 without	 care	 that	 his	 
skeleton	 could	 be	 bent	 and	 broken.	 



The	 remains	 room	 was	 filled	 with	 a	 hundred	 dead	 
bodies,	 some	 fresh	 and	 some	 dried	 up	 in	 various	 
postures	 and	 conditions.	 	 Some	 lead-colored	 
refrigerated	 coffins,	 three	 or	 four	 of	 them,	 were	 kept	 on	 
the	 dry	 side	 of	 the	 floor	 where	 there	 was	 no	 rinsing	 or	 
cleaning,	 being	 placed	 close	 to	 the	 white	 wall	 inside.	 	 
The	 shiny	 effect	 of	 the	 objects	 turned	 dim	 and	 blended	 
in	 humbly	 with	 the	 white	 wall	 and	 floor.	 	 Although	 
being	 aware	 all	 the	 time	 that	 they	 were	 used	 to	 store	 
dead	 bodies	 as	 the	 most	 modern	 and	 expensive	 device	 
in	 the	 room,	 the	 refrigerated	 coffins,	 however,	 managed	 
to	 keep	 a	 low	 profile.	 	 This	 could	 be	 because	 they	 found	 
themselves	 in	 the	 minority	 in	 light	 of	 group	 power	 for	 
one	 thing.	 	 Another	 thing	 was	 the	 people	 in	 the	 
refrigerated	 coffins	 were	 often	 new-comers.	 	 So,	 they	 
did	 not	 know	 one	 another	 well	 enough	 and	 they	 got	 to	 
know	 only	 a	 few.	 	 They	 had	 no	 chance	 or	 time	 to	 build	 
their	 power	 base	 in	 such	 an	 old	 and	 rundown	 place.	 	 
Due	 to	 its	 being	 expensive,	 such	 a	 coffin	 had	 to	 be	 used	 
to	 be	 worth	 its	 cost.	 	 Therefore,	 it	 was	 not	 one	 coffin	 per	 
body.	 	 A	 refrigerated	 coffin	 usually	 held	 several	 fresh	 
bodies.	 	 If	 not	 the	 most	 recently	 dead	 one,	 it	 must	 be	 
one	 considered	 fresh,	 meaning	 not	 apparently	 rotting,	 
although	 in	 fact	 nothing	 could	 indicate	 decay.	 	 
Moreover,	 as	 a	 living	 person,	 one	 probably	 did	 not	 want	 
to	 know	 when	 decay	 occurred	 in	 the	 complicated	 
physical	 composition	 of	 a	 body,	 new	 or	 old.	 	 Whether	 
we	 wanted	 to	 know	 or	 not,	 what	 we	 were	 talking	 about	 
could	 possibly	 be	 a	 useless	 kind	 of	 knowledge	 for	 
anyone.	 	 Furthermore,	 a	 newly	 arriving	 body	 was	 
usually	 disguised	 in	 the	 most	 beautiful	 clothes,	 the	 
shiniest	 shoes,	 the	 most	 smoothly	 ironed	 clothes	 ever	 



worn	 as	 this	 was	 the	 last	 service	 the	 ones	 left	 behind	 
could	 render	 although	 they	 might	 know	 that	 in	 the	 end	 
the	 body	 would	 be	 cut	 open,	 naked	 and	 all	 the	 internal	 
organs	 cut	 out	 and	 removed,	 leaving	 but	 the	 bare	 
structure.	 	 The	 fact	 that	 the	 dead	 body	 had	 to	 be	 a	 
superstar	 at	 its	 funeral	 had	 something	 to	 do	 with	 the	 
face,	 the	 status,	 the	 yearning.	 	 That	 was	 why	 the	 body	 
had	 to	 be	 modified	 to	 look	 so	 lavish	 to	 the	 extent	 that	 
the	 owner	 of	 the	 body,	 if	 it	 could	 be	 brought	 back	 to	 life	 
again,	 would	 be	 embarrassed	 at	 his	 unusual	 and	 
unfamiliar	 arrogance.	 	 After	 the	 funeral	 was	 over,	 the	 
best	 looking	 bodies	 had	 to	 be	 squeezed	 together	 to	 
share	 the	 cold	 coffin,	 waiting	 to	 be	 stripped	 off	 and	 split	 
up	 to	 be	 cleaned	 both	 inside	 and	 outside	 beyond	 the	 
efforts	 of	 the	 living	 ones	 to	 cope	 with.	 	 Such	 tasks	 had	 
to	 be	 left	 to	 the	 ones	 on	 duty	 in	 the	 room.	 	 Thus,	 it	 was	 
necessary	 to	 wait	 awhile	 before	 the	 extra	 accessories	 
unsuitable	 to	 death	 are	 taken	 off.	 	 For	 those	 who	 had	 
gone	 through	 the	 experience	 of	 being	 squeezed	 and	 
pressed	 in	 the	 age	 of	 crowding	 and	 congestion,	 who	 had	 
been	 trained	 to	 wait	 when	 alive,	 such	 and	 experience	 
could	 be	 quite	 beneficial	 after	 dying.	 	 Several	 bodies	 
were	 in	 their	 final	 beautiful	 clothing,	 be	 it	 traditional	 
Thai	 dress,	 a	 western	 international	 style	 suit,	 an	 
outdated	 or	 contemporary	 one,	 too	 tight,	 just	 fitting	 
well,	 or	 too	 large,	 which	 would	 finally	 be	 put	 over	 
layers	 of	 sticky	 plaster	 over	 the	 purple	 blood	 stained	 
gauze	 and	 covers	 of	 medicine.	 	 All	 one	 wore	 was	 just	 
the	 leftovers	 from	 the	 “time	 before	 death”;	 these	 could	 
have	 been	 used	 during	 a	 serious	 illness,	 a	 terrible	 
accident,	 pants,	 shirt,	 or	 a	 nice	 looking	 tube	 skirt	 pulled	 
over	 Pampers,	 absorbing	 waste	 or	 body	 excretions	 that	 



confirmed	 one’s	 sudden	 expiration	 at	 the	 last	 breath.	 	 A	 
substantial	 mass	 burst	 forth	 as	 soon	 as	 it	 was	 released	 
by	 the	 anal	 sphincter	 of	 the	 gastronomic	 system	 at	 
moment	 of	 death	 which	 used	 to	 be	 controllable.	 	 The	 
gauze,	 the	 Pampers	 faithfully	 served	 the	 clients	 even	 
after	 they	 became	 a	 corpse.	 	 Everything	 was	 done	 to	 
keep	 them	 looking	 clean	 and	 good	 when	 water	 is	 
poured	 on	 the	 stiff	 hand,	 or	 when	 the	 coffin	 is	 opened	 
for	 the	 last	 farewell	 before	 cremation.	 	 The	 death	 rituals	 
had	 to	 be	 more	 special	 than	 the	 ones	 for	 the	 living	 
because	 one	 could	 die	 only	 once.	 

Several	 bodies	 with	 no	 clothes	 on	 of	 any	 kind	 were	 
kept	 in	 one	 refrigerator	 in	 different	 postures	 and	 
positions	 or	 in	 disorder.	 	 Group	 refrigerators	 were	 
meant	 to	 save	 space	 as	 well	 as	 electrical	 cost.	 	 Some	 
were	 put	 face	 to	 face	 without	 distinguishing	 male	 from	 
female,	 children	 and	 teenagers,	 old	 and	 young.	 	 They	 
were	 placed	 together	 without	 social	 or	 cultural	 
boundaries	 or	 limitations	 that	 exist	 in	 the	 world	 of	 the	 
living.	 	 This	 would	 prove	 that	 they	 were	 all	 one	 hundred	 
percent	 dead.	 	 Neither	 special	 conditions	 for	 their	 
origin	 nor	 backgrounds	 could	 define	 the	 image	 they	 
formed.	 	 These	 refrigerated	 bodies	 could	 be	 considered	 
fresh	 enough.	 	 	 

The	 big	 power	 group	 in	 the	 white	 room	 who	 took	 
part	 in	 the	 defining	 of	 the	 odor	 in	 the	 room	 for	 more	 
than	 one	 hundred	 bodies	 were	 placed	 on	 top	 of	 each	 
other,	 head	 to	 toe,	 piled	 in	 a	 big	 ceramic	 tile	 container,	 
as	 high	 from	 the	 floor	 up	 to	 a	 living	 person’s	 chest.	 	 The	 
three	 basins	 were	 placed	 along	 the	 walls	 on	 the	 wider	 
and	 the	 longer	 sides.	 	 The	 floor	 of	 the	 room	 was	 lined	 
with	 white	 ceramic	 tiles	 for	 easy	 cleaning.	 	 The	 large	 



drainage	 pipe	 took	 away	 all	 kinds	 of	 water	 with	 tiny	 bits	 
of	 the	 bodies,	 fat	 and	 colors	 of	 various	 kinds	 of	 organs	 
to	 join	 with	 the	 main	 sewage	 pipe	 of	 the	 hospital.	 	 Not	 
very	 far	 from	 the	 door	 was	 a	 ceramic	 cutting	 platform	 
like	 a	 bed	 in	 an	 experiment	 room	 in	 an	 old-fashioned	 
science	 laboratory.	 	 The	 two	 white	 beds	 were	 set	 side	 by	 
side	 conspicuously	 but	 were	 neat	 and	 tidy.	 	 	 

The	 room	 was	 ready.	 	 The	 thin	 time	 curtain	 was	 
opened	 and	 unfolded,	 revealing	 a	 stage	 for	 live	 
performances	 of	 an	 artist	 in	 the	 form	 of	 a	 black	 slender	 
line	 straight	 and	 upright	 to	 the	 floor	 and	 lifeless	 actors	 
and	 actresses,	 fresh	 and	 not	 fresh;	 some	 half	 dry,	 some	 
dry	 on	 the	 tables,	 and	 some	 soaking	 in	 the	 vat,	 also	 
ready.	 	 Even	 the	 ones	 frozen	 with	 ice	 in	 the	 super	 cold	 
lead	 coffins	 were	 all	 ready	 to	 join	 in,	 the	 living,	 the	 dead,	 
the	 dialogue	 group	 without	 boundaries.	 

On	 the	 non-calendar	 day,	 all	 the	 dead	 stars	 were	 on	 
stage	 as	 a	 horizontal	 audience	 whose	 past	 we	 knew	 
nothing	 about.	 	 The	 hundred	 horizontal	 bodies	 on	 the	 
floor	 could	 be	 merchants,	 vendors,	 philosophers,	 
mothers,	 wives,	 uncles,	 aunts,	 civil	 servants,	 
businessmen,	 feminists,	 children,	 old	 people,	 those	 who	 
inherited	 local	 DNA,	 born	 and	 died	 in	 one	 place,	 those	 
wandering	 from	 far	 off	 places	 and	 who	 had	 stopped	 
here,	 those	 who	 had	 been	 greedy,	 out	 of	 sorts,	 in	 love,	 
or	 full	 of	 lust	 or	 hate.	 	 There	 were	 also	 two	 other	 
members	 of	 the	 audience	 in	 the	 form	 of	 two	 vertical	 
bodies	 upright	 on	 the	 floor	 without	 appointment.	 	 Both	 
brought	 their	 sight	 with	 them.	 	 They	 were	 a	 little	 girl	 
and	 a	 woman	 seeking	 the	 Dharma,	 to	 be	 free	 from	 all	 
things.	 



The	 woman	 in	 a	 white	 blouse	 and	 a	 black	 tube	 skirt	 
stood	 quietly	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 slightly	 open	 door	 
and	 the	 little	 flower	 delivery	 girl	 in	 the	 red	 flower	 
pattern	 dress	 holding	 a	 bunch	 fresh	 fragrant	 white	 
flower	 garlands	 stood	 inside	 at	 the	 door.	 	 The	 living	 
appeared	 in	 beautiful	 bright	 colors,	 some	 medium	 tone	 
and	 some	 solemn	 black	 of	 the	 actresses	 in	 the	 vertical	 
position	 surrounded	 by	 the	 white,	 pale	 room,	 gloomy	 
silver	 cupboard,	 the	 large	 ceramic	 platform,	 a	 vat	 
containing	 some	 dim,	 dirty-looking	 black	 and	 brown	 
liquid.	 	 The	 outstanding	 stars	 could	 be	 two	 young	 
women	 with	 off	 white	 and	 green	 complexions	 with	 red	 
spots,	 lying	 gigantically	 on	 the	 white	 tables	 like	 black	 
and	 blue	 bodies	 of	 princesses	 in	 the	 white	 pale	 light	 
from	 the	 ceiling,	 light	 mingled	 with	 the	 smell…	 because	 
the	 room	 was	 moderately	 bright	 but	 full	 of	 attention	 
and	 concentration.	 

The	 sound	 of	 rhythmic	 reading	 following	 a	 
tradition	 of	 poetic	 reading	 with	 a	 rising	 tone	 on	 “yasa”	 
and	 a	 low	 tone	 on	 “phanklao.”	 

“Yasa,	 please	 take	 my	 words	 to	 phanklao”	 
indifferently	 with	 mid	 and	 low	 tones,	 ending	 with	 a	 
falling	 tone.	 

	 “As	 for	 the	 arrangement,	 no	 need	 to	 yearn	 for	 me.”	 	 
That	 was	 such	 a	 definite	 and	 sharp	 command	 of	 the	 
literary	 character	 through	 the	 small	 woman	 in	 black	 
who	 sat	 still	 in	 a	 low	 wooden	 chair	 with	 a	 thin	 back	 
support	 in	 ebony	 color	 placed	 in	 the	 middle	 between	 
two	 nude	 bodies	 covered	 from	 chest	 to	 legs	 with	 a	 white	 
cloth	 lying	 flat	 on	 each	 of	 the	 two	 platforms.	 	 The	 
woman	 appeared	 rigidly	 still	 in	 a	 valley	 in	 between	 the	 
mountains	 of	 death.	 	 The	 woman,	 the	 source	 of	 the	 



voice,	 was	 bending	 down	 attentively	 over	 a	 big	 book	 
which	 she	 held	 in	 her	 hands.	 

“With	 flower	 scented	 water	 bathed	 she	 her	 body.”	 
The	 frozen	 stiff	 body	 perceived	 a	 fragrant	 odor	 

other	 than	 the	 terrible	 stench	 of	 hers	 and	 other	 bodies.	 	 
It	 was	 fragrant	 water,	 “flower	 water.”	 

“She	 gently	 combed	 her	 fair	 hair.”	 
A	 bundle	 of	 long	 hair	 fell	 off	 from	 the	 stiff	 body	 

scattering	 all	 over	 the	 white	 platform	 unattended	 in	 
contrast	 to	 the	 well-cared	 for	 “combing	 of	 her	 fair	 hair.”	 

“Applying	 powder	 to	 the	 tender	 soft	 face.”	 
The	 skin	 of	 the	 two	 bodies	 began	 to	 turn	 green	 and	 

dark	 red	 with	 darker	 spots	 all	 over.	 	 They	 were	 lit	 up	 by	 
the	 poetic	 phrases	 describing	 “powdering	 facial	 skin”	 to	 
make	 her	 “face	 tender	 and	 soft”	 until	 it	 became	 
glamorously	 beautiful.	 

The	 poems	 reverberated	 over	 the	 ceiling	 and	 
hundreds	 of	 bodies	 piled	 up	 over	 one	 another	 like	 a	 
massive	 iceberg	 under	 water,	 leaving	 only	 a	 few	 parts	 of	 
the	 frozen	 bodies,	 shoulders,	 heads,	 back	 where	 “hair	 
spread	 long	 to	 the	 end;”	 they	 emerged	 here	 and	 there	 
over	 the	 embalming	 liquid	 in	 the	 vat	 used	 for	 preserving	 
the	 bodies.	 

	 “songsanansamrannaisrasi,	 warilucksuengyensai”	 
(pleasantly	 bathed	 in	 the	 deep	 pond	 of	 the	 crystal	 cool	 
clear	 water).	 	 The	 woman	 in	 black	 stirred	 up	 from	 the	 
chair,	 stepping	 out	 from	 the	 cutting	 place	 while	 reading	 
aloud	 the	 courtly	 love	 poem	 all	 over	 the	 room	 as	 if	 in	 a	 
way	 to	 tease	 the	 water	 surface	 in	 the	 body	 preservative	 
liquid	 and	 gradually	 let	 the	 words	 sink	 down	 to	 the	 
bottom.	 

“Sweet	 beauty,	 my	 beloved,	 why	 do	 you	 turn	 away?	 



I’ve	 made	 an	 effort	 coming	 here	 for	 love,	 
Come	 sit	 with	 me,	 no	 need	 to	 be	 shy.”	 
Sensing	 the	 message,	 a	 group	 of	 superimposed	 

bodies	 in	 the	 white	 room,	 responded	 with	 an	 odor	 to	 
the	 mundane	 love	 which	 everyone	 experienced.	 	 A	 
whisper	 came	 from	 the	 preservation	 basin,	 “Ah!...I-nao”	 
(A	 classic	 Thai	 poetic	 story	 of	 Javanese	 influence	 –	 
Translator)	 

“Yes,	 I-nao,”	 a	 soft	 whisper	 came	 from	 another.	 	 	 
“Speaking,	 he	 left	 her	 up	 on	 the	 golden	 bed	 while	 

tenderly	 embraced	 and	 caressed.”	 
Most	 of	 the	 bodies	 went	 along	 with	 the	 courting	 

scene.	 	 It’s	 something	 they	 were	 all	 familiar	 with.	 	 What	 
is	 interesting	 is	 that	 no	 one	 had	 done	 it	 there.	 	 That’s	 
right,	 none	 had	 acted	 that	 way	 before.	 	 No	 conversation	 
with	 the	 corpses	 other	 than	 performing	 the	 rituals.	 	 That	 
was	 always	 the	 last	 activity	 between	 the	 living	 and	 the	 
dead.	 	 After	 the	 big	 ceremony	 came	 the	 smaller	 ones	 
like	 making	 offerings,	 giving	 alms,	 performing	 merit	 
dedication	 by	 pouring	 water	 on	 the	 ground.	 

Maybe	 not	 all	 would	 be	 delighted	 to	 have	 someone	 
read	 such	 old	 poems	 stressing	 the	 shabby	 atmosphere,	 
like	 a	 group	 of	 pensioners	 who	 had	 plenty	 of	 time	 left	 in	 
the	 last	 period	 of	 their	 lives.	 	 They	 got	 together	 and	 
took	 turns	 singing	 obsolete	 songs.	 	 You	 sang,	 I	 enjoyed.	 	 
Men	 sang,	 women	 danced	 bringing	 back	 memories	 to	 
nurture	 the	 old	 sentiments	 over	 and	 over	 again.	 

This	 was	 very	 old	 and	 went	 back	 to	 the	 time	 one	 
practiced	 reading	 poetry	 to	 lull	 one	 to	 sleep	 in	 the	 
elementary	 classes.	 	 They	 all	 sang	 out	 with	 the	 others	 
with	 synchronized	 voices	 resonating	 back	 and	 forth	 
from	 the	 floor,	 the	 ceiling,	 the	 walls,	 and	 out	 through	 



the	 windows	 and	 doors	 of	 the	 classroom.	 	 The	 recitation	 
went	 along	 the	 corridor,	 fixed	 in	 the	 minds	 of	 the	 little	 
children	 carrying	 their	 school	 bags	 back	 home.	 	 Often	 
the	 echoing	 poem	 began	 to	 slow	 down	 and	 subside	 to	 a	 
mere	 single	 melody.	 	 A	 phrase	 here,	 a	 word	 there,	 
stringing	 together	 like	 friends,	 and	 it	 became	 my	 poem.	 	 
And	 I	 subconsciously	 became	 the	 assumed	 owner	 of	 the	 
poem,	 also	 an	 unashamed	 character,	 one	 who	 fell	 in	 
love,	 a	 loyal	 person,	 one	 who	 was	 yearning	 for,	 thinking	 
of,	 reflecting	 on	 the	 matter.	 	 The	 innocent	 face,	 the	 
gleaming	 eyes,	 freed	 from	 sadness	 or	 suffering	 in	 life,	 
but	 having	 to	 go	 on	 the	 excursion	 of	 life	 along	 with	 the	 
poem.	 	 In	 poetry	 one	 experiences	 hatred	 and	 disgust,	 
love	 and	 lust,	 fulfillment	 and	 loss,	 and	 melancholy.	 	 

Leaf	 swirling,	 a	 stream	 running	 slowly	 reflecting	 
how	 things	 went	 on.	 	 	 

The	 cool	 shade	 in	 the	 woods	 cautioned	 one	 to	 slow	 
down.	 	 The	 glittering	 sun	 and	 the	 dark	 shadows	 told	 
about	 coexisting	 intimately	 and	 paradoxically.	 	 The	 hot	 
sun	 reflected	 life.	 	 The	 moon	 in	 a	 hollow	 valley	 and	 the	 
tree	 shade	 brought	 solitude	 without	 loneliness.	 	 Bones	 
cold	 as	 ash	 could	 be	 a	 kind	 of	 sacrifice	 for	 loyalty	 after	 
beating	 on	 the	 chest	 till	 on	 fell	 off	 the	 crematorium.	 	 	 

As	 time	 lapsed,	 day	 after	 day,	 one	 grew	 up	 and	 was	 
aware	 of	 the	 truth	 of	 life,	 the	 poetry,	 and	 the	 poet	 
disappeared	 somewhere	 undiscovered.	 	 Things	 went	 on,	 
of	 course,	 rusting,	 deteriorating,	 going	 away,	 and	 
surviving.	 	 Gone	 were	 the	 words,	 expressions,	 and	 the	 
ability	 to	 string	 them	 together	 to	 move	 one’s	 feelings	 
and	 appreciation.	 	 Instead,	 they	 became	 dim	 like	 the	 sky	 
with	 the	 fading	 sun	 covered	 with	 clouds	 and	 waves	 in	 
the	 upper	 air.	 	 Sweet	 and	 tender	 words	 that	 used	 to	 



ease	 one’s	 thoughts	 became	 harsh	 and	 rigid,	 for	 
reference	 only.	 	 The	 small	 words	 and	 phrases	 became	 
stiff	 and	 deviated	 from	 any	 friendship.	 	 Words	 of	 love	 
that	 tied	 two	 in	 love	 for	 a	 long	 while	 began	 to	 drift	 away	 
from	 me.	 

Gone	 as	 well	 were	 the	 descriptive	 words	 that	 used	 
to	 dance	 delightfully	 in	 the	 hot	 sun,	 in	 the	 sprinkling	 
rain	 mingled	 with	 tiny	 pieces	 of	 flowers	 and	 grass	 
leaves.	 	 Gone	 also	 was	 the	 cheerful	 mood	 that	 existed	 in	 
harmony	 with	 the	 tone	 of	 words.	 	 Was	 it	 so	 for	 the	 
string	 of	 truth?	 	 It	 defeated	 poems	 and	 poets	 completely?	 	 	 
How	 about	 the	 heart,	 the	 mind?	 	 With	 what	 would	 it	 be	 
surrounded	 and	 tied	 to	 life	 and	 other	 things?	 	 How	 was	 
it	 with	 unavoidable	 reality?	 

Whether	 one	 liked	 or	 disliked	 to	 have	 somebody	 
walking	 back	 and	 forth	 reading	 a	 poem,	 we	 could	 at	 
least	 trust	 that	 regardless	 of	 what	 happened	 from	 then	 
on,	 the	 remains	 room	 would	 be	 generous	 enough	 to	 
preserve	 some	 freedom,	 freedom	 to	 think	 or	 see	 
differently.	 	 The	 remains	 room	 knew	 well	 that	 human	 
beings	 in	 their	 living	 state	 were	 trapped	 in	 the	 muddy	 
cloudy	 ideas	 and	 that	 it	 was	 hard	 to	 break	 away.	 	 The	 
poetic	 reading	 could	 affect	 to	 some	 degree	 those	 
obsessed	 with	 human	 rights	 and	 freedom.	 	 Users	 of	 
these	 words	 in	 place	 of	 others	 were	 often	 disturbed.	 	 
Words	 could	 then	 work	 like	 declaring	 a	 gift	 given	 to	 an	 
inferior…who	 hardly	 said	 the	 words	 themselves.	 	 Big	 
words	 sometimes	 mean	 a	 generous	 and	 endless	 giving	 
from	 those	 who…sorry,	 very	 sorry,	 one	 could	 forget	 to	 
give	 to	 the	 beasts	 and	 trees,	 to	 the	 world	 and	 the	 
environment	 or	 even	 to	 poetry.	 	 Why?	 	 Well…because	 
the	 spotlight	 often	 focuses	 on	 the	 human	 stage,	 for	 



more	 outstanding	 species	 than	 those	 of	 other	 kinds	 of	 
life.	 	 The	 spotlight	 shined	 on	 the	 so	 called	 important	 
acts	 of	 giving.	 	 However,	 should	 they	 be	 generous	 to	 
other	 species	 some,	 too,	 instead	 of	 just	 to	 their	 own	 
species,	 who	 now	 after	 dying	 were	 left	 piled	 up	 on	 one	 
another	 in	 such	 a	 huge	 pile.	 

Whether	 they	 were	 in	 the	 same	 basin	 or	 the	 next	 
one,	 they	 were	 all	 still	 subject	 to	 death.	 	 “We	 could	 be	 
reassured	 that	 the	 right	 to	 like	 or	 dislike,	 to	 bear	 some	 
knots,	 the	 ego	 that	 one	 carried	 with	 himself	 all	 his	 life	 
had	 long	 influenced	 him.	 	 These	 are	 things	 like	 tastes,	 
principles,	 ideology,	 and	 ego.	 	 These	 continued	 on	 and	 
applied	 to	 the	 remains	 room	 without	 reservation.	 	 As	 
one	 thought	 became	 moderately	 loud,	 soon	 anther	 
responded	 to	 the	 remarks	 made	 before.	 

“She	 probably	 didn’t	 realize	 that	 most	 of	 us	 became	 
sick,	 injured,	 and	 very	 old	 before	 dying.”	 a	 body	 in	 the	 
middle	 basin	 said	 as	 one	 who	 had	 seen	 through	 the	 
overall	 picture	 of	 himself.	 	 The	 last	 and	 pitiful	 picture,	 a	 
fixed	 picture	 which…unsuitable	 about	 love	 conflicts	 
when	 each	 party	 complained	 and	 mocked	 the	 other	 “not	 
realizing	 that	 so	 she	 read	 about	 love	 and	 all	 that.”	 	 The	 
statement	 lit	 up	 some	 ideas	 to	 a	 female	 body	 who	 used	 
to	 go	 in	 for	 feminism	 when	 she	 was	 alive.	 	 “Yes,	 you	 are	 
right.	 	 One	 shouldn’t	 read	 erotic	 stuff,	 especially	 about	 
having	 many	 wives	 or	 lovers.	 	 I	 can’t	 understand	 why	 
she	 chose	 “I-nao”	 for	 the	 reading.”	 	 Another	 continued,	 
“Oh…the	 reader	 didn’t	 think	 of	 many	 things.”	 Yet	 
another	 body	 floating	 on	 the	 liquid	 surface	 spoke	 in	 a	 
relaxed	 tone,	 “It’s	 a	 holiday	 today,	 don’t	 forget	 that.”	 

“I	 just	 listen	 to	 it	 for	 fun,”	 she	 explained	 simply.	 	 “I	 
didn’t	 think	 much	 about	 it.	 	 It’s	 better	 than	 lying	 here	 



and	 breathing	 in	 the	 stench	 of	 one	 another	 quietly	 for	 
years.”	 	 She	 ended	 saying,	 “It’s	 enjoyable	 to	 listen	 to	 it,”	 
she	 said	 firmly.	 	 “It’s	 a	 pleasure	 to	 hear.”	 

Another	 body	 was	 interested	 in	 time.	 	 “How	 do	 you	 
know	 that	 we	 will	 be	 here	 for	 years?	 	 In	 this	 aspect	 we	 
should	 observe	 that	 the	 dead	 pay	 attention	 to	 time.	 	 This	 
conversational	 group	 was	 quite	 interesting.	 

“At	 least	 2	 years.	 	 Before	 dying	 I	 inquired	 about	 this,	 
I	 didn’t	 donate	 my	 body	 on	 impulse,”	 a	 friendly	 and	 
humorous	 corpse	 said	 and	 laughed.	 

	 “How	 long	 have	 you	 been	 here?	 	 Isn’t	 it	 almost	 
there,	 now?	 	 Try	 counting	 the	 years.”	 

They	 got	 carried	 away	 for	 a	 while	 as	 usual	 when	 it	 
became	 a	 big	 conversation	 group	 and	 couldn’t	 control	 
the	 content	 of	 it.	 

“After	 two	 years,	 some	 went	 overseas.	 	 The	 last	 
group,	 a	 big	 group	 had	 just	 left.”	 	 The	 news	 called	 for	 
their	 attention.	 	 The	 liquid	 in	 the	 vat	 bubbled	 heavily	 
until	 it	 almost	 spilled	 over.	 

If	 it	 wasn’t	 the	 word	 “overseas”	 that	 stirred	 up	 their	 
interest	 because	 the	 word	 had	 something	 to	 do	 with	 
progress,	 expensive	 leisure	 tourism,	 it	 could	 be	 the	 
hope	 that	 it	 was	 possible	 to	 be	 transferred	 from	 the	 
cramped	 conditions	 in	 the	 embalming	 vat.	 

The	 bubbling	 liquid	 could	 not	 escape	 the	 
observation	 of	 the	 woman	 who	 was	 engaged	 in	 poetry	 
reading.	 	 The	 one	 who	 was	 reading	 thought	 her	 poems	 
impressed	 the	 others.	 	 From	 being	 anxious	 at	 first,	 she	 
became	 energetic	 and	 went	 on	 with	 the	 reading	 echoing	 
the	 melodic	 chanting	 all	 over	 the	 room	 regardless	 of	 the	 
stinging	 in	 the	 nose	 and	 her	 throat	 despite	 the	 threat	 of	 
being	 overpowered	 by	 the	 embalming	 fluid.	 



“The	 hands	 held	 in	 embracing	 the	 lady	 pushed	 and	 
punched	 in	 protest.”	 

“I	 couldn’t	 cope	 with	 the	 love	 scene,	 it	 sounds…”	 
the	 speaker	 tried	 to	 find	 a	 proper	 description,	 “odd,”	 
she	 spoke,	 feeling	 embarrassed.	 	 She	 smiled	 a	 little,	 but	 
none	 could	 see	 that	 it	 was	 a	 smile.	 	 This	 was	 the	 good	 
thing	 about	 death.	 	 It	 helped	 hide	 one’s	 feelings	 very	 
well.	 	 No	 one	 could	 guess	 whether	 the	 stiff	 frozen	 body	 
was	 amused	 or	 angry	 or	 joyful.	 

“It	 was	 far	 from	 that,”	 said	 the	 female	 corpse	 who	 
decided	 to	 turn	 her	 back	 from	 lust,	 from	 the	 mundane	 
world	 to	 Dharma	 before	 dying.	 	 She	 meant	 her	 long	 
experiences	 going	 through	 love	 and	 jealousy.	 

“Do	 you	 know?	 	 All	 kinds	 of	 neuroses	 are	 caused	 by	 
adjustment.	 	 Because	 life	 is	 dynamic,”	 he	 said	 using	 
technical	 terms.	 

“Not	 freezing	 in	 one	 place.	 	 We	 tend	 to	 look	 at	 
things	 with	 understanding	 quite	 easily.	 	 For	 us	 and	 
maybe	 for	 others,	 too,	 in	 general.	 	 It’s	 a	 fixed	 picture	 
that	 we	 feel	 or	 wish.	 	 We	 don’t	 see	 life	 as	 it	 is,	 but	 as	 we	 
are.	 	 Which	 may	 not	 be	 real.	 	 So	 it	 is	 important	 to	 adjust	 
oneself,”	 he	 ended	 with	 this	 bit	 of	 advice.	 	 He	 seemed	 to	 
be	 aware	 of	 it.	 	 So	 he	 toned	 it	 down,	 “Hope	 one	 
wouldn’t	 have	 a	 mental	 disorder	 after	 dying.”	 	 This	 body	 
might	 have	 been	 a	 psychiatrist	 before.	 	 Or	 maybe	 it	 was	 
just	 a	 common	 idea	 that	 anyone	 could	 come	 up	 with.	 	 
We	 who	 haven’t	 had	 a	 chance	 to	 really	 experience	 death	 
should	 be	 aware	 and	 shouldn’t	 get	 carried	 away	 with	 
death’s	 eloquence.	 

	 “To	 whom	 does	 the	 fiction	 give	 a	 warning?”	 
“Being	 unable	 to	 adjust	 to	 the	 movement,	 one	 

becomes	 ill…Sometimes	 our	 body	 finds	 a	 way	 out	 for	 



itself.	 	 Illness	 could	 be	 the	 way	 out,	 either	 getting	 a	 little	 
better	 or	 worse,”	 then	 he	 continued.	 	 “If	 not	 crazy,	 it	 
could	 be	 more	 dangerous	 or	 worse,”	 he	 laughed	 a	 little	 
at	 his	 stark	 conclusion.	 	 “Yes,	 yes,	 dangerous.”	 	 Some	 
voiced	 agreement,	 “dangerous	 to	 others.”	 

“That’s	 why	 an	 insane	 person’s	 thoughts	 could	 
consume	 him,	 otherwise	 he	 wouldn’t	 go	 crazy.”	 	 Several	 
voices	 indicated	 agreement	 by	 murmuring	 “Yeah.”	 

“But	 being	 consumed	 by	 oneself	 is	 also	 a	 way	 of	 
making	 it	 better,”	 he	 stressed,	 being	 afraid	 that	 the	 one	 
hundred	 or	 more	 bodies	 in	 the	 still	 water	 wouldn’t	 
understand	 his	 turn	 of	 thought.	 
	 

“That’s	 why	 sometimes	 the	 world	 of	 the	 insane	 
seems	 like	 a	 dream	 world	 in	 which	 anything	 is	 possible.	 	 
I’ve	 met	 some	 insane	 people	 who	 were	 a	 queen	 or	 a	 
magician.	 	 One	 was	 magician	 at	 a	 village	 level	 who	 
could	 make	 sick	 people	 well.	 	 Some	 had	 a	 royal	 
elephant	 come	 to	 get	 them	 at	 their	 house	 steps.	 	 Some	 
had	 a	 mammoth	 from	 the	 US	 to	 breed	 at	 their	 house	 
steps.	 	 Some	 were	 very	 young	 but	 could	 resurrect	 dead	 
chickens.	 	 The	 imagination	 of	 the	 insane	 people	 could	 
reduce	 stress	 as	 well	 as	 provide	 comfort	 to	 themselves.	 	 
In	 the	 insane	 world,	 the	 person	 remains	 significant.	 	 We	 
think	 it’s	 imagination,	 a	 scatterbrain	 condition.	 	 But	 it	 
could	 be	 reality	 for	 them,	 something	 which	 was	 absent	 
in	 the	 real	 world…or	 wasn’t	 it?	 

The	 women	 at	 the	 door	 that	 was	 ajar,	 the	 one	 who	 
practiced	 Dharma,	 the	 one	 who	 concentrated	 on	 the	 
scene	 in	 front	 of	 her,	 the	 one	 who	 meditated	 a	 lot,	 
began	 to	 consider	 the	 conversation	 of	 the	 corpses	 with	 



the	 resonating	 poetry	 reading	 echoing	 from	 the	 floor,	 
the	 wall,	 the	 bodies,	 the	 basins,	 all	 over	 the	 room.	 

“My	 sweetheart,	 my	 beloved,	 don’t	 be	 angry	 or	 
suspicious.”	 

Suddenly	 there	 came	 a	 doubting	 statement.	 
“And	 what	 is	 this	 walking	 and	 muttering	 while	 

reading?”	 he	 asked.	 	 “What	 kind	 of	 target	 do	 you	 think	 
we	 are	 to	 the	 woman	 in	 black	 who	 is	 walking	 around	 
reading	 a	 poem	 in	 this	 room	 intending	 for	 us	 to	 hear?”	 a	 
body	 with	 an	 inquisitive	 mind	 asked.	 

	 “Normally,”	 a	 voice	 asserted.	 
“When	 we	 have	 a	 relationship,	 it	 links	 us	 to	 people,	 

groups,	 right?”	 an	 understanding	 person	 asked	 like	 
asking	 a	 student	 in	 a	 class.	 

“Both	 sides	 are	 the	 target	 of	 each	 other.	 	 I	 think	 we	 
who	 assumed	 the	 role	 of	 the	 remains	 are	 responding	 to	 
the	 woman’s	 desire,”	 he	 said	 and	 blew	 out	 some	 
bubbles	 making	 the	 embalming	 fluid	 foam	 up	 unaware	 
as	 if	 trying	 to	 think	 of	 some	 fine	 examples,	 but	 couldn’t.	 

“Or	 are	 we	 filling	 in	 some	 missing	 part	 for	 her?”	 
came	 another	 voice.	 	 “I	 think	 it’s	 either	 one	 because	 it’s	 
not	 normal.”	 

“Yes,	 it’s	 abnormal.”	 	 There	 were	 always	 some	 who	 
agreed	 with	 others	 in	 the	 conversation	 groups	 to	 
provide	 encouragement.	 	 “Not	 normal	 at	 all.”	 	 Another	 
group	 often	 repeated	 what	 the	 other	 had	 just	 said.	 

“How	 about	 us,	 do	 we	 have	 a	 wish?”	 	 The	 question	 
made	 many	 become	 suspicious	 and	 ask,	 “Yes,	 what	 will	 
we	 get	 from	 listening	 to	 a	 poem?”	 	 “What	 do	 we	 get	 
from	 I-nao?”	 	 And	 another	 question,	 “Do	 we	 have	 our	 
own	 wishes	 or	 not?”	 	 It	 seemed	 that	 the	 group	 was	 



getting	 carried	 away.	 	 The	 white	 room	 was	 full	 of	 
clamoring.	 	 It	 had	 never	 been	 like	 this	 before.	 

“Let’s	 see…”	 a	 body	 that	 used	 to	 look	 at	 the	 world	 
in	 a	 simple	 way	 explained.	 

“Don’t	 be	 so	 serious,	 we’re	 all	 dead.	 	 At	 least	 we	 
are	 beginning	 to	 talk,	 OK?”	 	 She	 turned	 around	 to	 ask,	 
but	 couldn’t	 move	 very	 well.	 	 That’s	 alright	 because	 she	 
didn’t	 ask	 anyone	 in	 particular.	 	 So,	 she	 didn’t	 know	 in	 
which	 direction	 to	 turn	 among	 the	 bodies	 in	 the	 sea	 of	 
the	 embalming	 vat.	 	 The	 liquid	 rippled	 slightly	 due	 to	 
her	 thinking	 about	 the	 moving.	 	 “We’ve	 never	 talked,	 
right?”	 	 She	 spoke	 like	 a	 teacher	 in	 a	 class.	 	 We	 might	 
wonder	 whether	 many	 of	 the	 bodies	 had	 been	 teachers	 
before.	 

	 
“Try	 to	 observe	 ourselves,	 we	 may	 be	 recalling	 

what	 we	 used	 to	 have	 or	 to	 be,	 our	 sharp	 ideas,	 through	 
the	 poems	 and	 the	 situation	 of	 listening	 to	 the	 poems	 
together.	 	 Have	 we	 done	 this	 before?	 	 Yes	 or	 no?”	 	 She	 
acted	 reluctant	 and	 repeated	 the	 question	 uncertainly.	 	 
Before	 dying	 she	 might	 have	 had	 Alzheimer’s.	 	 Or	 she	 
always	 voiced	 her	 ideas	 in	 a	 confidential	 tone:	 “Have	 we	 
ever	 for	 once	 listened	 to	 a	 poem	 together?”	 

“We	 haven’t.	 	 Yes	 or	 no?”	 another	 genius	 from	 the	 
vat	 of	 embalming	 fluid	 asked.	 	 	 All	 the	 other	 bodies	 had	 
to	 join	 in	 to	 confirm	 what	 he	 said,	 some	 clearly,	 some	 
not	 very	 clearly.	 	 Eventually	 several	 of	 the	 bodies	 agreed	 
that	 they	 had	 never	 listened	 to	 anyone	 reading	 a	 poem,	 
neither	 while	 being	 kept	 in	 the	 refrigerated	 box	 waiting	 
to	 be	 undressed	 or	 lying	 on	 the	 table	 to	 be	 cut	 open	 and	 
left	 with	 just	 a	 skeleton	 or	 be	 floating	 one	 over	 the	 
other	 in	 the	 embalming	 vat.	 	 “No,	 never.”	 



“But	 we	 listened	 to	 the	 monks	 chanting	 on	 the	 
major	 merit	 making	 days…”	 

“Yes,”	 the	 answer	 was	 drawn	 long	 to	 indicate	 a	 
strong	 agreement.	 

“Yes,	 on	 the	 major	 merit	 making	 days	 we	 had	 to	 
listen	 to	 the	 chanting	 together.”	 

Now	 it’s	 not	 just	 the	 ripple	 in	 the	 vat,	 but	 also	 the	 
bodies	 in	 groups	 on	 the	 platforms	 that	 shook	 in	 
agreement.	 	 The	 veil	 covering	 the	 body	 on	 the	 platform	 
was	 moving	 and	 opening	 up	 without	 blowing.	 	 The	 lady	 
practicing	 Dharma	 shivered	 until	 her	 hair	 stood	 on	 end	 
along	 with	 the	 senseless	 moving	 apparition.	 

“Yes,	 this	 is	 not	 listening	 to	 chanting,	 nor	 accepting	 
the	 blessings	 from	 the	 water	 pouring	 rite.”	 

“Which	 we	 are	 all	 familiar	 with,”	 a	 body	 stirred	 up	 
out	 of	 boredom	 at	 the	 noise	 and	 the	 repeated	 
agreement	 on	 what	 should	 have	 been	 long	 over.	 	 Why	 
be	 bothered	 with	 what	 one	 had	 listened	 to	 or	 not	 
listened	 to.	 

“Yes,	 yes,”	 several	 bodies	 voiced	 agreement	 
causing	 a	 stronger	 ripple	 until	 the	 liquid	 almost	 spilled	 
over	 again.	 	 The	 little	 girl	 in	 the	 red	 dress	 held	 the	 
flower	 garlands	 tightly.	 	 She	 was	 not	 mistaken	 that	 the	 
brownish	 black	 liquid	 matched	 her	 red	 flower	 pattern	 
was	 bubbling	 in	 ripples.	 

The	 lady	 reading	 poetry	 walked	 away	 from	 the	 vat	 
for	 fear	 that	 the	 embalming	 fluid	 would	 splash	 onto	 her.	 	 
Several	 of	 the	 bodies	 were	 shifting	 to	 make	 the	 liquid	 
move,	 whether	 intentionally	 or	 accidently	 no	 one	 knew.	 	 
They	 themselves	 might	 not	 be	 aware	 of	 it.	 

The	 poetry	 reader	 still	 had	 quite	 a	 lot	 of	 energy	 to	 
shout	 out	 loud	 while	 walking	 and	 reading	 among	 the	 



corpses.	 	 She	 became	 confident	 that	 they	 loved	 to	 hear	 
her	 reading	 works	 of	 literature.	 	 She	 secretly	 observed	 
that	 some	 of	 the	 bodies	 in	 the	 vat	 were	 floating	 slowly	 
according	 to	 the	 rhythms	 of	 her	 reading.	 	 Perhaps	 the	 
poem	 had	 captivated	 someone’s	 heart,	 especially	 the	 
complaints	 of	 the	 emotionally	 wounded	 young	 woman.	 

“Alas,	 love.	 	 I’ve	 come	 to	 realize	 how	 like	 the	 
flowing	 water	 you	 are.	 

You	 keep	 going	 torrentially	 and	 never	 return.”	 
“This	 is	 an	 amazing	 reaction.”	 	 She	 recalled	 a	 

question	 from	 a	 committee	 member	 in	 the	 body	 storage	 
room.	 

“How	 do	 you	 know	 the	 spirits	 will	 respond	 to	 your	 
performance?”	 

“I	 don’t	 know,”	 she	 answered	 perplexed	 at	 the	 
question.	 	 “I	 never	 know.”	 	 But	 now	 she	 thought,	 “I	 may	 
know	 that,”	 she	 told	 herself.	 	 “I	 know	 that	 the	 spirit	 or	 
soul	 is	 real	 and	 can	 manifest	 itself,	 not	 in	 a	 
straightforward	 way	 but	 indirectly.”	 

Then	 a	 voice	 of	 a	 dead	 man	 about	 forty	 years	 old	 
asked	 all	 the	 bodies.	 	 His	 voice	 was	 disturbing	 those	 
who	 were	 impressed	 with	 the	 metaphors	 by	 Chintara	 
about	 love	 being	 flowing	 water	 that	 “keeps	 moving	 
torrentially”	 and	 were	 so	 affected	 with	 the	 
understanding	 of	 the	 world	 that	 love	 or	 a	 river	 “never	 
returns.”	 	 “Yes…it	 will	 not	 return,”	 she	 quietly	 
pondered,	 “I’m	 floating	 in	 the	 liquid	 here	 but	 can’t	 
return.”	 

“Don’t	 all	 of	 you	 think	 we	 are	 deprived	 of	 our	 
rights,	 the	 rights	 of	 the	 dead?”	 an	 intellectual	 young	 
body	 asked.	 	 He	 could	 have	 been	 a	 political	 scientist.	 	 	 
But	 nobody	 knew	 because	 no	 one	 introduced	 himself	 



here.	 	 His	 voice	 was	 defiant	 and	 seriously	 challenging.	 	 
It	 stirred	 up	 all	 the	 lazily	 floating	 bodies.	 	 Even	 the	 
bodies	 in	 the	 refrigerated	 caskets	 were	 almost	 springing	 
up	 with	 their	 stiff	 tendons.	 	 His	 voice	 made	 them	 stretch	 
up	 and	 squeeze	 in	 between	 others	 in	 the	 white	 ice	 filled	 
caskets.	 	 We	 could	 conclude	 that	 the	 one	 speaking	 
louder	 and	 louder	 had	 died	 earlier	 and	 had	 not	 had	 a	 
chance	 to	 learn	 to	 let	 go	 of	 things,	 at	 least	 to	 let	 go	 of	 
himself,	 his	 voice.	 	 Death	 approached	 that	 soon	 and	 
gave	 no	 time	 to	 overcome	 what’s	 attaching,	 not	 even	 a	 
little	 time.	 	 Here	 we	 could	 look	 at	 our	 mental	 state	 
bargaining	 with	 time	 and	 behavior	 with	 some	 
expectation	 of	 change,	 when	 in	 fact	 it	 is	 not	 easy	 to	 
change	 even	 though	 having	 more	 time.	 

“One	 day	 a	 person	 dares	 to	 choose	 a	 courtly	 story	 
to	 read	 in	 our	 comfortable	 room	 on	 a	 holiday	 without	 
considering	 if	 we	 would	 like	 to	 listen	 to	 it	 or	 not.”	 	 He	 
kept	 his	 voice	 steady	 along	 with	 his	 serious	 manner.	 	 
“She	 didn’t	 ask	 if	 we	 would	 like	 to	 listen	 to	 it	 or	 be	 
comfortable	 with	 it	 at	 this	 time	 now	 or	 in	 the	 afternoon	 
or	 evening	 or	 around	 bedtime.	 	 The	 officials	 are	 here	 
every	 day	 but	 they	 didn’t	 inform	 us	 about	 it.”	 	 At	 this	 
point,	 we	 might	 try	 to	 understand	 his	 bewilderment.	 	 Or	 
he	 might	 be	 truly	 curious	 how	 and	 why	 life	 and	 death	 
are	 similar.	 

“Why	 did	 the	 death	 that	 freed	 us	 from	 being	 
violated	 of	 our	 rights	 when	 we	 were	 still	 alive	 not	 
protect	 us?”	 	 His	 remarks	 were	 interesting	 in	 that	 those	 
who	 were	 alive	 sometimes	 expected	 that	 the	 gate	 of	 
death	 will	 welcome	 them	 after	 emerging	 out	 of	 the	 hell	 
of	 living.	 



“So	 we	 are	 deprived	 of	 our	 rights	 in	 another	 life	 
and	 place	 here.”	 	 He	 sounded	 slightly	 irritated	 in	 an	 
elegant	 manner.	 	 Maybe	 playing	 such	 a	 contentious	 role	 
when	 he	 was	 alive	 made	 him	 expect	 to	 find	 a	 way	 out	 
after	 dying.	 	 Looking	 at	 it	 in	 an	 understanding	 way	 by	 
leaving	 humanity	 behind	 and	 attacking	 death	 on	 its	 own	 
territory.	 	 The	 situation	 today	 made	 him	 return	 to	 old	 
habits	 and	 speak	 in	 the	 same	 manner	 as	 before.	 	 
Immediately	 he	 changed	 into	 a	 clear	 voice	 in	 a	 good	 
mood.	 	 It	 made	 some	 of	 the	 bodies	 think	 of	 training	 
themselves	 to	 accept	 things	 easily	 like	 that.	 

“I	 myself	 love	 surprises,”	 a	 pleasant	 clear	 voice	 said	 
from	 the	 furthest	 vat	 where	 a	 thin	 ripple	 appeared	 on	 
the	 vat	 surface	 without	 any	 breeze.	 	 “I	 don’t	 think	 we	 
need	 a	 public	 hearing,	 either,	 about	 who	 would	 read	 
excerpts	 from	 a	 literary	 work	 and	 who	 would	 listen	 or	 
not	 listen	 to	 it.	 	 It’s	 surprising	 and	 strange	 enough	 to	 get	 
rid	 of	 the	 boredom.”	 	 She	 had	 become	 used	 to	 
shrugging	 her	 shoulders	 since	 when	 she	 was	 alive.	 	 It	 
caused	 the	 surface	 of	 the	 liquid	 to	 stir	 and	 form	 a	 thin	 
ripple	 again.	 	 “It’s	 just	 a	 poem.”	 	 Then	 she	 asked	 back.	 

“How	 come	 you’ve	 lost	 the	 ability	 to	 turn	 a	 blind	 
eye	 to	 someone?”	 	 That’s	 a	 real	 Thai	 proverb	 from	 the	 
ancestors.	 	 “I’d	 say	 you	 did	 that	 some	 when	 you	 were	 
alive?	 	 Well…why	 did	 we	 have	 to	 do	 so?”	 	 She	 went	 on	 
by	 herself	 which	 could	 be	 a	 habit	 from	 before	 passing	 
away.	 	 “So	 that	 we	 won’t	 be	 so	 stressed	 and	 become	 
neurotic	 before	 the	 due	 time	 to	 die.	 	 You	 can	 probably	 
remember	 how	 hard	 it	 was.	 	 And	 now	 we	 are	 all	 dead,	 
we	 surely	 don’t	 want	 to	 become	 ill	 with	 a	 neurosis.	 	 
Otherwise	 someone	 may	 come	 to	 do	 more	 research	 on	 
top	 of	 reading	 an	 excerpt	 from	 literature.	 	 	 You’ll	 all	 



complain	 nonstop.”	 	 This	 straightforward	 speaking	 body	 
must	 like	 literature	 a	 lot.	 	 She	 seemed	 to	 be	 resolved	 to	 
get	 along	 with	 everything	 and	 everyone.	 	 She	 was	 not	 
young	 and	 her	 brain	 functioned	 quite	 well	 in	 getting	 
back	 to	 the	 topic	 of	 adjustment	 discussed	 earlier	 and	 
she	 was	 able	 to	 hit	 back	 at	 the	 academic.	 	 

“I	 don’t	 really	 like	 literature	 so	 much	 that	 I	 neglect	 
my	 rights,”	 she	 said	 loudly	 as	 if	 to	 forestall	 the	 others	 
making	 us	 think	 a	 spirit	 had	 special	 intuition	 to	 read	 
others’	 minds	 like	 in	 some	 movies	 or	 fiction.	 

	 “If	 you	 want	 to	 be	 happy,	 you	 ought	 to	 be	 open-
minded	 and	 accept	 things.	 	 As	 for	 poetry,	 you	 ought	 to	 
know	 that	 you	 shouldn’t	 think	 too	 much	 to	 appreciate	 it.	 	 
Just	 use	 your	 feelings,”	 she	 reiterated.	 “Just	 feel	 it.”	 	 The	 
room	 fell	 silent	 for	 a	 short	 while	 as	 when	 students	 were	 
reprimanded	 by	 a	 teacher.	 

“Well…just	 step	 into	 the	 poem.	 	 Avoid	 reasoning	 or	 
applying	 any	 principles	 to	 it.	 	 Otherwise…”	 The	 liquid	 
rippled	 when	 she	 shrugged	 her	 shoulders.	 	 “You	 miss	 
the	 chance	 to	 enjoy	 it.	 	 That’s	 all.”	 	 Her	 
straightforwardness	 brought	 silence	 again	 for	 a	 short	 
while.	 

“Like	 when	 I	 was	 alive	 when	 somebody	 talked	 
earnestly	 to	 someone.”	 the	 Buddhist	 lady	 who	 
eavesdropped	 on	 the	 bodies	 was	 thinking.	 	 “This	 is	 
different	 from	 when	 I	 prayed	 to	 the	 Buddha.	 	 I	 just	 
recited	 the	 prayers	 and	 focused	 on	 them	 until	 the	 words	 
came	 to	 mind.	 	 But	 in	 a	 conversational	 group	 of	 the	 
living,	 it’s	 full	 of	 tricks	 and	 needed	 gestures	 to	 go	 with	 it.	 	 
When	 it	 reached	 the	 point	 where	 the	 tricks	 merged,	 they	 
would	 need	 a	 gap	 or	 become	 indifferent	 in	 order	 to	 
relax	 the	 situation.”	 



“Whether	 I	 liked	 the	 poem	 or	 a	 love	 story	 or	 not,	 I	 
began	 to	 shift	 myself	 from	 the	 fixed	 thought.”	 	 Her	 
speaking	 ignored	 the	 problems	 raised	 by	 the	 former	 
speakers.	 	 “When	 ideas	 arrive,	 they	 could	 move	 me	 even	 
though	 my	 body	 couldn’t	 function	 as	 before,”	 the	 body	 
that	 used	 to	 like	 to	 swim	 and	 move	 around	 exercising	 
regularly	 murmured	 to	 herself.	 	 

“This	 sounds	 like	 a	 ghost	 story,”	 the	 junior	 body	 
spoke	 bluntly	 like	 a	 teenager.	 	 “The	 ghosts	 in	 movies	 
usually	 think	 passionately	 like	 getting	 revenge	 or	 a	 
passionate	 love,	 but	 the	 body	 can’t	 express	 this	 well	 due	 
to	 the	 intense	 feelings,	 which	 is	 a	 handicap.”	 	 The	 young	 
male	 body	 thought	 this	 made	 the	 ghosts	 express	 
themselves	 in	 a	 frightening	 way.	 	 “The	 handicapped	 
body	 made	 them	 unable	 to	 respond	 to	 the	 
overwhelming	 feelings.”	 	 He	 now	 came	 to	 understand,	 
after	 watching	 ghost	 stories	 for	 so	 long,	 why	 in	 the	 
movies	 things	 tended	 to	 be	 frighteningly	 distorted.	 	 
When	 he	 was	 alive	 he	 sought	 excitement	 from	 the	 other	 
side	 he	 couldn’t	 yet	 reach.	 

The	 disturbing	 love	 scene	 had	 not	 yet	 ended.	 	 It	 
caused	 one	 to	 wonder	 why	 in	 the	 old	 days	 they	 took	 a	 
long	 time	 courting	 each	 other.	 	 Could	 it	 be	 that	 in	 
literature	 they	 didn’t	 have	 much	 to	 do	 so	 they	 kept	 
lingering	 on	 just	 a	 few	 scenes?	 
	 

“As	 I	 am	 destined	 by	 karma	 to	 depart,	 you	 
shouldn’t	 be	 upset	 with	 me.”	 

“I	 hope	 I	 won’t	 get	 sick	 having	 to	 adjust	 to	 this	 
courting	 scene.”	 	 The	 voice	 came	 from	 an	 old	 woman	 
who	 was	 still	 obsessed	 with	 the	 same	 thing.	 	 Her	 mind	 
became	 slower	 as	 she	 became	 older	 and	 it	 remained	 



with	 her	 after	 she	 died.	 	 She	 thought	 if	 she	 had	 been	 
engaged	 in	 the	 mundane	 world	 and	 had	 abandoned	 it	 in	 
her	 later	 years,	 it	 wouldn’t	 be	 the	 same	 when	 she	 
listened	 to	 the	 same	 story	 or	 some	 parts	 of	 it	 again.	 

“What’s	 important	 is	 that	 I	 am	 in	 death	 and	 not	 in	 
life,”	 she	 added	 as	 if	 reminding	 herself	 to	 stop	 being	 
sensitive	 to	 the	 poems	 that	 used	 to	 sooth	 her	 feelings.	 

“‘I	 intend	 to	 come	 to	 you,	 so	 don’t	 be	 furious	 and	 
disappoint	 me,’	 

He	 said	 and	 teased	 her,	 telling	 her	 not	 to	 be	 shy.”	 
The	 Buddhist	 woman	 thought	 along	 with	 the	 words	 

that	 contrasted	 to	 the	 image.	 	 The	 courting	 scene	 and	 
the	 embalming	 vat	 were	 far	 different	 from	 her	 intention	 
to	 realize	 impermanence	 in	 a	 quick	 or	 shortcut	 way.	 	 
After	 being	 able	 to	 figure	 out	 the	 discussion	 among	 the	 
multitude	 of	 bodies,	 she	 became	 more	 and	 more	 
confused,	 having	 deviated	 from	 her	 goal	 and	 getting	 lost.	 	 
Those	 lifeless	 bodies	 still	 had	 the	 same	 kinds	 of	 
thoughts	 as	 when	 they	 were	 alive.	 	 She	 also	 agreed	 with	 
the	 young	 man	 about	 the	 prime	 time	 TV	 dramas	 she	 
enjoyed	 watching	 to	 remind	 herself	 of	 karma,	 that	 the	 
dead	 woman	 still	 longed	 for	 the	 same	 mattress	 on	 the	 
same	 bed,	 same	 room,	 same	 house,	 and	 the	 fortune	 she	 
had	 left	 her	 husband,	 who	 now	 had	 replaced	 his	 former	 
wife	 with	 a	 new	 one.	 	 The	 dead	 selves	 still	 had	 affection	 
like	 when	 they	 were	 alive.	 

“Damn!...	 the	 power	 of	 the	 living,”	 she	 let	 slip	 a	 
swear	 word.	 	 “It’s	 so	 powerful.”	 	 The	 dialogue	 of	 the	 
dead	 in	 the	 mind	 of	 the	 woman	 who	 tried	 to	 reach	 
resolution	 was	 no	 different	 from	 that	 of	 the	 living.	 	 The	 
little	 difference	 lay	 in	 the	 fact	 that	 all	 of	 the	 bodies	 were	 
aware	 that	 they	 were	 dead.	 	 However,	 they	 couldn’t	 



help	 expressing	 their	 opinions	 as	 when	 they	 were	 alive	 
and	 added	 the	 awareness	 of	 their	 death	 occasionally.	 	 
“We	 are	 all	 dead,”	 they	 kept	 repeating.	 	 Maybe	 knowing	 
that	 one	 was	 dead	 was	 a	 way	 out.	 	 It	 could	 serve	 as	 a	 
reminder	 to	 leave	 behind	 the	 mundane	 world.	 	 	 They	 
might	 be	 better	 understanding,	 though	 very	 little,	 that	 
what	 they	 had	 said	 was	 not	 quite	 so.	 	 Things	 had	 
changed,	 their	 status	 had	 changed.	 

“Not	 much	 has	 changed,”	 the	 Buddhist	 woman	 
mused.	 	 She	 wasn’t	 sure	 if	 today	 she	 would	 be	 able	 to	 
realize	 that	 all	 things	 are	 impermanent.	 	 

	 The	 girl	 in	 the	 bright	 red	 dress	 was	 still	 standing	 
there,	 forgetting	 that	 her	 mom	 had	 told	 her	 to	 bring	 a	 
big	 garland	 and	 place	 it	 on	 the	 body	 in	 this	 room.	 	 She	 
had	 hung	 ten	 garlands	 more	 on	 the	 doorknob,	 which	 
she	 intended	 to	 sell	 later.	 	 The	 special	 garland	 was	 still	 
in	 her	 hand	 as	 she	 stood	 there	 staring	 at	 the	 liquid	 
rippling	 slightly,	 wondering	 if	 she	 could	 see	 the	 water	 
spilling	 by	 itself.	 	 She	 had	 been	 here	 by	 herself	 several	 
months	 ago.	 	 There	 were	 some	 officials	 there	 then	 and	 
nothing	 happened.	 	 One	 of	 them	 told	 her	 to	 put	 the	 
garland	 wherever	 she	 wanted	 to	 put	 it,	 on	 the	 cold	 
casket,	 or	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 vat	 or	 the	 far	 end	 of	 the	 
platform.	 

“It	 will	 reach	 them	 all,”	 an	 official	 said.	 	 “They	 will	 
receive	 it	 if	 they	 want	 to.”	 	 The	 child	 looked	 at	 the	 
official	 innocently.	 

“They’ll	 share.”	 	 But	 there	 was	 no	 answer	 from	 the	 
official	 who	 was	 busy	 managing	 the	 order	 of	 “them”.	 

Today,	 as	 a	 child,	 in	 spite	 of	 hearing	 sounds	 and	 
voices	 here	 and	 there,	 she	 didn’t	 understand	 either	 the	 



agreements	 or	 the	 arguments.	 	 As	 a	 child	 the	 picture	 she	 
was	 seeing	 was	 more	 important	 than	 the	 words.	 

We	 can	 rest	 a	 little	 here.	 	 The	 time	 curtain	 has	 
closed	 and	 stopped	 still.	 	 All	 the	 movements	 on	 the	 
stage	 have	 come	 to	 a	 halt,	 no	 sound,	 no	 movement.	 	 The	 
room	 returned	 to	 its	 original	 condition	 as	 if	 nothing	 had	 
happened.	 	 The	 stench	 lingered	 on,	 the	 air	 was	 still.	 	 
One	 could	 forget	 about	 being	 on	 a	 moving	 planet.	 	 
Please	 wait	 awhile.	 	 The	 light	 on	 the	 ceiling	 was	 still	 on.	 

The	 scene	 had	 been	 suspended	 for	 a	 while.	 	 Then	 a	 
movement	 of	 something	 dim	 white	 occurred	 in	 the	 
gloomy	 room.	 	 It	 was	 so	 quiet,	 so	 soft	 that	 it	 was	 
difficult	 to	 stare	 at	 the	 emerging	 picture.	 	 The	 eyes	 
needed	 some	 adjustment.	 

Two	 male	 workers	 in	 long	 white	 coats	 entered	 the	 
scene.	 	 They	 spread	 a	 large	 square	 white	 sheet	 on	 the	 
white	 tile	 floor	 on	 the	 widest	 part	 of	 the	 floor,	 between	 
the	 front	 door	 and	 slightly	 diagonally	 to	 the	 side	 door.	 

The	 first	 refrigerated	 coffin	 was	 opened,	 the	 icy	 
cold	 air	 spread	 all	 over	 the	 warm	 room.	 	 The	 official	 
bent	 down	 looking	 at	 the	 batch	 of	 white	 frozen	 bodies.	 	 
He	 forgot	 which	 coffin	 had	 just	 received	 a	 princess	 from	 
a	 faraway	 place	 without	 any	 ceremony.	 	 She	 had	 arrived	 
quite	 late	 at	 night	 in	 a	 t-shirt	 and	 exercise	 pants.	 	 He	 
kept	 checking	 this	 coffin	 and	 the	 other	 ones,	 straining	 
his	 eyes	 through	 the	 foggy	 icy	 air	 in	 each	 coffin	 for	 a	 
while.	 	 This	 was	 due	 to	 the	 energy	 saving	 policy	 so	 he	 
had	 to	 take	 time	 while	 the	 bodies	 were	 crushed	 
together.	 	 It	 was	 not	 long	 before	 the	 body	 of	 a	 young	 
woman	 in	 her	 early	 thirties	 had	 been	 discovered	 in	 the	 
cabinet	 in	 the	 far	 corner	 of	 the	 room.	 	 She	 looked	 
strange	 in	 that	 her	 dress	 was	 so	 plain	 like	 she	 had	 just	 



gotten	 up	 from	 sitting	 in	 the	 air	 swinging	 her	 legs	 
pleasantly	 on	 the	 house	 veranda	 when	 she	 suddenly	 
decided	 to	 step	 down	 the	 stairs	 to	 travel	 to	 another	 
province	 without	 shoes	 straight	 to	 the	 mortuary	 and	 
had	 missed	 the	 ceremonial	 part	 through	 her	 own	 
intention.	 	 She	 had	 been	 stripped	 of	 her	 simple	 attire	 
and	 carried	 to	 her	 scene.	 	 Due	 to	 her	 being	 frozen,	 the	 
movement	 created	 a	 strange	 phenomenon,	 a	 thin	 icy	 
steam	 like	 an	 ice	 cube	 in	 the	 warm	 air.	 	 The	 steam	 
floated	 over	 the	 body	 making	 it	 look	 unusually	 beautiful.	 	 
That’s	 what’s	 good	 about	 being	 young.	 	 Although	 she	 
was	 dead	 her	 youth	 made	 her	 body	 fresh	 and	 firm	 and	 
curvaceous.	 	 Her	 hair	 was	 black	 and	 shiny.	 	 Her	 hands	 
and	 legs	 were	 well	 formed	 and	 smooth.	 	 Her	 
complexion	 was	 pale	 but	 very	 fine	 and	 fresh	 and	 
spotless.	 	 The	 record	 of	 her	 arrival	 stated	 that	 she	 had	 
made	 no	 appointment	 but	 had	 come	 at	 a	 strange	 hour	 
when	 all	 were	 sleeping.	 

“…sound	 of	 a	 bell	 from	 the	 princess’	 bicycle	 came	 
from	 the	 back	 of	 the	 mountain”	 because	 the	 place	 was	 
located	 on	 a	 mountain.	 	 “It	 woke	 up	 the	 sleeping	 air	 
that	 sneaked	 out	 for	 a	 nap	 under	 a	 tree	 and	 then	 stirred	 
up	 in	 confusion	 before	 realizing	 it	 was	 in	 a	 poem.”	 	 
Sometimes	 the	 wind	 blew	 rather	 disorderly.	 But	 the	 
wind	 in	 a	 poem	 always	 blew	 strongly.	 	 “The	 wind	 was	 so	 
harsh	 that	 the	 young	 trees	 had	 to	 bend	 down	 and	 resist	 
to	 let	 out	 the	 sweet	 aroma	 of	 their	 flowers.”	 	 The	 trees	 
learned	 to	 adapt	 themselves	 to	 some	 degree.	 	 “So	 the	 
wind	 could	 manage	 to	 blow	 just	 the	 aroma	 of	 a	 fresh	 
corpse	 that	 had	 just	 arrived	 yesterday	 evening.	 	 We	 
didn’t	 expect	 to	 meet.	 	 It	 was	 as	 if	 love’s	 destiny	 had	 



arranged	 it.”	 	 Thus,	 the	 body	 of	 the	 young	 woman	 came	 
into	 the	 scene	 without	 rehearsal.	 	 	 

The	 fresh	 young	 dead	 body	 was	 laid	 flat	 on	 the	 soft	 
white	 sheet.	 	 She	 appeared	 as	 if	 she	 was	 ready	 to	 get	 
dressed.	 	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 the	 beautiful	 fresh	 and	 firm	 
body	 of	 the	 living	 one	 was	 moving	 in.	 	 The	 dead	 one	 had	 
abandoned	 all	 her	 ornaments.	 	 The	 living	 one	 was	 in	 a	 
white	 cotton	 dress	 with	 a	 round	 collar	 and	 sleeveless	 
top	 that	 reached	 down	 to	 her	 knees	 and	 she	 entered	 
with	 an	 armful	 of	 costumes,	 about	 20-30	 of	 them,	 
flanked	 on	 the	 left	 and	 right	 of	 the	 dead	 bodies.	 	 The	 
costumes	 of	 different	 colors	 were	 stacked	 one	 on	 top	 of	 
the	 other	 like	 layers	 of	 a	 pudding,	 some	 thin,	 some	 long	 
and	 some	 short,	 some	 were	 shiny,	 some	 had	 large	 and	 
small	 flower	 patterns,	 some	 layers	 came	 in	 darker	 
colors,	 some	 soft	 and	 sweet	 or	 coarser	 depending	 on	 
the	 texture	 of	 the	 fabric,	 some	 so	 thin	 that	 some	 curled	 
up	 like	 flower	 clusters.	 	 The	 layered	 pudding-like	 
dresses	 took	 the	 garland	 girl’s	 imagination	 to	 the	 
farthest	 end	 of	 her	 experiences	 when	 she	 played	 with	 
paper	 dolls.	 	 Her	 eyes	 became	 shinier	 than	 the	 first	 time	 
when	 she	 was	 looking	 at	 the	 rippling	 liquid	 in	 the	 vat	 
and	 was	 frightened.	 	 	 But	 the	 picture	 in	 front	 of	 her	 now	 
was	 superimposed	 on	 her	 familiar	 experience	 of	 a	 girl	 
playing	 by	 herself.	 	 	 

The	 thin,	 fragile	 body	 of	 the	 woman	 who	 had	 
arrived	 at	 night	 without	 an	 appointment	 appeared	 to	 
stand	 out.	 	 The	 woman	 in	 the	 plain	 white	 dress	 was	 
kneeling	 beside	 the	 princess	 doll-like	 body.	 	 She	 
carefully	 selected	 some	 nice	 dresses	 from	 the	 layers	 on	 
the	 left	 and	 the	 right	 and	 placed	 some	 on	 the	 body,	 
pants	 and	 dress	 to	 make	 a	 perfect	 match	 of	 beige	 and	 



brown.	 	 She	 placed	 a	 long	 dress	 on	 the	 cold	 body	 slowly	 
and	 then	 switched	 to	 a	 yellow	 saffron	 one	 and	 to	 a	 lace	 
one	 with	 white	 beads.	 	 The	 dressing	 procedure	 went	 on.	 	 
Time	 was	 reluctant	 for	 a	 while	 before	 it	 decided	 to	 be	 
still	 from	 now	 on	 for	 the	 ages	 and	 eternity.	 	 On	 the	 
other	 hand,	 the	 moment	 where	 a	 human’s	 focus	 here	 or	 
wherever	 would	 need	 no	 calculation.	 	 If	 time	 would	 still	 
be	 right	 here,	 it	 had	 to	 give	 in	 to	 negligence	 and	 
forgetfulness	 or	 abandonment.	 

A	 casual	 blue	 satin	 dress	 was	 lifted	 up	 above	 the	 
body	 and	 then	 placed	 close	 to	 the	 cold,	 senseless	 body.	 

“Beautiful,”	 the	 female	 Dharma	 practitioner	 let	 her	 
admiration	 slip	 out	 in	 the	 unexpected	 scene	 the	 second	 
time.	 	 She	 who	 came	 with	 simplicity	 in	 a	 white	 blouse	 
and	 a	 black	 tube	 skirt	 with	 short	 hair	 and	 a	 plain	 
smooth	 face	 looking	 at	 the	 gentle	 moving	 picture	 in	 
front	 of	 her	 in	 admiration	 more	 of	 the	 sweet	 action	 of	 
the	 warm	 bodied	 woman	 toward	 the	 cold	 stiff	 body	 than	 
of	 the	 realization	 of	 impermanence	 she	 had	 first	 
expected	 and	 it	 could	 go	 beyond	 a	 greater	 possibility	 of	 
the	 interpretation	 of	 the	 Dharma	 path	 she	 was	 familiar	 
with.	 	 	 

The	 body	 icy	 cold	 from	 being	 kept	 in	 the	 
refrigerated	 box	 from	 late	 night	 to	 morning	 could	 have	 
been	 ill	 before	 expiring	 or	 it	 could	 have	 died	 from	 
encountering	 a	 life	 threatening	 cause	 of	 death.	 	 But	 here	 
and	 now,	 she	 assumed	 the	 glamorous	 role	 of	 a	 beauty	 in	 
the	 soft	 light	 satin	 dress	 free	 from	 any	 sign	 of	 the	 
tragedy	 of	 living	 or	 the	 last	 outcome	 that	 lead	 to	 her	 
driving	 straight	 into	 death.	 	 Here	 and	 now,	 being	 or	 life	 
is	 defying	 the	 meaning	 and	 the	 form	 of	 death.	 	 No,	 it	 
was	 not	 as	 severe	 as	 we	 have	 become	 accustomed	 to	 



when	 we	 hear	 the	 word.	 	 The	 brave	 defiance	 need	 not	 
happen	 suddenly	 or	 harshly	 but	 it	 can	 be	 nice,	 quiet,	 
slow	 and	 long.	 

The	 girl	 became	 excited	 with	 the	 splendid	 dark	 blue	 
uniform	 that	 took	 her	 back	 to	 the	 paper	 doll	 in	 a	 work	 
uniform.	 	 The	 well-fitting	 long	 dress	 with	 long	 sleeves	 
looked	 formal	 and	 lively	 and	 used	 to	 be	 put	 on	 her	 
slender	 paper	 doll	 before	 because	 it	 was	 the	 day	 time	 of	 
a	 work	 day.	 	 Soon,	 before	 dusk,	 her	 paper	 doll	 would	 be	 
dressed	 in	 a	 long	 night	 dress	 for	 a	 luxurious	 party	 in	 a	 
crowd	 with	 music	 and	 flower	 bouquets,	 plus	 the	 sound	 
of	 their	 crystal	 glasses	 and	 sweet	 talk.	 	 Perhaps	 it	 was	 
because	 dressing	 a	 doll	 was	 a	 kind	 of	 play,	 the	 roll	 of	 
the	 doll	 was	 rigidly	 defined	 according	 to	 the	 costume	 to	 
be	 exaggerated.	 	 Thus	 the	 night	 dress	 she	 selected	 for	 
the	 doll	 seemed	 out	 of	 balance.	 	 No	 matter	 what	 kind	 of	 
party	 it	 would	 be,	 it	 should	 be	 a	 starry	 night,	 of	 course.	 	 
Suddenly	 she	 was	 puzzled	 at	 the	 long	 night	 dress	 
swinging	 on	 the	 body	 whose	 work	 outfit	 had	 been	 
stripped	 off	 and	 placed	 nearby.	 	 The	 fiery	 red	 dress	 
filled	 with	 and	 red	 flowers	 from	 bright	 red	 to	 dark	 red	 
costume	 was	 of	 the	 same	 shade	 as	 the	 one	 she	 was	 now	 
wearing.	 

“The	 night	 party	 dress	 is	 the	 same	 shade	 as	 my	 
dress!”	 she	 exclaimed	 excitedly.	 

The	 large	 red	 flowers	 on	 the	 curved	 body	 of	 the	 
young	 woman	 together	 with	 the	 bright	 red	 flowers	 on	 
the	 tiny	 girl	 brought	 life	 to	 the	 thin,	 pale	 atmosphere	 in	 
the	 white	 room.	 	 Suddenly	 the	 multicolored	 layered	 
pudding-like	 costumes	 of	 red,	 orange,	 purple,	 pink	 and	 
blue,	 all	 mixed	 with	 yellow	 flowers,	 soft	 and	 dark	 
glittering	 along	 the	 bright	 red	 flame	 of	 the	 horizontal	 



body	 and	 the	 child’s	 dress.	 	 All	 these	 were	 accentuated	 
by	 the	 white	 glow	 of	 fluorescent	 light	 that	 also	 
highlighted	 the	 cloudy	 water	 surface	 in	 the	 embalming	 
vat	 to	 turn	 sparkling	 like	 some	 classic	 atmosphere	 of	 a	 
sky	 high	 restaurant	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 capital	 city	 or	 at	 
an	 exclusive	 nightclub.	 

The	 two	 greenish	 red	 bodies	 on	 the	 white	 ceramic	 
platform	 lying	 waiting	 for	 dissecting	 were	 also	 bathed	 
with	 the	 aura	 until	 they	 themselves	 became	 obsessed	 
with	 their	 bodies.	 	 These	 two	 bodies	 had	 died	 in	 their	 
mid-thirties,	 at	 a	 beautiful	 age	 like	 a	 blooming	 rose	 on	 
its	 slender	 stem.	 	 Though	 they	 had	 to	 hide	 their	 
freshness,	 their	 color,	 at	 such	 an	 age	 they	 couldn’t	 be	 
allowed	 to	 lose	 their	 place	 in	 the	 natural	 beauty	 state	 
regardless	 of	 having	 no	 clothes	 on	 “and	 even	 being	 
dead.”	 

The	 shocking	 effects	 of	 the	 color	 dance	 in	 the	 white	 
room	 involved	 just	 a	 few	 characters	 in	 the	 scene:	 the	 
lady	 pursuing	 Dharma,	 the	 girls	 selling	 garlands,	 the	 
fresh	 thin	 frozen	 body	 that	 had	 arrived	 in	 the	 night	 
without	 appointment	 who	 was	 dressed	 in	 different	 
costumes,	 and	 the	 other	 two	 bodies	 on	 the	 white	 
platform	 together	 with	 a	 forty-year-old	 living	 one	 who	 
came	 so	 close	 to	 the	 living	 death	 in	 reality.	 	 There	 was	 
also	 another	 unnoticed	 body	 that	 was	 floating	 sideways	 
near	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 vat	 whose	 head,	 shoulders,	 and	 the	 
rest	 of	 the	 body	 happened	 to	 be	 laid	 over	 the	 others	 
looking	 like	 an	 iceberg	 under	 the	 embalming	 fluid.	 	 It	 
was	 all	 so	 perfectly	 arranged	 that	 the	 female	 body	 who	 
might	 have	 been	 an	 artist	 who	 had	 to	 commit	 suicide	 to	 
escape	 the	 responsibility	 for	 her	 art	 work	 or	 a	 tragedy,	 
was	 able	 to	 narrow	 her	 eyes	 peeking	 over	 the	 edge	 of	 



the	 vat	 at	 the	 stage	 where	 woman	 lingered	 on	 dressing	 
the	 other	 gorgeously,	 being	 amazed	 at	 the	 meaning	 and	 
the	 results	 of	 being	 dressed.	 	 	 

The	 woman	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 vat	 was	 a	 new	 
member.	 	 She	 had	 just	 been	 laid	 into	 the	 big	 vat	 shortly	 
before	 and	 hadn’t	 yet	 undergone	 the	 ceremonial	 
inauguration	 or	 “Welcome	 Freshy”	 ritual.	 	 But	 she	 got	 
drunk	 on	 the	 formaldehyde	 until	 she	 had	 become	 
unconscious.	 	 When	 the	 bodies	 agreed	 about	 the	 
literary	 excerpts	 from	 I-nao,	 she	 was	 half	 conscious	 and	 
couldn’t	 figure	 out	 heads	 or	 tails	 of	 smell,	 sounds,	 or	 
conversation.	 	 She	 wasn’t	 aware	 even	 when	 her	 vat	 
mates	 moved	 their	 bodies	 along	 with	 the	 rhythm	 of	 the	 
poetry	 and	 description	 until	 the	 liquid	 had	 rippled	 and	 
spilled	 over,	 which	 caused	 her	 body	 to	 float	 from	 the	 
middle	 to	 the	 edge	 over	 the	 others	 to	 get	 such	 a	 special	 
place	 for	 a	 perfect	 view	 of	 the	 performance.	 

The	 red	 party	 dress	 had	 been	 pulled	 away	 from	 the	 
body.	 	 Its	 bright	 red	 color	 made	 a	 sharp	 contrast	 to	 the	 
pale	 white	 color	 of	 the	 wall	 of	 the	 vat.	 	 The	 last	 bit	 of	 
red	 flashed	 over	 the	 pale	 air	 for	 the	 last	 time	 as	 if	 to	 say	 
farewell.	 	 And	 then	 it	 landed	 in	 a	 pile	 on	 the	 floor.	 	 The	 
little	 girl	 realized	 it	 was	 time	 for	 the	 doll	 to	 go	 to	 bed.	 	 
She	 stared	 at	 the	 pile	 of	 dresses	 scattered	 around	 
waiting	 to	 see	 a	 nightgown.	 	 “Will	 it	 be	 like	 the	 one	 on	 
my	 doll?”	 	 The	 woman	 who	 was	 a	 religious	 devotee	 also	 
knew	 that	 the	 body	 would	 soon	 go	 to	 sleep.	 	 But	 she	 
didn’t	 know	 how	 to	 tell	 the	 body	 to	 pray	 before	 going	 to	 
sleep.	 	 The	 bare	 hand	 of	 the	 living	 woman	 came	 out	 of	 
her	 cotton	 dress	 while	 she	 was	 bending	 down	 over	 the	 
dead	 body.	 	 She	 swung	 a	 soft	 thin	 pink	 nightgown	 over	 
the	 naked	 body.	 	 But	 it	 didn’t	 quite	 land	 on	 the	 target.	 	 



So,	 the	 white	 hand	 had	 to	 move	 it	 and	 pull	 it	 a	 little	 
tighter	 for	 the	 lower	 end	 and	 the	 sleeves	 to	 cover	 it	 
perfectly.	 	 It	 was	 done	 in	 the	 manner	 of	 a	 deft	 
seamstress	 carefully	 checking	 the	 seams	 following	 the	 
customer’s	 body	 curves,	 or	 like	 an	 older	 sister	 taking	 
care	 of	 her	 unmovable	 sister,	 or	 some	 female	 lovers	 
treating	 each	 other	 gently	 with	 love.	 	 Her	 manner	 was	 
also	 like	 that	 of	 a	 mother	 taking	 care	 of	 her	 daughter.	 	 
The	 face	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 vat	 remained	 quiet	 while	 
looking	 at	 the	 movement	 of	 the	 living	 body	 reaching	 out	 
to	 touch	 the	 hair	 of	 the	 dead	 one	 as	 if	 to	 say	 “goodnight”	 
and	 “sweet	 dreams.”	 	 Suddenly,	 she	 longed	 for	 the	 soft,	 
gentle	 touch	 of	 a	 mother	 lulling	 her	 baby	 to	 sleep.	 	 The	 
desire	 surged	 within	 her	 rib	 bones	 surrounding	 her	 
dead	 heart.	 	 It	 became	 unusually	 receptive	 to	 the	 
sensation,	 unlike	 the	 dead	 body	 that	 was	 trapped	 
between	 organs	 with	 dried	 blood,	 stiff	 and	 hard	 to	 
move.	 	 The	 sensation	 was	 struggling,	 stiff	 and	 sticky,	 to	 
the	 point	 of	 expiring	 itself.	 

	 “This	 is	 a	 kind	 of	 torture	 after	 death,”	 the	 body	 at	 
the	 edge	 thought	 when	 observing	 her	 condition.	 	 Yet,	 
she	 continued	 focusing	 on	 the	 movement	 of	 the	 living	 
one	 who	 she	 at	 first	 silently	 criticized	 as	 being	 “unable	 
to	 be	 detached.”	 	 The	 criticism	 came	 close	 to	 her	 own	 
bitterness,	 the	 cause	 of	 her	 death.	 	 	 

The	 round	 slender	 arm	 and	 hand	 kept	 moving	 to	 
dress	 the	 dead	 body	 while	 her	 body	 moved	 around	 over	 
the	 corpse	 which	 was	 unresponsive	 and	 knew	 nothing.	 	 
It	 didn’t	 know	 either	 about	 the	 girl’s	 doll	 (though	 
having	 been	 a	 girl	 herself	 many	 years	 before).	 	 Neither	 
did	 she	 know	 about	 her	 body	 being	 used	 to	 achieving	 
the	 awareness	 of	 impermanence,	 or	 about	 being	 



reassured	 by	 being	 a	 sister	 or	 a	 daughter	 or	 someone’s	 
sweetheart.	 

The	 movement	 of	 the	 loving	 woman	 among	 the	 
gleaming	 array	 of	 fluffy	 dresses,	 pants,	 skirts,	 blouses	 
and	 shirts,	 looking	 like	 the	 striking	 background	 on	 a	 
stage	 that	 had	 to	 handle	 the	 stillness,	 absence	 of	 
melodic	 and	 rhythmic	 markings	 of	 a	 sad	 and	 sorrowful	 
funeral,	 or	 a	 heavy	 beat	 dancing	 of	 a	 bar	 to	 incubate	 
passionate	 desire	 to	 come	 to	 a	 peak	 at	 the	 right	 time.	 	 
There	 was	 no	 tempo	 even	 of	 a	 contemporary	 
performance.	 	 The	 plainness	 of	 a	 picture	 could	 imply	 
several	 things.	 	 It	 could	 mean	 superiority	 of	 one	 who	 
was	 still	 alive,	 who	 was	 able	 to	 move	 and	 direct	 the	 
dead	 ones.	 	 Or	 it	 could	 mean	 attachment	 or	 obsession	 
to	 the	 point	 of	 inability	 to	 stop	 anywhere.	 	 It	 could	 also	 
signify	 shameful	 inferiority,	 or	 shoddiness	 of	 desire,	 or	 
profound	 passion	 that	 couldn’t	 be	 released	 or	 let	 go	 of	 
relationships	 even	 at	 the	 different	 time	 or	 space.	 	 It	 
could	 be	 the	 power	 of	 the	 acting	 agent,	 like	 an	 actor	 
who	 couldn’t	 hide	 his	 feelings,	 a	 powerful	 culture,	 
gender,	 belief,	 or	 weakness.	 

“It’s	 not	 different	 from	 a	 ritual	 act,”	 the	 Dharma	 
lady	 thought,	 picturing	 a	 village	 woman	 elder	 whose	 
profession	 was	 that	 of	 a	 corpse	 cosmetic	 artist	 without	 
quoting	 the	 price,	 “However	 much	 one	 wants	 to	 make	 
merit.”	 	 She	 had	 the	 chance	 to	 make	 more	 merit	 than	 
anyone	 in	 the	 village	 because	 she	 was	 not	 afraid	 of	 or	 
worried	 about	 the	 unknown	 after	 death.	 	 She	 often	 told	 
the	 body	 she	 was	 cleaning,	 “I	 mean	 well.”	 	 She	 
comforted	 them	 as	 she	 would	 a	 child,	 “Let’s	 get	 dressed	 
nicely,	 OK?”	 	 And	 she	 never	 failed	 to	 stress	 the	 
significance	 of	 her	 activity,	 “The	 last	 beauty.”	 	 She	 also	 



offered	 an	 extra	 service	 of	 holding	 the	 rope	 to	 lead	 the	 
body	 from	 home	 to	 the	 crematorium	 with	 the	 belief	 that	 
having	 done	 so	 230	 times,	 she	 wouldn’t	 have	 to	 be	 born	 
on	 the	 planet	 earth	 again	 after	 she	 died.	 	 That	 meant	 she	 
would	 be	 able	 “to	 go	 to	 heaven	 permanently.”	 	 Before	 
or	 after	 the	 cleaning,	 she	 would	 dip	 a	 cotton	 ball	 into	 
some	 scented	 water	 and	 apply	 it	 onto	 the	 body	 as	 a	 
means	 of	 apology	 for	 prying	 into	 the	 secret	 parts	 that	 
she	 wouldn’t	 be	 allowed	 to	 touch	 or	 peek	 at	 otherwise	 
no	 matter	 how	 close	 or	 distant	 their	 relationship	 had	 
been.	 	 She	 had	 to	 plug	 up	 or	 mend	 holes	 or	 passages	 in	 
the	 body.	 	 She	 would	 tell	 where	 the	 moles	 and	 scars,	 
warts,	 or	 offensive	 looking	 parts	 were	 when	 she	 did	 the	 
final	 thorough	 cleansing	 to	 earn	 the	 merit	 she	 hoped	 for.	 	 
“Not	 that	 nice	 looking,	 though,”	 she	 would	 comfort	 a	 
body	 lovingly	 like	 a	 mother	 or	 grandmother	 would	 do	 
when	 bathing	 a	 grown-up	 child	 who	 felt	 embarrassed,	 
“that	 is	 just	 a	 dead	 part.”	 

The	 little	 girl	 thought	 a	 doll	 had	 to	 wear	 a	 
nightgown	 for	 a	 while,	 giving	 it	 some	 time	 to	 fall	 asleep	 
like	 in	 real	 life.	 	 Maybe	 the	 performance	 would	 end	 here	 
at	 the	 scene	 when	 the	 doll	 went	 to	 sleep,	 to	 dream	 or	 
not	 to	 dream	 was	 up	 to	 the	 doll.	 	 However,	 the	 living	 
woman	 continued	 to	 search	 for	 more	 dresses.	 	 After	 
kneeling	 down	 at	 the	 pile	 on	 the	 left,	 she	 moved	 to	 the	 
one	 on	 the	 right.	 	 The	 layers	 of	 dresses	 were	 scattered	 
all	 over	 the	 place	 looking	 nice	 with	 their	 colors	 and	 
prop	 components,	 not	 too	 neat	 nor	 unnecessarily	 neat.	 	 
After	 sleeping	 for	 a	 short	 while,	 the	 doll	 was	 woken	 to	 
change	 into	 a	 knee-length	 black	 skirt	 which	 was	 placed	 
on	 her	 body.	 	 The	 nightgown	 was	 pulled	 out	 from	 the	 
feet	 and	 became	 a	 messy	 heap	 of	 soft	 pink	 cloth.	 	 The	 



cold	 flesh	 of	 the	 thin	 body	 was	 exposed	 to	 the	 warm	 air	 
of	 the	 room	 causing	 small	 distilled	 drops	 of	 water	 to	 
appear.	 	 The	 black	 dress	 on	 the	 body	 appeared	 like	 a	 
present	 wrapped	 in	 black	 surrounding	 a	 bouquet	 of	 
blooms	 of	 a	 dok	 rang	 (body	 flower)	 looking	 fresh	 and	 
beautiful	 with	 water	 sprayed	 on	 it.	 

The	 living	 woman	 got	 up	 and	 gathered	 the	 clothes,	 
usable	 and	 unusable	 ones	 for	 the	 corpses,	 in	 an	 armful	 
looking	 like	 she	 was	 holding	 bunches	 of	 flowers	 to	 say	 
goodbye.	 	 After	 glancing	 at	 the	 body	 to	 bid	 farewell,	 she	 
turned	 her	 back	 and	 stepped	 out	 along	 the	 path	 out	 of	 
sight.	 	 A	 close-up	 of	 the	 face	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 vat	 filled	 
with	 embalming	 fluid,	 revealed	 that	 the	 observation	 
from	 the	 beginning	 until	 then	 had	 not	 been	 finished	 by	 
the	 body	 busy	 with	 the	 activities.	 The	 face	 on	 the	 edge	 
of	 the	 vat	 could	 guess	 that	 it	 was	 a	 kind	 of	 
contemporary	 performance.	 	 At	 the	 closest	 distance,	 
suddenly	 the	 signals	 of	 life	 and	 death	 came	 to	 touch	 
each	 another.	 	 The	 body	 in	 the	 brimming	 liquid	 flashed	 
and	 recalled	 an	 episode	 from	 twenty	 years	 before.	 	 The	 
second	 that	 the	 body	 halted	 and	 stepped	 away,	 stepping	 
out	 and	 leaving	 in	 a	 perplexed	 fright	 without	 hearing	 
the	 calling	 out	 of	 a	 name:	 “Lileya.”	 	 	 

A	 white	 van	 stopped	 in	 front	 of	 the	 white	 room.	 	 A	 
guide	 opened	 the	 door	 and	 invited	 some	 Asian	 guests	 
who	 spoke	 in	 a	 strange	 language	 understood	 only	 by	 
the	 group.	 	 They	 got	 out	 of	 the	 van,	 twelve	 of	 them,	 
looking	 very	 alert.	 	 Today	 there	 was	 a	 special	 program	 
arranged	 for	 and	 offered	 to	 them	 by	 their	 guide	 for	 the	 
last	 session	 of	 their	 free-time	 on	 their	 last	 day.	 	 	 

These	 guests	 who	 had	 never	 been	 close	 to	 death	 
before	 became	 interested	 in	 the	 tour	 program,	 named	 



“Death	 Excursion.”	 	 The	 rules	 for	 approaching	 death	 
had	 been	 explained	 to	 them	 when	 they	 were	 on	 the	 bus.	 	 
“Make	 sure	 to	 pay	 respect	 to	 the	 spirit	 of	 the	 place	 first.”	 	 
This	 was	 a	 nice	 custom	 a	 guest	 should	 observe	 on	 
arriving	 in	 an	 unfamiliar	 place,	 including	 a	 storage	 
room	 for	 dead	 bodies.	 	 No	 photo	 taking,	 of	 course.	 	 If	 
they	 wished	 to	 get	 a	 photo	 in	 confirmation	 of	 death,	 
which	 was	 usual	 as	 all	 of	 them	 wanted	 to	 show	 it	 to	 
everybody	 back	 home	 when	 talking	 about	 this	 special	 
tour,	 they	 had	 to	 use	 the	 camera	 provided	 by	 the	 guide.	 	 
They	 could	 get	 a	 photo	 for	 200	 baht	 in	 a	 small	 frame	 
with	 three	 rows	 of	 small	 decorative	 skulls.	 

While	 stepping	 into	 the	 white	 room	 with	 the	 unique,	 
unusual	 smell,	 a	 quick-eyed	 guide	 spotted	 the	 girl	 in	 the	 
red	 dress	 standing	 by	 the	 door	 with	 some	 garlands	 
hanging	 on	 the	 knob.	 	 He	 asked	 the	 girl	 the	 price	 if	 his	 
guests	 would	 like	 to	 buy	 them	 to	 pay	 respect	 to	 the	 
bodies’	 spirits,	 “How	 much	 is	 one	 of	 these,”	 and	 the	 girl	 
replied,	 “20	 baht.”	 	 The	 guide	 turned	 and	 told	 the	 guests	 
who	 were	 in	 awe	 of	 the	 smell,	 the	 room,	 the	 embalming	 
method,	 and	 the	 large	 number	 of	 bodies,	 indicating	 that	 
it	 would	 be	 nice	 to	 buy	 a	 garland	 to	 pay	 respect	 to	 the	 
bodies,	 “Thais	 like	 to	 pay	 respect	 with	 a	 garland,”	 he	 
said.	 	 He	 bought	 the	 garlands	 for	 all	 the	 guests	 and	 
collected	 100	 baht	 from	 each	 of	 them.	 

“Do	 you	 believe	 in	 rebirth?”	 a	 guest	 asked.	 	 The	 
bodies	 in	 the	 room	 became	 alert	 to	 the	 new	 event	 of	 the	 
holiday	 outside	 the	 calendar	 again.	 	 This	 holiday	 was	 
not	 the	 same	 as	 other	 holidays	 or	 the	 non-holiday	 ones.	 
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	 	 	 	 	 	 	 GROUP	 PHOTO	 1976	 

The	 photos	 of	 the	 first	 year	 arts	 students	 of	 20	 years	 
ago	 were	 black	 and	 white.	 	 Male	 students	 in	 uniforms	 
stood	 in	 two	 rows	 while	 female	 students	 in	 white	 
blouses	 and	 knee-length	 skirts	 stood	 with	 bright	 eyes	 in	 
the	 front	 and	 numbered	 fewer	 than	 ten.	 	 The	 line	 from	 
the	 first	 female	 student	 sloped	 down	 from	 the	 one	 
standing	 at	 one	 end	 and	 the	 slope	 looked	 very	 steep.	 	 
The	 slender	 thin	 girl	 at	 the	 head	 of	 the	 row	 had	 her	 long	 
hair	 bundled	 up	 roughly	 in	 the	 back	 while	 the	 one	 next	 
to	 her	 had	 bobbed	 short	 hair	 at	 chin	 level.	 	 It	 appeared	 
that	 there	 were	 only	 these	 two	 hair	 styles.	 	 The	 
Welcome	 Freshmen	 ceremony	 when	 the	 first-year	 
students	 were	 put	 in	 a	 circle	 where	 the	 first	 and	 the	 last	 
one	 in	 the	 row	 paired	 together	 made	 a	 funny	 picture	 of	 
the	 tallest	 and	 thinnest	 girl	 standing	 next	 to	 the	 shortest	 
plump	 one	 while	 they	 danced	 in	 a	 circle	 dancing	 to	 
musical	 rhythm.	 	 A	 talented	 senior	 student	 couldn’t	 
resist	 drawing	 a	 cartoon	 of	 them	 with	 special	 details	 
given	 to	 the	 long	 knee-length	 arms	 of	 the	 thinnest	 girl.	 

From	 an	 old	 photo	 one	 would	 never	 know	 that	 in	 
what	 seemed	 so	 similar	 in	 the	 first	 three	 university	 
freshmen	 girls	 in	 the	 row	 who	 were	 of	 the	 same	 age,	 
excitedly	 young	 with	 the	 new	 world	 of	 art	 and	 would	 
possibly	 be	 similar	 in	 such	 aspects	 as	 being	 joyful,	 
affectionate,	 lusty,	 carefully	 considering	 the	 
consequences	 of	 things,	 courageous,	 and	 ambitious	 
even	 in	 matters	 of	 morality	 and	 ethics.	 	 Nevertheless,	 
not	 too	 much	 that	 way.	 

	 “You	 can	 hardly	 draw	 a	 line,”	 a	 girl	 one	 year	 older	 
told	 her	 classmate	 who	 looked	 bored	 and	 bitter	 with	 a	 



large	 sheet	 of	 paper	 clipped	 on	 a	 sketch	 board	 on	 a	 
slanted	 table	 used	 especially	 for	 drawing.	 	 In	 the	 middle	 
of	 the	 room	 was	 a	 young	 man	 wearing	 just	 underpants	 
exposing	 his	 muscles	 standing	 as	 a	 model	 for	 the	 group	 
of	 students	 who	 were	 attentively	 trying	 to	 show	 their	 
competence	 in	 capturing	 the	 right	 proportions,	 scale,	 
volume,	 light	 and	 shadow	 to	 make	 their	 own	 picture	 of	 
the	 model	 a	 perfect	 drawing.	 

Almost	 all	 of	 the	 male	 students	 had	 selected	 a	 large	 
sheet	 of	 paper	 and	 a	 crayon	 while	 Lileya	 chose	 
awkwardly	 a	 sharp	 dark	 pencil	 instead	 of	 the	 square	 
crayon	 that	 didn’t	 fit	 well	 in	 her	 grip.	 	 Besides,	 she	 had	 
to	 cope	 with	 the	 unpleasant	 model.	 	 She	 found	 
everything	 unpleasant	 to	 draw.	 	 She	 preferred	 
something	 which	 would	 have	 required	 more	 thinking.	 	 
But	 the	 instructor	 and	 the	 senior	 students	 all	 said	 
drawing	 was	 very,	 very	 important.	 	 It	 was	 the	 
foundation	 of	 all	 the	 arts	 in	 the	 world.	 	 They	 all	 said	 
that	 in	 unison.	 	 She	 slowly	 began	 with	 the	 center	 part	 of	 
the	 model	 at	 about	 half	 a	 foot	 tall	 on	 the	 lower	 right-
hand	 side	 of	 the	 paper.	 	 She	 drew	 a	 circle	 for	 the	 head,	 
a	 straight	 line	 for	 the	 neck,	 a	 slanted	 crossing	 line	 for	 
shoulders,	 a	 torso,	 a	 rough	 sketch	 of	 the	 legs	 spread	 
apart,	 and	 she	 gradually	 made	 a	 contoured	 outline	 as	 an	 
outer	 circle	 or	 line	 in	 a	 simple	 freehand	 method	 she	 had	 
practiced	 before.	 	 She	 drew	 some	 soft	 thin	 lines	 to	 
measure	 the	 scale,	 curves,	 and	 weight.	 	 The	 position	 of	 
the	 drawing	 was	 like	 reading	 left	 to	 right	 while	 almost	 
going	 off	 the	 page.	 	 The	 lower	 she	 went	 on	 the	 paper,	 
the	 more	 it	 hinted	 at	 going	 off	 the	 sheet	 of	 paper.	 	 The	 
correct	 way	 was	 a	 more	 centered	 one	 where	 the	 
drawing	 was	 placed	 in	 the	 center	 leaving	 a	 space	 at	 the	 



top	 and	 bottom	 and	 on	 the	 left	 and	 the	 right	 sides	 in	 
equal	 measure	 so	 that	 the	 picture	 would	 stand	 out	 in	 
the	 center	 of	 the	 sheet.	 	 The	 instructor	 criticized	 her	 in	 
that	 her	 drawing	 was	 not	 well-proportioned	 in	 relation	 
to	 the	 size	 of	 the	 paper.	 	 If	 someone	 had	 explained	 to	 
her	 that	 everything	 related	 was	 related	 in	 a	 context	 or	 in	 
an	 environment,	 she	 might	 have	 been	 able	 to	 
understand	 better	 that	 the	 proper	 position	 and	 context	 
made	 it	 look	 nice	 on	 the	 paper.	 	 But	 she	 had	 her	 own	 
biases	 also.	 	 She	 expressed	 her	 dislike	 of	 the	 style	 and	 
the	 method	 and	 expressed	 her	 lack	 of	 pride	 in	 her	 
drawing	 through	 the	 small	 size,	 which	 meant	 she	 gave	 
no	 significance	 to	 it.	 

Why	 should	 we	 have	 to	 give	 importance	 to	 “style”	 
or	 model	 whereas	 art	 was	 supposed	 to	 be	 a	 means	 of	 
searching	 for	 meaning	 and	 difference?	 	 Besides,	 a	 small	 
size	 could	 be	 done	 in	 a	 short	 time	 and	 she	 could	 leave	 
the	 class	 sooner.	 	 She	 just	 disliked	 drawing	 and	 she	 was	 
always	 the	 first	 in	 the	 class	 to	 finish	 the	 assignment.	 	 
The	 same	 happened	 in	 her	 basic	 painting	 class.	 	 The	 
students	 also	 had	 to	 draw	 a	 model	 of	 flowers	 in	 a	 vase.	 	 
When	 we	 are	 young,	 we	 don’t	 have	 to	 be	 concerned	 
with	 size,	 light,	 or	 shadowing	 to	 look	 exactly	 real	 when	 
drawing	 a	 picture.	 	 We	 can	 do	 whatever	 and	 however	 
we	 wanted	 and	 feel	 it	 to	 be:	 a	 mountain,	 a	 boat,	 the	 sun.	 	 
We	 don’t	 have	 to	 just	 look	 at	 real	 things	 and	 copy	 them.	 	 
The	 voice	 of	 a	 welt-built	 male	 instructor	 praised	 a	 
female	 student,	 a	 friend	 of	 hers,	 who	 was	 next	 to	 her.	 	 
“Good	 with	 size	 and	 proportion.	 	 Be	 careful	 to	 stand	 in	 
place	 and	 be	 firm.”	 	 The	 straight	 line	 from	 the	 center	 of	 
the	 head	 was	 drawn	 downward	 gently	 and	 the	 standing	 
point	 of	 the	 legs	 was	 measured	 to	 be	 right	 at	 the	 ankles	 



to	 be	 sure	 of	 the	 actual	 standing	 position	 without	 any	 
danger	 of	 falling.	 	 The	 same	 was	 true	 in	 her	 childhood	 
where	 the	 birds	 she	 drew	 could	 fly	 according	 to	 her	 
imagination,	 not	 according	 to	 the	 way	 they	 fly	 in	 reality.	 	 
It	 was	 not	 the	 same	 as	 a	 real	 bird.	 	 She	 didn’t	 know	 
either	 what	 kind	 of	 bird	 it	 was.	 	 At	 least	 in	 her	 mind	 it	 
could	 fly.	 	 The	 flourishing	 dream	 of	 a	 girl	 who	 had	 just	 
passed	 the	 university	 entrance	 examination	 to	 study	 in	 
the	 first	 year	 collapsed	 with	 the	 grade	 she	 received	 from	 
the	 practicum	 in	 both	 drawing	 and	 painting.	 	 She	 failed	 
in	 both	 courses.	 	 She	 missed	 a	 session	 in	 watercolor.	 	 
Her	 friend,	 Naphachai,	 came	 to	 see	 her	 at	 her	 dorm	 that	 
evening.	 	 Her	 dormitory	 was	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 
Chao	 Phraya	 River.	 	 She	 could	 go	 to	 and	 from	 the	 
university	 very	 conveniently	 by	 riding	 in	 a	 tuk-tuk	 
(motored	 three-wheeled	 vehicle)	 from	 her	 dorm	 to	 the	 
ferry	 pier,	 crossing	 the	 river	 and	 walking	 along	 the	 
pedestrian	 walkway	 from	 the	 Phrachan	 pier	 along	 the	 
wall	 of	 Mahathat	 Temple	 and	 to	 her	 classes	 at	 Silapa-
Athon	 University.	 

“You	 didn’t	 go	 to	 class,	 are	 you	 sick?”	 Lileya	 who	 
had	 run	 down	 the	 stairs	 from	 many	 floors	 up	 in	 a	 hurry	 
sat	 breathing	 heavily	 down	 in	 the	 dorm’s	 small	 canteen.	 	 
She	 looked	 at	 her	 older	 friend	 who	 had	 passed	 the	 
entrance	 exam	 in	 the	 same	 year.	 	 

“I	 am	 not	 sick,	 but	 I	 am	 tired	 of	 painting.”	 Lileya	 
turned	 to	 the	 food	 counter	 and	 asked,	 “What	 do	 you	 
want	 to	 drink?	 	 If	 we	 sit	 here,	 we	 should	 order	 
something.”	 

“Lemonade,”	 Lileya	 turned	 and	 ordered	 two	 glasses.	 
“You’re	 tired	 because	 you	 can’t	 do	 it.”	 this	 was	 

another	 time	 Naphachai	 said	 it	 before	 continuing	 flatly,	 



but	 it	 sounded	 intense	 in	 a	 way.	 	 “You	 should	 try	 
instead	 of	 running	 away.”	 

Lileya	 looked	 at	 her	 friend.	 	 She	 liked	 Naphachai’s	 
manner	 of	 speaking.	 	 This	 woman	 she	 had	 recently	 
made	 acquaintance	 with	 as	 a	 classmate,	 a	 normal	 type	 
of	 relationship	 that	 got	 young	 men	 and	 women	 to	 meet	 
and	 spend	 time	 with	 one	 another	 from	 morning	 until	 
evening,	 in	 class	 from	 8:30	 and	 in	 the	 freshmen	 
activities	 in	 the	 evening.	 	 It	 was	 a	 time	 for	 everything	 
new:	 a	 new	 study	 place,	 new	 friends,	 new	 teachers	 and	 
instructors,	 a	 new	 system	 with	 new	 regulations,	 and	 
new	 courses.	 	 She	 began	 to	 accept	 the	 friendship	 of	 the	 
older	 student	 and	 they	 went	 everywhere	 together,	 from	 
breakfast	 before	 class	 at	 the	 Student	 Union,	 lunch	 at	 the	 
same	 place	 or	 around	 Tha	 Chang	 or	 Tha	 Prachan,	 until	 
evening	 talking	 and	 chatting	 and	 becoming	 closer	 and	 
closer.	 

“It	 doesn’t	 matter	 if	 I	 paint.	 	 The	 teacher	 will	 
correct	 it	 and	 I	 cannot	 see	 the	 colors	 he	 adds	 to	 it.	 	 
Color	 depends	 on	 each	 person’s	 preferences.	 	 The	 color	 
in	 the	 work	 of	 each	 classmate	 is	 different	 even	 though	 
we	 all	 paint	 from	 the	 same	 model	 placed	 in	 the	 middle	 
of	 the	 room,”	 Lileya	 stated	 with	 boredom.	 	 “My	 color	 
had	 cobalt	 blue	 and	 yellow	 oak	 mixed	 in.	 	 I	 think	 it’s	 the	 
color	 of	 the	 air	 in	 nature.	 	 I	 couldn’t	 see	 the	 viridian	 
green	 mixed	 with	 red	 the	 instructor	 painted	 over	 the	 
flower	 vase	 I	 had	 painted.	 	 I	 couldn’t	 see	 it,	 so	 why	 do	 I	 
have	 to	 follow	 or	 accept	 the	 more	 intense	 color	 mixture	 
when	 I	 like	 my	 airy	 gloomy	 color?”	 

“You	 paint	 it	 the	 way	 you	 like,	 of	 course.	 	 But	 you	 
have	 to	 make	 others	 see	 that	 your	 style	 is	 good.	 	 You	 
have	 to	 be	 firm	 but	 not	 run	 away	 to	 your	 dorm	 and	 lie	 



doing	 nothing.”	 	 Naphachai	 reproached	 her	 sternly.	 	 “If	 
you’re	 studying	 art,	 you	 can’t	 avoid	 painting	 or	 drawing.	 	 
You	 have	 five	 more	 years	 to	 go.”	 	 Many	 years	 later,	 
when	 Lileya	 had	 grown	 up	 more,	 understood	 more	 
about	 art,	 she	 would	 have	 liked	 to	 have	 had	 the	 chance	 
to	 tell	 her	 older	 friend,	 “No,	 not	 so.	 	 I	 can	 do	 art	 without	 
drawing	 or	 painting.”	 

Another	 girl	 in	 the	 same	 university	 uniform,	 but	 
moderately	 plump,	 entered	 through	 the	 dormitory	 gate	 
and	 went	 into	 the	 cozy	 canteen	 that	 looked	 more	 like	 a	 
pavilion	 where	 the	 two	 girls	 were	 sitting.	 	 Both	 girls	 
turned	 and	 looked	 at	 her	 amused	 and	 exclaimed	 
simultaneously,	 

“Oh,	 Netra!”	 	 They	 laughed	 loudly.	 	 “We	 are	 all	 
here,	 eh?”	 	 The	 new	 student,	 who	 had	 just	 come	 in	 had	 
big	 round	 eyes	 as	 her	 name	 indicated,	 put	 down	 her	 
tote	 bag	 and	 a	 roll	 of	 paper	 and	 some	 books	 on	 the	 long	 
bench,	 and	 spoke	 softly.	 

“You’re	 all	 in	 this	 dorm,	 so	 who	 would	 want	 to	 be	 
alone	 on	 an	 evening	 like	 this?”	 	 Netra	 looked	 fresh	 and	 
energetic	 still	 even	 after	 a	 full	 day	 of	 studying.	 	 “It’s	 a	 
pleasant	 leisure	 time	 and	 the	 freshy	 ceremony	 is	 over,	 
no	 more	 rituals	 to	 enjoy.	 	 I	 had	 to	 come	 and	 see	 where	 
you	 girls	 had	 disappeared	 to.	 	 I	 guessed	 you’d	 all	 be	 
here	 because	 Ya	 didn’t	 go	 to	 class	 today.	 	 Besides,	 it’s	 
too	 early	 to	 take	 the	 bus	 home.”	 	 She	 touched	 her	 
friend’s	 arm,	 “How	 are	 you,	 Ya?”	 

This	 was	 being	 concerned,	 worried,	 intimate,	 jolly,	 
full	 of	 friendship	 among	 the	 three	 girls.	 

It’s	 surprising	 that	 our	 youthful	 friendship	 period	 
was	 so	 energetic,	 so	 full	 of	 strength	 in	 a	 group.	 	 Our	 
giggling	 laughter	 went	 along	 with	 our	 constant	 



movement	 from	 morning	 to	 dusk.	 	 We	 studied	 and	 
played	 day	 in	 and	 day	 out.	 	 Question	 after	 question	 and	 
meaning	 after	 meaning	 came	 along,	 some	 serious	 and	 
some	 playful.	 	 Many	 times	 we	 let	 puzzles	 and	 curiosity	 
slip	 by.	 	 We	 went	 along	 with	 invisible	 problems	 and	 
knots	 and	 glided	 along	 with	 things	 which…might	 be	 too	 
much.	 	 In	 light	 of	 duty	 or	 responsibility	 we	 stayed	 where	 
we	 should,	 but	 many	 times	 we	 couldn’t	 help	 slipping	 
away	 as	 we	 pleased,	 as	 if	 driven	 by	 the	 raging	 hormones	 
that	 stimulated	 our	 fresh,	 strong	 bodies	 that	 wouldn’t	 
let	 us	 stop	 to	 rest.	 	 The	 merriment	 seemed	 limitless,	 yet	 
sobbing	 youth	 also	 had	 time	 for	 setbacks	 and	 problems.	 	 
Even	 so,	 our	 hopes	 couldn’t	 become	 dampened	 or	 less	 
intense	 because	 we	 didn’t	 really	 know	 what	 our	 most	 
attainable	 hope	 were.	 	 But	 it	 was	 all	 flowing	 into	 a	 circle	 
of	 being	 as	 being	 should	 be,	 not	 knowing	 who	 was	 
directing	 the	 scene.	 	 Our	 thoughts	 and	 our	 emotions	 
kept	 moving	 along	 with	 situations,	 faltering,	 and	 scant	 
at	 times.	 	 But	 we	 had	 no	 time	 for	 analysis	 or	 reasons.	 	 
We	 just	 moved	 on	 and	 on.	 

The	 young	 friends	 began	 to	 survey	 the	 residential	 
areas	 along	 the	 Chao	 Phraya	 River.	 	 Afternoons	 and	 
evenings	 we	 went	 climbing	 the	 large	 foundation	 posts	 
of	 a	 new	 bridge	 under	 construction,	 that	 was	 later	 
named	 Phrapinklao	 Bridge,	 that	 stretched	 long	 over	 the	 
river	 and	 then	 looked	 like	 it	 had	 been	 left	 hanging	 in	 
the	 air	 over	 the	 vast	 width	 of	 the	 river.	 	 We	 climbed	 the	 
wooden	 frame	 of	 the	 bridge	 to	 stand	 perilously	 on	 the	 
next	 post	 over	 the	 strong	 river	 current	 enjoying	 
nibbling	 all	 the	 ten	 sticks	 of	 grilled	 meatballs	 we	 had	 
with	 us.	 	 	 



Feeling	 very	 energetic,	 we	 got	 up	 and	 yelled	 loudly	 
to	 hear	 our	 own	 voices	 echoing	 below	 the	 vast	 shadow	 
of	 the	 unfinished	 bridge	 above.	 	 We	 talked	 by	 shouting	 
with	 passing	 by	 tugboats,	 speed	 boats,	 and	 ferry	 boats	 
without	 fear	 of	 the	 river	 or	 the	 boats.	 	 Another	 day	 we	 
got	 up	 at	 dawn	 and	 made	 an	 appointment	 to	 invade	 a	 
muddy	 rose	 garden	 by	 the	 Chao	 Phraya	 River	 bank.	 	 We	 
sat	 down	 and	 laughed	 fun-loving	 with	 the	 kind	 garden	 
owner	 who	 was	 in	 a	 trance	 from	 the	 young	 girls’	 talk	 
and	 cut	 a	 big	 bouquet	 of	 colorful	 flowers	 for	 them	 to	 
take	 along	 for	 free.	 	 In	 an	 afternoon	 parade,	 a	 group	 of	 
youngsters	 acting	 like	 musicians	 walked	 up	 the	 ramp	 to	 
the	 ferry	 crossing	 over	 the	 river.	 	 One	 was	 coquettishly	 
carrying	 a	 guitar	 case	 stepped	 up	 but	 had	 to	 bend	 down	 
trying	 to	 pull	 up	 the	 high	 heels	 of	 Japanese	 wooden	 
sandals	 sticking	 out	 from	 under	 the	 cuffs	 of	 her	 long	 
bell-bottom	 floor-sweeping	 pants.	 	 The	 fashionable	 pair	 
of	 shoes	 that	 were	 able	 to	 transform	 a	 lowly	 short	 
person	 to	 look	 slender	 and	 tall	 managed	 to	 get	 stuck	 in	 
the	 wooden	 steps	 of	 the	 ferry	 pier.	 	 Some	 in	 the	 group	 
had	 to	 look	 for	 some	 tools	 in	 their	 bags	 like	 a	 knife	 or	 a	 
pen	 to	 pry	 the	 shoe	 out	 causing	 the	 crowd	 of	 passengers	 
to	 be	 stuck	 in	 a	 long	 row.	 	 Irritated	 faces	 contrasted	 
with	 the	 giggling	 at	 the	 problematic	 fashion	 of	 some	 
friends.	 	 They	 wandered	 from	 cheap	 street	 food	 shops	 
and	 those	 around	 late	 night	 cinema	 with	 some	 ruffians	 
in	 tight	 pants	 walking	 with	 their	 legs	 spread	 wide	 in	 
fashionable	 hairstyles	 and	 clothing	 to	 wait	 for	 girls	 
coming	 out	 of	 the	 movie	 house	 or	 run	 after	 female	 
university	 students	 in	 uniforms	 with	 lower	 seam	 of	 their	 
blouses	 coming	 out	 of	 the	 top	 of	 their	 skirts	 from	 
running	 away	 frightened.	 	 Soon	 the	 voice	 of	 a	 friend	 of	 a	 



girl’s	 mother	 yelled	 out	 after	 she	 had	 bumped	 into	 a	 
friend’s	 daughter	 who	 had	 lied	 about	 having	 to	 work	 
late	 at	 the	 university.	 	 The	 voice	 made	 the	 rascals’	 
hormones	 subside.	 	 But	 it	 made	 the	 girl	 worry	 about	 
having	 to	 explain	 to	 her	 mother	 why	 she	 was	 running	 
around	 the	 streets	 so	 late	 at	 night	 in	 such	 a	 place.	 	 At	 
midnight,	 the	 group	 was	 still	 roaming	 around	 the	 dorm	 
pool	 trying	 to	 get	 over	 the	 top	 of	 the	 wall	 surrounding	 
the	 house	 into	 which	 the	 owner	 had	 embedded	 bits	 of	 
broken	 glass	 to	 prevent	 anyone	 trespassing.	 	 The	 girls	 
were	 trying	 to	 steal	 mangoes	 from	 the	 trees	 around	 the	 
mansion	 in	 response	 to	 our	 teenager	 adrenalin	 which	 
made	 us	 feel	 like	 never	 wanting	 to	 go	 to	 bed.	 	 While	 we	 
were	 picking	 the	 tempting	 and	 tart	 green	 mangoes	 in	 
the	 dim	 light	 from	 the	 wall,	 the	 dogs	 barked	 and	 whined	 
until	 the	 dormitory	 guard	 had	 to	 come	 around	 checking	 
on	 things	 at	 such	 a	 late	 time.	 	 Our	 age	 made	 for	 simple	 
adventurous	 play	 in	 unlimited	 delight.	 	 After	 our	 
adventures,	 each	 of	 us	 would	 fall	 asleep	 in	 what	 was	 
considered	 to	 resemble	 the	 healthy	 components	 of	 a	 
good	 sleeping	 posture.	 	 Young	 girls	 slept	 on	 the	 floor	 
with	 sheets	 spread	 over	 them.	 	 Their	 heads	 were	 on	 
piles	 of	 clothes	 piled	 high	 or	 low	 or	 over	 some	 shoulder	 
bags	 in	 a	 small	 dorm	 room.	 	 They	 shared	 towels	 that	 
were	 soaked	 with	 moisture.	 	 They	 even	 shared	 soap	 that	 
became	 totally	 mushy,	 different	 from	 what	 was	 shown	 
in	 the	 contemporary	 ads	 with	 the	 exclamation,	 “Wowee!	 	 
Chick	 Brand	 soap.	 	 So	 fragrant	 it	 makes	 everyone	 who	 
experiences	 it	 cry,	 ‘WOWEE!’…	 no	 mushy	 feel	 and	 
pleasantly	 scented.”	 	 In	 the	 morning	 the	 group	 of	 
friends	 laughed	 at	 the	 frustration	 of	 the	 room	 owner	 
who	 wrote	 in	 a	 neat	 handwriting	 an	 excerpt	 from	 a	 



poem	 and	 posted	 it	 on	 the	 wall	 with	 transparent	 tape.	 	 
The	 poem	 was	 from	 the	 national	 artist	 in	 poetry,	 
Angkan	 Kalayanaphong.	 It	 was	 the	 famous	 quotation:	 
“cha	 cheep	 cham	 paithueng	 poralok,	 lue	 roi	 sokrurang	 
changhai	 cha	 koetkifa	 matrom	 tai,	 yamai	 wa	 cha	 hai	 hua	 
chai.”	 	 (I’ll	 remember	 the	 hurting	 to	 hell.	 	 The	 trace	 of	 
sorrow	 will	 always	 remain.	 	 No	 matter	 how	 many	 
rounds	 of	 births	 or	 deaths.	 	 Do	 not	 expect	 to	 win	 my	 
heart	 or	 my	 love).	 	 The	 same	 friend	 who	 giggled	 at	 the	 
quotation	 had	 another	 occasion	 to	 giggle	 when	 the	 
admirer	 of	 the	 poem	 was	 walking	 past	 a	 beggar	 playing	 
on	 a	 cane	 pipe	 musical	 instrument	 around	 the	 lawn	 of	 
the	 royal	 palace.	 	 She	 broke	 out	 crying	 with	 tears	 all	 
over	 her	 cheeks	 while	 getting	 on	 a	 bus.	 	 That	 was	 
because	 they	 had	 just	 snuck	 out	 from	 class	 to	 see	 a	 
movie	 about	 a	 rural	 teacher	 who	 played	 an	 instrument	 
of	 that	 kind	 on	 many	 occasions.	 	 That	 reminded	 her	 of	 
the	 view	 point	 and	 sympathy	 toward	 mankind	 that	 
haunted	 her	 urban	 teen’s	 conscience	 and	 the	 pity	 for	 
the	 hardships	 of	 the	 poor.	 	 	 Also	 at	 that	 young	 age,	 
scenes	 in	 various	 movies	 moved	 the	 young	 girl’s	 
feelings	 and	 emotions	 to	 cry	 along	 with	 Lady	 Caroline	 
who	 was	 disappointed	 by	 Lord	 Byron	 on	 a	 stormy	 night	 
in	 her	 blowing	 nightgown	 in	 the	 dark	 garden.	 	 	 

Another	 friend	 who	 sadly	 sat	 in	 the	 cinema	 next	 to	 
her	 some	 years	 back	 after	 settling	 down	 abroad	 became	 
curious	 about	 her	 child-like	 sensitivity	 to	 the	 point	 that	 
she	 had	 to	 rent	 a	 video	 of	 the	 same	 movie	 to	 view	 it	 
again	 and	 said,	 “I	 don’t	 feel	 the	 fate	 of	 Lady	 Caroline	 to	 
be	 as	 sad	 as	 what	 we	 used	 to	 feel.	 	 She	 was	 just	 a	 
woman	 who	 got	 married	 and	 was	 betrayed	 and	 was	 
again	 heart-broken	 by	 a	 lover.”	 



The	 good	 times	 went	 beyond	 the	 Chao	 Phraya	 River	 
to	 the	 midtown	 tourist	 places.	 	 One	 day,	 when	 the	 
school	 examination	 results	 were	 supposed	 to	 be	 
released,	 a	 parent	 whose	 daughter,	 who	 was	 a	 friend	 of	 
her	 younger	 sister,	 and	 who	 had	 gone	 out	 very	 early	 
and	 didn’t	 return	 when	 evening	 approached	 became	 
very	 worried.	 	 The	 girl	 students	 had	 boarded	 an	 orange	 
bus	 bound	 for	 the	 eastern	 seashore	 and	 spent	 three	 
days	 and	 two	 nights	 on	 the	 beach.	 	 The	 mother	 of	 a	 
friend	 phoned	 the	 friend’s	 older	 sister	 about	 her	 
daughter’s	 disappearance	 for	 two	 nights	 after	 the	 girl	 
had	 left	 home	 to	 get	 the	 exam	 results.	 	 The	 sister	 said	 
her	 younger	 sister	 hadn’t	 returned	 home	 yet	 either	 
since	 after	 that.	 

The	 group	 of	 girl	 students	 from	 Bangkok	 came	 to	 
visit	 a	 group	 of	 male	 friends	 in	 another	 province.	 	 They	 
stayed	 in	 a	 country	 house	 of	 one	 of	 the	 members	 of	 the	 
group.	 	 After	 getting	 off	 the	 bus	 and	 eating	 an	 evening	 
meal,	 each	 took	 a	 bath	 and	 got	 dressed	 up.	 	 One	 of	 
them	 was	 the	 daughter	 of	 the	 head	 of	 the	 WACO	 and	 
UNI-AIR	 companies	 and	 she	 took	 out	 a	 big	 array	 of	 
cosmetics	 belonging	 to	 her	 older	 sister.	 	 The	 group	 
members	 put	 whatever	 they	 liked	 on	 their	 faces	 without	 
knowing	 much	 about	 the	 cosmetics.	 	 They	 had	 a	 lot	 of	 
fun	 doing	 new	 things	 and	 were	 very	 thrilled	 to	 be	 in	 an	 
exotic	 place.	 	 A	 “tom”	 (lesbian)	 girl	 who	 had	 just	 
stepped	 out	 of	 the	 bathroom	 having	 finished	 taking	 a	 
bath	 exclaimed,	 “Wow!	 	 This	 is	 dressing	 to	 hook	 a	 heavy	 
pocketed	 Chinese	 guy.”	 	 The	 plan	 for	 that	 night	 
according	 to	 a	 nurse	 friend	 in	 the	 region	 was	 to	 
introduce	 them	 to	 some	 gem	 traders	 who	 could	 treat	 
them	 to	 all	 they	 could	 eat.	 	 Unfortunately,	 the	 beach	 



house	 was	 far	 away	 from	 town	 and	 the	 city	 girls	 with	 
unprofessionally	 made	 up	 faces	 had	 to	 trudge	 along	 the	 
road.	 	 They	 ran	 into	 a	 movie	 advertising	 truck	 with	 a	 big	 
cut-out	 picture	 of	 Sombat	 Methanee,	 a	 popular	 
handsome	 actor	 of	 the	 time	 with	 bangs	 falling	 over	 his	 
forehead,	 holding	 a	 gun	 in	 a	 western	 actor	 style.	 	 The	 
truck	 stopped	 to	 take	 the	 girls	 who	 seemed	 possessed	 
with	 a	 fun-loving	 spirit	 on	 their	 strange	 journey	 to	 the	 
lights	 and	 sounds	 of	 town.	 	 The	 girls	 had	 to	 climb	 up	 
awkwardly	 and	 acted	 out	 their	 sassy	 image	 of	 city	 girls	 
by	 standing	 next	 to	 the	 picture	 of	 the	 good-looking	 
actor.	 	 Some	 of	 them	 split	 away	 to	 stand	 on	 the	 other	 
side	 next	 to	 the	 ad	 picture	 of	 the	 female	 superstar	 
Aranya	 Namwong,	 the	 heroine	 of	 the	 movie.	 	 As	 soon	 as	 
the	 truck	 drove	 into	 town	 the	 passersby	 on	 both	 sides	 of	 
the	 street	 looked	 up	 in	 amazement	 at	 the	 gala	 movie	 
advertisement	 using	 as	 many	 as	 eight	 teenage	 girls	 fully	 
made	 up	 and	 wearing	 such	 cheeky	 attire	 holding	 onto	 a	 
life	 size	 picture	 of	 the	 super	 hero.	 	 Loud	 exclamations	 in	 
frightened	 and	 surprised	 tones	 came	 from	 the	 roadside.	 
	 “What	 in	 the	 world	 is	 that!”	 whereas	 the	 girls	 who	 had	 
become	 part	 of	 the	 ads	 stood	 around	 ill	 at	 ease	 near	 
Sombat	 Methanee	 looking	 helpless	 and	 shaking	 while	 
trying	 to	 suppress	 their	 laughter.	 

On	 some	 festive	 occasions	 in	 Bangkok,	 these	 young	 
university	 girls	 liked	 to	 go	 to	 discotheques	 like	 on	 Loi	 
Kratong	 (the	 candle	 light	 festival	 night)	 after	 practicing	 
dancing	 like	 John	 Travolta	 and	 Olivia	 Newton	 John	 in	 
“Grease”.	 	 	 The	 dance	 music	 of	 American	 movies	 in	 the	 
late	 1970s	 was	 used	 by	 famous	 musical	 bands	 in	 
Thailand,	 such	 as	 the	 Royal	 Sprites	 in	 1979.	 	 It	 inspired	 
the	 “tom”	 girl	 in	 the	 group	 to	 dance	 so	 emotionally	 so	 



close	 to	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 stage	 that	 her	 arm	 snatched	 at	 
the	 microphone	 while	 an	 afro-haired	 singer	 was	 singing	 
and	 vibrating	 to	 look	 as	 if	 he	 was	 going	 to	 swallow	 the	 
microphone	 when	 it	 fell	 from	 his	 grasp	 and	 hung	 upside	 
down	 off	 the	 front	 of	 the	 stage.	 	 The	 singer	 and	 the	 
other	 night	 visitors	 were	 frightened.	 	 But	 it	 was	 funny	 to	 
the	 eight	 dancers.	 	 They	 found	 it	 funny	 but	 yet	 they	 
couldn’t	 stop	 swinging	 because	 they	 were	 so	 moved	 by	 
the	 music.	 	 And	 so	 they	 danced	 and	 laughed	 until	 their	 
bellies	 ached.	 	 The	 sweet-eyed	 friend	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 
row	 who	 wore	 very	 high	 heeled	 shoes	 until	 her	 stunted	 
body	 looked	 slender	 and	 tall	 sent	 out	 an	 inviting	 glance	 
making	 the	 boys	 at	 the	 near	 table	 send	 her	 a	 note	 in	 the	 
dark.	 	 Sometimes,	 our	 hitch-hiking	 in	 an	 emergency	 to	 
get	 out	 away	 from	 the	 house	 of	 a	 friend	 could	 end	 up	 in	 
lunch	 in	 the	 company	 of	 an	 Indian-looking	 young	 
manager	 whose	 nickname	 was	 like	 that	 of	 a	 Chinese	 
movie	 star,	 Wang	 Fan	 (meaning	 “hope	 to	 sleep	 with	 a	 
girl”)	 who	 took	 the	 girls	 cruising	 along	 the	 Chao	 Phraya	 
in	 his	 company’s	 boat,	 shameless	 on	 both	 sides.	 	 The	 
boat	 passed	 by	 the	 base	 of	 the	 bridge	 where	 the	 girls	 
used	 to	 stand	 and	 scream	 like	 mad.	 	 The	 manager	 also	 
asked	 one	 of	 the	 girls	 to	 pay	 respect	 to	 the	 Buddha	 
Image	 at	 the	 Golden	 Temple	 at	 night.	 	 The	 girl	 who	 was	 
being	 courted	 rolled	 her	 eyes	 at	 a	 friend	 while	 saying,	 
“What	 kind	 of	 respect	 is	 done	 at	 8:00	 p.m.?	 	 That’s	 
awful.”	 

Night	 time	 at	 some	 festivals	 in	 the	 central	 city	 area	 
presented	 a	 challenge	 for	 the	 healthy	 shins	 of	 the	 girls’	 
young	 legs	 in	 short	 skirts.	 	 Christmas	 came	 first.	 	 The	 
girl	 in	 the	 shortest	 skirt	 stood	 by	 the	 road	 waving	 for	 a	 
car	 to	 come	 to	 the	 trap.	 	 A	 hasty-minded	 night-goer	 



braked	 his	 car	 immediately	 to	 take	 the	 girl	 in	 the	 super	 
short	 skirt	 by	 a	 deserted	 road.	 	 But	 suddenly,	 a	 herd	 of	 
seven	 girls	 or	 sometimes	 fewer	 darted	 out	 of	 the	 
wayside	 bush,	 causing	 the	 bright	 red	 car	 to	 swiftly	 
speed	 away	 disappearing	 from	 the	 dangerous	 girl	 gang,	 
who	 ran	 out	 to	 stand	 by	 the	 road	 looking	 cute	 in	 
embarrassment	 but	 in	 a	 good	 humor.	 	 Finally,	 a	 truck	 
belonging	 to	 a	 young	 man	 from	 Ayutthaya	 who	 had	 
come	 to	 enjoy	 Christmas	 in	 the	 city	 with	 the	 hope	 of	 
meeting	 a	 young	 girl	 agreed	 to	 take	 the	 girls	 in	 his	 
smelly	 fish	 truck	 and	 to	 drop	 them	 off	 to	 see	 God	 at	 the	 
Savior	 House	 near	 the	 Victory	 Monument.	 	 They	 
complained	 softly	 and	 humorously	 about	 dressing	 up	 so	 
fashionably	 but	 having	 to	 ride	 in	 a	 fish	 hauling	 truck.	 

	 “You’re	 Buddhist,	 right?	 	 They	 allow	 only	 
Christians	 to	 go	 in,”	 a	 clever	 talking	 girl	 told	 the	 young	 
man	 and	 his	 friend	 who	 she	 was	 riding	 with	 in	 the	 front	 
and	 who	 had	 a	 picture	 of	 his	 mother	 in	 a	 gold	 pendant	 
in	 the	 Ayutthaya	 style.	 	 “Just	 wait	 in	 front	 of	 the	 church.	 	 
I’ll	 go	 in	 for	 communion	 and	 will	 come	 back	 soon.”	 	 The	 
provincial	 young	 man	 who	 had	 hopes	 in	 finding	 a	 
Bangkok	 student	 looked	 for	 a	 parking	 space	 to	 wait	 for	 
the	 Christian	 Christmas	 girls	 who	 rushed	 in	 to	 play	 the	 
striking	 game	 at	 the	 mothballs	 that	 were	 flowing	 down	 
the	 plastic	 pipe	 onto	 a	 chopping	 board.	 	 The	 striker	 was	 
holding	 a	 pestle	 waiting	 and	 screaming	 in	 a	 very	 
frighteningly	 loud,	 voice	 louder	 than	 the	 onlookers	 who	 
were	 cheering	 for	 her.	 	 After	 that	 the	 group	 invaded	 a	 
dark	 ghost	 cave	 that	 caused	 them	 to	 scream	 in	 a	 strange,	 
funny	 way	 all	 the	 way	 through.	 	 Then	 they	 went	 in	 to	 sit	 
down	 and	 get	 up	 and	 never	 be	 still,	 to	 pray	 and	 sing	 



from	 the	 text	 provided	 sometimes	 correctly	 (and	 often	 
incorrectly)	 since	 one	 in	 the	 gang	 had	 faith	 in	 God.	 	 	 

On	 some	 trips,	 we	 headed	 out	 on	 nature	 excursions	 
in	 such	 a	 sweetly	 adventurous	 manner	 by	 riding	 on	 a	 
motorcycle	 through	 the	 woods	 and	 the	 mountains	 in	 a	 
drizzling	 rain	 turning	 our	 backs	 on	 the	 town	 and	 aiming	 
for	 the	 sea.	 	 Raindrops	 hit	 our	 faces	 depending	 on	 the	 
bicycle	 speed.	 	 For	 the	 most	 senseless	 actions,	 we	 
released	 our	 youthful	 hormones	 with	 this	 kind	 of	 fun	 
that	 we	 would	 never	 be	 able	 to	 return	 to	 once	 it	 was	 
gone	 with	 time.	 	 We	 hadn’t	 checked	 with	 our	 friends	 
about	 who	 had	 gained	 and	 what	 had	 been	 lost	 through	 
such	 silly	 entertainment	 because	 all	 of	 us	 were	 still	 in	 
class,	 determined	 to	 study	 art,	 which	 we	 had	 never	 had	 
a	 second	 thought	 about,	 nor	 about	 what	 career	 it	 would	 
lead	 to	 in	 the	 future.	 	 We	 were	 just	 responsible	 for	 what	 
we	 had	 chosen	 and	 were	 working	 on	 it	 without	 losing	 
the	 balance	 of	 our	 time.	 	 It	 was	 just	 that.	 

“Bloomability	 is	 	 	 cuddling	 and	 fondling	 with	 
“exuberance,”	 having	 been	 blissful	 and	 thrilled	 with	 the	 
friendship	 for	 a	 great	 while	 without	 realizing	 their	 fates	 
at	 all.	 	 They	 gradually	 continued	 from	 then	 on	 in	 their	 
delight	 and	 glamor	 of	 the	 blossoming	 age.	 	 Physically	 
strong	 and	 fresh,	 and	 bit	 by	 bit	 we	 drew	 through	 light	 
and	 heavy	 lines	 with	 pencil	 and	 brush,	 in	 sharp	 swathes,	 
light	 and	 dark	 color	 shades,	 coming	 together	 to	 create	 
and	 shapes,	 splendid	 surfaces,	 dimensions,	 shining,	 dull,	 
which	 would	 gradually	 form	 meaning	 and	 keep	 
inquiring	 while	 piercing	 the	 existence	 and	 development	 
of	 the	 blooming	 buds	 themselves	 that	 would	 thrive	 on	 
or	 deviate	 further	 in	 their	 future	 and	 those	 of	 others,	 of	 
their	 viewers,	 their	 audience.	 



The	 art	 lessons	 would	 slowly	 and	 gradually	 take	 
hold	 and	 seek	 out	 bits	 of	 the	 consciousness	 of	 existence	 
and	 to	 be	 reviewed	 and	 distilled	 to	 discover	 the	 value	 of	 
self-existence.	 	 What	 could	 it	 be	 if	 not	 the	 awareness	 
that	 couldn’t	 be	 sought	 after	 from	 the	 mundane	 and	 the	 
ordinary	 ways?	 

In	 an	 art	 history	 class,	 the	 art	 students	 imagined	 
across	 time	 and	 the	 sea	 to	 a	 lily	 pond	 where	 the	 lilies	 
were	 touched	 with	 light	 and	 sneaked	 into	 the	 vast	 
European	 garden.	 	 What	 group	 of	 people	 were	 in	 those	 
beautiful	 dresses,	 what	 pairs	 in	 conversation	 here	 and	 
there?	 	 Some	 sat	 on	 a	 grass	 lawn	 in	 rays	 of	 color,	 some	 
leaned	 pleasantly	 on	 a	 lattice	 of	 fragrant	 climbing	 roses	 
in	 the	 late	 morning	 sun.	 	 Men,	 women,	 fathers,	 
daughters	 sitting	 around	 a	 glowing	 white	 table	 under	 
the	 shade	 of	 a	 tree	 in	 the	 early	 afternoon.	 	 The	 art	 
students	 took	 it	 for	 granted	 and	 slipped	 into	 the	 doors	 
and	 windows	 of	 the	 female	 impressionists	 into	 the	 
grand	 room	 through	 the	 paintings	 on	 the	 wall,	 with	 
sweet	 flowers	 in	 a	 vase	 as	 she	 stunningly	 looked	 at	 a	 
lady	 at	 a	 dressing	 table	 reflected	 in	 a	 mirror	 in	 the	 
beautifully	 embellished	 gold	 frame.	 	 Another	 woman	 
was	 bending	 down	 doing	 embroidery	 work	 of	 flowers	 in	 
the	 garden	 by	 glancing	 through	 the	 window	 and	 
reaching	 for	 them	 in	 her	 imagination	 to	 be	 placed	 on	 a	 
soft	 fine	 piece	 of	 cloth	 softly	 touched	 by	 the	 light	 from	 a	 
chandelier.	 	 The	 student	 could	 peer	 in	 to	 see	 a	 mother	 
lulling	 her	 baby	 in	 a	 cradle	 under	 the	 canopy	 of	 the	 
heavenly	 love	 between	 a	 tender	 youthful	 living	 person	 
and	 a	 strong	 one.	 	 Impressionistic	 painting	 nurtured	 the	 
dream	 that	 an	 ordinary	 day	 would	 be	 transformed	 into	 
splendid	 beauty	 by	 the	 painter.	 Then	 one	 day	 the	 



lessons	 led	 to	 several	 decades	 in	 history.	 After	 leaving	 
the	 colorful	 glowing	 light,	 one’s	 vision	 followed	 after	 a	 
painter	 in	 ill	 health	 who	 walked	 slowly	 along	 an	 
eroding	 fjord.	 	 The	 artist’s	 heart	 was	 also	 eroded	 by	 
fever,	 feverish	 loneliness,	 and	 aloneness.	 	 The	 
experience	 was	 transformed	 into	 the	 bloody	 red	 fusion	 
under	 and	 over	 the	 sunset	 sky.	 	 The	 feverish	 awareness	 
greeted	 the	 sun	 behind	 the	 horizon.	 	 The	 fever	 spread	 
and	 extended	 to	 the	 crouching	 body	 of	 the	 screamer.	 	 
There	 was	 also	 the	 castle	 stained	 with	 colors	 dripping	 
from	 the	 wall	 and	 overflowing	 on	 the	 road.	 	 The	 quick	 
red	 horse,	 the	 twirling	 blue	 stars	 with	 the	 disturbing	 
turbid	 sky.	 	 A	 village	 road	 in	 yellow,	 green	 and	 orange.	 	 
The	 green	 woman’s	 reflection	 in	 the	 mirror.	 	 The	 
blowing	 emotions	 storming	 through	 the	 brassy	 colors	 
and	 twisting	 shapes	 that	 formed	 the	 living	 mass	 of	 life,	 
replacing	 the	 common	 object	 appearance	 and	 the	 
familiar	 soft	 sweet	 longing	 colors	 and	 light.	 

Brassy	 it	 was,	 but	 not	 just	 with	 the	 human	 figure	 
and	 the	 landscape	 as	 a	 model	 under	 the	 pleasant	 air	 but	 
also	 brassy	 were	 the	 feelings	 that	 came	 far	 from	 the	 
savory	 sweet	 taste	 moving	 toward	 abstract	 truth,	 
beyond	 the	 normal	 happy	 edge	 to	 some	 dark	 corners	 of	 
existence	 that	 the	 art	 student	 was	 able	 to	 arrange	 as	 the	 
components	 of	 happiness,	 suffering,	 newness,	 antiquity,	 
seizing	 the	 past	 and	 grasping	 the	 future,	 emphasizing	 
form	 or	 highlighting	 the	 abstract.	 	 All	 was	 in	 the	 hand	 of	 
the	 creator.	 	 Yet,	 it	 wasn’t	 that	 easy.	 	 We	 became	 struck	 
still	 one	 more	 time	 while	 escaping	 from	 reality	 through	 
a	 great	 green	 apple	 as	 big	 as	 a	 room,	 through	 the	 
fluidity	 of	 time	 losing	 power	 and	 energy,	 giving	 in	 to	 the	 
artist’s	 dreams	 and	 necessity	 through	 the	 flapping	 wings	 



of	 a	 dove	 turning	 away	 and	 flying	 from	 the	 house	 in	 a	 
red	 sea	 of	 fire.	 	 And	 again	 when	 the	 art	 student	 as	 a	 
painter,	 paint	 maker	 and	 sculptor,	 had	 to	 be	 halted	 by	 
clever	 thoughts	 that	 went	 beyond	 image	 and	 she	 was	 so	 
stunned	 with	 the	 tricky	 schemes	 that	 outdid	 skills	 via	 
post-modernism.	 	 Art	 flowed	 down	 from	 the	 high	 shrine	 
out	 of	 the	 specific	 white	 room	 of	 itself.	 	 Before	 leaving	 
the	 room,	 it	 turned	 back	 to	 vomit	 the	 aesthetics	 of	 
emptiness	 over	 the	 fixed	 idea	 of	 the	 masters	 of	 skills	 
one	 more	 time.	 	 No	 longer	 would	 art	 be	 reluctant	 but	 it	 
branched	 out	 blending	 with	 society	 and	 mingled	 with	 
all	 kinds	 of	 sciences	 linking	 man,	 soul,	 and	 all	 kinds	 of	 
progress.	 	 But	 it	 wasn’t	 just	 that,	 not	 just	 in	 the	 
wonderful	 lessons	 that	 redirected	 the	 path	 of	 the	 art	 
student	 to	 turn	 her	 back	 against	 merriment,	 it	 also	 went	 
along	 with	 the	 surroundings,	 some	 talking	 partners,	 
rebellious	 conscience,	 challenging	 questions,	 alphabetic	 
power.	 	 All	 had	 found	 and	 directed	 the	 expectation	 of	 
being	 a	 creative	 worker	 in	 the	 future,	 in	 someone’s	 
future,	 or	 in	 the	 future	 of	 many	 others.	 

There	 were	 two	 women	 both	 studying	 art.	 	 They	 
also	 lived	 in	 the	 same	 area.	 	 They	 had	 breakfast	 and	 
lunch	 together	 at	 the	 university	 cafeteria.	 	 They	 rode	 on	 
the	 same	 bus	 going	 home	 and	 stopped	 off	 for	 one	 
serving	 of	 the	 popular	 boat	 noodles	 by	 the	 thick	 dark	 
water	 in	 the	 canal	 around	 the	 Victory	 Monument.	 	 They	 
entertained	 each	 other	 with	 laughter	 and	 funny	 topics	 
and	 stories	 for	 so	 long	 that	 the	 lights	 faded	 and	 the	 
shops	 in	 the	 area	 became	 vacant	 of	 customers	 before	 
they	 boarded	 the	 last	 bus	 to	 the	 suburbs	 in	 an	 
unhurried	 attitude.	 	 One	 got	 off	 at	 an	 intersection,	 the	 
other	 continued	 on	 to	 the	 next	 housing	 estate.	 	 At	 night	 



both	 of	 them	 were	 reading	 the	 same	 things	 each	 bought	 
from	 a	 bookstore	 around	 Tha	 Phrachan	 or	 Siam	 Square.	 	 
These	 were	 magazines,	 documentary	 writings,	 The	 
Writer,	 history,	 fiction,	 translations,	 and	 so	 on.	 	 	 

The	 tiny	 alphabetic	 characters	 on	 the	 pages	 made	 
them	 very	 preoccupied	 with	 the	 strange	 stinky	 smell	 of	 
blood	 and	 tears.	 	 The	 soft	 crying	 that	 came	 with	 the	 
acrid	 smell	 of	 sperm	 and	 all	 sorts	 of	 odors,	 taking	 one	 
away	 from	 the	 collapsed	 city	 to	 the	 vast	 desolate	 area	 
between	 two	 big	 rivers.	 	 What	 was	 awful	 was	 the	 
background	 at	 the	 twilight	 of	 a	 father	 stomping	 out	 
carrying	 the	 body	 of	 his	 child	 in	 the	 famous	 corpse	 field	 
in	 Nanjing.	 	 Being	 so	 young,	 the	 reader	 simply	 
estimated	 the	 casualties	 and	 loss	 out	 of	 her	 own	 
anguish	 and	 without	 considering	 the	 time	 or	 context	 in	 
the	 eastern	 hemisphere.	 	 The	 small,	 narrow	 pages	 of	 the	 
book	 took	 her	 along	 under	 the	 blazing	 sun	 to	 the	 end	 of	 
tolerance	 of	 a	 man	 who	 fired	 as	 many	 as	 five	 bullets	 to	 
kill	 a	 person…one	 who	 insisted	 that	 he	 belonged	 to	 no	 
place	 and	 nowhere.	 	 And	 again	 when	 youthfulness	 gave	 
more	 value	 to	 the	 sentence,	 “Today	 was	 the	 day	 mom	 
passed	 away”	 than	 to	 the	 not	 having	 anything	 of	 
someone	 who	 was	 compared	 to	 the	 excessive	 
possessions	 of	 the	 place	 we	 were	 living	 in.	 	 A	 book	 also	 
took	 her	 to	 a	 vast	 desert	 listening	 to	 the	 soft	 lit	 greeting	 
tones	 of	 a	 pilot	 and	 a	 small	 boy.	 	 The	 reader	 was	 able	 to	 
perceive	 the	 worries	 in	 the	 relationship	 between	 a	 
prince	 and	 the	 rose	 on	 the	 small	 planet	 and	 
understanding	 the	 bond	 between	 the	 quiet	 lake	 and	 the	 
broad	 sea.	 	 She	 was	 especially	 arrested	 by	 the	 orange	 
tree	 and	 the	 little	 winding	 stream	 resembling	 a	 small	 
snake	 and	 a	 star	 directing	 the	 way	 for	 the	 floating	 men	 



in	 space	 who	 were	 between	 death	 and	 life	 from	 twilight	 
to	 nighttime	 where	 all	 of	 them,	 the	 stream,	 the	 star	 and	 
the	 little	 tree	 needed	 not	 to	 adjust	 themselves	 in	 any	 
way	 and	 yet	 still	 managed	 to	 exist	 on	 and	 on.	 	 The	 
woman	 walked	 on	 with	 her	 head	 bent	 down,	 following	 
the	 flowing	 blood	 of	 yearning	 unhappily,	 crossing	 the	 
road	 from	 house	 to	 house	 inhaling	 the	 dust	 of	 death	 
stains	 all	 over	 the	 wall.	 

Besides	 reading	 the	 same	 books,	 watching	 the	 same	 
movies,	 and	 eating	 at	 the	 same	 shops,	 the	 day	 before	 
submitting	 their	 art	 work	 to	 the	 teachers’	 committee	 for	 
evaluation	 and	 comments,	 both	 of	 them	 finished	 their	 
work	 in	 the	 afternoon	 and	 got	 on	 a	 bus	 to	 buy	 some	 
fabric	 at	 Pahurat	 and	 returned	 home	 in	 the	 evening	 to	 
make	 their	 own	 dress	 for	 the	 important	 day	 the	 
following	 morning.	 	 They	 stood	 next	 to	 their	 art	 works	 
in	 their	 new	 dresses	 that	 had	 been	 washed	 in	 the	 late	 
night	 as	 soon	 as	 they	 were	 finished	 and	 ironed	 in	 
morning	 as	 a	 tradition	 to	 honor	 their	 work.	 

Their	 joint	 activities	 produced	 similarities	 in	 ideas	 
and	 artwork.	 	 And	 it	 could	 be	 expected	 in	 terms	 of	 
world	 view	 as	 well.	 	 In	 the	 art	 components	 class,	 the	 
students	 were	 required	 to	 exhibit	 their	 work	 in	 front	 of	 
the	 classroom	 and	 sit	 down	 and	 wait	 for	 their	 turn	 to	 
elaborate	 on	 the	 work	 as	 well	 as	 listen	 to	 critiques	 from	 
the	 group	 of	 teachers.	 	 One	 day,	 both	 the	 teachers	 and	 
the	 students	 in	 the	 class	 spotted	 two	 works	 that	 were	 
accidentally	 alike.	 	 The	 size	 of	 each	 work	 was	 the	 same,	 
each	 was	 on	 the	 same	 topic,	 there	 was	 no	 difference	 in	 
the	 meaning,	 the	 form	 and	 technique	 were	 those	 of	 a	 
collage	 of	 the	 same	 picture	 cut	 from	 the	 same	 
documentary	 book	 painted	 in	 the	 same	 gloomy	 style	 



and	 atmosphere.	 	 There	 was	 only	 a	 very	 slight	 difference	 
in	 the	 components	 placed	 at	 a	 slant.	 	 A	 teacher	 in	 the	 
group	 called	 out	 the	 names	 Netra	 and	 Lileya.	 	 The	 one	 
who	 critiqued	 Netra’s	 work	 turned	 to	 Lileya,	 mistaking	 
it	 for	 her	 work	 and	 when	 it	 came	 around	 to	 Lileya’s	 
work,	 the	 teacher	 turned	 to	 Netra	 to	 give	 her	 a	 critique.	 

The	 two	 students’	 thoughts	 crossed	 over	 each	 other	 
and	 were	 entangled	 to	 the	 point	 of	 being	 inseparable	 in	 
terms	 of	 perception,	 interpretation,	 extraction,	 and	 this	 
was	 expressed	 through	 the	 techniques	 and	 types	 of	 
work	 learned	 to	 the	 same	 degree	 as	 to	 be	 almost	 by	 the	 
same	 person.	 	 Maybe	 at	 this	 point	 it	 brought	 
expectations	 between	 them.	 	 There	 was	 the	 simple,	 
honest	 hope	 at	 this	 point	 where	 the	 lively	 joyful	 period	 
and	 adulthood	 met.	 	 It	 was	 the	 hope	 that	 in	 the	 future	 
when	 they	 encountered	 any	 sort	 of	 life	 problems	 or	 
similar	 questions,	 it	 would	 lead	 them	 to	 the	 same	 
solutions.	 	 But	 it	 wasn’t	 to	 turn	 out	 so,	 as	 at	 the	 end	 
when	 the	 occasion	 popped	 up	 the	 result	 was	 
disappointment	 and	 it	 was	 too	 difficult	 to	 explain.	 

Soon	 afterwards,	 the	 two	 women	 friends	 who	 were	 
strongly	 determined	 to	 work	 in	 art	 progressed	 further	 
and	 further	 in	 their	 studies	 until	 one	 day	 in	 the	 few	 
annual	 art	 contests	 the	 two	 students	 became	 contestant	 
rivals	 vying	 to	 win	 an	 award	 among	 a	 large	 number	 of	 
their	 male	 counterparts,	 namely	 male	 art	 students,	 male	 
contest	 committees,	 male	 gallery	 directors,	 male	 art	 
critics.	 	 Thus,	 the	 two	 women	 were	 like	 two	 blooming	 
flowers	 in	 a	 green	 overgrown	 forest,	 a	 rare	 situation	 in	 
Thai	 art	 circles.	 

Another	 aspect	 of	 their	 being	 among	 the	 few	 female	 
artists	 under	 male	 chauvinistic	 domination,	 was	 their	 



being	 serious	 and	 responsible	 for	 their	 roles;	 the	 two	 
female	 students	 had	 their	 own	 unenthusiastic	 lovers	 
who	 were	 ready	 to	 support	 their	 lovers	 who	 were	 more	 
firm	 in	 their	 artistic	 energy	 and	 power.	 	 Netra	 had	 a	 
younger	 boyfriend	 and	 Lileya	 had	 an	 older	 boyfriend	 
while	 an	 older	 close	 friend	 in	 the	 same	 class	 had	 more	 
activities	 and	 a	 broader	 world	 outside	 the	 university	 
than	 Lileya	 and	 Netra	 did.	 	 She	 had	 overtime	 work	 on	 
holidays	 and	 a	 young	 lover	 in	 uniform	 to	 drive	 her	 to	 
class	 and	 back	 to	 her	 house.	 	 She	 didn’t	 join	 in	 the	 twin	 
worlds	 of	 thinking	 and	 contest	 rivalries.	 	 Naphachai	 
merely	 advised	 and	 cared	 for	 the	 two	 friends	 in	 the	 
outside	 world	 on	 such	 matters	 as	 how	 to	 dress	 and	 act	 
properly	 and	 appropriately,	 relating	 them	 to	 her	 own	 
familiar	 social	 circles,	 and	 where	 to	 place	 oneself,	 
something	 in	 which	 she	 was	 more	 practiced	 and	 
talented.	 	 She	 could	 give	 advice	 on	 personal	 matters	 
with	 care	 and	 concern	 through	 inquiry,	 time	 allocation,	 
giving	 assistance	 as	 necessity	 called	 for	 it,	 or	 when	 
appropriate.	 	 Her	 words	 were	 not	 those	 of	 a	 thinker,	 
writer,	 historian,	 or	 philosopher.	 	 Her	 words	 seemed	 
somewhat	 obscure	 to	 herself.	 	 Her	 words	 were	 rather	 
reserved	 but	 they	 became	 powerful	 and	 boosted	 the	 
confidence	 and	 stability	 in	 the	 younger	 women,	 who	 
were	 more	 deficient	 in	 self-confidence.	 	 It	 was	 
everything	 put	 together	 that	 became	 refined	 and	 perfect	 
in	 Naphachai	 whose	 personality	 was	 that	 of	 a	 well-
experienced	 adult.	 	 Since	 Naphachai	 had	 made	 the	 two	 
female	 friends’	 hurried	 attempts	 to	 understand	 art	 as	 
students	 and	 their	 dreams	 of	 becoming	 artists	 appear	 
childish,	 comparing	 them	 to	 a	 well-rounded	 adult	 that	 
seemed	 well	 blended	 in	 and	 fulfilled	 in	 every	 way,	 there	 



was	 not	 a	 single	 distinctive	 feature	 whether	 in	 her	 
studying,	 work,	 or	 love	 affairs.	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 LUSTFUL	 LOOKS	 
A	 black	 and	 white	 group	 photo	 was	 taken	 on	 the	 

day	 of	 the	 annual	 ceremony	 to	 pay	 respect	 to	 the	 art	 
teachers.	 	 A	 group	 of	 people	 was	 in	 a	 vast	 high-
ceilinged	 room	 of	 the	 Sculpture	 Building	 of	 the	 Arts	 
University.	 	 The	 girl	 students	 in	 their	 university	 student	 
uniforms	 were	 seated	 in	 the	 front	 row.	 	 Posing	 the	 
photo	 this	 time,	 they	 didn’t	 have	 to	 be	 arranged	 
according	 to	 their	 height	 successively	 as	 when	 posing	 
for	 the	 Welcome	 Freshmen	 ceremony.	 	 The	 three	 
women,	 Naphachai,	 Lileya	 and	 Netra,	 sat	 next	 to	 one	 
another	 in	 the	 middle	 among	 the	 other	 female	 students	 
sitting	 to	 their	 left	 and	 right.	 	 The	 male	 students	 were	 
more	 in	 number	 and	 were	 arranged	 to	 sit	 on	 their	 knees	 
slightly	 higher	 than	 the	 girls	 sitting	 in	 front	 and	 the	 rest	 
of	 the	 male	 students	 were	 standing	 in	 the	 row	 further	 
back	 with	 the	 chairman	 standing	 at	 the	 center.	 	 Being	 
viewed	 from	 the	 Freshy	 students’	 point	 of	 view,	 His	 
Excellency	 the	 Counselor	 Professor	 appeared	 to	 be	 a	 
respectable	 small,	 well-dressed	 man	 according	 to	 the	 
information	 they	 got	 about	 his	 background,	 
qualifications,	 and	 age.	 	 However,	 from	 the	 older	 
students,	 they	 heard	 about	 the	 appearance	 of	 several	 
younger	 and	 older	 women	 at	 the	 professor’s	 house.	 	 He	 
seemed	 to	 have	 “won”	 or	 “claimed”	 all	 of	 them,	 from	 
his	 house	 mistress	 to	 his	 cooks,	 maids,	 and	 several	 
others.	 	 They	 served	 as	 his	 youth	 tonic	 or	 elixir	 of	 life	 
making	 him	 look	 active	 and	 energetic	 regardless	 of	 his	 
age.	 	 He	 came	 to	 class	 enthusiastically	 in	 sporty	 
fashioned	 attire.	 	 He	 was	 said	 to	 access	 to	 good	 
medicine	 that	 only	 a	 few	 people,	 including	 himself,	 
could	 acquire.	 	 In	 the	 row	 of	 standing	 male	 students	 
there	 were	 also	 some	 fifth	 year	 senior	 students	 who	 
were	 assigned	 to	 take	 care	 of	 the	 freshmen	 during	 the	 



welcoming	 ceremony	 to	 initiate	 the	 new	 ones,	 or	 the	 
artists-to-be.	 	 The	 seniors	 were	 also	 present	 for	 other	 
purposes.	 

The	 fresh	 merry	 face	 of	 a	 senior	 student	 appeared	 
in	 the	 middle	 next	 to	 a	 male	 freshman	 when	 the	 camera	 
captured	 him	 and	 fixed	 him	 in	 the	 photo.	 	 He	 seemed	 to	 
be	 a	 temperate	 man,	 so	 relaxed	 looking	 that	 he	 could	 
almost	 be	 assumed	 to	 be	 unconcerned	 with	 anything.	 	 
His	 name	 was	 Tromchanai,	 meaning	 “why	 one	 should	 
care	 less	 about	 sorrow.”	 	 Maybe	 this	 disposition	 of	 his	 
made	 him	 follow	 relentlessly	 after	 Lileya.	 His	 smiling	 
eyes	 looked	 up	 at	 the	 veranda	 of	 the	 freshmen’s	 
classroom	 from	 under	 a	 nutmeg	 tree	 in	 the	 late	 morning.	 	 
His	 ridiculous	 staring	 at	 her	 made	 him	 look	 as	 if	 he	 
lacked	 good	 manners	 while	 she	 stood	 with	 a	 pale	 face	 
and	 trembled	 in	 the	 first	 seat	 in	 the	 row	 during	 the	 
freshmen	 initiation	 activities.	 	 He	 was	 never	 far	 from	 
her	 seat	 on	 the	 bus	 trip	 to	 another	 campus.	 	 At	 night	 
when	 Lileya	 hopped	 on	 the	 front	 steps	 of	 a	 bus	 to	 return	 
to	 her	 dormitory,	 she	 would	 see	 him	 getting	 on	 the	 back	 
step	 suddenly	 from	 nowhere	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 bus	 halted	 
at	 a	 stop.	 	 When	 she	 switched	 to	 a	 ferry,	 he	 would	 sit	 in	 
the	 dark	 at	 the	 far	 end.	 	 Even	 when	 she	 got	 to	 the	 front	 
of	 her	 dormitory,	 she	 could	 catch	 a	 glimpse	 of	 him	 
standing	 on	 the	 opposite	 side	 of	 the	 street	 under	 a	 dim	 
lamppost	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 entered	 through	 the	 gate.	 	 She	 
continued	 to	 do	 her	 routine	 activities	 but	 she	 began	 to	 
find	 things	 more	 and	 more	 abnormal	 with	 the	 man	 
appearing	 everywhere	 like	 a	 shadow.	 	 This	 made	 her	 
feel	 quite	 uneasy	 and	 scared	 and	 nervous	 at	 the	 same	 
time.	 	 The	 one	 who	 sneaked	 around	 to	 watch	 her,	 follow	 
her,	 and	 stare	 at	 her	 kept	 a	 certain	 distance	 away	 from	 
her.	 	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 she	 who	 was	 being	 secretly	 
watched	 began	 to	 hesitate	 and	 feel	 insecure	 everywhere	 



this	 happened.	 	 Looking	 back	 to	 the	 past	 in	 the	 decades-
old	 photo,	 Lileya	 couldn’t	 remember	 exactly	 how	 or	 
what	 words	 they	 began	 greeting	 each	 other	 with	 or	 on	 
which	 day,	 in	 which	 scene,	 which	 place	 and	 how	 she	 
decided	 to	 choose	 a	 person	 from	 her	 friends,	 her	 
juniors	 or	 her	 seniors	 who	 took	 turns	 visiting	 her	 at	 the	 
print-making	 workshop	 for	 students	 in	 that	 major	 field.	 
Some	 of	 them	 asked	 her	 to	 be	 the	 model	 for	 their	 
portrait	 drawings,	 some	 asked	 her	 to	 be	 the	 model	 for	 
their	 leg	 and	 foot	 sculptures,	 some	 came	 with	 a	 basket	 
of	 used	 white	 tissue	 paper	 hoping	 she	 would	 use	 it	 to	 
clean	 her	 printing	 plate	 and	 some	 came	 at	 a	 distance	 to	 
pick	 up	 something	 she	 had	 left	 in	 the	 lecture	 room	 to	 
return	 it	 to	 her	 desk	 just	 to	 indicate	 that	 she	 was	 an	 
object	 of	 their	 interest.	 

“The	 stair	 head	 is	 never	 dry	 but	 there	 is	 no	 trace	 of	 
water.”	 (A	 saying	 indicating	 having	 lots	 of	 visitors.	 –	 
Translator)	 

Ngamwilai,	 a	 classmate	 of	 hers	 said	 one	 day.	 	 No	 
one	 responded	 to	 the	 remark.	 	 A	 female	 friend	 who	 was	 
working	 nearby	 chuckled.	 	 But	 Lileya	 paid	 attention	 to	 
the	 printing	 plate	 to	 keep	 up	 with	 timing	 the	 minute	 or	 
second	 of	 acidic	 reaction	 rather	 than	 notice	 who	 had	 
affection	 to	 show	 or	 who	 came	 around	 for	 whom.	 	 That	 
is,	 with	 the	 exception	 of	 a	 shadow	 that	 had	 continued	 to	 
follow	 her	 since	 the	 beginning	 when	 she	 was	 a	 
freshman	 until	 she	 became	 a	 junior	 and	 then	 in	 the	 final	 
semester	 a	 senior	 and	 then	 it	 was	 further	 on	 to	 a	 
masters’	 degree	 program	 along	 with	 Naphachai.	 

The	 man	 with	 a	 moderate	 build	 and	 height	 who	 
dressed	 according	 to	 the	 time	 and	 tide,	 who	 never	 gave	 
a	 reason	 to	 be	 around	 her	 like	 any	 of	 the	 other	 seniors	 
or	 juniors,	 or	 male	 friends,	 he	 just	 became	 a	 shadow	 in	 
the	 distance	 everywhere	 she	 went.	 	 It	 was	 long	 



enough…when	 two	 people	 began	 a	 conversation	 with	 
each	 other	 one	 day	 and	 the	 then	 the	 next	 and	 on	 and	 on.	 
It	 was	 nothing	 special,	 just	 a	 natural	 magnetic	 appeal	 of	 
youth.	 	 They	 clicked,	 they	 cuddled,	 stroked,	 touched	 and	 
pressed,	 pushed,	 fondled,	 poured	 out	 their	 lust	 and	 
desire	 back	 and	 forth	 and	 penetrated	 through	 the	 
strangeness	 and	 differences,	 awkwardly	 but	 exuberantly,	 
carried	 away	 in	 love	 and	 sensuality,	 under	 the	 sexist	 
distinction	 of	 female	 and	 male,	 of	 mutual	 relationships	 
that	 are	 not	 the	 same.	 	 One	 tried	 to	 charm	 and	 win	 
victory	 with	 confidence	 in	 his	 appearance	 and	 youthful	 
power	 and	 used	 it	 to	 please	 and	 flirt,	 to	 gratify	 the	 
women	 and	 to	 draw	 them	 into	 seeking	 possession	 of	 
them.	 	 Those	 women…they	 flocked	 to	 him	 from	 where	 
nobody	 knew.	 	 They	 came	 like	 ants	 coming	 for	 a	 grain	 
of	 sugar,	 like	 flies	 going	 after	 the	 smell	 of	 fried	 salted	 
fish	 on	 a	 hot	 sunny	 afternoon.	 	 All	 were	 first-class	 ants	 
and	 flies,	 a	 “young	 model,”	 the	 daughter	 of	 a	 renowned	 
magazine	 editor,	 a	 young	 designer	 in	 the	 Arts	 University	 
itself.	 	 On	 the	 other	 hand,	 another	 person	 	 was	 younger,	 
totally	 green	 and	 innocent	 to	 the	 ways	 of	 the	 world,	 a	 
girl	 totally	 ignorant,	 the	 outcome	 of	 cultivation	 by	 a	 
nun-governess	 at	 an	 aristocratic	 lady’s	 boarding	 school	 
where	 students	 had	 to	 stand	 in	 a	 row	 for	 all	 daily	 events:	 
at	 5	 a.m.	 bathing,	 at	 7	 a.m.	 marching	 to	 the	 canteen,	 and	 
then	 to	 class,	 sitting	 in	 rows	 to	 recite	 a	 lengthy	 prayer	 
(until	 it	 was	 learned	 by	 heart)	 before	 going	 to	 bed.	 	 In	 
the	 morning	 they	 had	 to	 stand	 by	 their	 beds	 for	 the	 
teacher	 to	 check	 on	 to	 see	 if	 the	 bed	 sheet	 was	 tucked	 in	 
super-tight,	 if	 there	 were	 a	 neatly	 folded	 blanket	 and	 a	 
well-plumped	 pillow.	 	 On	 the	 evening	 before	 a	 holiday	 
they	 had	 to	 show	 that	 all	 their	 clothes	 in	 their	 cabinets	 
had	 been	 neatly	 folded	 and	 stacked.	 	 Friday	 afternoons	 
they	 had	 to	 crawl	 on	 their	 hands	 and	 knees	 and	 sit	 with	 



their	 legs	 tucked	 back	 to	 practice	 singing	 classical	 Thai	 
songs	 or	 do	 the	 most	 gentle	 Thephanom	 classical	 
dances	 to	 demonstrate	 their	 femininity,	 youth,	 and	 their	 
Thainess	 physically	 and	 mentally	 where	 the	 styles	 and	 
feelings	 synchronized	 resulting	 in	 beauty	 and	 
gentleness	 gracefully	 coming	 together.	 	 Entering	 
puberty,	 or	 the	 age	 of	 blooming,	 she	 knew	 not	 whether	 
it	 was	 good	 deeds	 or	 bad	 deeds	 that	 a	 young	 woman	 
had	 to	 be	 brought	 up	 for	 or	 by	 means	 of	 the	 song	 of	 an	 
adult	 teaching	 them	 to	 uphold	 the	 values	 of	 a	 good	 
woman,	 the	 value	 of	 loyalty	 to	 only	 one	 man;	 this	 song	 
was	 heard	 from	 a	 radio	 program	 and	 an	 old	 family	 
gramophone.	 

In	 her	 childhood,	 Lileya	 used	 to	 be	 reluctant	 to	 
choose	 between	 the	 warm	 boundaries	 of	 her	 house	 or	 
crossing	 the	 first	 road	 in	 her	 life	 to	 climb	 into	 the	 
garden	 of	 an	 old	 brick	 building	 and	 then	 she	 discovered	 
that	 she	 had	 to	 divide	 her	 daytime	 hours	 between	 the	 
fountain	 mermaid	 and	 the	 stern	 faced	 soldier	 at	 the	 
living	 room	 door.	 	 She	 also	 had	 to	 divide	 her	 nighttime	 
hours	 between	 an	 imaginary	 conversation	 with	 the	 
grandfather	 bridge	 next	 to	 the	 big	 uncle	 tree	 on	 the	 
other	 side	 of	 the	 river	 and	 spending	 time	 with	 old	 
friends	 shouting	 and	 chatting	 in	 her	 mind	 from	 the	 
sides	 of	 her	 bed	 before	 she	 fell	 asleep.	 	 Before	 crossing	 
the	 first	 road,	 she	 used	 to	 talk	 to	 a	 grandfather	 bridge,	 
to	 an	 uncle	 tree,	 and	 to	 the	 river	 at	 any	 time	 in	 the	 
morning,	 afternoon,	 or	 evening,	 whenever	 she	 felt	 like	 
doing	 it.	 	 The	 little	 butterfly	 girl	 in	 the	 kindergarten	 flew	 
here	 and	 there	 to	 enjoy	 the	 flowers	 and	 stained	 her	 
beautiful	 dress	 with	 makeup	 while	 crying	 because	 she	 
happened	 to	 glance	 at	 the	 empty	 chair	 in	 the	 honored	 
guest	 row	 where	 her	 father	 was	 supposed	 to	 be.	 	 The	 
little	 child	 kept	 walking	 and	 dancing	 in	 the	 musical	 



rhythms	 while	 sobbing	 and	 shaking	 disheartened	 and	 
disappointed.	 	 Yet	 she	 continued	 dancing.	 	 There	 always	 
seemed	 to	 be	 a	 dilemma.	 	 One	 seemed	 to	 do	 things	 in	 
opposite	 ways	 without	 direction	 from	 her	 younger	 years.	 	 
The	 situation	 of	 a	 young	 woman	 in	 sexual	 maturity	 and	 
her	 artistic	 dream	 to	 be	 an	 artist	 didn’t	 seem	 to	 go	 well	 
together.	 	 They	 seemed	 to	 be	 as	 ill-fitted	 as	 the	 little	 
scenes	 from	 the	 past	 of	 the	 two	 sides	 of	 the	 road	 and	 
those	 of	 the	 river	 which	 were	 in	 conflict.	 	 The	 warm	 bed	 
and	 the	 safe	 places	 in	 the	 house	 and	 the	 joyous	 
adventures	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 road,	 the	 upset	 
daughter	 dancing	 in	 search	 of	 her	 father,	 the	 familiar	 
private	 space	 and	 other	 exciting	 places,	 the	 “me	 myself”	 
entangled	 with	 the	 other	 self,	 the	 real	 play	 and	 the	 
imaginary	 one.	 

Her	 natural	 youthful	 desire,	 the	 firm	 flesh	 and	 
strong	 body	 had	 been	 caressed	 and	 fondled	 in	 lust,	 but	 
it	 still	 strived	 to	 learn	 more	 about	 art.	 	 Yet	 these	 didn’t	 
really	 go	 perfectly	 well	 together.	 	 Lileya	 received	 an	 
award	 when	 she	 was	 in	 her	 senior	 year	 before	 Netra.	 	 
She	 was	 the	 only	 woman	 among	 male	 artists	 and	 
instructors	 and	 those	 of	 higher	 positions.	 	 Netra	 
followed	 at	 a	 distance.	 	 At	 each	 ceremony,	 Tromchanai	 
served	 as	 chauffeur	 taking	 his	 sweetheart	 in	 her	 
beautiful	 dress	 to	 the	 evening	 party,	 taking	 pictures	 of	 
her,	 recording	 her	 success	 for	 her,	 and	 he	 joined	 her	 in	 
jolly	 conversations,	 and	 they	 left	 together.	 	 It	 appeared	 
that	 the	 triangular	 path	 of	 love,	 learning,	 and	 art	 was	 
not	 difficult	 for	 Lileya	 to	 grasp.	 	 After	 Netra	 graduated	 
she	 opted	 for	 illustrating	 children’s	 books	 as	 a	 career	 
and	 gradually	 ceasing	 creating	 her	 own	 art	 works,	 
disappearing	 from	 the	 limelight	 of	 contests,	 from	 the	 
list	 of	 women	 in	 the	 art	 circles,	 from	 the	 off	 and	 on	 
national	 forum.	 	 Naphachai	 managed	 to	 survive	 after	 



being	 disappointed	 with	 a	 young	 policeman	 who	 
seemed	 to	 grow	 tired	 faster	 of	 a	 female	 graduate	 in	 art	 
than	 she	 herself	 was	 aware	 of	 or	 able	 to	 face	 bravely.	 	 
She	 had	 to	 cry	 her	 heart	 out	 in	 the	 arms	 of	 two	 female	 
friends.	 	 They	 counselled	 and	 consoled	 one	 another	 
about	 the	 problems	 of	 their	 hearts’	 affairs,	 the	 familiar	 
knot	 but	 one	 that	 was	 hard	 to	 untangle	 for	 these	 women.	 	 
There	 were	 also	 other	 listeners	 to	 their	 problems,	 men	 
who	 were	 their	 friends’	 lovers	 who	 became	 concerned	 
and	 took	 care	 of	 the	 close	 friends	 of	 their	 sweethearts.	 	 
In	 the	 midst	 of	 her	 hustle	 and	 bustle	 with	 teaching	 to	 
support	 her	 graduate	 studies,	 working	 on	 her	 thesis,	 
and	 getting	 ready	 for	 an	 art	 contest	 here	 and	 there,	 
Lileya	 decided	 to	 give	 up	 the	 assistance	 from	 
Tromchanai.	 	 She	 declined	 his	 driving	 her	 home	 from	 
the	 university	 on	 the	 day	 they	 wanted	 to	 meet	 each	 
other,	 she	 declined	 also	 all	 the	 trouble	 necessary	 to	 
help	 her	 past	 the	 ordeal	 of	 studying.	 	 She	 searched	 for	 
equipment	 for	 her	 art	 work	 and	 handled	 the	 
transportation	 of	 her	 work	 by	 herself.	 	 She	 also	 
measured	 the	 size	 and	 ordered	 the	 frames	 for	 her	 print	 
work.	 	 She	 checked	 her	 writing	 and	 took	 care	 of	 the	 
thesis	 formatting	 and	 page	 arrangement	 herself.	 	 Yet	 
she	 felt	 guilty	 for	 not	 being	 able	 to	 take	 care	 of	 her	 
close	 friend	 who	 was	 so	 full	 of	 sorrow	 at	 that	 time.	 	 
Who	 else	 could	 so	 well	 understand	 and	 sympathize	 with	 
an	 abandoned	 young	 woman	 as	 the	 woman’s	 friend	 of	 
the	 same	 age,	 one	 who	 had	 the	 same	 intensity	 of	 
hormonal	 sensitivity	 about	 love	 and	 romance?	 	 In	 order	 
to	 compensate	 for	 her	 guilt,	 Lileya	 asked	 Tromchanai	 to	 
do	 the	 driving	 to	 take	 Naphachai	 places	 during	 this	 
difficult	 time.	 The	 more	 experienced	 friend	 who	 knew	 
how	 to	 associate	 and	 socialize	 with	 people	 better	 than	 
the	 other	 two	 women	 friends	 and	 the	 one	 who	 used	 to	 



provide	 advice	 in	 many	 matters,	 was	 now	 like	 a	 bird	 
with	 a	 broken	 wing,	 who	 couldn’t	 even	 move	 its	 
wingtips	 or	 stir	 the	 end	 of	 its	 tail.	 	 Naphachai	 neglected	 
her	 teaching	 in	 the	 same	 institute	 as	 Lileya	 and	 her	 
classes	 and	 her	 studies.	 	 She	 stayed	 in	 her	 room	 filled	 
with	 grief	 and	 moaning	 without	 eating	 or	 sleeping.	 	 The	 
gang	 had	 to	 come	 up	 with	 a	 plan	 to	 assign	 Tromchanai,	 
who	 was	 able	 to	 spare	 some	 time	 from	 his	 irregular	 
work,	 to	 visit	 her	 at	 home.	 	 So	 the	 evening	 time	 that	 
used	 to	 be	 for	 Tromchanai	 and	 Lileya	 changed	 to	 the	 
time	 for	 Naphachai	 and	 Tromchanai.	 	 The	 lovers’	 
mealtimes	 and	 times	 to	 be	 together	 became	 the	 
mealtimes	 of	 a	 new	 couple.	 	 Even	 after	 the	 love-sick	 
woman	 began	 to	 recover,	 Tromchanai	 still	 provided	 
transportation	 for	 Naphachai	 from	 home	 to	 work	 and	 to	 
class.	 	 On	 Friday	 evenings	 he	 helped	 Naphachai	 take	 her	 
clothes	 to	 stay	 with	 Netra	 and	 her	 young	 boyfriend	 so	 
that	 they	 could	 consult	 with	 her	 and	 console	 her	 on	 
those	 evenings	 when	 the	 misery	 haunted	 her	 for	 being	 
deserted	 and	 neglected.	 	 Everyone	 seemed	 to	 
understand	 that	 it	 would	 be	 convenient	 for	 them	 since	 
Netra’s	 big	 house	 was	 at	 the	 entrance	 of	 a	 big	 housing	 
estate	 which	 led	 to	 a	 small	 wooden	 house	 under	 the	 
shade	 of	 some	 trees	 and	 floral	 vines	 at	 the	 farthest	 end	 
of	 a	 small	 lane	 which	 Tromchanai	 rented.	 

Lileya	 wrote	 the	 proposal	 for	 her	 thesis,	 a	 set	 on	 
“Life	 and	 Nature,”	 the	 key	 words	 for	 Thai	 art	 and	 
culture,	 and	 a	 topic	 suitable	 to	 her	 blooming	 age	 at	 a	 
time	 when	 she	 was	 still	 paying	 attention	 to	 the	 beauty	 of	 
flowers,	 leaves,	 grass,	 sky,	 forest,	 fields,	 and	 sea	 
following	 the	 traditional	 concept	 for	 a	 Thai	 woman.	 	 
The	 technique	 she	 chose	 required	 that	 she	 draw	 a	 
picture	 straight	 onto	 a	 thick	 metal	 sheet.	 	 She	 used	 a	 
wax	 pencil	 set	 from	 which	 she	 often	 chose	 white	 one,	 



which	 was	 not	 very	 clever	 as	 it	 could	 hardly	 be	 seen	 
when	 drawn	 on	 the	 shiny	 thick	 zinc	 sheet	 making	 the	 
drawn	 lines	 and	 the	 background	 rather	 indistinct	 or	 
even	 invisible.	 	 But	 she	 felt	 it	 would	 make	 the	 work	 
cleaner	 and	 it	 required	 concentration	 and	 attention	 to	 
what	 could	 hardly	 be	 seen.	 	 The	 strategy	 forced	 her	 to	 
be	 attentive	 and	 to	 spend	 time	 at	 her	 work	 desk	 in	 the	 
studio	 from	 eight	 in	 the	 morning	 until	 ten	 at	 night.	 	 This	 
was	 the	 step	 before	 it	 came	 to	 the	 printing	 in	 color	 to	 
make	 the	 final	 picture.	 	 She	 drew	 a	 picture	 of	 a	 few	 
lotus	 blossoms	 in	 a	 swampy	 grass	 field.	 	 The	 lines	 of	 the	 
lotus	 petals	 were	 dropping	 and	 drooping,	 so	 unusually	 
drooping.	 	 Lileya	 had	 loved	 and	 was	 bruised	 by	 love	 
before,	 so	 she	 was	 able	 to	 transfer	 the	 pain	 of	 an	 
abandoned	 woman	 to	 the	 work.	 	 The	 sorrows	 of	 a	 
woman	 aroused	 in	 her	 memories	 of	 past	 dismal	 
experiences,	 it	 was	 the	 mind	 of	 a	 woman	 who	 had	 gone	 
through	 the	 stings	 and	 pains	 of	 love,	 absorbing	 and	 
reflecting	 the	 disturbing	 feelings	 of	 a	 woman	 who	 was	 
very	 close	 to	 her,	 a	 friend,	 who	 looked	 very	 calm	 on	 the	 
surface.	 	 She	 transferred	 her	 friend’s	 broken	 heart	 into	 
the	 sweet	 lotus	 petals	 which	 she	 carefully	 drew.	 	 The	 
drooping	 petals	 were	 also	 surrounded	 and	 entangled	 
with	 stalks	 of	 grass.	 	 Alas,	 the	 petals	 of	 the	 blooming	 
lotus	 were	 bigger	 than	 the	 swaying	 stalks	 of	 grass,	 but	 
they	 were	 the	 victims	 themselves.	 	 	 

The	 guilt	 of	 negligence,	 not	 taking	 care	 of	 her	 
friend	 in	 a	 time	 of	 sorrow	 appeared	 like	 a	 stack	 of	 dried	 
flowers	 and	 grass.	 	 And	 the	 third	 picture	 was	 of	 a	 dead	 
bird	 in	 a	 flower	 field.	 	 Naphachai	 was	 like	 a	 wounded	 
bird	 who	 could	 have	 died	 in	 Lileya’s	 picture,	 died	 in	 a	 
rich	 flowery	 field.	 	 At	 least,	 a	 tiny	 wild	 flower	 was	 crying	 
for	 the	 whole	 field	 or	 blowing	 wild	 to	 commemorate	 the	 
passage	 of	 a	 young	 woman	 from	 strong	 confidence	 to	 a	 



loss	 that	 could…she	 paused	 to	 think	 a	 little,	 be	 made	 
good	 in	 the	 future.	 	 Then	 she	 came	 to	 herself.	 

“Perhaps	 I’m	 being	 influenced	 by	 the	 ending	 of	 a	 
novel	 that	 often	 ends	 by	 saying	 all	 the	 bad	 things	 turn	 
out	 good,”	 Lileya	 told	 herself.	 	 She	 hadn’t	 phoned	 the	 
gang	 for	 several	 days	 due	 to	 so	 much	 work	 and	 so	 many	 
engagements,	 and	 especially	 getting	 ready	 to	 present	 
her	 project	 to	 the	 committee.	 	 “Anyway,	 her	 other	 
friends’	 attention	 and	 time	 will	 heal	 the	 wounds,”	 she	 
thought,	 looking	 for	 a	 piece	 of	 black	 paper	 she	 had	 cut	 
and	 placed	 with	 a	 white	 pencil.	 	 She	 picked	 it	 up	 and	 
sketched	 a	 picture	 to	 kill	 time	 while	 waiting	 during	 the	 
process	 of	 making	 a	 printing	 model.	 	 Starting	 from	 a	 
horizontal	 contour	 like	 looking	 through	 some	 camera	 
lens,	 she	 sketched	 a	 mountain	 range	 that	 looked	 life-
like	 and	 went	 higher	 toward	 the	 contour	 of	 the	 sky.	 	 
Lileya	 inserted	 a	 cave	 into	 a	 mountain	 at	 one	 end	 of	 the	 
range.	 	 It	 was	 deep	 and	 wide	 while	 the	 other	 end	 of	 the	 
range	 appeared	 to	 be	 cracking	 and	 deteriorating.	 	 She	 
was	 absorbed	 in	 the	 drawing,	 dedicating	 it	 to	 the	 
tragedy	 of	 Naphachai	 that	 had	 aroused	 her	 sadness	 in	 
the	 younger	 age	 at	 the	 glamor	 of	 the	 Arts	 University	 
mixing	 in	 the	 learning,	 playing,	 and	 loving.	 

“The	 pain-stricken	 female	 breasts	 had	 been	 
enlarged	 according	 to	 the	 size	 of	 the	 expressive	 ready-
made	 printing	 plate	 whose	 surface	 caused	 no	 difficulty	 
in	 polishing,	 the	 type	 of	 surface	 required	 in	 using	 a	 zinc	 
plate	 cut	 for	 the	 purpose.	 	 It	 might	 be	 cheaper	 but	 it	 
would	 take	 a	 lot	 of	 time	 and	 energy.	 	 She	 appreciated	 
her	 father	 for	 being	 tough	 with	 her	 when	 she	 told	 him	 
that	 she	 was	 going	 for	 a	 Master’s	 Degree.	 	 Her	 father	 
said,	 

“I	 don’t	 agree	 with	 you	 furthering	 your	 education	 
right	 away.	 	 You	 should	 find	 a	 job	 first	 and	 support	 



yourself	 during	 your	 studies.”	 	 Her	 meager	 salary	 was	 
able	 to	 pay	 for	 course	 registration	 and	 some	 equipment	 
and	 supplies,	 but	 Lileya	 was	 fortunate	 to	 have	 won	 
some	 money	 from	 her	 art	 contests.	 	 She	 didn’t	 realize	 
that	 fate	 would	 make	 the	 art	 she	 had	 a	 passion	 for	 and	 
was	 meant	 for	 her	 to	 make	 her	 career	 from	 art	 all	 her	 
life	 would	 support	 her.	 	 Neither	 did	 she	 realize	 that	 the	 
art	 she	 chose	 to	 create	 would	 engulf	 her	 life	 several	 
times	 like	 situations	 in	 life	 which	 could	 engulf	 
themselves.	 	 While	 relaxing	 one	 evening	 she	 wandered	 
down	 the	 building	 to	 call	 Naphachai	 at	 home	 thinking	 
that	 there	 would	 be	 time	 to	 chat	 a	 little	 before	 
continuing	 with	 her	 work	 and	 maybe	 her	 friend	 would	 
like	 to	 pour	 out	 her	 heart	 to	 someone.	 

“Naphachai	 isn’t	 here.”	 	 The	 father	 of	 her	 close	 
friend	 said	 plainly	 when	 he	 answered	 the	 phone.	 	 He	 
was	 a	 retired	 policeman…	 “she	 said	 she	 would	 work	 on	 
her	 sculpture	 at	 the	 faculty.”	 Lileya	 hung	 up	 the	 phone	 
and	 danced	 across	 the	 lawn	 to	 the	 Sculpture	 Building.	 	 
Naphachai	 had	 decided	 to	 continue	 with	 graduate	 
studies	 in	 sculpture.	 	 This	 line	 of	 art	 could	 inculcate	 in	 a	 
woman	 to	 be	 steadiness	 and	 security	 like	 a	 stone	 cliff	 
corresponding	 to	 her	 personality	 although	 her	 
appearance	 was	 rather	 more	 gentle	 and	 more	 feminine	 
than	 Lileya’s	 and	 Netra’s	 in	 many	 ways.	 	 But	 
Naphachai’s	 personal	 office	 opposite	 the	 stairs	 on	 the	 
second	 floor	 was	 locked.	 	 Perhaps	 she	 was	 stuck	 in	 
traffic.	 	 	 

Before	 leaving	 for	 her	 home	 that	 evening,	 Lileya	 
put	 up	 a	 draft	 picture	 of	 her	 new	 work,	 the	 female	 
mountain	 range	 with	 the	 hollow	 cave,	 on	 the	 wall	 of	 her	 
work	 desk.	 	 She	 liked	 its	 simple	 composition	 and	 
meaning.	 	 “This	 is	 the	 first	 work	 of	 mine	 that	 relates	 



directly	 to	 women,	 at	 least	 in	 the	 title	 and	 metaphor,”	 
she	 reflected.	 

The	 phone	 rang	 and	 echoed	 the	 same	 sentence.	 	 
“Oh,	 is	 this	 Lileya?	 	 Naphachai	 went	 to	 the	 faculty,”	 The	 
friend’s	 father	 repeated.	 	 But	 she	 had	 gone	 by	 the	 
building	 twice.	 	 It’s	 eight	 o’clock	 now…The	 studio	 door	 
remained	 locked.	 	 Maybe	 tomorrow.	 	 This	 evening	 her	 
friend	 might	 have	 strayed	 from	 her	 usual	 path	 to	 spend	 
the	 night	 with	 Netra	 according	 to	 her	 mental	 shelter	 
map	 the	 five	 young	 men	 and	 women	 often	 followed	 to	 
get	 together	 regularly,	 even	 after	 graduation.	 	 Lileya	 
inserted	 a	 coin	 in	 the	 public	 telephone	 to	 call	 
Tromchanai,	 who	 she	 thought	 might	 still	 be	 at	 his	 office,	 
which	 gave	 him	 the	 flexibility	 to	 come	 to	 work	 late	 and	 
leave	 as	 later	 at	 night	 as	 he	 desired.	 	 There	 was	 
someone	 there.	 	 A	 familiar	 voice	 answered	 from	 the	 
phone.	 

“Well,	 Tromchanai	 went	 out	 of	 town.	 	 Maybe	 for	 a	 
week	 he	 said.	 	 Now	 that	 we’ve	 just	 finished	 a	 new	 book,	 
we	 can	 relax	 a	 little,”	 the	 man	 cleared	 up	 Lileya’s	 doubts	 
while	 she	 stood	 about	 in	 front	 of	 the	 public	 phone	 
under	 the	 Faculty	 Building.	 

What	 culture	 was	 it	 that	 made	 friends	 and	 
classmates	 at	 the	 same	 institution	 trust	 one	 another	 
completely?	 	 Could	 one	 call	 it	 an	 innocent	 group	 culture?	 	 
Lileya	 took	 a	 taxi	 to	 the	 housing	 estate	 where	 Netra’s	 
house	 was,	 hers	 was	 at	 the	 entrance	 and	 Tromchanai’s	 
house	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 estate	 away	 from	 the	 gate.	 
His	 house	 was	 dark	 and	 silent.	 	 Netra	 and	 her	 boyfriend	 
came	 down	 to	 talk	 to	 her	 for	 a	 short	 while	 before	 she	 
left.	 	 Both	 of	 them	 had	 been	 there	 on	 Friday	 according	 
to	 Netra.	 	 “We	 had	 an	 evening	 meal	 and	 had	 a	 good	 
time	 together.”	 



A	 short	 glimpse	 of	 friendship	 through	 a	 few	 
gestures	 or	 a	 few	 words	 along	 with	 some	 superficial	 
teasing	 in	 a	 good	 mood	 could	 deceive	 us	 to	 get	 trapped	 
in	 a	 relationship	 that	 made	 us	 feel	 that	 we	 are	 not	 alone	 
in	 this	 world.	 	 It	 could	 make	 us	 overlook	 the	 fact	 that	 
during	 the	 cultivation	 of	 the	 seed	 and	 the	 sprouting	 of	 
the	 young	 plant	 of	 friendship,	 an	 uninvolved	 rival	 had	 
also	 sprouted	 up	 and	 branched	 out	 like	 weeds	 in	 a	 
vegetable	 garden.	 	 There	 was	 often	 the	 fertilizer	 of	 
weakness	 and	 our	 own	 instability	 or	 that	 of	 someone	 
else’s	 whom	 we	 had	 made	 friends	 with.	 	 This	 was	 not	 
different	 from	 the	 formation	 of	 each	 thing	 under	 the	 
control	 of	 time.	 	 Eventually,	 the	 same	 formative	 time	 
would	 then	 erode	 our	 cumulative	 existence.	 	 Trust,	 
understanding,	 sympathy,	 all	 these	 aspects	 of	 friendship	 
seemed	 to	 crave	 for	 the	 delicious	 food	 called	 
confirmation	 of…faithfulness	 and	 loyalty.	 	 This	 was	 not	 
what	 a	 common	 life	 should	 allow	 to	 happen	 in	 reality	 
because	 faithfulness	 is	 not	 in	 the	 sole	 nature	 of	 a	 human	 
being.	 	 There	 are	 other	 facets	 of	 nature	 within	 us	 as	 well.	 	 
These	 are	 independence,	 freedom,	 something	 unruly	 
and	 wild	 corresponding	 to	 our	 dreams	 of	 ourselves.	 	 
Moreover,	 there	 is	 also	 the	 mechanism	 of	 progress,	 
rapidly	 moving	 forward,	 a	 stake	 in	 the	 survival	 of	 the	 
many	 aspects	 of	 being	 a	 person,	 a	 human	 being.	 	 Such	 
adjustment,	 comparing,	 and	 competition	 promote	 the	 
erosion	 of	 the	 good	 aspects	 of	 our	 natures	 that	 we	 have	 
and	 hope	 to	 maintain,	 at	 least	 to	 some	 extent.	 

Lileya	 and	 Naphachai	 had	 sat	 at	 the	 same	 table	 
during	 the	 Graduate	 College	 party	 until	 late	 at	 night.	 	 
The	 senior	 classmate	 had	 asked	 her	 for	 a	 ride	 back	 to	 
spend	 the	 night	 at	 her	 place.	 	 She	 got	 up	 and	 left	 at	 5	 
o’clock	 the	 following	 morning	 saying	 she	 had	 some	 
business	 to	 take	 care	 early	 that	 morning.	 	 Lileya	 sat	 up	 



sleepily	 watching	 Naphachai	 getting	 dressed	 in	 front	 of	 
the	 mirror	 with	 the	 light	 on.	 	 She	 asked	 if	 she	 would	 like	 
to	 have	 something	 hot	 to	 drink.	 	 “Better	 not,	 I	 don’t	 
want	 to	 bother	 you,”	 Naphachai	 declined	 the	 offer	 while	 
turning	 around	 and	 looking	 at	 her	 image	 in	 the	 mirror.	 	 
She	 was	 in	 a	 short	 pink-orange	 skirt	 and	 a	 see-through	 
lace	 blouse	 of	 a	 matching	 color.	 	 Her	 complexion	 was	 
smooth	 and	 radiantly	 white.	 	 She	 looked	 animated	 
unlike	 the	 Naphachai	 of	 the	 previous	 month	 when	 her	 
heart	 was	 broken.	 	 Lileya	 said	 out	 of	 the	 blue,	 “I	 want	 
you	 to	 see	 my	 new	 painting.	 	 I	 thought	 of	 you	 when	 I	 
did	 it.	 	 It’s	 at	 the	 faculty	 though.	 	 When	 are	 you	 going	 
there?”	 

“You	 thought	 of	 me?”	 	 Naphachai	 repeated	 her	 
words,	 but	 Lileya	 didn’t	 quite	 catch	 the	 strained	 tone	 of	 
voice.	 	 Her	 friend	 replied,	 

“I	 don’t	 know.	 	 Whenever	 I	 feel	 better,	 I’ll	 go	 back	 
to	 work.”	 

Naphachai	 had	 left	 at	 dawn.	 	 Lileya	 got	 up	 and	 got	 
things	 together	 to	 take	 to	 her	 car	 planning	 to	 go	 to	 the	 
university	 early.	 	 Now	 she	 tried	 to	 speed	 up	 her	 work	 
non-stop.	 	 She	 had	 called	 Tromchanai	 at	 his	 office	 the	 
day	 before	 asking	 about	 the	 equipment	 used	 for	 
printing	 she	 had	 left	 in	 his	 car	 for	 quite	 some	 time	 and	 
he	 said	 he	 would	 bring	 it	 to	 her.	 	 He	 parked	 his	 car	 in	 
front	 of	 her	 gate	 very	 early	 and	 stood	 tiptoe	 to	 pass	 the	 
steel	 rod	 across	 the	 fence	 inside	 while	 saying	 he	 was	 in	 
a	 hurry	 to	 go.	 

Days	 went	 by	 and	 so	 did	 weeks.	 	 Lileya	 felt	 like	 she	 
was	 alone	 in	 the	 world	 burdened	 by	 her	 studies.	 	 She	 
went	 to	 teach	 just	 because	 it	 was	 her	 duty.	 	 Her	 heart	 
felt	 heavy.	 	 The	 evenings	 went	 by	 and	 so	 did	 the	 nights.	 	 
Lileya	 stood	 at	 the	 faculty	 building	 telephone	 trying	 to	 
call	 two	 numbers:	 one	 at	 Tromchanai’s	 office	 and	 the	 



other	 at	 Naphachai’s	 home.	 	 And	 sometimes	 alternating	 
between	 the	 two	 numbers.	 	 She	 dialed	 the	 number	 for	 
Netra’s	 house	 also.	 	 By	 now	 she	 could	 remember	 all	 
three	 of	 them	 by	 heart.	 	 The	 rainy	 wind	 blew	 the	 
branches	 of	 a	 nutmeg	 tree	 from	 side	 to	 side.	 	 Some	 dry	 
stems	 broke	 off	 and	 fell	 under	 the	 tree	 on	 the	 damp	 
ground.	 	 The	 glossy	 yellow	 fruit	 appeared	 here	 and	 
there	 in	 the	 dim	 night.	 	 Lileya	 bent	 down	 to	 look	 for	 one.	 	 
She	 felt	 a	 premonition	 that	 she	 herself	 would	 have	 the	 
same	 fate	 as	 that	 of	 Lady	 Caroline	 in	 the	 old	 movie	 
which	 her	 overseas	 friend	 had	 reviewed	 when	 she	 was	 a	 
grown-up	 and	 shrugged	 her	 shoulders	 saying,	 “It’s	 no	 
longer	 sad,	 now.	 	 Why	 were	 we	 so	 sad	 when	 we	 were	 
younger?”	 

“Am	 I	 a	 child	 or	 a	 grown-up?”	 Lileya	 asked	 herself	 
while	 turning	 her	 back	 to	 the	 wet	 ground	 under	 the	 
nutmeg	 tree	 in	 front	 of	 the	 faculty.	 	 The	 area	 after	 a	 
heavy	 rain	 was	 the	 same	 as	 it	 had	 been	 the	 night	 Lady	 
Caroline	 had	 her	 heart	 broken.	 	 She	 walked,	 her	 thin	 
body	 bent	 forward	 as	 usual,	 and	 turned	 her	 back	 to	 the	 
building	 where	 the	 only	 telephone	 was	 located.	 	 The	 tall	 
overhead	 light	 seemed	 so	 gloomy,	 like	 the	 dimness	 in	 
her	 heart.	 	 The	 quiet	 faculty	 building	 with	 no	 one	 
around	 but	 the	 night	 and	 the	 drizzling	 rain	 made	 it	 
seem	 like	 a	 vast	 space,	 so	 vast	 that	 the	 overhead	 light	 
couldn’t	 reach	 everywhere.	 

	 She	 went	 back	 to	 work	 on	 her	 draft	 picture.	 	 It	 had	 
been	 enlarged	 but	 had	 not	 yet	 been	 transferred	 onto	 the	 
printing	 plate.	 	 She	 slowly	 added	 here	 and	 there	 on	 the	 
small	 bulging	 mound	 such	 as	 the	 left	 and	 the	 right	 
wings	 to	 the	 female	 animal	 mountain	 full	 of	 pain.	 She	 
moved	 back	 to	 look	 at	 the	 picture	 and	 saw	 a	 place	 that	 
looked	 like	 the	 leg	 of	 a	 lizard.	 	 “Adding	 wings	 for	 better	 
crawling	 and	 not	 wobbling,”	 she	 told	 the	 female	 



creature	 in	 the	 picture.	 Actually	 she	 said	 it	 to	 herself.	 	 
She	 intended	 to	 have	 the	 mound	 that	 came	 out	 of	 the	 
mountain	 range	 to	 be	 of	 a	 gold	 color	 mainly	 like	 a	 
“golden	 wing”	 but	 she	 couldn’t	 find	 her	 gold	 color	 
pencil.	 	 So,	 suddenly	 she	 gathered	 her	 things	 together	 
quickly	 and	 walked	 across	 the	 lawn	 of	 the	 Sculpture	 
Building	 to	 check	 at	 Naphachai’s	 office	 one	 more	 time.	 	 
But	 it	 was	 “closed	 as	 usual.”	 	 Lileya	 decided	 to	 drive	 out	 
of	 town	 passing	 the	 intersection	 at	 her	 house	 and	 drove	 
straight	 to	 the	 housing	 estate	 where	 all	 her	 friends	 lived.	 

Tromchanai’s	 house	 was	 closed	 up	 and	 dark.	 	 She	 
drove	 out	 of	 the	 dark	 narrow	 lane	 puzzled	 by	 
everything	 in	 the	 world.	 	 Suddenly	 a	 headlight	 glared	 
from	 a	 car	 going	 in	 the	 opposite	 direction.	 	 Like	 a	 gift	 
from	 God,	 it	 was	 Tromchanai’s	 car.	 	 She	 immediately	 
stopped	 her	 car	 on	 the	 roadside,	 as	 the	 other	 car	 did	 
too,	 and	 thought	 to	 herself,	 “Finally	 we	 meet.”	 

Her	 lover	 stepped	 out	 of	 his	 car.	 	 Lileya	 opened	 her	 
car	 door	 and	 shouted	 in	 a	 clear	 voice,	 “I’ve	 phoned	 you	 
but	 could	 never	 get	 you.”	 	 In	 the	 loveliness	 and	 
emptiness	 of	 the	 night,	 another	 woman,	 a	 close	 friend	 
of	 Lileya’s,	 Napachai,	 stepped	 out	 slowly	 to	 stand	 under	 
the	 street	 light.	 	 Lileya	 paused	 and	 stood	 stunned	 at	 the	 
picture	 in	 front	 of	 her,	 an	 unexpected	 picture.	 	 At	 
around	 10	 o’clock	 at	 night	 her	 lover	 and	 a	 close	 friend	 
of	 hers	 were	 riding	 together	 back	 home.	 	 She	 heard	 her	 
hoarse	 voice	 ask	 incoherently,	 “Where	 have	 you	 two	 
been?”	 	 	 

The	 one	 who	 replied	 was	 the	 woman.	 	 As	 
mentioned	 earlier,	 this	 man	 seemed	 like	 a	 shadow,	 non-
existent.	 	 	 

“I	 took	 Nai	 to	 his	 home	 in	 Chonburi	 for	 a	 few	 
nights,”	 Napachai	 said	 flatly	 while	 stepping	 out	 a	 little	 
more	 and	 being	 more	 deliberate.	 	 “Nai	 took	 me	 to	 see	 



his	 aunt’s	 wooden	 house	 and	 to	 swim	 in	 the	 canal.	 	 We	 
just	 got	 back.”	 	 Then	 she	 asked	 back	 in	 concern,	 “Is	 
there	 something	 urgent,	 Ya?”	 	 Her	 proper	 friend	 
managed	 to	 control	 herself	 perfectly	 even	 in	 such	 an	 
unexpected	 situation.	 

“I	 didn’t	 tell	 you	 about	 this	 because	 I	 didn’t	 want	 
you	 to	 be	 upset.	 	 I	 understand	 that	 you’re	 working	 hard.”	 	 
She	 knew	 the	 answer	 to	 her	 question	 about	 whether	 she	 
was	 a	 child	 or	 a	 grown-up.	 	 “I	 am	 very	 much	 a	 child.	 	 
And	 now	 I	 am	 taken	 care	 of	 by	 two	 adults.”	 	 Tromchanai	 
slipped	 away	 to	 light	 a	 cigarette.	 	 The	 three	 people	 were	 
each	 standing	 apart	 in	 a	 different	 location,	 not	 far,	 not	 
close,	 engulfed	 in	 silence.	 

“It	 began	 slowly.	 	 I	 didn’t	 know	 how	 to	 tell	 you.	 	 It	 
wasn’t	 clear	 at	 first,	 but	 it	 developed	 gradually.”	 

“Love	 isn’t	 passionate,	 huh!”	 Lileya	 quietly	 resisted	 
the	 adult’s	 words.	 	 	 

“The	 night	 I	 stayed	 at	 your	 house,	 when	 Nai	 
brought	 the	 plate	 printing	 equipment	 to	 you,	 we	 agreed	 
to	 meet.	 	 I	 waited	 for	 him	 at	 the	 entrance	 to	 the	 lane.”	 

“We	 drove	 to	 Chom	 Thian	 and	 spent	 the	 night	 there.	 	 
We	 parked	 on	 the	 beach.	 	 We	 didn’t	 check	 into	 a	 hotel.”	 	 
Naphachai	 related	 this	 plainly	 as	 usual.	 	 	 

Sea	 of	 betrayal!	 	 River	 and	 canal	 of	 betrayal	 near	 
the	 Thai-style	 house!	 	 The	 sand	 beach,	 the	 bright	 car,	 
the	 painting,	 the	 mountain	 range	 I	 threatened	 by	 
putting	 the	 wings	 on	 earlier	 this	 evening,	 all	 are	 
betrayal	 to	 me,	 to	 the	 one	 who	 tried	 to	 take	 care	 of	 
everything,	 all	 the	 duties	 and	 the	 roles.	 	 Lileya	 burst	 out	 
sobbing	 and	 drove	 fast	 out	 of	 the	 lane	 until	 she	 came	 to	 
a	 stop	 in	 front	 of	 Netra’s	 house.	 	 She	 sobbed	 with	 her	 
hands	 on	 the	 steering	 wheel.	 	 Netra	 and	 her	 boyfriend	 
came	 down	 to	 look	 at	 her	 crying	 and	 curling	 up	 in	 the	 



car	 and	 asked	 her,	 “You	 know	 about	 it,	 don’t	 you?”	 
while	 nodding	 their	 heads.	 

“Why	 didn’t	 you	 tell	 me?”	 	 Lileya	 screamed	 and	 
wept.	 

“The	 night	 you	 were	 looking	 for	 them,	 they	 were	 
both	 in	 the	 house.	 	 What	 could	 I	 do?	 	 They	 were	 not	 
ready	 to	 see	 you.”	 	 	 

“Yes,	 we	 knew.	 	 But	 that’s	 not	 what	 we	 should	 say,	 
right?”	 said	 Netra,	 a	 friend,	 who	 shared	 her	 principles	 
and	 anti-war	 ideology,	 who	 joined	 in	 the	 resistance	 
through	 articles	 in	 various	 documentary	 magazines.	 	 
This	 was	 her	 friend	 who	 had	 longed	 for	 the	 planet	 star	 
of	 the	 prince	 in	 a	 novel,	 who	 understood	 the	 worries	 in	 
the	 relationship	 between	 the	 prince	 and	 the	 rose,	 the	 
one	 who	 had	 sat	 crying	 for	 the	 friendship	 of	 a	 child	 and	 
the	 orange	 tree,	 who	 had	 joined	 her	 in	 sensitivity	 with	 
the	 five	 letters	 in	 a	 book,	 who	 had	 now	 come	 to	 
embrace	 surprisingly	 a	 cold	 principle.	 

	 “They	 both	 needed	 some	 time,	 too,”	 Netra’s	 
boyfriend	 said.	 	 “They	 had	 to	 discuss	 what	 had	 
happened.	 	 We	 just	 listened	 and	 advised	 them	 as	 much	 
as	 we	 could.”	 	 The	 voices	 of	 Netra	 and	 her	 boyfriend	 
mingled	 with	 the	 weeping	 of	 Lileya	 on	 the	 footpath	 of	 
the	 village	 very	 late	 at	 night,	 sometimes	 loud	 and	 
occasionally	 soft.	 

“I’d	 say	 you	 yourself	 want	 success.	 	 Maybe	 you	 
didn’t	 realize	 it,	 but	 you’ve	 never	 wanted	 to	 have	 a	 lover	 
or	 a	 family.	 	 We	 think	 we	 agree	 on	 this.”	 	 Netra’s	 
boyfriend	 turned	 to	 nod	 at	 her	 in	 confirmation.	 	 “Yes,	 
we	 have	 thought	 so	 for	 quite	 some	 time.”	 	 She	 
continued.	 	 “I	 myself	 gave	 up	 the	 contest	 and	 you…”	 
Netra	 paused	 as	 if	 to	 weigh	 her	 words	 carefully.	 	 “Phi	 
Nai	 also	 said	 he	 should	 make	 a	 medal	 for	 you,	 Ya,	 to	 put	 
around	 your	 neck	 whenever	 you	 craved	 for	 one	 so	 that	 



you	 wouldn’t	 have	 to	 work	 this	 hard.”	 	 Her	 friends	 
words	 revealed	 what	 the	 people	 she	 loved	 and	 trusted,	 
her	 “friends,”	 thought	 about	 her.	 

She	 started	 her	 car.	 	 Night	 was	 no	 longer	 
trustworthy	 when	 the	 friendship	 of	 her	 friends	 and	 her	 
lover	 was	 ruined.	 

“The	 whole	 group,	 they	 left	 me	 alone	 and	 not	 
knowing	 anything.”	 	 The	 more	 she	 pondered	 it,	 the	 
more	 she	 was	 hurt	 and	 saddened.	 	 Lileya	 sobbed	 out	 
loud,	 as	 loud	 as	 the	 heavy	 downpour.	 	 There	 was	 no	 
sign	 of	 its	 stopping.	 	 The	 road	 in	 the	 late	 night	 became	 
dim	 and	 blurred	 by	 her	 tears.	 	 The	 rainy	 season	 road.	 	 
She	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 house	 of	 friendship.	 	 She	 had	 
misunderstood	 all	 this	 time	 that	 her	 “friends	 were	 
there.”	 	 She	 reached	 the	 house,	 weak,	 the	 house	 where	 
she	 and	 Tromchanai	 used	 to	 engage	 in	 heavy	 romance.	 	 
She	 waited	 for	 the	 maid	 to	 open	 the	 door	 and	 
remembered	 that	 she	 had	 got	 back	 quite	 late	 and	 then	 
she	 stopped	 realizing	 that	 she	 was	 crying	 and	 that	 her	 
eyes	 were	 swelling.	 	 It	 was	 the	 house	 her	 dad	 bought	 for	 
her	 so	 she	 could	 move	 out	 of	 the	 dorm	 and	 stay	 with	 the	 
maid	 when	 she	 came	 close	 to	 graduation.	 	 She	 would	 be	 
by	 herself	 tonight	 to	 be	 buried	 in	 sorrow	 and	 to	 weep	 in	 
the	 flood	 of	 the	 sea	 of	 betrayal.	 

The	 soft	 bed	 was	 hot	 under	 the	 weak	 body	 that	 
couldn’t	 even	 get	 up	 for	 a	 bath.	 	 The	 night	 mugginess	 
penetrated	 into	 the	 skin	 and	 seized	 at	 her	 heart	 until	 it	 
couldn’t	 feel	 anymore	 but	 froze	 in	 the	 burning	 thought.	 	 
The	 scene	 was	 of	 a	 man	 and	 a	 woman	 embracing	 fondly,	 
caressing	 by	 the	 seashore.	 	 The	 short	 pink-orange	 skirt	 
was	 raised	 up	 on	 the	 car	 seat,	 the	 same	 with	 the	 lower	 
part	 of	 the	 sweet	 colored	 orange	 lace	 blouse	 while	 legs	 
and	 hands	 caressed	 all	 over	 her	 body.	 	 Passionate	 lust	 
gushed	 out	 all	 over	 the	 beach.	 	 The	 sticky	 wet	 desire	 



reached	 every	 crevice	 and	 crest,	 with	 the	 smell	 and	 the	 
bitter	 taste	 of	 the	 warm	 wind	 from	 the	 sea.	 	 So	 sweetly	 
desirable	 was	 the	 heat	 of	 love.	 	 So	 new,	 so	 exciting	 the	 
arousal.	 	 	 Both	 parties	 were	 engaged	 in	 the	 romance	 of	 
the	 classic	 courting	 scene	 at	 the	 river	 pier	 where	 the	 
male	 and	 the	 female	 protagonists	 were	 swimming	 and	 
chasing	 each	 other,	 sometimes	 awkward	 and	 
embarrassed,	 shy	 and	 yet	 with	 serious	 jubilation.	 	 Like	 a	 
pair	 of	 dogs	 in	 heat	 dancing	 around	 before	 one	 climbed	 
upon	 the	 other.	 	 In	 the	 wet	 cloudy	 water	 the	 two	 warn	 
bodies	 squeezed	 in	 and	 pressed	 against	 each	 other	 in	 
the	 surrounding	 cold	 stream.	 	 Hot	 and	 passionate,	 
clumsy	 and	 fumbling	 they	 were	 in	 the	 treacherous	 river,	 
out	 of	 place	 without	 any	 restraint	 whatsoever.	 

The	 thin,	 stiff	 body	 was	 lying	 buried	 on	 the	 bed	 
motionless.	 	 Across	 her	 mind	 flashed	 the	 love	 scene	 of	 
the	 new	 couple.	 	 They	 were	 handling	 the	 live-dead	 
condition	 on	 the	 bed	 again	 in	 a	 different	 manner.	 	 The	 
dead-like	 body	 was	 lying	 pale	 while	 imagining	 the	 
climactic	 desire	 of	 the	 other	 couple	 when	 she	 herself	 
was	 so	 sad	 and	 so	 drained	 of	 the	 living	 water	 in	 her	 dry,	 
pale,	 lifeless	 body.	 

She	 buried	 herself	 in	 the	 bed	 regardless	 of	 being	 
baked	 in	 the	 sun	 from	 morning	 till	 evening,	 no	 eating,	 
no	 talking,	 only	 crying,	 not	 falling	 asleep.	 	 She	 then	 
began	 to	 huff	 and	 puff	 and	 gasp	 for	 breath	 from	 
weakness	 or	 lack	 of	 sleep	 or	 because	 her	 breathing	 
system	 was	 failing	 from	 heavy	 sobbing.	 	 Even	 so,	 she	 
turned	 away	 from	 any	 medication.	 	 The	 air	 flow	 during	 
the	 short	 and	 shallow	 breathing	 was	 frequently	 blocked	 
by	 the	 frequent	 sobbing.	 	 It	 reminded	 her	 of	 a	 
childhood	 feeling	 of	 the	 sea	 flooding	 into	 the	 room	 
when	 she	 was	 gripped	 by	 asthma.	 	 The	 symptoms	 



became	 so	 bad	 that	 she	 finally	 had	 to	 get	 up	 and	 drive	 
to	 the	 hospital.	 

“Feeling	 like	 being	 drowned	 due	 to	 the	 panting	 and	 
being	 unable	 to	 breathe	 along	 with	 the	 continual	 
weeping…”	 the	 doctor	 mumbled	 and	 motioned	 to	 the	 
nurse	 to	 put	 the	 oxygen	 mask	 over	 her	 face	 to	 help	 her	 
breath.	 	 The	 doctor	 looked	 at	 the	 bubble	 in	 the	 tip	 of	 
the	 needle	 and	 said,	 

“I’ll	 inject	 this	 into	 a	 vein	 to	 make	 your	 heart	 beat	 
stronger.”	 Then	 he	 cautioned	 her.	 	 “You	 must	 adjust	 
your	 heart	 and	 your	 feelings	 first.	 	 The	 symptoms	 have	 a	 
great	 deal	 to	 do	 with	 a	 condition	 of	 the	 heart.”	 

She	 couldn’t	 remember	 how	 may	 days	 of	 leave	 of	 
absence	 she	 took,	 how	 many	 jars	 of	 tears,	 how	 many	 
kilos	 she	 lost,	 and	 how	 many	 weeks	 she	 didn’t	 work	 on	 
her	 printing.	 	 But	 on	 the	 day	 she	 took	 a	 bath	 and	 
dressed	 so	 palely	 in	 her	 loose	 skirt	 and	 tried	 to	 hold	 
onto	 the	 table	 to	 work	 on	 the	 printing	 plate	 of	 the	 
“Painful	 Female	 Breast,”	 Naphachai	 suddenly	 walked	 
out	 in	 the	 late	 morning	 sun	 from	 the	 other	 building	 to	 
stand	 brightly	 at	 the	 open	 door	 of	 the	 Printing	 Studio.	 	 
Other	 male	 classmates	 who	 had	 agreed	 to	 have	 lunch	 
together	 sneaked	 out	 of	 the	 room	 silently.	 	 Naphachai	 
looked	 so	 cheerful	 in	 contrast	 to	 Lileya	 who	 sat	 bent	 
over	 a	 big	 metal	 plate.	 	 The	 visitor	 stepped	 in	 close	 out	 
of	 the	 blue.	 

“I’m	 pregnant.”	 	 Naphachai’s	 announcement	 was	 
hanging	 in	 the	 still	 air	 of	 the	 room.	 	 Lileya	 looked	 up	 at	 
the	 fan,	 realizing	 that	 she	 had	 forgotten	 to	 turn	 it	 on.	 	 
Normally	 she	 would	 turn	 the	 fan	 on	 while	 working	 on	 
her	 plates.	 	 Perhaps	 it	 wasn’t	 yet	 hot	 and	 Lileya	 would	 
be	 more	 surprised	 if	 the	 hill	 cave	 that	 she	 was	 working	 
on	 and	 feel	 that	 the	 components	 were	 quite	 good	 but	 
were	 somehow	 imperfect.	 	 A	 woman	 and	 a	 man	 being	 



so	 hurried	 to	 sleep	 together,	 so	 what?	 	 But	 she	 didn’t	 
quite	 come	 out	 with	 her	 question,	 someone	 else’s	 
answer	 came	 out	 first.	 	 That	 person	 was	 standing	 right	 
in	 front	 of	 her.	 

“I’d	 like	 you	 to	 go	 with	 me	 to	 the	 Graduate	 
Building.”	 	 The	 explanation	 came	 as	 Lileya	 seemed	 
stunned.	 	 “I	 want	 to	 see	 the	 Dean	 of	 the	 College,	 to	 ask	 
for	 special	 leave	 from	 my	 studies.”	 

Two	 female	 students,	 one	 small	 but	 well-
proportioned	 with	 a	 healthy	 complexion	 and	 the	 other	 
slender	 and	 tall	 but	 pale,	 walked	 quietly	 along	 in	 the	 
late	 morning	 sun	 amidst	 strange	 looks	 of	 curiosity	 from	 
people	 who	 knew	 of	 the	 matter	 and	 had	 joined	 in	 the	 
analysis	 and	 voiced	 their	 opinions	 on	 every	 aspect,	 
holding	 nothing	 back	 about	 the	 love	 triangle	 of	 the	 
twin-like	 close	 friends	 and	 their	 shadowy	 senior	 male	 
friend.	 

After	 completing	 her	 graduate	 courses	 with	 the	 
worst	 scores	 and	 evaluations	 she	 had	 ever	 had	 since	 she	 
studied	 at	 Silpa-Athorn	 Institute,	 Lileya	 requested	 a	 
transfer	 to	 a	 provincial	 university.	 	 After	 that,	 she	 took	 
some	 language	 courses	 and	 won	 a	 scholarship	 to	 study	 
in	 an	 ancient	 city	 overseas,	 following	 the	 advice	 in	 her	 
father’s	 short	 reply	 again	 when	 she	 asked	 him	 about	 
going	 abroad.	 

“If	 you	 want	 to	 go	 abroad	 to	 study,	 you	 have	 to	 get	 
a	 scholarship.”	 

She	 had	 turned	 her	 back	 on	 the	 pale	 pink	 ashes	 of	 
love	 and	 its	 musty	 lust,	 headed	 to	 the	 province,	 and	 
soon	 was	 flying	 on	 her	 chosen	 path	 to	 delve	 deeper	 into	 
art.	 	 Several	 years	 later,	 she	 heard	 about	 the	 couple,	 
whom	 she	 had	 forgotten	 completely,	 from	 a	 friend	 in	 
her	 old	 office	 who	 had	 lived	 in	 a	 government	 housing	 
next	 to	 theirs.	 



“Yeh!	 	 They	 fought	 almost	 every	 other	 day.	 	 I’ve	 
never	 seen	 any	 couple	 hurt	 one	 another	 so	 bad.	 	 I	 feel	 
sorry	 for	 their	 daughter,	 Muanfa.”	 

Many	 years	 later,	 an	 older	 friend	 called	 her	 at	 her	 
university	 telling	 her	 that	 his	 niece	 was	 admitted	 to	 the	 
Art	 Faculty	 she	 was	 teaching	 at,	 and	 suddenly	 she	 
seemed	 to	 recall	 something,	 

“Well,	 Mr.	 Nai,	 Tromchanai,	 IS	 DEAD!”	 he	 shouted	 
on	 the	 phone	 like	 he	 was	 talking	 about	 someone	 Lileya	 
didn’t	 know.	 	 Her	 brain	 had	 to	 make	 some	 adjustment	 
for	 a	 short	 moment,	 “Uh,”	 but	 she	 knew	 very	 well,	 and	 
he	 repeated	 shouting,	 as	 if	 he	 was	 in	 a	 crowded	 place.	 	 
“He’s	 dead.	 	 Mr.	 Nai.	 	 Did	 you	 know	 that,	 Ya?”	 	 Lileya	 
didn’t	 continue	 the	 conversation.	 	 She	 didn’t	 answer	 the	 
man.	 	 She	 didn’t	 want	 to	 know	 anything.	 	 She	 felt	 that	 it	 
was	 strange	 that	 he	 made	 such	 an	 announcement	 by	 
shouting	 like	 that.	 

Over	 a	 decade	 later,	 she	 met	 Netra	 in	 Bangkok	 at	 a	 
reunion	 of	 a	 small	 group	 of	 former	 art	 students	 from	 
around	 the	 outskirts	 of	 Nontaburi,	 Pak-kret,	 
Prachachuen	 and	 Bang	 Buathong.	 	 They	 chatted	 about	 
the	 funeral	 of	 a	 former	 instructor	 and	 National	 Artist	 
and	 about	 who	 would	 come	 or	 not	 come	 to	 the	 funeral.	 	 
Then	 Netra	 mentioned	 another	 deceased	 National	 Artist.	 

“I	 attended	 Thaloeng’s	 cremation.”	 	 That	 made	 
Lileya	 wonder	 whether	 her	 friend	 had	 been	 acquainted	 
with	 the	 artist	 who	 hadn’t	 taught	 at	 the	 Silpa-Athorn	 
Institute.	 

“Were	 you	 close	 to	 Thaloeng?”	 
“No,”	 Netra	 replied	 and	 told	 her	 the	 reason	 which	 

made	 Lileya	 perplexed	 for	 a	 while	 like	 when	 her	 older	 
friend	 had	 told	 her	 on	 the	 phone	 about	 Tromchanai.	 	 	 

“Khun	 Thaloeng	 was	 a	 committee	 member	 at	 an	 art	 
contest.”	 	 She	 mentioned	 the	 artist’s	 name	 whose	 



funeral	 she	 had	 attended.	 	 “And	 that	 year	 I	 won	 the	 
prize.	 	 That’s	 why	 I	 went.”	 	 Netra	 paused,	 seeming	 
embarrassed.	 

“To	 thank	 him.”	 	 Lileya	 filled	 in	 the	 sentence.	 
“Well…something	 like	 that.”	 	 
Again	 her	 brain	 had	 to	 adjust	 to	 tune	 into	 the	 right	 

wave	 length.	 	 Her	 friend	 had	 won	 an	 art	 contest	 in	 the	 
same	 period	 as	 she	 did	 when	 they	 both	 were	 just	 a	 little	 
over	 20	 years	 old.	 	 Then	 she	 had	 left	 art	 to	 pursue	 
another	 profession.	 	 She	 had	 attended	 the	 funeral	 of	 a	 
committee	 member	 who	 took	 part	 in	 the	 judging	 for	 her	 
to	 win	 an	 award.	 	 Now	 she	 and	 her	 friend	 were	 each	 a	 
little	 over	 50	 years	 old.	 	 She	 went	 because	 she	 wanted	 to	 
thank	 the	 committee	 member	 of	 the	 national	 art	 
competition	 for	 the	 last	 time.	 	 It	 sounded	 as	 strange	 as	 
when	 an	 old	 woman	 had	 to	 listen	 to	 someone	 tell	 her	 
on	 the	 phone	 that	 her	 one-time	 lover	 at	 the	 university	 
whom	 she	 had	 known	 for	 more	 than	 one	 or	 two	 years	 
when	 their	 youthful	 hormones	 were	 steaming	 had	 died	 
in	 a	 rather	 lonely	 and	 pitiful	 situation.	 	 He	 had	 been	 
enjoying	 life	 and	 sex	 up	 until	 the	 end	 of	 his	 life.	 	 
Another	 source	 of	 information	 also	 said,	 “It	 seems	 that	 
he	 had	 a	 bone	 disease.	 	 He	 couldn’t	 walk	 normally,”	 and	 
added	 further,	 “The	 women	 felt	 that	 he	 deserved	 
that…He’d	 fucked	 so	 many	 women.	 	 That’s	 why	 he	 had	 
to	 walk	 swaying	 forwards	 and	 backwards.”	 

This	 strange	 kind	 of	 talk	 brought	 a	 strange	 kind	 of	 
perception.	 	 It	 was	 not	 unpleasant	 to	 fill	 in	 the	 gaps	 in	 
news	 between	 old	 acquaintances	 and	 those	 who	 had	 
gone	 abroad	 with	 just	 a	 brief	 exchange	 of	 dialogue.	 

But	 what	 Lileya	 didn’t	 know	 and	 might	 not	 know	 
even	 when	 something	 happened	 in	 her	 later	 years	 was	 
that	 while	 she	 had	 been	 engaged	 in	 dressing	 the	 fresh	 
body	 of	 a	 woman	 that	 had	 come	 to	 meet	 her	 without	 an	 



appointment	 in	 the	 mortuary,	 a	 body	 in	 the	 
formaldehyde	 tank	 had	 stared	 at	 her	 for	 a	 long	 time	 
with	 a	 frozen	 face	 close	 to	 the	 upper	 edge	 of	 the	 tank	 
and	 that	 the	 body	 was	 lying	 on	 top	 of	 the	 other	 bodies	 
until	 she	 stepped	 out	 in	 the	 video.	 	 It	 was	 Naphachai	 
who	 accidentally	 uttered	 her	 name:	 

“Ah,	 Lileya.”	 
	 

	 

	 	 



4	 
ENLIGHTENED	 

DELIGHT	 
Life	 could	 be	 a	 sweet	 dream	 as	 well	 as	 a	 nightmare,	 

depending	 on	 a	 person’s	 point	 of	 view.	 	 But	 while	 
drifting	 along	 a	 life	 path	 we	 might	 have	 too	 little	 time	 to	 
review	 our	 life	 and	 our	 attitudes.	 	 In	 particular,	 during	 
some	 rather	 exciting	 rushing	 moments:	 a	 journey,	 a	 new	 
place,	 a	 new	 language,	 a	 hub	 of	 migrating	 people	 who	 
were	 searching	 out	 and	 reaching	 out	 for	 whatever	 they	 
could	 find.	 

A	 chilling	 cold	 front	 in	 the	 early	 spring	 surrounded	 
the	 solemn	 mansion	 on	 the	 high	 hill	 in	 front	 of	 the	 vast	 
forest-like	 old	 public	 park.	 	 That	 was	 the	 location	 of	 the	 
famous	 language	 institute	 of	 the	 city.	 	 On	 the	 lower	 
floor	 of	 the	 splendid	 wood	 carving	 room	 was	 a	 large	 
wooden	 pillar	 with	 floral	 vines	 climbing	 up	 to	 the	 tall	 
curved	 ceiling	 embracing	 all	 the	 government	 supported	 
students	 from	 distant	 lands.	 	 They	 had	 six	 months	 to	 
overcome	 the	 unfamiliarity	 of	 the	 language.	 	 People	 
from	 fourteen	 countries	 who	 had	 turned	 their	 backs	 on	 
their	 mother	 land.	 	 They	 came	 from	 East	 Asia,	 Southeast	 
Asia,	 Latin	 America,	 and	 Africa.	 	 They	 were	 in	 a	 class	 
that	 would	 offer	 them	 new	 experiences	 where	 
foreigners	 had	 to	 speak	 the	 strange	 language	 of	 this	 
place	 in	 order	 to	 have	 access	 to	 whatever	 they	 wished	 to	 
learn.	 

The	 bell	 rang	 signaling	 time	 for	 class.	 	 The	 class	 of	 
the	 intensive	 program	 actually	 began	 before	 the	 one-
hour	 lunch	 break	 and	 would	 continue	 until	 five	 in	 the	 
evening.	 	 During	 brief	 breaks	 during	 the	 day	 and	 at	 
sundown,	 the	 scholarship	 students	 from	 the	 various	 
countries	 strolled	 around	 or	 sat	 down	 to	 have	 
conversations	 with	 one	 another	 in	 the	 park.	 	 Some	 



worked	 attentively	 on	 their	 assignments.	 	 Friday	 
evening,	 during	 the	 short	 relaxation	 activities	 for	 those	 
away	 from	 home,	 Musik	 AM	 Kamin	 played	 some	 nice	 
songs	 by	 various	 international	 musicians	 at	 the	 fireside	 
where	 they	 could	 sit,	 chat,	 and	 absorb	 new	 aesthetic	 
experiences	 different	 from	 those	 of	 their	 homelands.	 	 
Language	 lessons	 gave	 us	 familiarity	 with	 the	 
vocabulary,	 the	 4th	 world,	 the	 screen,	 people,	 and	 
culture	 shock.	 	 This	 included	 the	 “hard	 headed”	 
vocabulary	 that	 became	 attractive	 to	 “soft	 headed”	 
persons	 like	 Lileya,	 the	 all-time	 soft	 headed	 person.	 	 
Afterward,	 the	 language	 would	 serve	 as	 an	 important	 
tool	 to	 send	 the	 scholarship	 students	 to	 their	 cities	 of	 
study	 and	 to	 be	 able	 to	 face	 the	 differences	 in	 culture.	 

Lileya	 chose	 a	 thin	 poetry	 book	 to	 read	 and	 practice	 
in	 the	 language.	 	 It	 turned	 out	 that	 she	 felt	 she	 was	 
being	 comforted	 and	 advised	 by	 the	 poets.	 	 Poets	 are	 
friends	 who	 guide	 one	 to	 see	 the	 world	 and	 to	 see	 
oneself.	 

One	 stanza	 of	 “Autumn	 Rain”	 goes	 like	 this:	 
Darling…you’re	 so	 sad.	 
Not	 only	 the	 buried	 neighbors,	 
Not	 just	 the	 abandoned	 happiness	 of	 a	 long-ago	 

summer,	 
There	 is	 still	 some	 remnant	 of	 youth.	 
All	 took	 place	 in	 the	 memory	 path,	 
In	 words,	 pictures,	 and	 songs.	 
Life	 in	 the	 new	 place	 was	 like	 the	 beautiful	 poem	 

above.	 	 Some	 people	 were	 happily	 welcoming	 the	 bright	 
culture	 from	 the	 past	 of	 another	 land	 that	 was	 remained	 
here	 and	 there,	 including	 bombs	 from	 the	 war,	 
emotionally	 savoring	 the	 fine	 language,	 going	 over	 the	 
old	 ways	 and	 the	 smell	 of	 destruction	 and	 rotten	 apples	 
penetrating	 more	 and	 more	 into	 every	 corner	 of	 her	 



sensitivity	 and	 vulnerability	 that	 she	 had	 never	 
experienced	 before,	 perceptions	 gradually	 grasped	 at	 
dawdling	 awareness	 from	 art	 and	 literature.	 The	 
surrounding	 events	 nurtured	 her	 and	 cultivated	 her	 
intellectual	 along	 with	 her	 physical	 self,	 reaching	 
toward	 an	 individuality	 by	 herself	 alone	 and	 finally	 
leaving	 behind	 dependence	 on	 the	 group,	 leaving	 
behind	 an	 excessive	 attachment	 to	 friendship	 until	 she	 
let	 go	 of	 the	 chance	 to	 understand	 the	 world	 or	 life	 or	 
herself.	 

Another	 portion	 was	 read	 at	 night	 in	 a	 one-
hundred-year-old	 house	 by	 the	 woods.	 The	 house	 
where	 a	 family	 member’s	 suicide	 had	 occurred	 and	 was	 
followed	 by	 the	 bloody	 smell	 along	 the	 spiral	 wooden	 
stairs	 where	 one	 sat	 on	 a	 soft	 rug	 in	 front	 of	 a	 fireplace	 
carved	 into	 a	 lion	 figure	 and	 leaning	 against	 a	 wooden	 
box	 with	 an	 iron	 tag	 in	 front	 bearing	 the	 words	 “Tree	 of	 
Peace.”	 

The	 night	 lamp	 was	 shining	 over	 the	 verse	 in	 the	 
dim	 white	 morning	 fog	 which	 one	 walked	 through	 alone.	 

Still	 set	 are	 a	 tree	 and	 a	 stone	 
Of	 which	 no	 one	 knows.	 
All	 are	 alone.	 
On	 a	 still	 and	 quiet	 day,	 one	 sat	 by	 a	 window	 

watching	 the	 first	 snowflakes	 sprinkling	 down	 with	 the	 
chimney	 of	 the	 house	 on	 the	 opposite	 side	 forming	 the	 
background	 while	 its	 grayish	 warm	 smoke	 mingled	 in	 
the	 dim	 sky.	 	 For	 a	 quick	 moment,	 one	 slipped	 into	 a	 
feeling	 of	 homesickness	 and	 a	 familiar	 poem	 sprang	 
forth	 to	 provide	 comfort:	 

Home	 isn’t	 here	 or	 there,	 but	 in	 you,	 in	 your	 heart.	 
And	 another	 one:	 
You	 are	 afraid	 because	 your	 path	 is	 leading	 further	 

from	 your	 mom.	 



The	 unfamiliar	 alphabet	 and	 strange	 words	 floating	 
from	 the	 past	 of	 another	 place	 became	 quite	 familiar	 
sporadically	 through	 the	 language	 being	 learned.	 	 At	 the	 
moment	 of	 writing	 this	 piece	 of	 work	 the	 poetic	 content,	 
its	 feelings	 and	 the	 recorded	 words	 and	 phrases	 became	 
a	 clear	 path	 recalling	 a	 person’s	 by-gone	 days	 when	 she	 
had	 just	 left	 behind	 the	 love	 poems	 of	 her	 younger	 years	 
in	 her	 hometown	 heading	 for	 more	 desirable	 days	 and	 
nights	 seeking	 more	 intense	 and	 serious	 significance	 
present	 in	 her	 emotions	 and	 her	 thinking.	 	 She	 had	 only	 
books	 and	 art	 as	 her	 friends	 to	 occupy	 herself	 while	 
appreciating	 the	 aesthetic	 appeal	 of	 the	 cold	 season	 and	 
the	 color	 of	 the	 afternoon	 sun	 during	 the	 autumn	 days.	 	 
That’s	 all.	 

Lileya	 lived	 the	 life	 of	 a	 shy	 crab	 that	 hid	 in	 its	 shell	 
squeezing	 its	 flesh	 inside	 the	 clear	 thin	 shell,	 dedicating	 
the	 space	 and	 time	 inside	 the	 shell	 to	 reading,	 thinking,	 
and	 reviewing	 things.	 	 The	 light	 from	 the	 desk	 lamp	 in	 
the	 foreign	 land	 shined	 day	 and	 night	 without	 her	 being	 
aware	 that	 her	 shell	 was	 becoming	 thicker	 and	 thicker.	 	 
She	 didn’t	 realize	 that	 the	 coming	 days	 and	 nights	 in	 her	 
shell	 would	 cause	 her	 difficulty	 when	 she	 returned	 
home.	 	 Her	 earlier	 days,	 her	 younger	 years	 were	 cut	 
away	 by	 her	 own	 thinking.	 

During	 an	 afternoon	 walk	 in	 a	 cemetery	 where	 she	 
bent	 down	 to	 read	 the	 birth	 and	 the	 death	 dates	 on	 
some	 of	 the	 tombs,	 she	 found	 herself	 in	 an	 area	 where	 
they	 buried	 the	 bodies	 of	 young	 people	 during	 the	 
Second	 World	 War.	 She	 happened	 to	 recall	 a	 phrase	 
from	 a	 national	 anthem	 putting	 the	 father	 land	 above	 all	 
others	 in	 relation	 to	 the	 war.	 	 The	 phrase	 was	 cut	 off	 but	 
it	 still	 rang	 out	 in	 her	 thoughts.	 	 Long	 ago	 these	 young	 
men	 went	 out	 confused	 and	 unwillingly	 to	 die	 for	 their	 
fatherland.	 	 Their	 bodies	 full	 of	 flesh	 and	 blood	 and	 



hope	 became	 the	 corpses	 lying	 under	 the	 ground	 on	 the	 
hill.	 

Her	 question	 about	 the	 strong	 thinking	 named	 
“negative	 attitudes”	 that	 she	 had	 read	 about	 had	 been	 
placed	 as	 a	 stake	 several	 decades	 earlier	 that	 it	 would	 
enter	 real	 life	 in	 her	 adulthood,	 at	 a	 time	 when	 people	 
secretly	 hurt	 one	 another	 due	 more	 to	 the	 weakness	 of	 
the	 ones	 committing	 the	 crimes.	 	 And	 furthermore	 there	 
was	 the	 question	 about	 the	 suffering	 that	 might	 exist	 in	 
affluence.	 	 This	 brought	 the	 two	 overlapping	 situations	 
together	 and	 it	 guided	 her	 to	 study	 in	 order	 to	 be	 rid	 of	 
polarity	 in	 her	 thinking.	 	 	 

Some	 books	 of	 short	 stories	 accompanied	 her	 over	 
the	 grassy	 lawn	 in	 the	 evening	 watching	 a	 group	 of	 
women	 taking	 group	 pictures	 in	 sitting	 or	 standing	 
poses.	 Some	 of	 them	 turned	 toward	 her	 signaling	 her	 to	 
draw	 a	 picture	 of	 women	 with	 a	 female	 dog	 that	 sat	 
proudly	 in	 the	 dim	 atmosphere	 of	 winter	 when	 the	 days	 
got	 shorter	 allowing	 the	 night	 to	 fully	 be	 on	 display.	 
There	 were	 also	 the	 records	 of	 thinkers	 who	 had	 
inquired	 about	 the	 “courage	 to	 be	 sorrowful	 and	 dare	 
to	 be	 woeful”	 that	 touched	 her	 lightly	 and	 turned	 her	 
away	 from	 the	 old	 fun-loving	 society	 she	 had	 come	 from	 
along	 with	 its	 group-oriented	 culture,	 which	 may	 be	 the	 
male	 groups	 in	 her	 homeland.	 	 And	 there	 was	 also	 the	 
drawing	 of	 a	 woman	 artist	 in	 a	 gallery	 on	 a	 road	 in	 the	 
capital	 that	 had	 been	 abandoned	 due	 to	 beliefs	 and	 the	 
war	 that	 later	 made	 the	 same	 town	 a	 capital	 again	 in	 
peace	 time.	 	 It	 was	 the	 day	 when	 a	 tall	 wall	 that	 divided	 
beliefs	 and	 created	 division	 was	 torn	 down.	 	 The	 
students	 in	 her	 dormitory	 rushed	 to	 buy	 cheap	 books	 on	 
the	 other	 more	 deprived	 side	 of	 the	 wall.	 	 Some	 came	 
back	 with	 some	 chunks	 of	 the	 brick	 wall	 wrapped	 in	 
paper	 to	 show	 to	 friends.	 	 Early	 the	 next	 morning,	 after	 



the	 wall	 had	 been	 torn	 down,	 the	 government	 gave	 
away	 gifts	 of	 200	 marks	 each	 which	 changed	 the	 picture	 
of	 a	 border	 town	 to	 an	 older	 one,	 all	 this	 was	 
accompanied	 by	 a	 procession	 of	 old	 cars	 from	 a	 world	 
in	 which	 time	 moved	 very	 slowly	 and	 was	 stuck	 in	 
awkward	 beliefs	 and	 faith.	 	 Sometimes,	 time	 moved	 
slower	 because	 of	 power	 and	 regulations.	 

Under	 a	 light	 in	 a	 museum	 in	 the	 abandoned	 
capital,	 she	 stood	 looking	 at	 a	 painting	 of	 a	 woman	 
artist	 who	 was	 affected	 by	 the	 country’s	 politics,	 her	 
university	 teaching	 tasks,	 and	 her	 deceased	 family	 
members.	 	 It	 was	 a	 black	 and	 white	 print	 made	 by	 
herself,	 full	 of	 pride	 in	 her	 younger	 years,	 and	 a	 portrait	 
of	 her	 during	 the	 last	 year	 of	 her	 life	 looking	 fat	 with	 a	 
bent	 back.	 	 Her	 face	 and	 eyes	 had	 changed	 a	 lot	 and	 
were	 surrounded	 by	 some	 loosely	 tied	 hair.	 	 She	 wrote	 
about	 her	 younger	 years	 as	 follows:	 

“I	 was	 born	 and	 grew	 up	 where	 I	 could	 have	 
freedom	 to	 do	 what	 I	 wanted,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 do	 it”	 

One	 day	 when	 she	 began	 the	 work,	 the	 sculpting	 
mother	 knelt	 down	 on	 the	 ground	 where	 her	 son	 was	 
buried	 in	 front	 of	 the	 sculpture	 of	 herself.	 	 “Now	 comes	 
the	 truth”	 this	 was	 based	 on	 the	 mother’s	 diary	 
predicting	 her	 son’s	 fate	 on	 the	 day	 he	 left	 for	 war.	 

“Like	 the	 cutting	 of	 the	 umbilical	 cord	 again.	 	 The	 
first	 was	 when	 he	 was	 born	 and	 this	 time	 when	 

he	 died”	 
The	 last	 self-portrait	 of	 hers	 was	 the	 face	 bearing	 

the	 same	 feelings	 as	 what	 she	 wrote	 in	 her	 diary	 on	 her	 
last	 New	 Year:	 

“The	 year	 has	 come	 again.	 	 What	 does	 time	 give?	 	 
Nothing	 but	 taking	 away	 and	 taking	 away.”	 

Lileya	 waded	 in	 the	 stream	 of	 thought	 again	 and	 
again	 as	 if	 she	 was	 working	 hard	 on	 her	 art	 creations	 in	 



a	 world	 where	 people	 had	 become	 so	 curiously	 serious	 
but	 also	 let	 go	 of	 things	 so	 easily	 and	 understandingly	 
with	 reasons.	 

She	 was	 far	 away	 from	 the	 rigid	 rules	 of	 drawing.	 	 
She	 didn’t	 have	 to	 use	 the	 colors	 she	 disliked	 in	 her	 
work.	 	 The	 cobalt	 blue	 and	 the	 yellow	 oak	 that	 she	 loved	 
to	 use	 were	 weapons	 to	 counter	 the	 green	 viridian	 and	 
crimson	 red	 which	 had	 disappeared.	 	 No	 more	 conflicts	 
in	 terms	 of	 patterns	 or	 designs	 or	 art	 skills.	 	 She	 had	 to	 
fight	 only	 against	 the	 disappearances	 that	 appeared	 
without	 a	 pattern.	 	 Her	 art	 work	 drifted	 away	 from	 
artificiality	 and	 rules.	 	 Whatever	 was	 the	 work	 that	 came,	 
good	 or	 bad,	 it	 would	 be	 analyzed	 and	 discussed	 
seriously	 in	 groups.	 	 A	 verbally	 skillful	 professor	 might	 
read	 an	 excerpt	 from	 Goethe	 to	 the	 class	 before	 going	 
on	 with	 the	 criticism.	 	 He	 criticized	 the	 material	 that	 
had	 meaning	 in	 itself	 because	 he	 himself	 worked	 in	 
minimalism	 while	 reasoning	 by	 referring	 to	 the	 special	 
drawings	 by	 Joseph	 Beuys	 as	 being	 made	 with	 proof	 
paper	 and	 a	 pencil.	 	 The	 day	 he	 was	 impressed	 with	 her	 
mixed	 media	 sculpture,	 he	 mentioned	 in	 class	 that	 
usually	 started	 very	 late	 in	 the	 day	 and	 lasted	 until	 very	 
late	 at	 night	 as	 if	 time	 was	 not	 of	 a	 concern,	 that	 he	 
could	 drink	 the	 water	 in	 the	 pair	 of	 wooden	 tanks	 Lileya	 
had	 made	 herself	 in	 the	 studio	 by	 polishing	 them	 with	 
lacquer	 when	 she	 soaked	 hair	 and	 x-ray	 film.	 	 She	 didn’t	 
stop	 coating	 them	 for	 fear	 that	 they	 would	 leak.	 	 Even	 
the	 older	 technician	 in	 the	 wood	 studio	 spoke	 
sarcastically,	 “The	 liquid	 that	 was	 applied	 too	 much	 on	 
the	 layers	 of	 coating	 was	 actually	 the	 water	 in	 the	 tanks	 
because	 it	 was	 leaking	 from	 itself.”	 	 The	 language	 
expression	 and	 the	 practices	 of	 the	 people	 around	 her	 
made	 her	 feel	 perplexed.	 	 The	 evening	 before	 the	 
opening	 of	 an	 art	 exhibition	 in	 the	 university	 art	 gallery,	 



the	 President	 of	 the	 Art	 University,	 Dr.	 Schwartz,	 came	 
around	 to	 straighten	 the	 posture	 of	 an	 officer	 instead.	 	 
This	 reminded	 her	 of	 the	 dean	 at	 her	 home	 university	 
when	 he	 read	 a	 newspaper	 in	 his	 office	 in	 the	 morning	 
while	 a	 female	 worker	 gently	 served	 him	 some	 coffee	 
with	 her	 back	 bending	 very	 low	 and	 a	 male	 worker	 with	 
only	 one	 kidney	 functioning	 had	 to	 ride	 his	 motorbike	 
in	 the	 hot	 sun	 to	 the	 other	 side	 of	 town	 to	 do	 business	 
at	 the	 bank	 for	 the	 dean	 who	 had	 a	 car.	 	 The	 professor	 
of	 the	 printmaking	 studio	 who	 acted	 so	 energetic	 was	 
greeted	 in	 a	 friendly	 Thai	 manner,	 “Are	 you	 tired?”	 	 He	 
answered	 back	 immediately,	 “I	 have	 no	 time	 to	 be	 tired.”	 	 
One	 morning	 he	 asked	 in	 astonishment	 when	 Lileya	 
stood	 in	 front	 of	 Munfred’s	 room	 where	 they	 had	 made	 
an	 appointment	 to	 make	 film	 for	 the	 ancient	 
printmaking	 techniques	 of	 Heliogravure.	 	 There	 was	 a	 
note	 on	 the	 locked	 door	 of	 Munfred’s	 room	 saying	 
“Going	 to	 buy	 some	 supplies	 in	 town.”	 	 The	 professor	 
suddenly	 took	 out	 his	 nice	 pen	 and	 wrote	 next	 to	 the	 
note	 of	 the	 technician	 of	 the	 underground	 studio,	 “You	 
should	 also	 write	 what	 time	 you’ll	 be	 back,”	 signed	 
“Professor	 Schultz”	 and	 turned	 around	 to	 smile	 at	 her	 
in	 a	 good	 humor	 before	 walking	 away.	 

The	 new	 place	 away	 from	 home	 for	 three	 years	 
under	 the	 necessity	 of	 being	 alert,	 patient,	 and	 
adaptable	 had	 redirected	 her	 thinking,	 her	 perspective	 
of	 the	 world,	 responsibility	 and	 values	 providing	 as	 well	 
as	 reducing	 the	 obedience,	 anxieties,	 and	 lack	 of	 
confidence	 of	 a	 woman.	 	 The	 sound	 of	 elementary	 
school	 children	 reciting	 some	 required	 excerpt	 before	 
class	 dismissal	 echoed	 in	 her	 mind	 so	 much	 that	 she	 
couldn’t	 forget	 it.	 	 Instead	 it	 filled	 her	 with	 a	 happier	 
memory	 of	 visiting	 home	 than	 being	 together	 laughing	 
with	 her	 group	 of	 friends	 or	 the	 teacher’s	 commands	 in	 



the	 class.	 	 The	 rose	 song	 from	 the	 capital	 for	 Grade	 4	 
students	 to	 dance	 along	 with	 sounded	 more	 splendid	 
than	 the	 little	 bird	 song	 of	 Kindergarten	 1.	 	 It	 might	 not	 
raise	 the	 prize	 of	 the	 flowers	 that	 couldn’t	 be	 found	 in	 
grandma’s	 garden,	 but	 it	 helped	 her	 catch	 up	 with	 the	 
influence	 of	 the	 state	 and	 the	 power	 of	 the	 media,	 the	 
same	 problems	 with	 a	 different	 interpretation	 from	 then	 
on.	 

What	 would	 one	 need	 for	 existence	 more	 than	 
understanding	 oneself	 and	 the	 context	 along	 with	 
endeavoring	 to	 overcome,	 cut	 off,	 support	 awareness,	 
on	 and	 on	 until…one	 day	 when	 a	 rose	 became	 a	 rose	 by	 
itself,	 freed	 from	 the	 control	 of	 other	 people’s	 
perceptions	 and	 contexts,	 or	 that	 of	 a	 kindergarten	 child,	 
or	 the	 values	 of	 the	 civilized	 capital.	 

One	 Christmas	 night	 after	 drinking	 a	 toast	 during	 
the	 celebration	 with	 a	 friend	 who	 was	 a	 single-mother	 
and	 her	 son,	 when	 she	 had	 gone	 to	 bed	 and	 looked	 out	 
the	 window	 at	 the	 white	 Christmas	 scene,	 when	 her	 
mind	 was	 free	 from	 thinking,	 suddenly	 there	 came	 the	 
warm	 feelings	 of	 her	 distant	 home,	 the	 missing	 and	 
longing	 for	 each	 other	 drifted	 in	 through	 the	 light	 and	 
shadows	 from	 the	 small	 road	 under	 the	 sprinkling	 snow	 
through	 the	 white	 window	 curtain,	 drifting	 into	 the	 
mind	 of	 a	 thin	 body	 under	 a	 soft	 blanket.	 	 She	 quickly	 
thought	 of	 some	 people	 that	 had	 departed	 before	 she	 
had	 gone	 on	 her	 long	 journey	 away	 from	 home.	 	 These	 
were	 not	 persons	 who	 existed	 in	 reality	 but	 existed	 in	 
her	 mind.	 	 Her	 mother	 and	 her	 grandmother	 appeared	 a	 
beautiful	 tone	 in	 their	 desolate	 departure	 and	 those	 
who	 were	 existing	 but	 away	 from	 yesterday.	 	 The	 
childhood	 days,	 her	 “Black	 and	 White”	 set	 of	 artwork	 
kept	 coming	 back.	 	 She	 felt	 so	 happy	 with	 the	 mental	 
pictures	 that	 she	 couldn’t	 sleep.	 	 The	 next	 morning	 after	 



breakfast	 she	 told	 a	 friend	 that	 she	 would	 get	 the	 key	 
for	 the	 printing	 studio	 from	 the	 keeper.	 	 This	 was	 the	 
long	 closing	 period	 for	 the	 holidays.	 	 She	 wanted	 to	 get	 
into	 her	 workplace	 and	 work	 on	 a	 set	 of	 new	 pieces,	 the	 
idea	 for	 which	 she	 had	 just	 come	 up	 with	 the	 night	 
before	 and	 then	 she	 would	 ride	 on	 a	 desolate	 train	 to	 
the	 town	 where	 her	 university	 was	 situated.	 

There	 was	 only	 a	 small	 number	 of	 passengers	 on	 
the	 train	 on	 the	 morning	 after	 Christmas	 when	 people	 
would	 likely	 still	 be	 at	 home.	 	 She	 read	 an	 excerpt	 from	 
a	 poem	 in	 a	 book	 entitled	 “Trees”	 which	 she	 held	 in	 her	 
hand	 as	 the	 train	 zipped	 past	 the	 woods	 and	 town	 
parallel	 to	 the	 images	 in	 the	 book	 as	 they	 appeared	 and	 
disappeared	 in	 the	 train	 window.	 	 One	 of	 the	 chapters	 
on	 “Blooming”	 contained	 an	 excerpt	 from	 one	 of	 the	 
poems:	 

Not	 all	 the	 blooming	 buds	 would	 turn	 to	 fruit.	 
How	 could	 the	 hundred	 blooms	 entertain	 the	 

thoughts,	 the	 feelings?	 
The	 white	 snow	 covered	 both	 sides	 of	 the	 tracks,	 so	 

sweet	 and	 soft	 covering	 over	 the	 cold	 whiteness	 of	 the	 
ground.	 	 It	 looked	 sweet	 but	 overpowering	 on	 the	 
ground	 outside	 below	 the	 tracks	 in	 a	 way	 like	 a	 
temporary	 shelter.	 	 The	 poem	 took	 her	 further	 than	 the	 
vision	 and	 as	 far	 as	 the	 thought.	 

Blooming	 more,	 blooming	 again	 until	 things	 
quickly	 rushed	 away.	 

Do	 not	 ask	 about	 the	 profit.	 
The	 winter	 on	 both	 sides	 cut	 across	 and	 connected	 

with	 the	 first	 season	 she	 was	 reading	 about,	 Spring	 
three	 years	 ago.	 	 It’s	 strange	 that	 the	 scene	 left	 in	 her	 
memory	 was	 of	 the	 night	 of	 walking	 through	 the	 
innocent	 blooming	 buds	 under	 the	 light	 of	 the	 road	 that	 
was	 trembling	 with	 cold.	 	 It	 was	 her	 first	 season	 she	 



experienced.	 	 The	 first	 bloom	 that	 it	 was	 dimmer,	 colder,	 
and	 more	 damp	 than	 expected.	 	 They	 were	 \trembling	 as	 
much	 as	 she	 was.	 

It’s	 going	 easy,	 pure	 and	 luxuriously.	 
Otherwise,	 the	 world	 will	 be	 too	 small	 
And	 life	 will	 be	 flavorless.	 
Summer	 was	 in	 the	 chapter	 “Dream.”	 	 It	 began	 

impressively,	 
Having	 but	 the	 old	 dreams.	 
The	 poet’s	 dream	 told	 about	 a	 warm	 garden	 terrace	 

under	 a	 Castania	 tree	 filled	 with	 red	 flowers	 that	 often	 
came	 with	 moving	 scenes	 of	 the	 past	 described	 by	 
traveling	 writers.	 

There,	 where	 the	 garden	 was	 with	 mother’s	 warm	 
arms.	 

Perhaps	 it	 was	 so	 long	 ago.	 
The	 little	 house	 in	 the	 vast	 space.	 	 Perhaps	 the	 

garden,	 the	 house,	 and	 the	 big	 trees	 were	 no	 longer	 
there.	 	 

Because,	 
The	 path	 turned	 far	 away	 from	 the	 house.	 
The	 father’s	 land,	 the	 old	 garden,	 the	 little	 house,	 

the	 trees	 
Nothing	 was	 left	 because	 of	 only	 one	 reason…our	 

path	 went	 far	 from	 home.	 
Then	 it	 came…no	 more,	 no	 less,	 when	 summer	 

followed	 the	 poem	 intimately	 and	 faithfully.	 
Taking	 one	 to	 listen	 to	 the	 sound	 of	 leaves	 changing	 

color.	 
	 
There	 were	 the	 laughing	 sound	 of	 green	 leaves	 

turning	 yellow,	 the	 murmuring	 sound	 of	 golden	 yellow,	 
the	 weeping	 sound	 of	 yellow	 turning	 reddish	 brown	 so	 



resoundingly	 loud	 that	 the	 young	 poet	 couldn’t	 resist	 
and	 asked:	 

Are	 the	 tree	 groves	 decorating	 the	 glamorous	 
honor	 for	 the	 weakly	 warm	 autumn?	 

The	 season	 was	 holding	 hands	 with	 time	 changing	 
the	 scene	 coloring	 over	 the	 woods	 and	 covering	 the	 
path,	 adjusting	 the	 hot	 and	 cold	 climate	 of	 the	 town,	 
adjusting	 the	 weight	 and	 intensity	 of	 the	 old	 church,	 the	 
war	 monument,	 the	 stone	 paved	 road,	 and	 the	 city	 hall	 

And	 night	 came	 again	 and	 again	 and	 so	 did	 the	 
rough	 daytime,	 alternating	 on	 and	 on.	 	 	 

Budding	 and	 blooming,	 humidly	 hot,	 falling	 off	 and	 
chilly	 cold.	 

The	 penetrating	 bell	 rang	 loyally	 lulling	 the	 empty	 
road	 of	 the	 slumbering	 town	 on	 a	 Sunday	 morning.	 	 A	 
sweet	 odor	 from	 floral	 vines	 in	 the	 mid-autumn,	 the	 red	 
cherry	 along	 the	 railroad,	 the	 inscription	 of	 the	 female	 
writer	 and	 owner	 of	 the	 crumbling	 mansion	 in	 wartime	 
under	 the	 cold	 snow	 and	 surrounded	 by	 the	 flower	 
bushes	 in	 the	 hot	 season.	 	 Time	 changed,	 scenery	 
changed,	 and	 so	 changed	 and	 gradually	 nurtured	 the	 
consciousness.	 	 It’s	 not	 only	 fantasy	 but	 also	 real	 life	 
taking	 part	 in	 the	 teaching.	 

The	 daily	 routine	 full	 of	 awareness	 of	 the	 students	 
consisted	 not	 only	 of	 fun-filled	 play	 time,	 but	 also	 such	 
activities	 as	 taking	 empty	 egg	 cartons	 from	 the	 dorm	 
kitchen	 to	 give	 to	 villagers	 at	 the	 Sunday	 market	 in	 town.	 	 
The	 art	 students’	 coffee	 group	 included	 such	 statements	 
as	 “man	 is	 like	 water	 that	 tends	 to	 flow	 down	 to	 a	 lower	 
place.”	 	 A	 party	 of	 the	 young	 dorm	 residents	 who	 didn’t	 
go	 home	 during	 the	 New	 Year’s	 holidays	 was	 a	 single	 
chat	 group	 with	 beverages	 and	 snacks	 that	 each	 brought	 
along	 in	 the	 evening.	 The	 sound	 of	 cheering	 rang	 out	 
loud	 in	 the	 quiet	 road	 as	 the	 people	 in	 the	 town	 were	 



engrossed	 in	 their	 TV	 screens	 in	 their	 rooms,	 with	 
individual	 high	 moments	 of	 patriotism.	 	 It	 was	 the	 scene	 
a	 professor	 talked	 about	 in	 the	 class	 that	 it	 was	 the	 
moment	 of	 utmost	 satisfaction	 that	 a	 human	 dreamer	 
could	 not	 access	 by	 himself.	 	 The	 professor	 also	 took	 
them	 to	 an	 art	 exhibit	 that	 was	 free	 from	 arrogant	 
pretensions.	 There	 was	 a	 photograph	 of	 the	 penis	 of	 a	 
black	 man	 that	 was	 said	 to	 imply	 some	 form	 of	 political	 
correctness	 which	 extended	 the	 understanding	 to	 
incorrectness	 so	 far	 away	 with	 black	 color	 during	 the	 
wartime	 depicted	 in	 the	 painting	 by	 Matisse.	 	 It	 was	 just	 
a	 color	 value,	 not	 the	 representation	 of	 depression.	 	 It	 
sounded	 like	 the	 teacher’s	 command	 telling	 the	 
students	 in	 his	 class	 in	 the	 garden	 in	 the	 late	 morning	 
fog,	 “We	 are	 learning	 about	 fog,	 not	 life.”	 	 It	 is	 amazing	 
about	 a	 painter’s	 stability	 and	 his	 paintings.	 	 When	 the	 
surrounding	 context	 kept	 entering	 and	 disturbing	 the	 
artistic	 context,	 including	 disturbances	 from	 science	 and	 
art	 itself.	 	 The	 seminar	 of	 Fugot	 in	 the	 evening	 after	 
class	 conducted	 jointly	 by	 a	 visitor	 from	 another	 
university	 and	 the	 art	 history	 professor	 of	 the	 institution.	 
It	 led	 one	 to	 be	 aware	 of	 a	 little	 detail	 that	 spoke	 of	 the	 
shortcomings	 of	 Magrit,	 a	 Belgian	 artist,	 because	 Magrit	 
gave	 too	 much	 of	 himself.	 	 The	 academic	 statements	 did	 
not	 only	 attack	 the	 practice	 of	 art	 and	 the	 artist	 himself	 
but	 also	 promoted	 some	 art	 works	 to	 become	 famous	 
when	 Flint’s	 “Concept	 Art”	 in	 1963	 supported	 Kosus	 two	 
year	 later.	 	 This	 came	 with	 an	 explanation	 from	 a	 
dictionary	 while	 the	 “pipe”	 painting	 and	 the	 sentence	 
“This	 is	 not	 a	 pipe”	 by	 Magrit	 several	 decades	 before	 
was	 still	 on	 the	 picture.	 	 It	 went	 far	 back	 close	 to	 Plato’s	 
theory.	 	 This	 included	 a	 documentary	 program	 that	 
referred	 to	 the	 words	 of	 a	 composer,	 “Anyone	 who	 
received	 the	 right	 to	 be	 a	 giver,	 would	 also	 receive	 pain	 



from	 it.”	 	 These	 words	 kept	 coming	 back	 and	 consoling	 
her	 at	 various	 times	 when	 she	 was	 hurt	 by	 the	 art	 work,	 
“The	 Wounded	 Giver.”	 

Contemplating	 in	 oneself	 the	 aloneness	 of	 the	 
imaginary	 journey	 formed	 an	 invisible	 figure	 in	 three	 
pictures	 of	 a	 shadow	 along	 my	 side,”	 	 “a	 reclining	 
woman	 by	 the	 sea”	 and	 “someone	 watching	 the	 stars.”	 	 
The	 shadow	 appeared	 on	 the	 dim	 cold	 stone	 floor	 in	 the	 
intaglio-seligraph	 technique.	 	 A	 person	 stood	 looking	 
far	 out	 on	 the	 evening	 sky	 while	 another	 laid	 down	 on	 
the	 bank	 in	 a	 metal	 print	 work.	 	 The	 vast	 lonely	 state	 
bowed	 to	 awareness	 of	 reality.	 	 The	 attitudes	 toward	 
other	 things	 have	 changed,	 including	 matters	 of	 love,	 
understanding,	 and	 admitting	 easily	 that	 the	 moment	 
and	 time	 where	 two	 people	 came	 to	 belong	 to	 each	 
other	 had	 not	 lasted	 long.	 	 Lileya	 kept	 herself	 safe	 at	 a	 
certain	 distance	 until	 departure	 came.	 	 The	 longing	 was	 
transformed	 into	 the	 “farewell	 day”	 where	 we	 need	 to	 
quote	 a	 little	 longer	 to	 give	 weight	 to	 the	 departure,	 the	 
master’s	 “favorite	 topic.”	 

“Finally,	 she	 said	 farewell	 to	 friends,	 lover	 and	 
walked	 away.	 	 When	 she	 stopped	 and	 looked	 through	 
the	 transparent	 glass	 partition	 and	 saw	 images	 of	 three	 
people…The	 first	 one	 in	 the	 row	 was	 the	 one	 who	 had	 
given	 the	 dried	 bouquet	 from	 the	 cold	 country,	 next	 was	 
a	 tall	 figure	 with	 a	 pale	 white	 face	 who	 stood	 still,	 
looking	 tired	 and…the	 owner	 of	 The	 Foyerlilian	 flower,	 
then	 she	 came	 to	 realize	 the	 durability	 of	 its	 thin	 petals	 
and	 slender	 stem.	 	 Today,	 she	 realized	 that	 what	 she	 
thought	 was	 all	 wrong,	 whether	 it	 was	 the	 strictness	 of	 
the	 professor,	 the	 storm	 her	 teachers	 cautioned	 her	 
about,	 and	 the	 sweet	 scent	 of	 bushes	 on	 the	 hill	 in	 the	 
afternoon.	 



Now,	 at	 this	 moment,	 everything	 seemed	 alive,	 the	 
harsh	 storm,	 sweet	 smelling	 flowers.	 	 Love	 is	 very	 
strong	 and	 firm	 but	 she	 had	 to	 say	 farewell	 to	 it	 along	 
with	 the	 orange	 flowers	 with	 a	 fresh	 stiff	 stem	 that	 
stayed	 with	 her	 in	 the	 lonely	 days.”	 

As	 for	 the	 meaning	 of	 love,	 it	 had	 changed	 a	 great	 
deal.	 	 She	 made	 a	 note	 about	 love	 on	 the	 plane	 during	 
the	 trip	 home	 after	 being	 away	 for	 three	 years…The	 
plane	 was	 like	 a	 living	 thing	 in	 the	 dark	 sky	 at	 night.	 	 It	 
was	 her	 companion	 among	 the	 sleeping	 people	 all	 
around	 her.	 	 Lileya	 wrote	 quickly	 with	 a	 pencil	 on	 the	 
white	 cover	 of	 the	 book	 she	 was	 reading.	 

‘From	 the	 plane	 window	 tonight	 I	 was	 as	 high	 as	 
the	 stars	 and	 sometimes	 higher.	 	 The	 towns	 below	 were	 
far	 away	 appearing	 like	 small	 clear	 crystal	 diamonds	 
woven	 into	 a	 net	 sporadically	 here	 and	 there,	 
sometimes	 in	 a	 group,	 sometimes	 in	 a	 line	 and	 at	 an	 
angle	 like	 in	 a	 fairytale	 town	 on	 the	 dark	 blue	 and	 black	 
land	 and	 water.	 	 You	 were	 probably	 like	 a	 tiny	 speck	 of	 
dust	 on	 a	 soft	 white	 cloth,	 sleeping	 still	 somewhere	 far	 
away	 under	 the	 night	 of	 an	 autumn	 day’s	 scrap	 in	 the	 
piercing	 cold	 of	 reality	 and	 departure.’	 

As	 stated	 before,	 the	 crab	 shell	 that	 covered	 her	 
thoughts	 kept	 getting	 thicker	 and	 heavier	 while	 the	 
person	 inside	 wasn’t	 quite	 aware	 of	 it.	 	 And	 although	 
she	 could	 detect	 the	 signs	 of	 satisfaction	 with	 the	 
growing	 isolation	 we	 cannot	 be	 sure	 that	 she	 would	 
choose	 the	 direction	 that	 went	 far	 from	 the	 obsession	 
with	 aloneness.	 

Because	 the	 figures	 in	 the	 painting	 were	 all	 stealing	 
away	 to	 be	 alone,	 the	 shadow-like	 figure	 stood	 
watching	 the	 stars	 in	 the	 quiet	 night.	 	 The	 white	 figures	 
in	 the	 far	 away	 darkness	 seemed	 to	 enjoy	 chasing	 after	 
each	 other	 in	 the	 past	 without	 awareness	 of	 real	 time	 



and	 of	 what	 is	 happening	 in	 the	 world.	 	 There	 the	 tiny	 
figure	 was	 curled	 up	 on	 the	 endless	 dark	 land	 and	 was	 
blocked	 by	 invisible	 and	 empty	 aloneness,	 far	 away	 in	 
the	 dimness,	 from	 the	 light	 white	 figure	 as	 if	 in	 a	 dream	 
which	 perhaps	 was	 another	 dimension	 of	 the	 same	 
loneliness.	 

The	 lack	 of	 reaching	 out	 for	 one	 another	 or	 the	 
unnecessity	 of	 reaching.	 

The	 satisfaction	 with	 the	 vast	 emptiness	 of	 
disappearance	 that	 was	 so	 overwhelming	 that	 it	 
overflowed	 to	 the	 point	 of	 being	 unconcerned	 with	 
“appearance”	 as	 a	 habit	 that	 was	 a	 part	 of	 her	 identity	 
which	 Lileya	 had	 cultivated	 for	 quite	 some	 time	 in	 her	 
temporary	 domicile,	 for	 between	 three	 to	 five	 years.	 

An	 American	 artist	 friend	 of	 hers	 said	 humorously	 
in	 1990	 that	 once	 a	 person	 received	 a	 scholarship,	 the	 
computer	 would	 record	 it,	 and	 it	 would	 help	 you	 get	 
another	 scholarship	 next	 time	 as	 well.	 	 But	 no	 one	 told	 
her	 that	 after	 she	 returned	 home	 and	 happened	 to	 stand	 
with	 her	 back	 toward	 the	 west	 where	 she	 had	 gone	 to	 
study,	 when	 the	 temperature	 was	 just	 right,	 it	 would	 be	 
highly	 possible	 in	 the	 winter	 and	 around	 the	 end	 of	 the	 
rainy	 season	 and	 the	 beginning	 of	 winter	 that	 the	 body	 
would	 glow	 slightly	 in	 the	 same	 manner	 as	 those	 who	 
had	 studied	 in	 the	 west.	 	 But	 this	 wouldn’t	 have	 
happened	 if	 she	 did	 the	 same	 with	 the	 east.	 

No	 one	 told	 her	 either	 whether	 the	 glowing	 would	 
disappear	 as	 time	 passed.	 	 But	 she	 thought	 it	 would	 
turn	 into	 something	 else,	 something	 imperceptible,	 
something	 mentally	 crystalized.	 	 It	 would	 become……..	 
but	 this	 depended	 on	 the	 person,	 the	 one	 who	 once	 had	 
travelled	 to	 the	 west.	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 6	 	 
PSYCHOSIS	 

	 
Lileya	 had	 received	 diagnoses	 from	 five	 

psychiatrists	 successively	 during	 a	 two-year	 period.	 	 
They	 were	 of	 a	 different	 expertise	 and	 background	 in	 
terms	 of	 sex,	 age,	 at	 a	 state	 or	 private	 hospital,	 of	 
different	 academic	 fields,	 with	 different	 teaching	 and	 
administrative	 experience;	 one	 was	 a	 woman	 doctor	 at	 a	 
private	 clinic,	 two	 were	 psychiatrists	 at	 private	 
hospitals.	 	 One	 was	 a	 senior	 professor	 who	 persuaded	 
her	 to	 go	 to	 the	 temple	 to	 meditate.	 	 He	 had	 also	 
organized	 a	 Dharma	 practice	 project	 for	 people	 in	 
general.	 	 He	 cautioned	 that	 a	 patient	 at	 a	 critical	 level	 of	 
being	 under	 surveillance	 for	 ‘extinction’	 like	 her	 needed	 
speedy	 training.	 	 The	 other	 psychiatrist	 was	 a	 young	 
doctor	 who	 had	 just	 been	 married	 and	 was	 in	 a	 hurry	 to	 
have	 babies	 one	 after	 another	 as	 soon	 as	 possible.	 	 So,	 
she	 had	 to	 take	 leave	 to	 give	 birth,	 which	 periodically	 
interrupted	 the	 counselling	 sessions.	 	 Another	 doctor	 
worked	 at	 a	 large	 state	 hospital	 and	 was	 the	 Head	 of	 the	 
Psychiatry	 Department.	 	 After	 learning	 about	 her	 
serious	 problems,	 he	 made	 an	 appointment	 with	 her	 for	 
the	 next	 day	 at	 his	 office	 in	 a	 small	 old	 building	 
belonging	 to	 the	 Department.	 The	 late	 morning	 sun	 was	 
shining	 through	 the	 wooden	 frame	 window	 softening	 
his	 old	 dark	 office	 desk	 and	 chairs	 which	 matched	 the	 
grayish	 blue	 door.	 	 The	 overall	 color	 was	 that	 of	 the	 
hospital	 building	 where	 her	 mother	 had	 expired.	 	 The	 
conversations	 with	 him	 about	 the	 causes	 of	 her	 
psychological	 problems	 were	 moderately	 impressive.	 

The	 other	 two	 psychiatrists	 had	 clinic	 hours	 in	 the	 
evening	 of	 workdays	 and	 in	 the	 morning	 on	 weekends.	 	 
The	 male	 doctor	 had	 a	 clinic	 at	 the	 main	 intersection	 



downtown.	 	 He	 often	 conversed	 in	 a	 rough	 manner	 or	 
engaged	 occasionally	 in	 general	 conversations	 under	 
certain	 conditions.	 	 The	 clinic	 of	 the	 female	 doctor	 was	 
closed	 as	 often	 as	 it	 was	 open.	 	 Her	 clinic	 was	 located	 
on	 a	 lane	 in	 a	 housing	 estate	 on	 the	 other	 end	 of	 town.	 	 
This	 doctor	 explained	 in	 detail	 about	 using	 medication	 
for	 chemically	 adjusting	 the	 brain;	 she	 was	 the	 first	 
doctor	 Lileya	 chose	 to	 see.	 	 So,	 she	 was	 the	 first	 to	 raise	 
the	 issue	 of	 chemical	 abnormality	 and	 discuss	 the	 types	 
of	 anti-anxiety	 drugs	 and	 tranquilizers.	 

For	 the	 counselling	 on	 her	 psychiatric	 problems,	 
Lileya	 used	 the	 same	 principle	 of	 perseverance	 she	 had	 
applied	 all	 her	 life	 and	 found	 it	 effective.	 	 She	 started	 
from	 the	 past	 when	 she	 was	 an	 undergraduate	 student	 
who	 had	 failed	 in	 the	 drawing	 courses	 from	 her	 first	 
year	 to	 her	 third	 year	 and	 also	 in	 the	 course	 on	 stone	 
sculpture	 carving	 techniques.	 	 But	 with	 her	 strong	 
determination	 in	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 courses,	 she	 managed	 
to	 outdo	 other	 champions	 in	 drawing	 and	 sculpture	 
making	 and	 graduated	 with	 the	 highest	 grades	 in	 her	 
class	 in	 the	 end.	 

As	 a	 female	 and	 so	 in	 a	 minority	 group	 in	 art	 circles	 
and	 art	 studies	 along	 with	 other	 power	 mechanisms,	 
she	 had	 to	 fight	 with	 her	 artistic	 creations,	 entering	 her	 
work	 in	 contests	 with	 her	 senior	 counterparts	 and	 
instructors	 until	 she	 won	 gold	 medals	 in	 her	 
undergraduate	 years	 and	 she	 continued	 to	 win	 more	 
until	 she	 herself	 decided	 to	 quit	 the	 game	 as	 her	 
attitude	 had	 changed	 with	 time	 and	 from	 learning	 more	 
about	 the	 outside	 world.	 

She	 exercised	 her	 perseverance	 as	 an	 artist	 to	 
register	 in	 courses	 in	 an	 alien	 language	 she	 hadn’t	 
known	 before	 and	 took	 an	 examination	 for	 a	 
scholarship	 sponsored	 by	 a	 foreign	 government	 along	 



with	 other	 applicants	 in	 the	 fields	 of	 medicine,	 
dentistry,	 engineering,	 and	 agriculture.	 	 The	 cultural	 
attache	 she	 met	 one	 night	 at	 a	 party	 at	 a	 language	 
institute	 came	 to	 congratulate	 her	 before	 the	 exam	 
results	 were	 announced.	 	 She	 admonished	 him	 
hesitantly	 that	 the	 result	 must	 be	 sent	 for	 screening	 in	 
the	 grantor’s	 country.	 	 But	 he	 kept	 shaking	 his	 hand	 and	 
said,	 “You’re	 number	 one.”	 	 He	 said	 her	 name	 was	 the	 
first	 on	 the	 list	 so	 it	 would	 be	 impossible	 for	 it	 to	 be	 
taken	 off	 the	 list.	 	 “Get	 ready	 for	 it.”	 

After	 graduation	 and	 becoming	 a	 professional	 
artist,	 she	 took	 up	 a	 video	 project	 on	 an	 absurd	 art	 
project	 and	 she	 had	 to	 endure	 the	 bureaucracy	 of	 the	 
document	 process,	 waiting	 for	 the	 meeting	 involving	 
her	 project,	 being	 interviewed	 by	 a	 committee	 of	 23	 
doctors	 who	 had	 to	 evaluate	 her	 project.	 	 All	 this	 was	 
not	 for	 the	 purpose	 of	 granting	 her	 a	 government	 
research	 budget	 where	 they	 had	 to	 think	 of	 the	 cost	 and	 
potential	 benefits	 from	 the	 grant,	 but	 to	 see	 whether	 
they	 would	 allow	 her	 to	 sit	 next	 to	 the	 stiff,	 decaying	 
and	 smelly	 bodies	 beyond	 explanation	 and	 for	 her	 to	 be	 
among	 the	 dead	 in	 countless	 numbers	 so	 that	 she	 could	 
drift	 along	 in	 her	 imagination	 in	 the	 sea	 of	 corpses.	 	 So	 
she	 could	 chat	 with	 the	 bodies,	 dress	 them	 up,	 sing	 
sweet	 old	 and	 funny	 Thai	 songs	 to	 them	 as	 well	 as	 tell	 
tales	 to	 them	 while	 straining	 her	 ears	 to	 get	 feedback	 
from	 them.	 	 Her	 project	 dealt	 with	 arranging	 a	 seminar	 
on	 death	 with	 quite	 a	 large	 number	 of	 bodies	 to	 sit	 and	 
discuss	 questions	 and	 ideas.	 	 She	 even	 went	 further	 to	 
offer	 a	 class	 for	 the	 dead	 students	 in	 Thailand.	 	 There	 
were	 also	 some	 foreign	 dead	 students	 from	 other	 
continents	 who	 wanted	 to	 attend	 her	 class	 in	 another	 
continent.	 	 Therefore,	 she	 made	 an	 appointment	 to	 meet	 
in	 a	 neutral	 country	 to	 discuss	 and	 exchange	 ideas	 



about	 life	 and	 death,	 funeral	 songs	 and	 hymns,	 the	 
season	 of	 departure,	 and	 the	 best	 final	 dressing	 up	 of	 a	 
body.	 	 Perhaps	 the	 first	 class	 of	 students	 had	 spread	 the	 
news	 of	 how	 interesting	 the	 class	 was,	 causing	 her	 to	 
have	 to	 arrange	 another	 class	 abroad	 with	 a	 large	 
number	 in	 attendance	 which	 caused	 some	 difficulty	 in	 
fitting	 them	 all	 in.	 

Then,	 one	 day	 she	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 stiff	 bodies	 
to	 the	 warm	 ones,	 from	 horizontal	 or	 lying	 bodies	 to	 
those	 sitting	 in	 an	 upright	 or	 vertical	 position,	 attending	 
to	 the	 conversations	 with	 various	 psychologically	 ill	 
people.	 	 She	 insisted	 on	 writing	 up	 the	 project	 to	 listen	 
to	 these	 people	 while	 having	 to	 go	 around	 acquiring	 the	 
proposed	 documents.	 	 No	 one	 could	 decide	 to	 go	 along	 
with	 her,	 neither	 to	 the	 offices	 in	 Bangkok	 nor	 to	 those	 
in	 the	 provinces.	 	 This	 took	 years.	 	 She	 had	 to	 meet	 with	 
the	 directors	 of	 psychiatric	 hospitals,	 be	 interviewed	 by	 
a	 meeting	 of	 the	 General	 Directors	 of	 some	 ministries	 to	 
decide	 if	 what	 she	 proposed	 was	 not	 human	 research	 
since	 it	 didn’t	 deal	 with	 blood	 and	 livers.	 	 After	 two	 
years	 of	 the	 proposal	 process	 she	 was	 called	 in	 to	 sit	 in	 
a	 narrow	 room	 and	 smell	 the	 stale	 odor	 of	 the	 clothing	 
of	 some	 patients	 in	 the	 rainy	 season.	 	 She	 had	 to	 listen	 
to	 stories	 about	 which	 she	 couldn’t	 tell	 whether	 they	 
were	 real	 or	 not.	 	 And	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 process,	 she	 
realized	 that	 it	 was	 not	 real	 or	 possible	 and	 she	 had	 to	 
laugh	 in	 tears	 for	 believing	 in	 the	 strange	 stories	 of	 a	 
peacock	 and	 fish,	 of	 a	 gibbon	 and	 a	 giraffe	 by	 the	 fence.	 	 
But	 that	 could	 be	 because	 her	 house	 was	 next	 to	 the	 
zoo.	 	 She	 couldn’t	 help	 being	 amused	 for	 not	 being	 
suspicious	 about	 the	 narrators’	 imaginations.	 	 The	 girls	 
proceeded	 in	 their	 telling	 from	 simple	 scenes	 to	 more	 
complicated	 ones,	 ranging	 from	 the	 possible,	 to	 the	 
probable,	 and	 to	 the	 impossible.	 	 But	 the	 girls	 at	 the	 



asylum	 told	 the	 stories	 so	 realistically	 and	 amusingly.	 	 
The	 male	 death	 creature	 came	 as	 a	 crow,	 crying	 the	 
elephant	 eggs	 scattered	 all	 over	 the	 house	 veranda	 that	 
broke	 up	 with	 several	 baby	 of	 monitor	 lizards.	 	 “They’re	 
crawling	 all	 over	 that	 place,	 really.”	 	 They	 included	 tales	 
of	 the	 breeding	 of	 large	 animals	 from	 America	 right	 at	 
the	 house	 steps	 and	 she	 herself	 was	 a	 ruler	 waiting	 for	 a	 
white	 elephant	 from	 Burma	 to	 travel	 on	 a	 long	 journey.	 

On	 the	 day	 that	 she	 had	 to	 go	 far	 from	 her	 house	 
for	 the	 third	 time,	 the	 day	 she	 received	 the	 grant,	 she	 
sat	 and	 thought	 of	 the	 situation	 she	 was	 leaving.	 	 The	 
women,	 including	 herself,	 were	 the	 victims	 of	 the	 sexist	 
culture.	 	 The	 day	 she	 descended	 from	 the	 plane	 with	 her	 
belly	 in	 an	 early	 stage	 of	 pregnancy,	 an	 older	 woman	 
got	 pregnant,	 an	 Associate	 Professor	 at	 a	 university	 who	 
was	 single.	 	 This	 made	 the	 story	 rather	 interesting	 and	 
funny.	 	 A	 graduate	 student	 representing	 the	 class	 came	 
in	 front	 of	 the	 class	 to	 congratulate	 her	 awkwardly.	 	 But	 
he	 was	 proud	 of	 the	 appropriate	 thing	 he	 had	 done.	 	 A	 
colleague	 at	 the	 university	 asked	 her,	 “How	 many	 
months	 is	 it?”	 	 And	 she	 answered,	 “Just	 a	 few.”	 	 The	 
whispering	 traveled	 as	 far	 as	 her	 university	 in	 Bangkok.	 	 
The	 teachers	 and	 her	 senior	 friends	 talked	 about	 a	 46-
year-old	 woman	 being	 pregnant.	 	 A	 male	 official	 who	 
had	 a	 daughter	 remarked	 with	 concern,	 “Having	 a	 child	 
at	 this	 age,	 would	 you	 be	 able	 to	 live	 to	 see	 your	 
daughter	 graduate?”	 	 A	 woman	 official	 had	 a	 baby	 and	 
had	 never	 been	 married	 and	 lived	 in	 a	 love	 triangle	 (one	 
man	 and	 two	 women).	 	 And	 she	 got	 pregnant	 again	 in	 
the	 midst	 of	 those	 problems.	 	 She	 smiled	 and	 had	 hopes	 
for	 Lileya’s	 pregnancy	 to	 a	 degree	 as	 one	 who	 was	 
single	 or	 unmarried	 had	 gotten	 pregnant	 at	 an	 older	 age	 
and	 was	 financially	 stable.	 	 Another	 woman	 worker	 
wished	 badly	 to	 have	 a	 child	 of	 her	 own	 but	 hadn’t	 been	 



successful.	 	 She	 jumped	 up	 when	 she	 noticed	 Lileya’s	 
signs	 of	 pregnancy.	 	 She	 hugged	 her	 and	 turned	 her	 
around	 cheerfully.	 	 But	 one	 day	 Lileya	 walked	 into	 the	 
office,	 with	 her	 tummy	 flat	 and	 carrying	 a	 basket	 of	 
roses	 she	 had	 bought	 from	 a	 garden	 in	 the	 morning	 to	 
give	 away	 to	 those	 who	 had	 misunderstood	 for	 a	 period	 
of	 time,	 almost	 two	 weeks.	 

Then	 she	 published	 a	 book	 written	 by	 a	 bisexual	 
writer:	 one	 character,	 a	 male,	 spoke	 with	 crude	 and	 
disturbing	 language,	 one	 of	 the	 character,	 a	 female,	 was	 
a	 sweet	 and	 interesting	 type.	 	 The	 book	 was	 published	 
in	 a	 series	 of	 male	 political	 magazines.	 	 She	 received	 e-
mails	 with	 viruses	 more	 than	 a	 dozen	 times.	 	 She	 felt	 
nothing	 about	 others	 who	 were	 angry	 about	 her	 work;	 
she	 was	 bitter	 that	 she	 had	 to	 rewrite	 her	 manuscript	 
over	 and	 over	 again.	 

When	 she	 was	 a	 little	 over	 50	 years	 old,	 Lileya	 was	 
driving	 on	 a	 congested	 road	 after	 work	 and	 saw	 a	 thin	 
black	 dog	 that	 had	 been	 hit	 several	 times	 and	 had	 been	 
left	 on	 the	 wet	 road	 in	 the	 rain.	 	 She	 was	 bitten	 when	 
she	 stopped	 her	 car	 and	 tried	 to	 lift	 it	 up	 and	 put	 it	 in	 
her	 car.	 	 “Dam”	 (Black)	 was	 the	 name	 a	 worker	 at	 the	 
veterinarian	 clinic	 wrote	 on	 the	 board	 indicating	 an	 
admitted	 case.	 	 After	 being	 informed	 of	 the	 cost	 for	 the	 
surgery	 and	 inserting	 pieces	 of	 steel	 on	 the	 tiny	 dog’s	 
front	 and	 back	 legs	 to	 be	 30,000	 baht	 and	 20,000	 baht	 
more	 for	 her	 own	 injections	 against	 infection	 at	 a	 
private	 hospital	 since	 she	 couldn’t	 go	 straight	 to	 the	 
doctor,	 she	 returned	 to	 the	 veterinarian	 clinic	 and	 
changed	 the	 patient’s	 board	 by	 herself	 to	 Name:	 Ngab,	 
Last	 Name:	 Hamueanset	 (Ngab	 meaning	 bite	 and	 the	 
last	 name	 means	 over	 50,000).	 

Lileya	 wrote	 a	 project	 proposal	 for	 the	 World	 Art	 
Expo	 that	 she	 and	 Ngab	 Hamueanset,	 a	 black	 stray	 dog	 



she	 had	 rescued	 from	 the	 road	 and	 that	 almost	 caused	 
her	 to	 go	 bankrupt	 would	 fly	 to	 Germany	 and	 would	 
stay	 in	 a	 small	 hut	 surrounded	 by	 a	 grass	 lawn	 and	 
flower	 plots	 with	 a	 fence	 near	 a	 brook	 under	 a	 big	 tree	 
in	 a	 baroque	 style	 garden	 which	 was	 over	 300	 years	 old.	 	 
It	 was	 a	 project	 to	 turn	 a	 beast	 into	 a	 precious	 piece	 of	 
art.	 	 Thus,	 Ngab	 became	 “Prince	 Jud”	 according	 to	 her.	 	 
The	 accident	 had	 made	 Ngab	 unable	 to	 control	 his	 
excretory	 system.	 

The	 old	 woman	 and	 the	 stray	 dog	 with	 the	 name	 
Prince	 Jud	 went	 to	 reside	 at	 a	 palace	 of	 Documenta	 XIII.	 	 
They	 accepted	 donations	 to	 help	 Thai	 stray	 dogs	 at	 two	 
gates	 of	 the	 fence.	 	 They	 received	 almost	 100,000	 baht	 
from	 the	 donations.	 	 Most	 of	 the	 audience	 were	 children	 
who	 loved	 animals.	 	 Some	 people	 brought	 their	 dogs	 to	 
watch	 the	 dogs	 in	 the	 video.	 	 Other	 spectators	 came	 to	 
watch	 the	 video	 from	 the	 house	 window	 where	 the	 old	 
lady	 was	 arranging	 merrily	 a	 barbeque	 party	 for	 stray	 
dogs	 with	 the	 dog	 she	 adopted.	 	 The	 audience	 kindly	 
put	 coins,	 ice	 cream	 sticks,	 pictures	 of	 world	 class	 
soccer	 players	 and	 plastic	 toys	 into	 the	 donation	 boxes	 
during	 their	 visit	 there.	 

One	 night,	 when	 the	 temperature	 was	 only	 5O	 C,	 
the	 timid	 black	 dog	 and	 the	 old	 woman	 were	 facing	 
severe	 cold	 weather,	 storms,	 and	 floods	 in	 a	 deserted	 
cottage	 in	 the	 ancient	 garden.	 	 Only	 once	 in	 a	 long	 
while	 would	 the	 guard	 come	 around	 with	 his	 flashlight.	 	 
In	 the	 dark	 night	 they	 had	 but	 some	 tiny	 lavender	 
flowers	 in	 a	 vase	 and	 their	 soft	 sweet	 fragrance	 to	 
comfort	 them.	 	 This	 was	 a	 gift	 from	 a	 woman	 who	 came	 
to	 call	 at	 the	 front	 of	 the	 house	 in	 the	 early	 morning.	 	 
She	 introduced	 herself	 as	 an	 art	 professor.	 	 “I	 heard	 
news	 about	 you	 and	 the	 dog	 staying	 here	 so	 I	 came	 to	 
give	 you	 some	 moral	 support.”	 	 She	 looked	 very	 trendy	 



with	 the	 plaid	 felt	 coat.	 	 “I’m	 at	 the	 nearby	 art	 
university.	 

Before	 going	 further	 we	 should	 make	 a	 remark	 
here	 about	 some	 overlapping	 of	 time	 and	 the	 mind	 
being	 revealed	 in	 writing	 as	 found	 in	 an	 old	 diary.	 	 The	 
statement	 below	 served	 as	 a	 basis	 for	 the	 psychiatric	 
analysis	 of	 a	 woman	 who	 was	 on	 her	 way	 to	 meet	 some	 
psychiatrists.	 	 In	 the	 diary	 in	 2002,	 the	 woman	 wrote:	 

	 ‘When	 I	 woke	 up	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 night	 I	 was	 
thinking	 that	 I	 should	 magically	 make	 a	 crippled	 
dog	 into	 a	 king.	 	 Suddenly	 the	 sound	 of	 crickets,	 
toads,	 and	 leaping	 frogs	 in	 the	 wet	 paddies	 around	 
the	 house	 sang	 incessantly,	 which	 gave	 me	 
confidence	 to	 continue	 with	 my	 thoughts.	 	 In	 the	 
deserted-island	 house	 the	 lamp	 at	 the	 head	 of	 the	 
bed	 became	 dim	 as	 if	 distrusting	 my	 ideas	 and	 it	 
changed	 the	 ugly	 skin	 of	 a	 mangy	 dog	 into	 a	 
beautiful	 coat.	 

…The	 crippled	 dog	 that	 had	 become	 a	 king	 was	 
standing	 still	 for	 quite	 some	 time.	 	 He	 couldn’t	 walk	 
and	 said	 he	 wanted	 a	 royal	 carriage.	 	 Oh,	 alright,	 
here	 you	 are,	 the	 hard	 dry	 bones	 on	 the	 ground	 
became	 a	 luxurious	 carriage	 with	 glowing	 lights	 in	 
the	 dust	 becoming	 some	 old	 Thai	 flowers	 blowing	 
in	 the	 air	 and	 coming	 together	 to	 form	 pink,	 blue,	 
yellow,	 green	 and	 white	 bouquets	 surrounding	 the	 
carriage.	 	 The	 fragrance	 was	 strongly	 sweet	 making	 
the	 king	 sneeze	 nonstop.’	 
What’s	 remarkable	 was	 the	 passage	 had	 been	 

written	 ten	 years	 before	 the	 reality,	 which	 wouldn’t	 
determine	 what	 accidently	 happened	 according	 to	 
Lileya’s	 account.	 	 Lileya	 wrote	 about	 her	 driving	 in	 the	 
rainy	 evening	 and	 seeing	 a	 black	 dog	 that	 had	 been	 run	 



over	 by	 a	 car	 breaking	 its	 front	 and	 back	 legs	 causing	 it	 
to	 lie	 wet	 in	 the	 rain	 on	 the	 road.	 

The	 diary	 also	 predicted	 precisely	 that:	 
‘The	 king	 dog	 sent	 news	 that	 at	 this	 moment	 the	 

bone	 carriage	 was	 going	 to	 Europe…’	 	 Lileya’s	 diary	 
recorded	 the	 situation	 in	 advance.	 	 “The	 crippled	 dog	 
became	 a	 king	 and	 traveled	 all	 the	 way	 to	 Europe.”	 	 It’s	 
so	 surprisingly	 accurate	 because	 Ngab	 Hamueanset	 
became	 Prince	 Jud	 eventually.	 	 And	 ten	 years	 after	 the	 
diary	 he	 also	 went	 to	 the	 same	 town	 and	 same	 event.	 

‘The	 dog’s	 hair	 flew	 through	 the	 window	 into	 the	 
mortuary.	 	 It	 said,	 “We’re	 headed	 to	 Kassel	 and	 to	 
Documenta.”	 

The	 diary	 also	 stressed	 the	 significance	 of	 the	 world	 
class	 art	 expo.	 

‘Dead	 men,	 Documenta	 is	 so	 important	 that	 one	 
who	 hasn’t	 gone	 there	 would	 be	 like	 a	 beautiful	 
woman	 who	 hasn’t	 been	 caressed	 by	 a	 man.’	 
“All	 of	 this	 is	 my	 background	 that	 brought	 me	 to	 

see	 you,”	 Lileya	 kept	 repeating	 the	 story	 to	 the	 doctor.	 	 
If	 there	 were	 lots	 of	 patients	 and	 little	 time,	 and	 the	 
doctor	 didn’t	 seem	 to	 pay	 attention	 to	 it,	 she	 made	 it	 
short.	 	 But	 if	 the	 doctor	 had	 time	 and	 there	 were	 few	 
patients,	 it	 would	 be	 expanded	 and	 made	 longer.	 

	 “I	 don’t	 know	 if	 I	 danced	 along	 with	 the	 world	 or	 
with	 life	 or	 with	 the	 mechanism	 in	 myself.	 	 I	 know	 also	 
that	 it	 was	 hard	 to	 separate	 them.	 	 However,	 there	 were	 
some	 strange	 sharp	 edges	 that	 cut	 and	 made	 you	 
doubtful.	 	 Or	 this	 is	 how	 life	 is:	 all	 of	 us	 alike	 have	 to	 
face	 the	 conflicts.”	 	 The	 doctor’s	 questions	 implied	 a	 
curiosity	 about	 the	 reasons	 she	 had	 gone	 to	 work	 in	 the	 
psychiatric	 hospital.	 	 And	 this	 made	 her	 realize	 that	 she	 
had	 begun	 with	 too	 heavy	 a	 subject.	 



“Why	 did	 you	 do	 your	 work	 with	 psychiatric	 
patients?”	 	 The	 doctor	 and	 head	 of	 the	 department	 
asked.	 

“Because	 in	 each	 step,	 I	 began	 doubting	 my	 
abnormality.	 	 My	 artwork	 was	 often	 marked	 as	 
stemming	 from	 abnormality.	 	 So	 I	 wanted	 to	 know	 what	 
the	 certified	 or	 confirmed	 abnormality	 really	 was.”	 

“And	 did	 you	 find	 out?”	 
The	 nurse	 that	 worked	 with	 me	 explained	 that	 the	 

line	 dividing	 normality	 and	 abnormality	 was	 very	 fine.	 	 
“It’s	 lack	 of	 self-control.”	 

“What	 do	 you	 mean	 by	 saying	 you	 cannot	 control	 
yourself?”	 

“Emotions.”	 
That	 single	 word	 she	 replied	 to	 the	 doctor	 with	 

could	 be	 enlarged	 to	 fill	 the	 room	 and	 divided	 into	 
several	 meanings.	 	 She	 went	 on,	 “Depression,	 not	 
wanting	 to	 do	 anything,	 hopelessness,	 emptiness,	 
motionless	 in	 thinking,	 wordless,	 not	 sad	 not	 happy,	 
being	 detached	 from	 all,	 even	 from	 myself.	 	 It	 was	 like	 
everything	 in	 you	 and	 around	 you	 has	 come	 to	 a	 stop.	 	 
No	 relationships,	 no	 connections	 between	 person	 and	 
person,	 word	 and	 person.	 	 It’s	 strange	 that	 I	 could	 see	 
myself	 all	 the	 time	 as	 I	 was	 or	 I	 am.	 	 But	 I	 couldn’t	 stop	 
feeling.	 	 It’s	 such	 torture	 that	 I	 couldn’t	 do	 anything.”	 

“From	 your	 history,	 you	 seemed	 always	 
determined,”	 the	 doctor	 remarked.	 	 “You	 could	 control	 
yourself	 very	 well.”	 	 Lileya	 repeated	 the	 doctor’s	 words.	 

“I	 control	 myself	 a	 lot.	 	 I	 control	 myself	 very	 well,”	 
she	 continued.	 	 I	 have	 to	 be	 good	 because	 I	 know	 that	 if	 
I	 couldn’t	 control	 my	 concentration	 and	 there	 were	 no	 
disruptions	 at	 certain	 points	 and	 what	 I	 was	 doing	 
became	 weakened	 and	 the	 nurturing	 power	 for	 being	 
alive	 dries	 out	 and	 nothing	 is	 holding	 me	 or	 letting	 me	 



hold	 on	 to	 it,	 the	 desolation,	 the	 feeling	 of	 loss	 would	 
come	 and	 emptiness	 would	 take	 hold	 of	 my	 heart.”	 

She	 kept	 thinking,	 murmuring	 quietly	 but	 feeling	 
disheartened.	 	 “Actually	 it’s	 not	 difficult	 if	 I	 decide	 to	 do	 
it.”	 

She	 thought	 of	 a	 phrase	 and	 told	 the	 doctor	 about	 a	 
letter	 from	 a	 senior	 artist.	 	 “There	 was	 a	 letter	 for	 me	 
after	 the	 art	 exhibition.	 	 The	 writer	 was	 an	 artist	 and	 
one	 of	 my	 professors.	 	 He	 wrote	 on	 one	 page.	 	 The	 part	 
that	 impressed	 me	 was	 the	 ending	 where	 he	 wrote,	 
“May	 Lileya	 continue	 working	 with	 love	 and	 necessity.”	 

“It’s	 not	 strange	 for	 an	 artist	 or	 one	 who	 does	 art	 
work	 to	 over	 use	 the	 word	 love	 for	 their	 work.	 	 It	 has	 to	 
be	 so	 because	 there	 is	 no	 reason	 for	 feeling.	 	 What	 I	 
wasn’t	 sure	 about	 was	 the	 phrase,	 ‘with	 necessity.’	 	 

“The	 teacher’s	 mentioning	 corpses	 made	 me	 
observe	 that	 I	 couldn’t	 just	 let	 things	 go.	 	 I	 needed	 to	 do	 
something	 challenging,	 exciting	 to	 add	 flavor	 to	 my	 
feelings,	 otherwise	 depression,	 despair,	 and	 
sluggishness	 would	 overcome	 me	 and	 slowly	 gobble	 me	 
up.	 	 This	 happened	 when	 I	 was	 careless	 and	 it	 would	 
torture	 me	 making	 me	 a	 zombie,	 one	 who	 was	 dead	 but	 
walks	 and	 eats,	 a	 living	 death.	 

“The	 body	 is	 alive,	 but	 it	 is	 dead	 inside	 massive	 
hollowness,	 a	 hollow	 empty	 heavy	 mass,	 a	 heavy	 
emptiness	 on	 and	 on	 until	 there	 is	 a	 spiritual	 dryness.”	 
She	 paused	 and	 thought	 of	 more	 words.	 

“It	 could	 be	 an	 odor	 that	 had	 no	 source	 but	 
lingered	 on	 stale,	 or	 it	 could	 be	 a	 breath	 without	 
warmth	 or	 a	 weak	 one.	 	 So	 it	 was	 not	 some	 common	 
thing	 one	 could	 resist.	 	 I	 once	 told	 people	 who	 
discussed	 with	 me	 about	 my	 work	 that	 if	 I	 didn’t	 do	 it	 a	 
certain	 way,	 I	 could	 possibly	 become	 hooked	 on	 
gambling.	 	 I	 would	 have	 to	 live	 with	 high	 a	 stake,	 with	 



the	 expensive	 kind,	 in	 order	 to	 survive	 and	 I	 would	 pay	 
it	 back	 later.	 

“Putting	 down	 the	 stake,	 I	 paid	 a	 high	 price	 for	 the	 
game,	 being	 hurt	 many	 times.	 	 The	 first	 level	 was	 facing	 
what	 people	 in	 general	 would	 not	 do.	 	 At	 this	 level,	 I	 
knew	 that	 I	 kept	 hurting	 myself	 repeatedly	 and	 feeling	 
alienated	 from	 things	 outside	 because	 “no	 one	 does	 
that”	 while	 being	 unable	 to	 cope	 with	 things	 inside	 
because	 when	 ‘facing	 what	 other	 people	 turned	 their	 
backs	 against’	 I	 would	 be	 rather	 awkward.”	 	 

“It	 sounds	 like	 you	 are	 still	 trying	 to	 do	 that,”	 the	 
doctor	 remarked.	 	 She	 looked	 at	 the	 doctor.	 	 “You	 ought	 
to	 know	 that	 there	 was	 no	 choice.”	 

“Not	 at	 all.	 	 If	 I	 didn’t	 do	 it,	 I	 wouldn’t	 survive.	 	 I	 
have	 felt	 very	 tired	 and	 wanted	 to	 quit.	 	 Besides,	 in	 the	 
senselessness	 of	 our	 existence,	 I	 need	 to	 try	 to	 believe	 
that	 what	 I	 am	 doing	 is	 special.	 	 Writing	 and	 creating	 
artwork	 is	 a	 special	 process.	 	 I	 told	 myself	 so.	 	 I	 
deceived	 myself	 step	 by	 step.	 	 It’s	 terrible	 to	 catch	 up	 
with	 your	 own	 tricks.	 	 I…especially,	 was	 like	 others,	 
trying	 to	 get	 myself	 through	 first	 and	 leave	 the	 problems	 
for	 later.”	 

Confrontation	 is	 a	 way	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 doubt,	 fear,	 and	 
to	 admit	 your	 own	 curiosity,	 to	 go	 deep	 into	 the	 
yearning.	 	 Instead	 of	 letting	 each	 feeling	 fade	 out	 
accordingly,	 I	 chose	 to	 go	 at	 it,	 encountering	 it,	 smelling	 
it,	 observing	 it,	 touching	 it,	 or	 feeling	 for	 it.	 	 During	 the	 
persisting	 close	 encounters,	 I	 was	 hurt	 by	 the	 outcome	 
of	 the	 awareness	 ‘the	 condition	 I	 wish	 to	 get	 at.’	 	 

	 	 You	 may	 say	 that	 awareness	 is	 good.	 	 However,	 
there	 are	 many	 times	 in	 our	 lives	 where	 awareness	 is	 
severely	 dangerous.	 

The	 stimulation	 I	 chose	 through	 ideas	 and	 tricks	 in	 
the	 process	 of	 art	 creation	 in	 order	 to	 get	 the	 parts	 full	 



of	 prohibitions	 and	 limitations	 also	 had	 negative	 
consequences.	 	 If	 it	 dealt	 with	 such	 simple	 logic	 like	 
exposure	 to	 the	 rain	 results	 in	 getting	 a	 cold	 or	 fever,	 it	 
wouldn’t	 be	 complicated.	 	 But	 it	 was	 not	 so.	 	 The	 high	 
stakes	 and	 the	 difficult	 problems	 made	 the	 direction	 of	 
the	 distorting	 become	 more	 complicated	 and	 refined	 
than	 one	 would	 be	 able	 to	 detect.	 	 This	 was	 the	 first	 
level	 of	 hurting.	 	 One	 might	 not	 feel	 it	 if	 it	 was	 just	 one	 
or	 two	 times.	 	 But	 when	 it	 was	 more	 often	 and	 longer,	 
what	 I	 chose	 to	 do	 gobbled	 me	 up.	 	 My	 mind	 could	 be	 
nibbled	 off	 and	 made	 full	 of	 chips,	 holes,	 dark	 spots,	 
unpleasant	 flavors,	 and	 odors.	 	 My	 identity	 might	 be	 
changed	 partly	 and	 consequently	 directed	 some	 of	 my	 
personality	 related	 to	 my	 selfhood.	 	 During	 such	 an	 
awkward	 internal	 transformation	 I	 was	 still	 in	 the	 same	 
old	 contexts,	 the	 same	 mentality	 and	 unchanged	 
practice,	 with	 the	 same	 old	 ambitions	 and	 group	 
perceptions	 based	 on	 values	 and	 trends,	 the	 cause	 of	 
the	 second	 level	 of	 hurting.	 	 This	 was	 the	 conclusion	 of	 
external	 assessment	 based	 on	 cultural	 standards	 and	 
the	 nature	 of	 human	 survival	 like	 a	 coffee	 fan	 in	 the	 
printmaking	 studio	 overseas	 once	 said,	 “Man	 is	 like	 
water,	 it	 likes	 to	 flow	 to	 a	 lower	 place.”	 

It	 was	 some	 repeating	 karma	 that	 allowed	 my	 
identity	 to	 be	 managed	 through	 processes	 and	 channels	 
that	 I	 had	 to	 join	 in	 the	 game	 of	 life.	 	 Each	 circle	 had	 a	 
name,	 a	 goal,	 and	 structure.	 	 On	 the	 surface,	 it	 seemed	 
good	 and	 valuable.	 	 But	 deep	 down,	 it	 was	 just	 a	 small	 
wound	 closed	 on	 the	 outside,	 but	 it	 was	 deep	 and	 wide	 
and	 infected	 in	 many	 places	 in	 terms	 of	 society	 and	 
culture.	 

“There	 was	 another	 situation	 in	 which	 I	 was	 hurt.	 	 
You	 probably	 think	 that	 there	 are	 not	 many	 ways	 to	 put	 
down	 a	 stake	 to	 oddly	 challenge	 yourself	 and	 your	 



surroundings.	 Why?	 	 Because	 commonality	 or	 normality	 
could	 not	 control	 it.	 	 It’s	 too	 common,	 too	 stagnant	 and	 
hopeless.	 	 So	 I	 chose	 art	 and	 writing.	 	 I	 felt	 lucky	 to	 be	 
able	 to	 work	 through	 art	 and	 writing.	 	 Both	 seemed	 to	 
be	 independent	 professions	 and	 allow	 for	 some	 glory.	 	 
However,	 they	 also	 fell	 under	 the	 mechanism	 of	 the	 
human	 condition	 and	 other	 conditions	 in	 life	 which	 we	 
can’t	 escape.”	 	 	 

The	 doctor	 himself	 knew	 that	 a	 project	 concept	 
ended	 with	 a	 kind	 of	 evaluation	 no	 matter	 how	 
wonderful	 or	 awful	 the	 explanation	 was.	 	 It	 was	 also	 
problematic	 if	 people	 were	 too	 weak	 to	 break	 free	 from	 
their	 own	 chains	 or	 those	 of	 the	 group,	 be	 it	 a	 
friendship	 group	 or	 a	 power	 group	 or	 a	 power	 struggle	 
group,	 especially	 when	 engaging	 in	 unrealistic	 beauty	 
or	 illusion.	 

The	 more	 I	 engaged	 with	 people,	 the	 more	 I	 valued	 
distance,	 like	 swimming	 in	 the	 water	 but	 I	 had	 to	 take	 
care	 of	 keeping	 myself	 dry	 by	 letting	 the	 soft	 wind	 blow	 
on	 my	 body.	 	 It	 was	 also	 like	 taking	 a	 walk	 in	 a	 village	 
but	 one	 could	 not	 help	 thinking	 of	 the	 quiet	 corner	 of	 a	 
room	 with	 a	 favorite	 chair	 under	 a	 lamp.	 	 I	 went	 so	 far	 
away	 but	 yet	 I	 missed	 my	 dogs	 and	 the	 trees	 at	 home	 as	 
if	 those	 living	 things	 and	 I	 would	 soon	 disappear.	 	 
Reality	 would	 become	 a	 dream.	 	 Sometimes	 I	 also	 
dreamed.	 	 On	 a	 cold	 night	 in	 Helsinki,	 I	 dreamed	 that	 
my	 first	 dog	 was	 dying.	 	 I	 picked	 it	 up	 and	 ran	 out	 so	 
fast,	 it	 was	 so	 heavy	 and	 tiring.	 	 The	 path	 was	 rugged	 
but	 I	 tried	 to	 take	 both	 of	 us	 away	 from	 parting	 from	 
each	 other	 in	 this	 life.	 	 The	 dream	 seemed	 to	 come	 true	 
one	 day.	 	 But	 it	 was	 the	 dog,	 Chao	 Nuea,	 which	 tried	 
hard,	 not	 me.	 	 At	 that	 time	 I	 was	 in	 a	 meeting	 and	 had	 
my	 cell	 phone	 turned	 off.	 	 Chao	 Nuea	 had	 been	 bitten	 
by	 a	 cobra	 and	 walked	 wobbly	 up	 the	 steps	 to	 find	 me.	 	 



It	 lay	 at	 the	 front	 gate	 waiting	 for	 me	 to	 come	 out.	 	 The	 
housemaid	 returned	 two	 hours	 late	 after	 her	 lunch	 
break,	 in	 general	 a	 typical	 worker.	 	 Masi,	 the	 three-
legged	 dog	 jumped	 around	 the	 maid	 signaling	 for	 her	 to	 
go	 up	 to	 the	 gate	 where	 Chao	 Nuea	 was	 lying,	 still	 
breathing.	 	 The	 maid	 tried	 to	 phone	 me.	 	 But	 I	 was	 
speaking	 in	 meeting	 language	 about	 unknown	 things.	 	 It	 
was	 so	 paradoxical.	 	 A	 life	 was	 expiring	 while	 the	 last	 
thought	 was	 on	 the	 person	 closest	 to	 it.	 	 But	 the	 person	 
was	 engaged	 in	 something	 far	 removed	 from	 their	 
relationship.	 	 They	 were	 relatively	 ‘unimportant.’	 	 After	 
I	 got	 home,	 I	 buried	 Chao	 Nuea	 in	 an	 oval-shaped	 hole	 
near	 my	 bedroom	 window	 and	 had	 a	 white	 rose	 planted	 
there,	 for	 it	 was	 white	 like	 Chao	 Nuea.	 	 And	 again	 
before	 Namtan	 died,	 I	 received	 a	 call	 from	 Thailand	 
saying,	 “Calm	 down,	 Namtan	 is	 going.”	 	 I	 was	 in	 the	 
cottage	 in	 Germany	 with	 Ngab,	 discussing	 with	 four	 
technicians	 and	 a	 curator	 about	 what	 to	 do	 with	 the	 
cottage	 after	 I	 had	 left	 while	 the	 exhibition	 was	 still	 in	 
progress.	 	 I	 didn’t	 cry	 because	 I	 was	 discussing	 my	 
work.	 	 I	 was	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 it.	 	 After	 everyone	 had	 left,	 
the	 video	 in	 which	 Namtan	 played	 a	 leading	 role	 sitting	 
in	 front	 of	 a	 television	 eating	 some	 cheese	 was	 
projected	 on	 the	 cottage	 window.	 	 An	 old	 song	 from	 my	 
father’s	 time	 was	 heard	 from	 the	 far	 away	 garden	 at	 
home.	 	 I	 curled	 up	 on	 the	 floor	 on	 Ngab’s	 mattress	 
holding	 him.	 	 Prince	 Jud	 in	 my	 arms	 didn’t	 know	 
anything.	 	 He	 wanted	 to	 eat	 more	 German	 sausages	 and	 
grapes.	 

Back	 to	 the	 little	 girl	 in	 that	 night	 on	 the	 veranda	 of	 
the	 orchard	 house	 on	 the	 tragic	 stage	 with	 shadows	 
from	 the	 lamplight	 moving	 back	 and	 forth.	 	 The	 night	 
her	 father	 came	 to	 take	 her	 back	 to	 the	 school	 in	 the	 
distant	 province	 giving	 some	 reason	 about	 a	 bright	 



future.	 	 “If	 you	 stay	 with	 daddy,	 you	 have	 a	 better	 
chance	 for	 schooling	 as	 Grandma	 is	 illiterate.”	 	 Not	 until	 
she	 grew	 up	 did	 she	 realize	 the	 word	 ‘future’	 always	 
came	 with	 some	 absurdity	 in	 life.	 	 But	 the	 little	 girl	 
didn’t	 understand	 the	 unknown,	 unseen	 future	 because	 
it	 hadn’t	 come	 yet.	 	 So	 she	 chose	 the	 present.	 	 The	 
school	 holidays	 that	 were	 so	 cozy,	 so	 full	 of	 fun	 at	 the	 
orchard	 house	 and	 the	 gentle	 care	 of	 her	 grandma.	 	 In	 
her	 performance	 she	 was	 holding	 tight	 to	 a	 house	 post	 
screaming	 and	 saying	 she	 would	 stay	 with	 her	 grandma.	 	 
She	 was	 very	 decisive	 about	 the	 choice.	 	 	 After	 that,	 I	 
never	 could	 make	 such	 a	 clear	 decision	 as	 that.	 	 And	 I	 
wish	 to	 put	 down	 high	 stakes	 again,	 to	 cross	 over	 the	 
suspended	 levels	 of	 life	 to	 the	 other	 side.”	 

The	 chirping	 sound	 of	 birds	 seemed	 to	 take	 
someone	 away	 from	 their	 depression	 to	 observe	 the	 
brighter	 things	 at	 the	 window	 of	 the	 doctor	 office,	 the	 
office	 of	 the	 head	 of	 the	 department.	 	 In	 the	 middle	 of	 
the	 towering	 concrete	 buildings	 of	 the	 hospital,	 only	 in	 
this	 small	 old	 building	 perhaps	 one	 could	 still	 hear	 
birds	 perched	 in	 the	 trees	 nearby.	 

“Yes,	 a	 poem	 talks	 about	 this,”	 the	 patient	 
mumbled.	 

	 “The	 orchard,	 the	 old	 house,	 the	 big	 trees,	 
maybe…there	 was	 nothing	 left	 but	 the	 path	 in	 the	 field	 
far	 away	 from	 home.	 	 The	 difficulty	 is,”	 Lileya	 told	 the	 
doctor,	 “the	 path	 far	 from	 home	 contained	 the	 
condition	 of	 not	 being	 able	 to	 go	 back	 to	 the	 birthplace,	 
to	 the	 orchard	 and	 the	 trees	 in	 exchange	 for	 harvesting	 
the	 products,	 the	 prosperity	 of	 flowers	 and	 fruit	 that	 
were	 not	 in	 the	 old	 dream.”	 	 She	 asked	 the	 doctor,	 “Or	 I	 
couldn’t	 accept	 reality?”	 

“Suddenly,	 the	 part	 that	 one	 used	 to	 have	 became	 
an	 unreachable	 dream,	 a	 confirmation	 of	 nothingness.	 	 



Chao	 Nuea’s	 death	 came	 at	 the	 meeting	 time,	 which	 
could	 not	 compare	 with	 the	 chance	 to…hug	 and	 say	 
goodbye	 to	 a	 dog	 I	 had	 lived	 with	 for	 thirteen	 years.	 	 
And	 the	 death	 of	 Namtan	 during	 the	 discussion	 session	 
on	 the	 world	 class	 art	 exhibition	 in	 some	 strange	 
language	 that	 was	 not	 a	 language	 of	 love	 but	 a	 language	 
of	 progress	 and	 responsibility.	 	 If	 so,	 I	 would	 suffer	 less.	 	 
But	 in	 reality	 it	 couldn’t	 be	 compensate	 for.	 	 The	 sound	 
of	 crying	 in	 the	 cottage	 by	 the	 side	 of	 a	 black	 dog	 that	 
didn’t	 understand	 why	 the	 sorrow	 overflowed	 the	 
cottage	 like	 a	 heavy	 flood	 the	 night	 they	 had	 just	 arrived	 
there.	 

As	 these	 things	 became	 frequent,	 I	 preferred	 to	 
exchange	 many	 things	 other	 people	 wanted	 with	 the	 
chance	 to	 be	 by	 myself.	 	 Take	 away	 my	 status	 and	 give	 
me	 individuality	 and	 independence.	 	 The	 same	 with	 
power	 with	 my	 freedom.	 	 Take	 away	 the	 group	 and	 gang	 
and	 let	 me	 be,	 talking	 to	 myself	 strolling	 around.	 	 It	 
might	 be	 rather	 lonely.	 	 And	 also	 take	 the	 sophisticated	 
references	 and	 your	 high	 brow	 attitude	 while	 giving	 me	 
emptiness	 and	 nothingness.	 

I	 sat	 down	 talking	 softly,	 walking	 around,	 or	 sitting	 
quietly	 with	 myself	 with	 words	 in	 my	 head,	 sometimes	 
thinking	 little	 and	 so	 senselessly	 silly.	 	 This	 way	 I	 often	 
slipped	 out	 of	 the	 group.	 	 While	 retaining	 my	 aloneness,	 
I	 also	 felt	 the	 strangeness	 of	 the	 ‘minority	 side.’	 	 
Unfortunately,	 art	 and	 literature	 also	 fell	 under	 this	 
common	 structure,	 starting	 with	 education	 followed	 by	 
survival	 and	 success.	 	 There	 seemed	 to	 be	 no	 exceptions	 
to	 this.	 	 So,	 I	 became	 a	 rival	 of	 existence.	 	 I	 felt	 sorry	 for	 
my	 existence	 and	 others’	 existence,	 feeling	 pity	 for	 the	 
way	 we	 are.”	 	 She	 paused	 thinking	 of	 a	 simpler	 and	 
easier	 explanation.	 



“At	 this	 point,	 as	 a	 psychiatrist,	 you	 probably…”	 
she	 changed	 the	 words.	 

“Otherwise,	 I	 might…you	 understand	 well	 that	 
what	 happened	 to	 us	 was	 not	 caused	 by	 ourselves.	 	 I	 
didn’t	 cling	 to	 the	 aloneness	 from	 the	 time	 I	 was	 born.	 	 I	 
used	 to	 be	 one	 of	 the	 girls	 who	 ran	 around	 happily,	 
singing	 the	 songs	 taught	 in	 kindergarten	 with	 friends	 
and	 classmates,	 dressing	 up	 dolls,	 playing	 with	 pots	 and	 
pans,	 hide	 and	 seek,	 one-legged	 jumping	 rabbit,	 
screaming	 when	 excited,	 rolling	 and	 laughing	 on	 the	 
grassy	 lawn,	 alone	 and	 in	 a	 large	 group.”	 	 Her	 eyes	 
sparkled	 with	 happiness	 when	 talking	 about	 her	 
childhood.	 	 “And	 even	 as	 a	 grown	 up,	 I	 became	 the	 star	 
of	 a	 party	 quite	 readily,	 in	 conversation,	 eating	 and	 
drinking.	 	 I	 sneaked	 up	 on	 myself	 and	 saw	 myself	 being	 
amused	 or	 joining	 in	 the	 role	 of	 a	 jolly	 person	 along	 
with	 the	 tricky	 game.”	 	 Then	 Lileya	 asked,	 

“Joy	 and	 seeing	 through	 a	 trick	 don’t	 go	 together,	 
don’t	 you	 agree,	 doctor?	 	 Because	 it	 didn’t	 lead	 us	 to	 
real	 joy.	 	 Joy	 is	 joy.	 	 	 

Or	 what	 I	 ask	 for	 has	 never	 existed.	 	 Neither	 has	 
real	 joy.	 	 Sometimes	 I	 think	 too	 much,	 reviewing	 the	 
meaning	 in	 everything.”	 

Lileya	 stopped	 to	 rest,	 feeling	 she	 had	 come	 to	 the	 
wrong	 party.	 	 Was	 she	 composing	 an	 academic	 
complaint	 or	 a	 confession	 to	 God	 who	 could	 analyze	 
every	 aspect	 of	 a	 person	 rather	 than	 talking	 to	 a	 
psychiatrist?	 	 With	 such	 self-awareness	 she	 should	 tone	 
down	 the	 content	 a	 little	 bit.	 	 She	 was	 still	 able	 to	 
control	 herself	 when	 facing	 other	 people,	 especially	 the	 
doctor	 who	 was	 examining	 her.	 	 The	 air	 in	 the	 room	 
seemed	 so	 still,	 unventilated.	 	 The	 old	 breath	 was	 being	 
inhaled	 and	 exhaled	 through	 the	 stiff	 old	 tube	 on	 and	 
on.	 



The	 doctor	 broke	 the	 silence	 first.	 
“Are	 you	 very	 punctual?”	 
“Yes,	 I’m	 very	 punctual,	 from	 a	 young	 age,	 and	 the	 

habit	 continued	 during	 several	 years	 abroad.”	 	 She	 
looked	 at	 the	 doctor’s	 face.	 	 Other	 words	 with	 the	 same	 
connotation	 as	 ‘punctual’	 such	 as	 ‘serious,’	 ‘neat,’	 
‘obsessive’,	 ‘aggressive,’	 ‘not	 letting	 go	 of	 things.’	 

“A	 trait	 of	 a	 mentally	 ill	 person	 is	 being	 highly	 
responsible,	 one	 who	 takes	 up	 everything	 to	 herself	 and	 
is	 generally	 punctual.”	 	 The	 doctor’s	 words	 made	 her	 
feel	 somewhat	 more	 relaxed.	 

Actually,	 she	 was	 rather	 disappointed	 in	 spite	 of	 
having	 5	 psychiatrists	 who	 she	 went	 to	 for	 advice	 as	 a	 
good	 patient/student	 who	 went	 to	 see	 the	 doctors	 every	 
time	 punctually	 and	 tried	 to	 take	 in	 as	 many	 words	 as	 
possible.	 	 However,	 there	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	 special	 
thought	 for	 her	 effort.	 

The	 psychiatry	 professor	 kept	 advising	 her	 to	 go	 to	 
the	 temple,	 practice	 meditation	 after	 listening	 to	 her	 
relate	 her	 symptoms.	 	 He	 advised	 her	 to	 start	 by	 
counting	 “one,	 two”	 while	 walking.	 	 “Awareness	 of	 
oneself	 and	 monitoring	 the	 self-awareness	 can	 prevent	 
one	 from	 being	 distracted.”	 

The	 woman	 doctor	 informed	 her	 of	 her	 leave	 of	 
absence	 to	 give	 birth	 so	 she	 could	 prescribe	 enough	 
medicine	 until	 she	 came	 back	 to	 work.	 	 Another	 doctor	 
put	 up	 a	 sign	 at	 the	 clinic	 announcing	 the	 closing	 the	 
following	 week.	 

Sometimes	 during	 the	 counselling,	 Lileya	 felt	 that	 
she	 herself	 had	 begun	 to	 explain	 things	 too	 difficult	 for	 
her	 to	 understand.	 	 It	 was	 worse	 for	 the	 doctor	 who	 was	 
not	 used	 to	 her	 manner	 of	 expression.	 	 Thus,	 she	 
switched	 to	 something	 light	 but	 true	 to	 share.	 	 “It	 could	 
be	 useful	 for	 the	 diagnosis.”	 



She	 spoke	 about	 the	 relationship	 between	 her	 
symptoms	 and	 the	 times	 of	 illness	 she	 had	 experienced	 
that	 she	 thought	 were	 rather	 bad	 or	 should	 be	 of	 
concern.	 

“Looking	 back	 in	 my	 childhood,	 I	 think	 I	 tended	 to	 
cry	 in	 the	 evenings.	 	 I’m	 not	 sure	 if	 that	 coincided	 with	 
the	 time	 my	 mother	 passed	 away	 or	 whether	 it	 was	 a	 
cozy	 time	 for	 the	 family.	 	 When	 I	 was	 studying	 overseas,	 
I	 wrote	 to	 my	 dead	 grandma.	 	 I	 compared	 the	 dorm	 
room	 to	 the	 warm	 atmosphere	 at	 the	 evening	 meals	 in	 
the	 garden	 in	 the	 past	 which	 no	 longer	 existed.	 	 There	 
was	 grandma,	 an	 aunt,	 other	 children	 sitting	 around	 the	 
simple	 dishes	 such	 as	 taro	 root	 in	 coconut	 milk	 from	 the	 
orchard;	 the	 coconut	 was	 grated	 by	 one	 of	 the	 
grandchildren.	 	 Egg	 omelets	 from	 chickens	 we	 raised	 at	 
home.	 	 Tender	 green	 leaf	 of	 cha-om	 (acacia	 insuvais)	 
boiled	 in	 coconut	 milk;	 the	 greens	 were	 picked	 from	 an	 
old	 grave	 in	 the	 orchard,	 a	 good	 side	 dish	 vegetable	 for	 
shrimp	 paste	 chili	 dip	 (namphrik	 kapi.)	 	 A	 lamp	 placed	 
in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 table	 gave	 light	 and	 warmth	 with	 
shadows	 dancing	 on	 the	 wall.	 	 On	 the	 porch	 in	 the	 
evenings	 the	 adults	 sat	 and	 relaxed	 while	 chatting	 
together	 after	 a	 day	 of	 hard	 work	 while	 the	 children	 
played	 until	 they	 got	 tired.	 	 I	 often	 cried	 at	 twilight	 
when	 recalling	 these	 old	 scenes.	 	 It	 was	 the	 drought	 
period	 of	 growing	 up.	 	 It	 was	 a	 journey	 sometimes	 
because	 the	 distance	 from	 home	 was	 very	 clear.	 	 It	 felt	 
far	 from	 home	 although	 it	 wasn’t	 a	 perfect	 home	 in	 a	 
way.	 	 But	 there	 was	 some	 tenderness	 in	 it,	 like	 that	 of	 a	 
non-existent	 home.	 	 And	 this	 might	 be	 part	 of	 my	 
anxiety	 since	 my	 younger	 years.”	 	 She	 thought	 of	 the	 
image	 of	 a	 child	 crying	 on	 the	 stage	 at	 the	 kindergarten	 
worrying	 how	 she	 would	 get	 home	 when	 her	 father	 



didn’t	 show	 up.	 	 She	 also	 thought	 of	 another	 difficult	 
time.	 

	 “Once	 I	 woke	 up	 at	 night	 feeling	 lost	 and	 hearing	 
only	 my	 steps	 in	 the	 dark.	 	 A	 question	 popped	 into	 my	 
mind	 about	 why	 I	 was	 there,	 why	 I	 was	 so	 clumsy,	 so	 
quiet.	 	 And	 why	 did	 I	 still	 exist?	 	 This	 lasted	 for	 a	 very	 
long	 time.”	 

“Before	 coming	 to	 see	 you,	 doctor,	 I	 often	 had	 
problems	 with	 twilight	 depression.”	 

In	 the	 summer,	 dad	 would	 drive	 a	 very	 long	 way	 to	 
take	 me	 to	 stay	 with	 grandma	 during	 the	 school	 break.	 	 
When	 I	 got	 older,	 he	 would	 send	 me	 on	 a	 train	 with	 
someone	 to	 make	 the	 connection	 to	 the	 bus	 to	 the	 east	 
and	 let	 me	 have	 a	 good	 time	 for	 about	 two	 months	 with	 
gentleness,	 unlimited	 without	 any	 conditions.	 	 But	 when	 
time	 came	 to	 return,	 everything	 became	 sad	 to	 me,	 
including	 the	 shadow	 of	 the	 old	 mangosteen	 tree	 and	 
the	 rough	 bark	 of	 the	 giant	 fallen	 rambutan	 tree	 near	 
the	 window	 on	 which	 I	 often	 climbed	 up	 and	 down	 and	 
lay	 comfortably.	 

As	 the	 school	 term	 approached,	 dad	 would	 arrive	 at	 
sunset	 after	 visiting	 and	 drinking	 with	 his	 long-time-no-
see	 friends	 to	 take	 me	 from	 the	 orchard	 house	 to	 stay	 
overnight	 at	 a	 hotel	 in	 town	 so	 that	 he	 could	 leave	 early	 
in	 the	 morning	 to	 go	 back	 by	 the	 same	 route	 to	 the	 
highland	 place	 full	 of	 cold	 heartless	 people,	 of	 violence,	 
carelessness,	 sarcasm,	 bitterness,	 inferiority,	 feeling	 out	 
of	 place	 in	 the	 chilly	 old	 stiff	 house	 where	 I	 had	 to	 seek	 
comfort	 watching	 the	 smoke	 from	 the	 distant	 
crematorium	 chimney	 from	 the	 window	 in	 the	 rain	 
where	 my	 playmates	 were	 the	 bodies	 lying	 in	 rows	 in	 
the	 mortuary	 on	 the	 open	 ground	 in	 the	 shade	 of	 
frangipani	 trees	 where	 dreams	 were	 related	 to	 the	 



Chinese	 coffins	 and	 funeral	 processions,	 the	 white	 
crying	 for	 the	 black	 death.	 

The	 light	 from	 the	 two	 lamps	 on	 the	 orchard	 house	 
flickered	 in	 the	 warm	 air	 of	 midsummer.	 	 It	 was	 special	 
at	 the	 night	 to	 have	 two	 lamps	 where	 we	 usually	 had	 to	 
share	 the	 one	 single	 lamp	 which	 was	 regularly	 lit.	 	 	 

No	 sooner	 would	 the	 beautiful	 period	 of	 the	 fruitful	 
dry,	 hot	 season	 come	 to	 an	 end	 that	 the	 sound	 of	 
laughter	 would	 gradually	 fade	 away.	 

No	 more	 would	 there	 be	 grandma’s	 love	 and	 the	 
warm	 water	 she	 prepared	 for	 bathing.	 	 No	 more	 of	 
grandma’s	 hand	 to	 wake	 her	 up	 and	 give	 some	 medicine	 
and	 a	 glass	 of	 water	 when	 she	 heard	 the	 hooping	 
coughing	 from	 her	 sleeping	 granddaughter	 who	 was	 
having	 an	 asthma	 attack.	 	 No	 more	 would	 there	 be	 the	 
aunt’s	 hand	 rubbing	 on	 the	 head	 of	 the	 child	 on	 her	 lap	 
and	 the	 reading	 circle	 of	 the	 grandchildren,	 and	 their	 
giggling	 when	 smelling	 someone’s	 hair	 being	 singed	 by	 
the	 fire.	 	 The	 dancing	 stage	 in	 the	 evening	 was	 for	 the	 
three	 little	 girls.	 	 There	 was	 also	 the	 happy	 screaming	 of	 
friends	 playing	 on	 the	 lawn	 in	 front	 of	 the	 old	 brick	 
building	 and	 a	 deep	 well	 that	 participated	 in	 the	 testing	 
of	 life	 and	 death.	 

The	 grandmother	 was	 talking	 to	 the	 father	 in	 the	 
grown-ups’	 way	 asking	 him	 to	 take	 good	 care	 of	 the	 
walking	 skeleton	 of	 a	 granddaughter.	 	 The	 father	 bid	 
farewell	 to	 the	 grandma	 while	 others	 who	 came	 with	 
him	 began	 to	 get	 up.	 	 At	 the	 far	 edge	 of	 the	 lamplight,	 
the	 little	 child	 moved	 next	 to	 a	 house	 post	 and	 wrapped	 
her	 thin	 arms	 around	 it.	 	 The	 father	 turned	 toward	 her	 
and	 told	 her	 to	 say	 goodbye	 to	 grandma.	 	 But	 she	 didn’t	 
respond	 and	 held	 tight	 to	 the	 post.	 	 In	 the	 mind	 of	 an	 
elementary	 schoolchild	 it	 was	 the	 only	 way	 to	 resist	 
going	 down	 the	 stairs	 and	 into	 the	 hell	 of	 the	 highlands	 



full	 of	 hatred.	 	 She	 loved	 the	 sun	 and	 didn’t	 want	 to	 turn	 
away	 from	 it.	 

That	 farewell	 scene	 turned	 into	 a	 live	 performance	 
in	 the	 land	 of	 light	 with	 shadows	 moving	 in	 and	 out	 on	 
the	 wall	 when	 the	 characters	 began	 to	 move.	 	 The	 adults	 
came	 to	 coax	 the	 thin	 child	 to	 release	 her	 hands	 from	 
the	 post.	 	 But	 she	 screamed.	 

“No.	 	 I	 will	 stay	 with	 grandma.”	 	 She	 swung	 away	 
from	 the	 adult’s	 grasp	 and	 went	 back	 to	 the	 post.	 	 
Another	 person	 came	 to	 take	 her	 hands	 away	 but	 she	 
kicked	 and	 hit	 and	 held	 onto	 the	 post	 and	 stretched	 out	 
her	 leg	 to	 kick	 and	 swing	 at	 whoever	 came	 close	 to	 her.	 	 
The	 thin	 body	 was	 pulled	 off	 the	 post	 and	 rushed	 back	 
to	 the	 post.	 	 Whoever	 came	 toward	 her	 would	 be	 kicked	 
at,	 hit	 and	 swung	 away.	 	 Her	 sorrowful	 cry	 was	 so	 loud	 
that	 all	 the	 crickets	 in	 the	 orchard	 sang	 along	 with	 it.	 	 
Looking	 back	 with	 the	 perspective	 of	 an	 art	 guru	 the	 
kicking	 and	 crying	 looked	 splendid.	 	 But	 the	 little	 child	 
took	 it	 all	 so	 seriously	 that	 she	 was	 willing	 to	 die	 to	 
fight	 against	 that.	 	 Pulling	 out	 all	 her	 force,	 she	 
screamed,	 “I’m	 willing	 to	 die	 rather	 than	 go.	 	 She	 
wouldn’t	 go	 back,	 no	 school,	 no	 going	 anywhere	 but	 
stay	 at	 the	 orchard	 with	 her	 grandma.	 	 The	 house	 post	 
was	 her	 only	 fortress	 to	 cry	 out	 for	 her	 only	 remaining	 
right	 to	 be	 loved	 and	 cared	 for	 by	 adults.	 	 A	 child’s	 
thinking	 had	 no	 future,	 only	 the	 present	 happiness.	 	 She	 
screamed	 and	 kicked	 hard	 as	 she	 was	 dragged	 away	 to	 
the	 car.	 

“It	 was	 very	 simple	 but	 unattainable,”	 she	 told	 the	 
doctor.	 

“As	 soon	 as	 the	 sun	 went	 down,	 the	 fear	 would	 
come.”	 

At	 first,	 the	 fear	 would	 stroll	 on	 the	 pale	 green	 
grass	 lawn	 in	 the	 twilight	 and	 pace	 around	 the	 bamboo	 



bush	 near	 the	 veranda	 or	 pretend	 to	 enjoy	 smelling	 the	 
fragrance	 of	 the	 night	 flowers.	 	 It	 would	 linger	 at	 the	 
head	 of	 the	 stairway	 near	 the	 back	 porch	 until	 it	 got	 
dark,	 then	 it	 would	 tap	 on	 the	 door	 and	 take	 the	 liberty	 
to	 step	 into	 the	 house.”	 

“It	 was	 usually	 in	 the	 evening?”	 the	 doctor	 
inquired.	 

“Yes,	 and	 soon	 after	 I	 would	 learn	 the	 signs	 like	 
before	 I	 was	 struck	 by	 asthma.	 	 I	 learned	 to	 recognize	 it	 
beforehand.	 	 I	 would	 see	 another	 person	 in	 myself.	 	 This	 
person	 appeared	 disheartened	 although	 nothing	 special	 
happened	 with	 it,	 just	 the	 air,	 light,	 darkness.	 	 Even	 
some	 leaves	 stirring	 could	 hurt	 the	 other	 me.	 

At	 first	 I	 wasn’t	 aware	 of	 its	 coming.	 	 It	 came	 so	 
hard	 and	 fast	 that	 I	 couldn’t	 prepare	 for	 it.	 The	 ‘desire	 
to	 quit	 living’	 scrambled	 in	 and	 pushed	 me	 out	 of	 
balance.	 	 It	 tore	 into	 my	 life,	 conflicting	 in	 my	 mind,	 and	 
tired	 me	 out.	 	 My	 conscious	 part	 tried	 to	 stop	 me.	 	 I	 
drove	 from	 a	 district	 into	 town.	 	 I	 parked	 in	 front	 of	 a	 
psychiatric	 clinic	 I	 used	 to	 pass	 by	 and	 saw	 the	 sign.	 	 
But	 the	 clinic	 was	 already	 closed.	 	 I	 tried	 to	 comfort	 
myself	 that	 it	 was	 better	 to	 be	 on	 the	 road	 than	 at	 home	 
and	 alone.	 	 I	 drove	 on	 further	 to	 a	 drugstore	 that	 was	 
about	 to	 close	 and	 explained	 the	 symptoms	 to	 the	 
pharmacist	 fearing	 that	 they	 would	 be	 out	 of	 control.	 	 
So	 I	 got	 a	 bottle	 of	 antidepressant	 medication.	 	 After	 a	 
couple	 of	 times	 with	 the	 symptoms	 I	 could	 observe	 that	 
the	 depression	 would	 come	 first	 during	 some	 normal	 
activity	 like	 walking	 or	 driving.	 	 The	 first	 time	 when	 I	 
clearly	 observed	 the	 symptoms	 was	 while	 I	 was	 
shopping	 in	 a	 supermarket	 one	 afternoon.	 	 I	 tried	 to	 
recall	 that	 the	 ‘desire	 to	 quit	 living’	 attacked	 while	 I	 was	 
buying	 something	 to	 eat	 which	 meant	 it	 was	 for	 
continued	 existence.	 	 I	 was	 probably	 thinking	 about	 



what	 to	 buy	 but	 I	 had	 no	 strength	 even	 to	 pick	 anything	 
up.	 	 It	 was	 like	 a	 line	 for	 breathing	 my	 last	 breath	 had	 
been	 drawn.	 	 The	 oncoming	 depression	 was	 so	 clever	 
that	 it	 chose	 to	 deal	 with	 me	 at	 that	 moment.	 	 The	 
shelves	 were	 equally	 divided	 and	 I	 was	 standing	 in	 them	 
like	 in	 a	 large	 mortuary.	 	 The	 very	 cold	 temperature	 also	 
accentuated	 the	 lifelessness	 I	 felt	 until	 I	 didn’t	 feel	 like	 
buying	 anything	 anymore.	 	 My	 legs	 were	 trembling	 
lacking	 life	 and	 desire.	 

The	 ‘lack	 of	 desire	 to	 live’	 came	 several	 times	 and	 
in	 the	 evenings.	 	 Sometimes	 I	 had	 to	 call	 a	 hotline	 for	 
mental	 health	 problems.	 	 I	 was	 advised	 to	 try	 Thai	 
massage.	 	 But	 that	 was	 not	 the	 right	 moment.	 	 The	 
feeling	 was	 that	 of	 being	 extinguished	 immediately,	 not	 
physically	 but	 mentally	 and	 spiritually.	 	 It	 was	 beyond	 
stopping	 the	 breath	 because	 there	 was	 still	 some	 
stirring,	 some	 movement	 in	 it.	 	 But	 then	 it	 was	 
completely	 extinguished,	 snuffed	 out.	 

Finally,	 I	 decided	 to	 wait	 anxiously	 and	 see	 what	 
the	 ‘me	 who	 desires	 to	 quit	 living’	 would	 like	 to	 do.	 	 I	 
decided	 to	 have	 a	 swimming	 pool	 built	 for	 health	 
reasons	 after	 major	 surgery.	 	 That	 was	 what	 I	 told	 other	 
people.	 	 But	 I	 knew	 that	 the	 swimming	 pool	 was	 so	 
close	 to	 my	 bedroom	 balcony	 and	 I	 could	 go	 straight	 
from	 bed	 to	 the	 pool.	 The	 me	 who	 wanted	 to	 die	 
imagined	 our	 body,	 the	 me	 that	 pulled	 me	 away	 from	 
life	 and	 the	 me	 that	 tried	 to	 stop	 it,	 floating	 face	 down	 
in	 the	 pool	 in	 crystal	 clear	 water	 filled	 up	 to	 the	 upper	 
edge	 of	 the	 pool.	 	 It	 must	 be	 very	 impressive	 when	 one	 
is	 freshly	 dead	 but	 when	 someone	 found	 the	 body…	 

The	 me	 who	 wanted	 to	 go	 arranged	 for	 a	 license	 to	 
have	 a	 gun	 with	 the	 reason	 of	 protecting	 herself.	 	 The	 
me	 who	 wanted	 to	 stay	 agreed	 with	 the	 self-protection.	 	 
The	 me	 who	 would	 end	 life	 thought	 of	 the	 scene	 when	 



one	 committed	 suicide	 by	 shooting	 oneself.	 	 It	 took	 a	 
long	 time	 to	 process	 the	 official	 documents	 necessary	 to	 
buy	 a	 gun,	 obtain	 a	 permit	 from	 the	 district	 office,	 to	 
become	 familiar	 with	 the	 gun.	 	 Meanwhile	 the	 me	 who	 
wanted	 to	 leave	 looked	 through	 pictures	 of	 suicide	 by	 
shooting	 on	 websites.	 	 The	 activity	 that	 both	 of	 us	 did	 
together	 was	 practice	 shooting.	 	 The	 young	 official	 
praised	 us	 for	 hitting	 the	 target	 most	 of	 the	 time.	 	 He	 
asked,	 “Is	 this	 your	 first	 time	 shooting?”	 	 The	 me	 that	 
wanted	 to	 die	 persuaded	 me	 to	 tie	 a	 nylon	 rope	 we	 
bought	 onto	 the	 iron	 structure	 of	 the	 roof.	 	 We	 tried	 all	 
kinds	 of	 knots,	 rope	 lengths,	 the	 hanging,	 and	 taking	 a	 
chair	 out	 one	 quiet	 afternoon.	 	 But	 I,	 the	 pro-life	 one,	 
protested	 that	 the	 open	 area	 might	 be	 convenient	 but	 it	 
was	 designed	 with	 a	 hopeful	 concept	 to	 allow	 light	 to	 
enter	 all	 the	 surrounding	 rooms:	 bathroom,	 waiting	 
room,	 and	 living	 room.	 	 At	 night	 one	 could	 see	 the	 stars	 
and	 the	 moon	 from	 the	 open	 part,	 a	 very	 beautiful	 part	 
of	 the	 house,	 which	 from	 now	 on	 would	 be	 stained	 with	 
a	 bad	 history,	 with	 a	 stigma	 attached	 to	 the	 place.	 	 	 

Meanwhile,	 the	 ‘attempt	 to	 end	 things’	 persisted	 in	 
all	 possible	 ways	 while	 mindfulness	 prepared	 
something	 parallel	 to	 something	 in	 a	 one-to-one	 rival	 
manner.	 	 I	 wrote	 a	 will	 leaving	 the	 house	 to	 an	 animal	 
welfare	 center	 and	 some	 money	 for	 my	 younger	 siblings	 
born	 to	 Khun	 Khuan,	 my	 step	 mother,	 because	 I	 had	 a	 
higher	 income	 than	 they	 did	 and	 I	 didn’t	 have	 a	 family	 
of	 my	 own.	 	 I	 left	 my	 video	 art	 work	 to	 a	 friend	 who	 was	 
an	 art	 historian,	 who	 used	 to	 write	 about	 absurd	 art.	 	 
The	 larger	 portion	 of	 my	 money	 would	 go	 to	 people	 
who	 would	 take	 care	 of	 the	 stray	 dogs	 I	 was	 taking	 care	 
of,	 including	 Prince	 Jud	 and	 Boobu.	 

On	 the	 other	 hand,	 the	 other	 me	 tried	 to	 find	 some	 
tolerable	 way	 to	 cope.	 	 Perhaps,	 I	 could	 say	 that	 besides	 



making	 a	 high	 stake	 art	 project	 could	 help	 sustain	 a	 life	 
and	 aesthetics	 could	 be	 another	 part	 that	 takes	 care	 of	 
the	 props,	 the	 scene	 that	 would	 come	 some	 days	 to	 keep	 
it	 from	 being	 too	 grotesque	 and	 from	 ruining	 the	 artist	 
and	 the	 descriptions	 of	 the	 work.	 

The	 day	 Lileya	 decided	 to	 let	 the	 pro-death	 side	 
lead,	 she	 began	 by	 calling	 Mon,	 her	 younger	 sister	 by	 
her	 other	 mother	 who	 was	 a	 nurse	 and	 asked	 her	 not	 to	 
stop	 her	 or	 talk	 about	 what’s	 appropriate,	 what’s	 not.	 	 
“It’s	 gone	 beyond	 that	 stage.”	 	 But,	 she	 asked	 her	 for	 
advice	 as	 one	 who	 knew	 about	 such	 matters.	 	 By	 then	 
she	 had	 a	 lot	 of	 sleeping	 pills	 from	 the	 five	 psychiatrists	 
she	 went	 to	 during	 the	 two-year	 period.	 	 She	 had	 just	 
talked	 to	 an	 older	 German	 man,	 who	 was	 like	 an	 uncle	 
to	 her	 and	 was	 a	 close	 friend	 of	 hers.	 	 He	 told	 her	 about	 
a	 German	 video	 on	 a	 website	 of	 his	 taking	 an	 overdose	 
of	 sleeping	 pills.	 

“They	 were	 big	 bottles,”	 the	 German	 uncle	 said.	 	 
“Take	 them	 all	 together.”	 

“Will	 one	 die?”	 
“Yes.”	 
But	 the	 sister	 said,	 “No,	 sister.	 	 You	 won’t	 die.	 	 

They’re	 just	 sleeping	 pills.”	 	 Lileya	 paused	 and	 
explained	 to	 the	 doctor.	 

“I	 persisted	 and	 looked	 for	 other	 methods.	 	 The	 
pro-death	 side	 told	 me	 to	 find	 a	 way	 that	 ‘looks	 good’	 
because	 at	 least	 I	 was	 an	 artist.”	 

In	 2006,	 Lileya	 went	 to	 install	 her	 art	 in	 Bern,	 
Switzerland.	 The	 death-related	 exhibition	 had	 all	 kinds	 
of	 art	 works	 from	 several	 decades	 up	 to	 the	 recent	 time,	 
all	 about	 death,	 funerals,	 remains	 of	 bodies	 in	 
photographs,	 genuine	 coffins	 beautiful	 enough	 to	 entice	 
death,	 a	 real	 shroud	 used	 for	 wrapping	 a	 dead	 body	 in,	 
some	 body	 tissues	 of	 the	 dead	 kept	 in	 a	 clear	 sealed	 



box,	 artists’	 imaginative	 work,	 sculptures	 of	 dead	 
people	 and	 pictures	 in	 brightly	 colored	 patterns	 of	 a	 
dead	 person	 gazing	 at	 the	 photographer.	 	 There	 were	 
some	 pop-up	 toasters	 with	 skulls	 springing	 out	 instead	 
of	 slices	 of	 toasted	 bread.	 	 There	 were	 also	 some	 skulls	 
decorated	 with	 diamonds.	 	 The	 opening	 of	 the	 
exhibition	 featured	 young	 slender	 musicians	 in	 body	 
tight	 t-shirts	 and	 black	 baggy	 pants	 with	 skeleton	 
patterns	 in	 the	 front	 from	 the	 top	 to	 the	 bottom	 of	 their	 
pants,	 they	 wore	 skull	 masks	 and	 played	 peppy	 music.	 	 
Beautiful	 girls	 in	 short	 pants	 and	 single	 string	 tops	 were	 
lured	 by	 the	 ghostly	 musicians.	 	 Death	 used	 fun	 to	 hunt	 
for	 life.	 	 She	 became	 aware	 of	 the	 methods	 of	 dying	 that	 
could	 be	 beautiful	 and	 sophisticated,	 the	 same	 as	 with	 
death	 art.	 	 It	 could	 even	 be	 filled	 with	 humor.	 

Late	 one	 morning	 Lileya	 drove	 to	 a	 bank	 to	 transfer	 
some	 money	 to	 sign	 up	 as	 a	 member	 of	 a	 Society	 for	 
Graceful	 Dying	 (Dignitas	 Organization).	 	 She	 persevered	 
like	 a	 good	 student	 who	 had	 sought	 and	 found	 five	 
psychiatrists	 in	 two	 years.	 	 Besides	 acquiring	 a	 large	 
amount	 of	 sleeping	 pills	 which	 a	 nurse	 said	 was	 not	 
enough	 for	 suicide,	 not	 enough	 to	 make	 one	 die,	 she	 
also	 received	 a	 certificate	 of	 psychosis:	 “schizophrenia	 
with	 a	 risk	 of	 committing	 suicide”	 in	 an	 official	 English	 
version	 with	 the	 authorizing	 doctor’s	 signature	 and	 a	 
seal	 showing	 the	 clinic’s	 endorsement.	 
	 

Back	 in	 the	 past,	 after	 the	 trip	 to	 participate	 in	 the	 
international	 exhibition	 on	 death	 in	 Bern	 in	 2006	 and	 
one	 year	 later,	 in	 2007,	 she	 did	 a	 night-time	 art	 
installation	 in	 London	 in	 early	 November.	 	 On	 the	 last	 
night	 of	 the	 exhibition,	 almost	 all	 the	 television	 
channels	 televised	 the	 news	 of	 an	 English	 family,	 a	 
father,	 mother,	 and	 son,	 on	 their	 way	 to	 Switzerland	 to	 



euthanize	 their	 28-year-old	 son	 who	 had	 had	 an	 
accident	 in	 a	 sports	 activity	 and	 was	 crippled.	 	 Lileya	 
should	 have	 been	 able	 to	 get	 by	 with	 the	 breaking	 news	 
on	 TV	 before	 bedtime	 and	 gone	 to	 sleep	 and	 forget	 
about	 it.	 	 But	 destiny	 placed	 a	 morning	 newspaper	 
under	 the	 door	 of	 her	 hotel	 room.	 	 The	 big	 headline	 
came	 with	 a	 picture	 of	 the	 family	 who	 had	 just	 returned	 
from	 seeing	 their	 son’s	 body	 off.	 	 It	 said	 “Place	 of	 
Euthanasia:	 Tour	 of	 the	 World.”	 	 She	 cut	 out	 the	 news	 
piece	 and	 returned	 home.	 	 Since	 then	 she	 had	 seen	 five	 
psychiatrists	 and	 received	 the	 certificate	 certifying	 that	 
she	 was	 critically	 afflicted	 patient.	 	 Lileya	 applied	 for	 
euthanasia	 to	 the	 organization	 in	 the	 newspaper.	 

The	 last	 line	 in	 an	 article	 about	 a	 pilot	 the	 writer	 
briefly	 stated:	 

“On	 31	 July,	 1944,	 during	 a	 surveillance	 flight	 over	 
the	 Mediterranean	 Sea	 he	 disappeared.”	 

Lileya’s	 obsession	 with	 death	 was	 superimposed	 
over	 the	 long	 trip	 and	 the	 body	 lost	 somewhere,	 no	 
rituals	 which	 she	 often	 worried	 about	 its	 being	 
enhanced	 and	 straining	 life	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 	 No	 trace	 
of	 remains	 for	 a	 dramatic	 funeral.	 	 “No	 burden	 of	 life.	 	 
Everything	 disappeared.	 No	 more	 dragging	 along	 a	 life.	 	 
At	 that	 point,	 we	 should	 be	 no	 different	 than	 a	 buffalo	 
or	 a	 cow,	 as	 life	 could	 become	 the	 heaviest	 of	 all	 
burdens.”	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 7	 
JUDGMENT	 

	 
The	 situation	 was	 dreamlike.	 	 It	 appeared	 and	 then	 

disappeared.	 	 Other	 pictures	 came	 but	 they	 were	 
disconnected.	 	 The	 puzzle	 happened	 in	 a	 flashing	 
moment	 while	 the	 eyes	 were	 still	 closing.	 	 Another	 
scene	 came	 related	 to	 the	 previous	 one.	 	 The	 perception	 
was	 trying	 to	 put	 them	 together.	 	 However,	 the	 images	 
that	 followed	 became	 alienated,	 hard	 to	 grasp.	 	 One	 
moment	 they	 seemed	 to	 form	 a	 substantial	 meaning.	 	 
But	 in	 another	 moment	 they	 diverged	 to	 another	 scene	 
and	 another	 meaning.	 	 Some	 parts	 were	 faint	 and	 hazy	 
but	 wonderful.	 	 Some	 parts	 were	 clear	 but	 were	 rather	 
dry	 and	 empty.	 	 It	 was	 strange	 that	 all	 of	 them	 were	 
there.	 	 	 

It	 was	 a	 judgment	 of	 someone’s	 life	 and	 death.	 	 It	 
was	 a	 burden	 that	 could	 be	 a	 human	 exceeding	 
kindness.	 	 The	 human	 race	 which	 was	 generous	 to	 judge	 
others.	 

It	 was	 rather	 difficult	 to	 estimate	 the	 size	 of	 the	 
place	 with	 its	 width	 and	 curve	 in	 such	 a	 dark	 airy	 
monstrous	 mass.	 	 Looking	 upward	 from	 the	 uneven	 
round	 base,	 the	 upper	 part	 continued	 to	 expand	 to	 
appear	 to	 be	 a	 cone	 shaped	 stadium	 where	 the	 top	 part	 
became	 steep	 and	 wide	 like	 a	 sloping	 mountain	 rather	 
than	 a	 waterfall.	 	 The	 middle	 part	 of	 the	 giant	 cone	 
began	 to	 form	 a	 hexagon	 with	 steps	 in	 between	 like	 a	 
six-level	 stadium	 or	 grandstand.	 

On	 the	 other	 hand,	 if	 you	 looked	 downward	 from	 
the	 top,	 from	 the	 skylight	 at	 one	 side	 of	 the	 long	 
hexagonal	 stand,	 the	 eye	 would	 come	 to	 the	 lowest	 
point	 of	 the	 vast	 terrace	 of	 the	 circle	 that	 might	 be	 



somewhat	 distorted	 depending	 on	 the	 opinions	 and	 the	 
sentence	 to	 come	 in	 the	 ‘judgment	 game.’	 

The	 deep	 part	 of	 the	 cone	 was	 almost	 dark.	 	 There	 
was	 only	 a	 tiny	 circle	 of	 light	 floating	 in	 the	 air	 like	 a	 
tiny	 star	 in	 the	 vast	 sky.	 	 It	 kept	 a	 constant	 distance	 
above	 the	 small	 figure	 of	 the	 defendant	 through	 the	 
earth’s	 gravity	 and	 that	 of	 the	 star.	 	 A	 figure	 sat	 still	 on	 a	 
small	 black	 wooden	 chair,	 the	 same	 chair	 the	 defendant	 
sat	 on	 when	 reading	 to	 the	 dead	 in	 the	 mortuary	 several	 
times.	 	 The	 figure	 in	 the	 soft	 gray	 cotton	 dress	 sat	 still	 
sometimes	 and	 often	 times	 it	 seemed	 to	 lean	 forward	 
bending	 down	 a	 little	 in	 the	 dim	 atmosphere.	 	 It	 was	 
very	 thin	 like	 a	 skeleton	 surrounded	 by	 the	 hard	 and	 
stiff	 floor	 in	 the	 cold	 farthest	 part	 of	 the	 room.	 	 The	 
location	 seemed	 to	 suggest	 very	 little	 hope	 for	 the	 
defendant.	 

The	 top	 part	 of	 the	 grandstand	 was	 a	 row	 of	 people	 
engaged	 in	 the	 case,	 namely	 the	 plaintiffs	 or	 accusers,	 
the	 defendant	 or	 the	 accused,	 the	 advocates	 for	 both	 
sides,	 the	 audience	 who	 were	 engaged	 in	 the	 case,	 
information	 researchers,	 the	 jury	 of	 judging	 panel,	 since	 
this	 group	 was	 at	 the	 uppermost	 part	 of	 the	 stand,	 the	 
distance	 between	 the	 judges	 and	 the	 defendant	 was	 like	 
being	 on	 the	 different	 sides	 of	 a	 vast	 sea,	 one	 on	 the	 
land	 part	 and	 the	 other	 on	 the	 horizon	 where	 the	 sea	 
meets	 with	 the	 sky.	 

They	 were	 the	 same	 people	 who	 used	 to	 be	 related	 
to	 her	 one	 way	 or	 another,	 those	 who	 were	 not	 quite	 
clear	 in	 some	 parts	 with	 her	 and	 were	 able	 to	 give	 
additional	 opinions	 about	 ‘being	 defendant’	 that	 could	 
affect	 the	 defendant’s	 will.	 	 These	 opinions	 could	 one	 
way	 or	 other	 define	 the	 position	 of	 the	 defendant	 when	 
the	 judgment	 became	 final.	 



In	 another	 sense,	 all	 the	 living	 creatures	 on	 the	 
upper	 row	 of	 the	 stand	 were	 those	 who	 joined	 in	 the	 
actions	 (karma)	 with	 the	 one	 who	 deserved	 the	 
consequences	 of	 his	 misdeeds	 for	 as	 many	 as	 10	 years	 
or	 more.	 

The	 opinions	 of	 her	 accomplices	 came	 from	 the	 
upper	 row	 as	 if	 from	 the	 farthest	 edge	 of	 the	 world	 or	 
the	 universe	 in	 the	 language	 that	 floated	 in	 the	 vast	 
lonely	 air	 of	 the	 wide	 and	 deep	 place.	 	 The	 words	 would	 
crash,	 unite,	 support,	 suppress,	 dissolve,	 refute,	 
substantiate	 the	 right	 or	 the	 wrong	 of	 deeds	 of	 the	 
defendant	 according	 to	 the	 power	 of	 the	 words.	 	 	 

One’s	 verbal	 act	 could	 create	 a	 reaction	 according	 
to	 the	 weight	 of	 the	 words.	 	 The	 speaker	 would	 be	 
aware	 immediately	 of	 the	 weight,	 the	 power	 of	 his	 
words	 and	 their	 meanings,	 whether	 they	 would	 be	 
persuasive,	 satirical,	 threatening	 and	 he	 would	 also	 
know	 that	 his	 statement	 could	 be	 offset	 by	 the	 words	 of	 
others.	 	 If	 the	 words	 were	 untrue	 causing	 some	 
ambiguity	 or	 confusing	 they	 would	 create	 a	 karma	 or	 
affect	 the	 speaker	 in	 the	 future.	 	 This	 would	 be	 marked	 
by	 the	 degree	 of	 brightness	 or	 paleness	 in	 proportion	 to	 
the	 value	 of	 the	 words	 on	 the	 speaker	 himself.	 	 This	 may	 
happen	 immediately	 or	 eventually	 afterwards.	 	 	 

The	 defendant	 in	 the	 gray	 dress	 would	 likewise	 be	 
affected	 as	 the	 color	 of	 her	 clothing	 would	 change	 
according	 to	 the	 judgement.	 	 If	 she	 had	 sins	 her	 gray	 
dress	 would	 turn	 darker.	 	 If	 the	 value	 of	 the	 right	 
judgment	 weighed	 more	 her	 dress	 would	 become	 
brighter.	 	 	 

As	 for	 the	 judge	 and	 the	 jury,	 they	 would	 not	 show	 
up	 in	 identity	 but	 would	 appear	 in	 verbal	 act	 or	 speech	 
only.	 	 This	 was	 so	 to	 direct	 the	 judgment	 game	 to	 go	 on	 
to	 achieve	 the	 goal	 of	 the	 judgment	 game.	 	 	 



The	 bell	 of	 the	 church	 on	 the	 river	 bank	 rang,	 to	 
mark	 the	 time.	 	 It	 was	 the	 voice	 on	 which	 the	 defendant	 
in	 her	 childhood	 days	 depended	 on.	 

This	 would	 be	 the	 only	 consolation	 from	 the	 past	 
relationship	 during	 the	 game.	 

The	 time	 came.	 	 A	 voice	 came	 from	 somewhere.	 
“As	 the	 chairman	 of	 the	 judgment,	 I	 hereby	 declare	 

the	 opening	 of	 the	 judgement	 of	 the	 defendant	 who	 
filed	 the	 case	 to	 sue	 herself.	 	 Now	 is	 the	 time	 to	 start	 the	 
judgment.	 	 Will	 the	 defendant	 confirm	 her	 identity?”	 	 
The	 giant	 cone	 was	 so	 well	 designed	 that	 the	 normal	 
speech	 level	 could	 be	 heard	 loud	 and	 clear	 by	 all	 
people.	 	 The	 air	 in	 the	 cone	 was	 very	 still.	 	 The	 
defendant’s	 body	 moved	 slightly	 before	 she	 introduced	 
herself	 softly,	 

“I	 am	 Miss	 Lileya…”	 
“May	 the	 defendant	 clarify	 the	 details	 of	 suing	 

yourself.”	 the	 chairman	 said.	 
“I	 am	 Miss	 Lileya,	 having	 filed	 the	 suit	 against	 

myself	 for	 ‘Being	 unworthy	 to	 live	 on,’	 so	 I	 would	 like	 to	 
plead	 for	 ending	 my	 life	 and	 a	 chance	 to	 enter	 death	 
from	 now	 on.”	 

The	 chairman	 of	 the	 judgement	 spoke.	 
“May	 the	 intended	 people	 here	 give	 the	 reasons	 

and	 opinions	 for	 the	 conclusions	 whether	 the	 defendant	 
should	 or	 should	 not	 receive	 what	 she	 asked	 for,	 ending	 
her	 life.”	 

“May	 each	 speaker	 introduce	 him/herself	 in	 
pertaining	 to	 his	 relationship	 with	 the	 defendant	 before	 
entering	 the	 substance	 of	 the	 judgment.”	 

There	 was	 some	 movement	 from	 one	 of	 the	 six	 
angles	 when	 a	 representative	 of	 the	 people	 there	 stood	 
up.	 



“We	 represent	 two	 organizations:	 The	 Writers	 
Association	 of	 Thailand	 and	 the	 National	 Art	 Council.	 	 
We	 would	 like	 to	 accuse	 the	 defendant	 of	 employing	 all	 
kinds	 of	 tricks	 and	 strategies,	 making	 use	 of	 the	 creative	 
process	 of	 literature	 and	 art	 in	 ways	 that	 would	 not	 
bring	 achievement	 to	 the	 creation	 itself	 but	 to	 reach	 
some	 personal	 goals	 for	 over	 ten	 years.	 

“The	 defendant	 is	 accused	 of	 constantly	 using	 the	 
role	 of	 art	 worker	 and	 writer	 to	 serve	 the	 abnormality	 
and	 distorted	 desire	 of	 her	 own	 in	 one	 way	 or	 another	 
or	 in	 many	 aspects.	 	 This	 is	 considered	 dishonoring	 of	 
the	 creative	 works	 that	 should	 belong	 to	 the	 virtuous	 
faculty.	 	 As	 such,	 the	 defendant	 was	 one	 to	 use	 the	 work	 
for	 her	 own	 dark	 or	 evil	 purposes.	 	 So	 she	 should	 not	 be	 
worthy	 as	 a	 creator	 of	 the	 work.	 

	 “Therefore,	 our	 judgment	 would	 fall	 on	 the	 side	 
that	 the	 defendant	 could	 deserve	 punishment.”	 

The	 body	 in	 the	 gray	 cotton	 dress	 of	 the	 defendant	 
remained	 stiff	 instead	 of	 fidgeting.	 	 Leg	 shifting	 could	 be	 
more	 of	 being	 tired	 or	 it	 could	 be	 due	 to	 her	 habit	 of	 
worrying	 about	 having	 to	 go	 to	 the	 toilet	 often.	 	 Her	 
doctor,	 a	 specialist	 on	 the	 urinary	 tract,	 once	 scolded,	 
“People	 usually	 go	 pee	 every	 four	 hours,	 but	 you	 come	 
to	 me	 because	 you	 cannot	 pee.	 	 But	 here	 you	 go	 to	 the	 
toilet	 every	 half	 an	 hour.	 	 That’s	 why	 there	 is	 no	 pee	 to	 
pass	 out	 and	 so	 you	 said	 you	 can’t	 pee.”	 

Or	 perhaps	 she	 felt	 tired	 of	 the	 ritual	 or	 ceremony.	 	 
She	 was	 against	 it	 since	 when	 she	 learned	 that	 she	 had	 
the	 right	 to	 choose	 whether	 to	 engage	 in	 it	 or	 not.	 	 It	 
was	 this	 time	 that	 she	 couldn’t	 avoid	 the	 judgment	 
ceremony.	 	 So	 she	 shifted	 her	 body	 because	 she	 was	 
frustrated	 not	 because	 she	 was	 not	 affected	 by	 the	 
accusation	 much.	 	 As	 a	 writer	 and	 art	 creator,	 she	 knew	 
that	 ‘while	 doing	 creative	 work	 one	 should	 have	 some	 



intuition’	 which	 was	 difficult	 for	 others	 to	 see.	 	 Some	 of	 
the	 things	 she	 was	 aware	 of	 were	 rather	 abstract,	 easily	 
become	 dissolved	 and	 were	 somewhat	 invisible	 in	 
substance.	 	 So,	 it	 was	 beyond	 her	 ability	 to	 make	 
someone	 understand.	 	 She	 could	 only	 hope	 for	 
intellectual	 cultivation	 rather	 than	 concretely	 relate	 to	 
others.	 

“What	 does	 the	 defendant	 have	 to	 say	 about	 the	 
accusations	 of	 the	 two	 organizations?	 	 Please.	 go	 ahead	 
with	 your	 defense.”	 

“I	 understand	 that	 the	 conflicting	 parts	 in	 an	 art	 or	 
literary	 work	 would	 be	 easily	 detected.	 	 I	 think	 the	 
accusation	 reflect	 the	 human	 nature	 of	 finding	 fault	 
with	 other	 people.	 	 I	 don’t	 know	 whether	 it	 is	 a	 good	 
deed	 or	 a	 bad	 deed	 of	 a	 creative	 work	 that	 the	 work	 is	 
subject	 to	 interpretation.	 	 As	 an	 organization,	 it	 is	 
necessary	 for	 both	 of	 the	 organizations	 to	 take	 care	 of	 
their	 role	 and	 values.	 	 In	 this	 way,	 the	 accusation	 had	 
the	 role	 of	 being	 an	 organization	 rather	 than	 to	 give	 the	 
real	 value	 to	 a	 creative	 work.	 	 I	 think	 if	 I	 as	 a	 creator	 of	 
a	 work	 had	 any	 implication	 and	 hidden	 intention	 to	 
reduce	 the	 value	 of	 the	 creative	 work,	 both	 a	 literary	 
and	 artistic	 one,	 according	 to	 the	 interpretation	 of	 the	 
organizations,	 the	 organizations	 are	 not	 in	 the	 position	 
to	 oversee	 the	 value	 of	 any	 creative	 work.	 	 They	 lack	 
sincerity	 for	 the	 creative	 work	 as	 they	 deal	 with	 a	 
creative	 work	 as	 an	 organization	 and	 for	 their	 own	 
image.”	 

As	 soon	 as	 she	 finished,	 the	 people	 in	 the	 gallery	 
noticed	 that	 the	 degree	 of	 dimness	 around	 her	 got	 
slightly	 lower	 whereas	 the	 bright	 radiation	 of	 the	 two	 
organizations	 on	 the	 stand	 got	 darker.	 	 An	 excited	 
sound	 rose	 for	 the	 defendant’s	 victory.	 	 And	 then	 the	 



church	 bell	 in	 her	 childhood	 rang	 loud	 signaling	 for	 the	 
second	 judgment	 issue.	 

“May	 the	 next	 round	 of	 accusations	 be	 presented.	 	 
Please	 introduce	 yourself	 first.”	 

The	 Left	 wing	 of	 the	 stand	 was	 empty	 of	 any	 visible	 
form	 as	 the	 dead	 in	 the	 mortuary	 came	 in	 spirit.	 	 There	 
appeared	 only	 a	 soft	 glow	 of	 light	 stacked	 up	 one	 over	 
the	 other.	 	 Quite	 a	 great	 number	 of	 them	 were	 there.	 

“We,	 the	 spirits	 of	 the	 mortuary,	 have	 no	 accusation	 
but	 we	 came	 to	 protest	 against	 the	 defendant’s	 plea	 for	 
ending	 her	 life.	 	 We	 used	 to	 listen	 to	 her	 reading	 from	 
some	 old	 literary	 excerpts.	 	 We	 don’t	 know	 what	 
absurdity	 she	 came	 up	 with.	 	 But	 her	 reading	 was	 able	 
to	 make	 our	 frozen	 bodies	 as	 well	 as	 our	 nearly	 frozen	 
thinking	 faculties	 become	 awake	 and	 able	 to	 talk	 and	 
argue	 with	 one	 another	 again.	 	 It	 awakened	 us	 
spiritually.	 	 People	 came	 to	 visit	 us	 once	 a	 year	 to	 
perform	 the	 same	 rituals	 as	 when	 we	 were	 still	 alive.	 	 
Once	 a	 year,	 they	 held	 special	 merit	 making	 ceremonies	 
for	 those	 who	 dedicated	 their	 bodies	 for	 medical	 
education	 practice.	 	 After	 dying,	 we	 participated	 as	 
merit	 receivers.	 	 It	 may	 be	 good	 in	 principle,	 a	 form	 of	 
paying	 gratitude,	 but	 the	 rituals	 didn’t	 do	 anything	 
special	 to	 us,	 to	 our	 questions	 or	 conversations…”	 	 The	 
good	 speaker	 spirit	 seemed	 embarrassed	 a	 little	 about	 
what	 it	 would	 say	 further.	 	 	 

“…If	 she	 died,	 there	 would	 be	 no	 one	 else	 to	 do	 as	 
she	 did	 in	 the	 mortuary	 to	 get	 us	 excited,	 no	 more.	 	 So,	 
our	 souls	 won’t	 be	 aroused	 to	 wake	 up,	 to	 feel	 and	 to	 
think.	 	 We	 would	 all	 be	 dried	 up	 and	 hardened	 
physically.	 	 Thus,	 by	 the	 majority	 vote	 of	 the	 spirits,	 we	 
disagree	 with	 the	 defendant’s	 request.	 	 We	 want	 her	 to	 
live	 on	 as	 she	 is.”	 	 Then	 the	 spirit	 representative	 
explained	 further.	 	 “That	 is	 not	 getting	 old	 or	 tired	 in	 



doing	 what	 she	 has	 been	 doing.	 	 If	 she	 got	 old,	 it	 would	 
be	 hard	 for	 her	 to	 walk	 around	 inhaling	 the	 
formaldehyde	 for	 many	 hours	 and	 read	 out	 louder	 when	 
we	 slipped	 out	 talking	 and	 making	 a	 loud	 noise.”	 

The	 chairperson	 of	 the	 judges’	 panel	 asked	 the	 
defendant	 to	 defend	 herself,	 but	 she	 just	 sat	 quietly	 with	 
no	 argument	 against	 the	 honest	 spirits.	 	 Suddenly,	 the	 
stand	 on	 the	 spirit	 side	 glowed.	 	 They	 surely	 received	 
some	 merit	 for	 their	 honesty.	 

At	 the	 furthest	 end	 of	 the	 spirit’s	 side	 was	 sitting	 
the	 woman	 Dharma	 searcher.	 	 And	 at	 the	 other	 end	 was	 
the	 garland	 selling	 girl	 in	 a	 red	 flower-pattern,	 the	 same	 
color	 as	 the	 nightdress	 the	 defendant	 put	 on	 the	 young	 
woman’s	 body	 causing	 the	 little	 girl	 to	 become	 stunned	 
before.	 	 The	 two	 didn’t	 know	 which	 wing	 to	 sit	 in	 since	 
they	 knew	 nobody.	 	 So,	 they	 decided	 to	 sit	 in	 the	 stand	 
for	 the	 spirits	 as	 they	 used	 to	 experience	 the	 situation	 in	 
the	 mortuary	 also.	 

The	 Dharma	 woman	 accused	 the	 defendant	 of	 
obstructing	 her	 from	 grasping	 at	 Dharma.”	 	 

“I	 went	 there	 in	 the	 late	 morning	 of	 a	 holiday	 to	 
realize	 the	 impermanence	 of	 the	 bodies.	 	 I	 spent	 quite	 
some	 time	 meditating	 but	 had	 to	 lose	 my	 place,	 the	 
letting	 go	 of	 things	 or	 detachment,	 a	 great	 degree	 of	 
what	 I	 had	 accumulated.	 	 Instead,	 I	 got	 excitement,	 
aroused	 like	 being	 drawn	 into	 the	 beauty	 of	 things	 in	 
such	 an	 inappropriate	 place.	 	 Instead	 of	 gaining	 the	 
ability	 to	 be	 detached,	 I	 was	 more	 aroused	 to	 
satisfaction.	 	 So,	 I	 want	 to	 accuse	 her	 and	 leave	 it	 up	 to	 
the	 jury	 to	 consider	 the	 penalty.”	 

A	 protest	 arose	 from	 the	 child.	 
“I	 was	 in	 the	 dressing	 up	 the	 body	 situation.	 	 On	 

that	 day,	 I	 had	 to	 deliver	 the	 flower	 garlands	 someone	 
had	 ordered	 from	 my	 mom	 to	 the	 mortuary.	 	 But	 I	 saw	 



this	 woman	 dressing	 up	 a	 corpse	 like	 when	 I	 played	 
with	 my	 doll.	 	 I	 enjoyed	 watching	 her	 doing	 that	 and	 I	 
didn’t	 find	 it	 bad	 at	 all.”	 	 The	 little	 girl	 said	 while	 
swinging	 her	 legs	 and	 sitting	 in	 the	 stand	 embarrassed	 
for	 having	 to	 give	 an	 opinion	 in	 such	 a	 formal	 place.	 	 “I	 
don’t	 think	 she’s	 done	 wrong,	 but	 I	 don’t	 know	 how	 you	 
are	 to	 judge	 this.”	 

The	 defendant	 was	 silent	 having	 no	 argument.	 	 She	 
felt	 the	 cold	 air	 in	 the	 judgment	 cone.	 	 And	 this	 could	 be	 
the	 first	 time	 she	 felt	 warm	 for	 having	 someone	 care	 
about	 her	 case,	 even	 people	 she	 met	 casually	 in	 the	 
mortuary.	 	 	 

Nobody	 could	 tell	 whether	 her	 dress	 changed	 its	 
shade	 due	 to	 the	 statements	 of	 the	 Dharma	 woman	 and	 
the	 girl	 in	 red.	 	 The	 girl’s	 dress	 seemed	 less	 bright	 due	 
to	 the	 dull	 air	 mass	 in	 the	 cone	 but	 the	 glowing	 here	 
and	 there	 of	 the	 spirits	 made	 the	 little	 girl’s	 red	 dress	 
brighten	 up	 occasionally.	 

There	 was	 also	 comments	 from	 a	 group	 of	 
respectable	 men	 on	 the	 stand	 opposite	 the	 spirit	 side.	 	 
They	 introduced	 themselves	 first	 of	 all.	 

“We	 came	 as	 a	 National	 Artist	 and	 Art	 Professor	 
group.”	 

The	 shifting	 sound	 came	 from	 all	 parties	 who	 
turned	 toward	 the	 stand	 of	 the	 group	 that	 had	 just	 
dramatically	 introduced	 themselves	 and	 indicated	 that	 
the	 defendant	 was	 important	 enough	 for	 a	 group	 of	 
National	 Artists	 and	 Art	 Professors	 to	 engage	 in	 her	 
trial.	 	 The	 group	 seemed	 to	 add	 significance	 to	 the	 
judgment	 and	 others	 involved	 to	 feel	 so	 elegant.	 	 
Looking	 closely	 they	 appeared	 like	 the	 mammoths	 in	 
the	 tale	 related	 by	 the	 psychotic	 people	 that	 came	 
breeding	 at	 the	 house	 steps.	 	 They	 looked	 plump,	 big	 
and	 clumsy.	 	 Some	 were	 bald	 but	 wore	 long	 hair	 around	 



the	 temples	 and	 the	 nape	 of	 the	 neck.	 	 Some	 of	 them	 
were	 thick	 in	 body	 with	 fluffy	 white	 hair	 down	 to	 the	 
shoulder	 length.	 	 Although	 their	 attire	 was	 not	 
handsome	 suits,	 it	 appeared	 to	 carry	 some	 intention	 to	 
be	 unusually	 simple	 style	 of	 an	 artist,	 not	 that	 of	 the	 
young	 generation.	 	 Their	 aura	 looked	 strange	 as	 it	 was	 
suspended	 instead	 of	 being	 attached	 to	 their	 bodies.	 	 
This	 could	 be	 because	 of	 the	 power	 of	 their	 position	 
more	 than	 the	 aura	 of	 their	 identity	 or	 their	 true	 self.	 	 
This	 was	 amazing	 since	 we	 all	 knew	 that	 their	 career	 as	 
an	 artist	 could	 make	 them	 glow	 by	 being	 themselves,	 
not	 by	 being	 somebody	 else	 or	 something	 else.	 

“We	 are	 here	 to	 clear	 away	 the	 frustration	 caused	 
by	 this	 lady	 whose	 absurdity	 and	 audacity	 as	 an	 art	 
worker	 made	 her	 bring	 in	 abnormalities	 to	 the	 art	 circle	 
and	 the	 sophisticated	 academic	 circle	 causing	 us	 as	 
judges	 and	 experts	 in	 assessment	 of	 art	 or	 academic	 
works	 of	 the	 art	 teachers	 of	 our	 country	 to	 have	 to	 
engage	 in	 the	 low	 and	 abhorrent	 game	 again	 and	 again.	 

“The	 judge	 and	 jury	 body	 may	 know	 that	 the	 value	 
of	 Thai	 art	 has	 often	 been	 attached	 to	 the	 nation,	 artistic	 
beauty,	 custom	 and	 tradition	 and	 it	 is	 hard	 to	 separate	 it	 
from	 tradition	 and	 beliefs.	 	 But	 when	 the	 defendant	 
brought	 some	 bizarreness	 to	 be	 part	 of	 the	 art	 
components	 in	 odd	 and	 weird	 ways,	 like	 filming	 dead	 
bodies	 in	 her	 video	 art,	 many	 years	 consecutively,	 
making	 a	 record	 of	 stories	 told	 by	 insane	 people,	 fake	 
pregnancy	 in	 a	 well-respected	 educational	 institute,	 
including	 stray	 dogs	 in	 a	 performance	 of	 a	 world	 art	 
expo,	 this	 is	 considered	 defying	 the	 domination,	 the	 
national	 art	 tradition.	 	 The	 problem	 is	 it	 makes	 us,	 the	 
National	 Artists	 and	 Honorary	 Professors	 have	 to	 
evaluate	 her	 work.	 	 We	 are	 not	 able	 to	 talk	 straight	 
about	 the	 challenge	 and	 defiance	 because	 it	 would	 



mean	 admitting	 that	 our	 art	 values	 and	 attitudes	 are	 
more	 clearly	 based	 on	 virtue	 or	 goodness,	 beauty,	 truth,	 
Thainess,	 conservative	 aesthetics.	 	 All	 of	 these	 are	 
considered	 holy	 and	 too	 precious	 to	 be	 discussed.	 	 That	 
is	 Thai	 art	 has	 been	 placed	 in	 the	 good	 path	 and	 there	 is	 
no	 need	 to	 talk	 about	 it.	 	 However,	 the	 defendant	 
aroused	 us	 compelling	 us	 to	 talk	 about	 it.”	 	 The	 rhetoric	 
speaking	 style	 of	 these	 noble	 people,	 powerful	 in	 the	 art	 
circle,	 was	 very	 subtly	 sharp.	 

“Thus,	 we	 have	 not	 much	 choice	 to	 provide	 reasons	 
for	 evaluating	 her	 work	 but	 to	 be	 cornered	 by	 the	 fact	 
that	 it	 conflicts	 in	 terms	 of	 ethics,	 morality	 and	 code	 of	 
conduct.	 

“We	 were	 surely	 suffering	 frustration	 having	 to	 
evaluate	 her	 work	 as	 an	 expert	 or	 panel	 of	 experts.	 	 If	 
we	 rated	 it	 to	 pass	 the	 criteria	 for	 the	 academic	 title	 she	 
applied	 for,	 for	 that	 absurd	 piece	 of	 work	 she	 
submitted,	 we	 would	 risk	 ourselves	 being	 on	 the	 absurd	 
throne	 with	 her.	 	 We	 would	 as	 well	 risk	 letting	 foreign	 
invaders	 into	 the	 art	 circle	 which	 would	 cause	 turmoil	 
and	 become	 uncontrollable	 in	 the	 future.	 	 It	 would	 be	 
difficult,	 risky,	 complicated	 for	 the	 quality	 and	 existence	 
of	 the	 other	 people	 in	 the	 Thai	 art	 circle,	 who	 don’t	 
want	 to	 allow	 psychosis	 or	 the	 trace	 of	 it	 into	 our	 circle	 
to	 the	 point	 of	 being	 unable	 to	 control	 it.	 

“Nevertheless,	 we	 cannot	 give	 reasons	 that	 will	 not	 
backfire	 on	 us	 or	 the	 circle	 in	 the	 contemporary	 time	 
and	 contexts.	 	 We	 have	 been	 bound	 by	 her	 to	 stand	 in	 
the	 circle	 of	 ethics	 and	 morality.	 	 	 
We	 are	 fed	 up	 with	 that,	 we	 are	 embarrassed	 to	 repeat	 
the	 words	 ethics	 and	 so	 on,	 to	 write	 them	 in	 these	 
evaluation	 documents	 for	 her	 works	 time	 and	 time	 
again.”	 



It	 seemed	 as	 if	 the	 problem	 of	 the	 powerful	 men	 in	 
the	 art	 circle	 in	 which	 the	 defendant	 has	 to	 stay	 all	 her	 
life	 was	 not	 being	 able	 to	 speak	 straightforward	 about	 
her	 being	 an	 alien	 and,	 of	 course,	 her	 works	 were	 alien	 
to	 them.	 	 They	 couldn’t	 admit	 that	 the	 space	 for	 art	 in	 
this	 country	 is	 too	 narrow	 and	 too	 high	 to	 accept	 any	 
strange	 and	 unfamiliar	 things.	 

It	 turned	 them	 into	 those	 who	 were	 under	 the	 
control	 of	 ethics	 and	 morality	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 peace	 and	 
smoothness	 in	 the	 Thai	 art	 circle	 even	 though	 they	 did	 
not	 want	 to	 mention	 those	 words	 and	 terms.	 	 Their	 
actions	 did	 not	 protect	 them	 from	 their	 status	 or	 their	 
art	 works	 but	 they	 had	 pursued	 a	 greater	 duty.	 That	 is	 to	 
safeguard	 the	 purity	 of	 the	 national	 art	 to	 keep	 it	 from	 
being	 disturbed	 by	 the	 defendant’s	 alien-ness	 and	 
alienation.	 

“We	 have	 suffered	 swallowing	 the	 bittersweet	 taste	 
of	 our	 role	 as	 ethical	 people.	 	 But	 we	 couldn’t	 avoid	 it	 
because	 we	 couldn’t	 give	 the	 real	 reasons.	 	 That	 is	 
actually,	 we	 also	 lose	 our	 dignity	 of	 an	 ‘artist’	 for	 having	 
to	 refer	 to	 the	 common	 words	 based	 on	 the	 social	 
standard	 in	 general,	 words	 like	 ethics	 and	 code	 of	 
conduct.”	 

The	 glowing	 light	 shined	 around	 the	 National	 Artist	 
and	 Art	 Professors	 station	 while	 the	 gray	 dress	 of	 the	 
woman	 defendant	 turned	 obviously	 dull.	 

“The	 defendant	 is	 the	 one	 who	 is	 selfish,	 holding	 
onto	 her	 bizarreness	 rather	 than	 onto	 the	 overall	 good	 
appearance	 of	 Thai	 art.”	 	 The	 spacious	 cone	 became	 
completely	 quiet	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 national	 level	 of	 
accusation	 ended.	 

“Will	 the	 defendant	 have	 any	 rebuttal	 for	 the	 
accusations?”	 	 The	 chairman	 of	 the	 panel	 of	 judges	 
asked.	 	 The	 thin	 dull	 looking	 figure	 remained	 quiet	 as	 if	 



having	 been	 turned	 into	 stone.	 	 It	 was	 hard	 to	 tell	 
whether	 she	 could	 feel	 or	 think	 of	 anything.	 	 Her	 silence	 
made	 the	 gray	 suit	 turn	 darker	 in	 the	 surrounding	 of	 the	 
cold	 stiff	 floor,	 dim	 light,	 all	 reflecting	 her	 being	 
completely	 defeated.	 

	 
We	 are	 the	 group	 of	 psychiatric	 patients,	 the	 female	 

patients	 from	 the	 National	 Psychiatric	 Hospital.”	 
The	 psychiatric	 group	 introduced	 themselves	 

awkwardly	 making	 several	 normal	 giggles	 followed	 by	 
some	 loud	 laughter.	 	 It	 might	 not	 be	 the	 reaction	 from	 
the	 group	 introduction	 but	 it	 was	 the	 same	 reaction	 
normal	 people	 had	 for	 the	 insane	 people	 for	 a	 long	 
time.	 	 They	 said,	 

	 “It	 was	 fun	 to	 sit	 and	 talk	 to	 the	 camera.”	 they	 
called	 the	 defendant	 an	 instructor	 or	 professor	 since	 the	 
defendant	 asked	 permission	 to	 work	 on	 her	 art	 as	 a	 data	 
collection	 being	 “like	 research”	 according	 to	 their	 
nurse.	 	 Although	 she	 didn’t	 quite	 understand	 about	 the	 
word	 research,	 the	 nurse	 was	 clever	 enough	 to	 avoid	 
the	 word	 artist	 because	 these	 people	 understood	 that	 
artists	 meant	 singers	 since	 when	 they	 were	 normal.	 	 
They	 mistook	 Lileya	 for	 a	 TV	 camera	 crew	 member.	 

“When	 the	 Thai	 PBS	 news	 team	 came	 with	 a	 camera	 
in	 the	 afternoon,	 we	 would	 usually	 wait	 for	 her	 in	 the	 
garden.”	 	 They	 still	 remembered	 the	 defendant	 with	 a	 
camera	 and	 the	 stand	 walking	 through	 the	 hospital	 
garden.	 	 “She	 would	 let	 us	 talk	 without	 asking	 
questions.	 	 We	 loved	 to	 be	 in	 front	 of	 the	 camera	 with	 
people	 sitting	 and	 listening	 to	 us	 for	 a	 long	 time.”	 

The	 angled	 stand	 was	 not	 really	 quiet.	 	 While	 the	 
representative	 of	 the	 psychiatric	 people	 stood,	 a	 person	 
would	 sing,	 another	 one	 cried	 and	 someone	 was	 telling	 
a	 story	 and	 giggling	 at	 her	 own	 story.	 	 Lileya	 listened	 to	 



them	 intently.	 	 The	 sound	 when	 she	 stepped	 into	 their	 
territory,	 the	 world	 that	 had	 never	 been	 exposed	 or	 told	 
to	 anyone,	 the	 secret	 world	 for	 the	 sound	 minded	 
people.	 

One	 of	 her	 classmates	 was	 sitting	 in	 another	 part	 of	 
the	 stand.	 	 It	 was	 Netra,	 her	 intimate	 friend	 whose	 
thoughts	 were	 so	 much	 like	 hers	 that	 their	 art	 looked	 so	 
identical,	 causing	 the	 instructors	 to	 mistake	 their	 names	 
Lileya	 and	 Netra	 and	 vice	 versa.	 	 Netra	 stood	 up	 and	 
made	 a	 clever	 remark	 that	 the	 decades	 of	 time	 elapse	 
caused	 the	 topic	 of	 their	 conversation	 about	 attending	 
the	 funeral	 of	 a	 former	 national	 artist	 from	 the	 north	 
raised	 by	 Netra	 became	 awkward	 to	 ‘almost	 become	 
unusual’	 Netra	 said,	 	 

“I	 didn’t	 mean	 anything	 when	 I	 told	 this	 to	 my	 
friend	 because	 we	 were	 talking	 about	 the	 funeral	 rites	 
of	 a	 more	 recent	 funeral	 of	 another	 national	 artist.	 	 But	 
Lileya	 asked,	 ‘Are	 you	 quite	 intimate	 with	 Thaloeng?’	 	 
Asking	 out	 of	 the	 blue	 like	 that,	 she	 seemed	 to	 make	 an	 
observation	 about	 something.”	 	 So,	 Netra	 didn’t	 suspect	 
anything	 and	 said	 she	 attended	 the	 funeral	 because	 the	 
guy	 gave	 her	 the	 vote	 for	 her	 work	 to	 win	 the	 contest.	 

“It	 was	 like…”	 she	 paused.	 	 “A	 memory	 about	 the	 
gratitude	 one	 owed	 to	 the	 deceased	 person	 who	 made	 
me	 win	 a	 prize	 during	 my	 university	 days	 became	 
unusual	 to	 the	 defendant,”	 Netra	 concluded.	 

Then	 the	 judge	 panel	 allowed	 the	 defendant	 to	 
defend	 herself	 and	 her	 explanation	 was,	 

“I	 think	 evaluation	 of	 a	 creative	 work	 is	 about	 
quality.	 	 It	 was	 alright	 for	 her	 to	 attend	 the	 funeral	 and	 
think	 about	 his	 kindness.	 	 But	 wouldn’t	 it	 be	 better	 if	 
she	 were	 aware	 that	 her	 art	 work	 had	 value	 by	 itself	 
because	 it	 was	 from	 her	 and	 not	 from	 someone’s	 



mercy?”	 	 Lileya	 was	 probably	 aware	 of	 her	 being	 too	 
serious	 so	 she	 toned	 down	 her	 words	 a	 little.	 

“I	 am	 sorry	 if	 I	 make	 you	 feel	 bad.	 	 But	 if	 you	 are	 
still	 in	 the	 role	 of	 an	 art	 worker,	 seeing	 value	 in	 your	 
work	 would	 help	 keep	 you	 from	 too	 much	 worrying	 
because	 others	 didn’t	 agree	 with	 you	 in	 everything.	 

“When	 you	 encounter	 karma	 in	 the	 cycle	 of	 an	 art	 
worker,	 ‘some	 shallow	 or	 plain	 karma’	 not	 the	 profound	 
kind.	 	 	 The	 sea	 of	 karma	 is	 real	 and	 we	 have	 to	 swim	 in	 
it	 endlessly.	 	 At	 least	 our	 own	 work	 would	 comfort	 us	 in	 
the	 time	 of…”	 	 She	 paused	 to	 think,	 “of…when	 an	 art	 
worker	 feels	 absolutely	 lonely.”	 

A	 spirit	 flashed	 in	 slowly	 in	 the	 same	 row	 as	 
Netra’s,	 the	 introduction	 came	 loud	 when	 the	 chairman	 
granted	 permission	 

Of	 course	 Lileya	 recognized	 the	 voice,	 its	 being	 
solemn,	 profound,	 soft	 and	 smooth.	 

“My	 name	 is	 Naphachai,”	 the	 spirit	 spoke	 softly.”	 	 I	 
was	 related	 to	 the	 defendant	 in	 my	 past	 life.”	 Naphachai	 
mumbled	 a	 little	 about	 the	 time,	 her	 past	 life	 is	 the	 
present	 life	 of	 Netra	 and	 Lileya.	 

“I	 mean…before	 I	 ended	 my	 life.	 	 I	 was	 a	 senior	 
classmate	 during	 the	 undergraduate	 and	 graduate	 
studies	 with	 the	 defendant.	 	 I	 advised	 her	 many	 times	 
about	 how	 to	 behave,	 to	 think	 and	 the	 drawing	 method	 
which	 she	 was	 very	 weak	 at.	 	 But	 I’ll	 tell	 you	 about	 what	 
she	 did	 to	 me	 in	 return…”	 	 It	 seemed	 like	 the	 judgment	 
game	 was	 getting	 more	 and	 more	 interesting	 when	 it	 
dealt	 with	 somebody’s	 or	 several	 people’s	 personal	 
account.	 

“While	 a	 woman	 became	 so	 vulnerable	 and	 needed	 
attention	 from	 a	 close	 friend,	 the	 defendant	 provided	 
assistance	 in	 the	 form	 of	 a	 daily	 tribute	 of	 humanity	 in	 
flesh	 and	 blood,	 youth,	 lust…yes…lust.”	 	 The	 accuser	 



paused	 a	 little	 with	 the	 last	 word	 as	 if	 to	 weigh	 the	 
thought	 before	 continuing.	 

	 “The	 defendant	 should	 be	 able	 to	 read	 the	 game	 
and	 knew	 well	 that	 in	 the	 vulnerability	 of	 a	 woman	 who	 
was	 betrayed,	 abandoned	 by	 her	 lover,	 it	 would	 be	 the	 
moment	 of	 an	 emotional	 clinging	 vine	 that	 was	 ready	 to	 
grasp,	 to	 hold	 on	 to	 someone	 near	 to	 her.	 

“Being	 a	 graduate	 student,	 the	 defendant	 wasn’t	 
stupid.	 	 She	 made	 decisions	 quietly.	 	 That	 was	 choosing	 
her	 art	 work	 rather	 than	 the	 relationship.	 	 Her	 sending	 
her	 lover,	 Tromchanai,	 to	 take	 care	 of	 her	 close	 friend	 
was	 something	 nobody	 would	 do.	 	 She	 must	 have	 
anticipated	 what	 would	 happen	 when	 I	 needed	 
someone.	 

“The	 defendant’s	 lover	 used	 to	 complain	 that	 she	 
cared	 for	 him	 less	 than	 for	 her	 medal	 in	 the	 art	 contest.	 	 
That	 confirmed	 her	 choice.	 

I	 accuse	 her	 of	 putting	 me	 in	 the	 trap	 of	 love	 and	 
lust.	 	 By	 allowing	 the	 chance	 for	 him	 to	 take	 me	 back	 
and	 forth	 daily,	 to	 provide	 consolation,	 to	 take	 care	 of	 
me,	 the	 defendant	 had	 transferred	 her	 unwanted	 lover	 
to	 me	 who	 was	 in	 a	 bad	 situation.	 	 The	 defendant	 was	 
like	 one	 who	 won	 the	 first	 prize	 lottery	 in	 the	 end.”	 

Lileya	 heard	 Naphachai’s	 metaphor.	 	 	 
The	 cone-shaped	 place	 was	 well	 designed.	 	 One	 

could	 even	 hear	 someone’s	 sigh.	 	 Naphachai’s	 manner	 
of	 speaking	 was	 the	 same	 as	 when	 she	 was	 alive.	 	 Lileya	 
could	 hear	 every	 word.	 	 She	 sat	 stiff	 in	 the	 cold	 desolate	 
air	 mass	 dispersing	 away	 in	 all	 directions	 in	 the	 vast	 
space	 to	 the	 upper	 rim	 of	 the	 cone,	 to	 the	 universe,	 to…	 
‘first	 prize’.	 

“My	 accusation	 against	 the	 defendant	 was	 that	 the	 
defendant	 sent	 to	 me	 the	 “unrefusability,”	 that	 was	 the	 
love	 and	 lust	 in	 a	 woman’s	 moment	 of	 loneliness.	 



“Her	 action	 put	 my	 life	 into	 the	 common	 path	 that	 
she	 herself	 chose	 to	 turn	 down.	 	 I	 became	 pregnant,	 
begot	 a	 child,	 married	 to	 the	 man	 she	 forced	 on	 me,	 was	 
wounded	 physically	 and	 mentally.	 	 My	 family	 fell	 into	 
the	 dirty	 pool	 of	 hatred	 between	 two	 people,	 a	 man-a	 
woman,	 being	 the	 accomplice	 of	 what	 society	 assumed	 
to	 be	 a	 betrayal	 of	 a	 friend,	 carrying	 the	 stigma	 or	 deep	 
sense	 of	 guilt,	 which	 led	 to	 my	 suicide.	 	 A	 mother	 had	 to	 
leave	 her	 daughter	 in	 the	 world	 because	 she	 was	 unable	 
to	 correct	 the	 mistakes.	 

	 “Before	 dying	 I	 gave	 my	 body	 to	 the	 hospital.	 	 	 
That’s	 how	 I	 got	 to	 witness	 the	 defendant	 doing	 the	 
performance	 on	 the	 dead	 bodies	 in	 the	 mortuary	 and	 
was	 able	 to	 vaguely	 grasp	 that	 the	 defendant	 wanted	 to	 
out-do	 me	 about	 drawing	 that	 she	 was	 not	 able	 to	 do	 
and	 she	 used	 a	 tricky	 conceptual	 art	 as	 the	 means	 to	 do	 
so.”	 

The	 sounds	 of	 agreement	 came	 from	 the	 male	 
professors	 and	 the	 national	 artists	 who	 had	 often	 been	 
put	 in	 a	 procession	 to	 show	 off	 their	 skills	 around	 some	 
art	 institutions	 in	 the	 country	 according	 to	 the	 policy	 of	 
the	 Ministry	 of	 Culvert/Culprit	 (as	 opposed	 to	 Culture)	 
(Wattanatham	 vs	 Wattanakam	 or	 advocate	 of	 culture	 vs	 
advocate	 of	 karma).	 	 They	 just	 realized	 that	 absurd	 art	 
was	 derived	 from	 a	 lack	 of	 drawing	 skills.	 

Naphachai	 ended	 her	 accusation.	 
“The	 defendant	 did	 everything	 for	 her	 benefit	 as	 an	 

artist.	 	 She	 deserted	 and	 transferred	 her	 lover	 whose	 
love	 was	 unworthy	 to	 her	 good	 friend	 and	 pass	 on	 her	 
love	 and	 lust	 karma	 to	 the	 friend,	 to	 get	 it	 out	 of	 her	 
way	 and	 the	 family	 condition	 that	 she	 chose	 to	 abandon.	 	 
Moreover,	 she	 also	 tried	 to	 outdo	 others	 in	 terms	 of	 
skills.	 	 She	 made	 use	 of	 the	 trick	 of	 possibility	 in	 art	 to	 
work	 on	 the	 pieces	 that	 I	 have	 heard	 of	 being	 displayed	 



in	 several	 international	 events.	 	 She	 sold	 them,	 too,	 she	 
sells	 corpses	 for	 a	 living.”	 	 Exclamations	 came	 
corresponding	 to	 the	 expressions	 used	 by	 another	 
woman	 art	 worker,	 Lileya’s	 close	 friend	 in	 the	 past.	 

“I	 ask	 that	 the	 defendant	 be	 punished.	 	 If	 she	 asks	 
for	 death,	 make	 her	 stay	 alive.	 	 If	 she	 asks	 for	 life,	 make	 
her	 dead.”	 	 Naphachai	 ended	 like	 a	 curse.	 

“Lastly	 and	 most	 importantly,	 if	 I	 were	 successful	 in	 
committing	 suicide,	 I	 wouldn’t	 want	 anyone	 to	 imitate	 
me	 and	 be	 as	 equally	 successful	 as	 I	 was.”	 

The	 last	 sentence	 of	 her	 former	 close	 friend	 startled	 
Lileya.	 

She	 didn’t	 really	 know	 how	 the	 couple	 who	 used	 to	 
make	 her	 cry	 so	 hard	 ended	 their	 lives	 eventually.	 	 
Naphachai	 was	 correct	 in	 saying	 that	 she	 chose	 to	 work	 
because	 she	 never	 paid	 attention	 to	 anyone’s	 love	 or	 sex	 
story	 ever	 since.	 	 She	 didn’t	 even	 know	 that	 her	 close	 
friend	 had	 killed	 herself.	 	 	 

She	 chose	 not	 to	 respond	 to	 those	 accusations.	 
Next	 was	 a	 group	 of	 5	 psychiatrists	 and	 a	 nurse	 who	 

served	 as	 the	 witness	 about	 her	 visiting	 the	 doctors.	 	 
This	 made	 the	 row	 look	 very	 full.	 

The	 representative	 of	 the	 psychiatrists	 stood	 up	 and	 
told	 about	 the	 defendant’s	 coming	 to	 see	 all	 five	 of	 them	 
in	 the	 same	 year	 for	 as	 long	 as	 two	 years	 with	 the	 story	 
that	 made	 them	 ‘worried’	 about	 the	 attempts	 at	 killing	 
herself.	 

	 “The	 defendant	 was	 always	 punctual.	 	 She	 received	 
the	 prescribed	 medicine	 each	 time.	 	 Sometimes,	 the	 
symptoms	 became	 better,	 sometimes	 worse.	 	 We	 
explained	 to	 her	 that	 the	 symptoms	 would	 be	 up	 and	 
down,	 6	 months	 better	 and	 6	 months	 worse,	 and	 asked	 
her	 to	 take	 the	 medicine	 regularly	 and	 not	 quit	 taking	 
them.	 



“Finally,	 after	 we	 trusted	 her,	 she	 applied	 for	 an	 
English	 certificate	 of	 her	 psychosis	 with	 the	 name	 of	 the	 
clinic	 and	 the	 doctor’s	 signature	 so	 that	 she	 could	 
present	 it	 to	 receive	 further	 treatment	 abroad.	 	 She	 
received	 the	 certificate	 of	 the	 worrying	 level	 of	 
depression	 that	 she	 could	 end	 her	 life,	 from	 each	 of	 us,	 
5	 certificates	 altogether,	 and	 she	 disappeared	 after	 
that.”	 

It	 looked	 as	 if	 all	 the	 lives	 in	 the	 large	 cone	 
remained	 still	 listening	 to	 the	 psychiatrists’	 accusation,	 
being	 unable	 to	 guess	 what	 happened	 and	 why	 those	 
doctors	 accused	 the	 patient	 who	 made	 an	 effort	 to	 see	 
them	 like	 a	 good	 student.	 

“Not	 long	 after	 she	 disappeared,	 we	 were	 contacted	 
by	 the	 organization	 named	 ‘Dignitas	 Organization’	 in	 
Switzerland	 informing	 us	 that	 the	 defendant	 had	 
presented	 the	 certificates	 of	 her	 psychosis	 to	 the	 
organization	 with	 our	 endorsement.”	 	 Exclamations	 
were	 as	 loud	 as	 before.	 	 The	 spirit	 group	 themselves	 
became	 excited	 with	 the	 plot	 about	 the	 psychiatrists	 and	 
were	 unable	 to	 guess	 why	 she	 transferred	 to	 be	 treated	 
oversees.	 

“She	 filed	 a	 request	 for	 suicide	 to	 the	 Swiss	 
organization	 using	 our	 certificates	 to	 prove	 her	 
psychosis	 at	 a	 coma	 level.”	 

Some	 of	 the	 spirits	 cried	 softly	 being	 impressed	 
with	 this	 part	 of	 the	 judgment	 game.	 

The	 defendant’s	 dress	 turned	 a	 darker	 color	 while	 
those	 of	 the	 psychiatrists	 glowed	 brightly	 throughout	 
the	 row,	 as	 brightly	 as	 the	 glowing	 of	 the	 National	 
Artists	 and	 Art	 Professors	 group	 did	 earlier.	 

A	 few	 curators	 from	 Asia,	 Singapore,	 Japan	 and	 
Korea	 came	 to	 support	 Lileya’	 request	 for	 death.	 	 They	 
said	 they	 invested	 a	 great	 deal	 with	 her	 because	 they	 



believed	 in	 her	 creativity,	 especially	 the	 one	 with	 the	 
peasant	 farmers	 sitting	 around	 criticizing	 the	 
masterpieces	 of	 some	 European	 artists	 in	 the	 past.	 	 The	 
one	 entitled	 “Two	 Planets.”	 	 	 But	 when	 Lileya	 received	 
funds,	 the	 national	 artists	 strained	 their	 ears	 real	 hard	 
because	 they	 mostly	 received	 funds	 from	 the	 Ministry	 of	 
Culprits,	 and	 hardly	 any	 from	 overseas.	 

	 “We	 expected	 a	 grand	 project.	 	 As	 an	 artist	 she	 
wrote	 quite	 a	 good	 project	 proposal,	 but	 we	 ended	 up	 
receiving	 a	 narrative	 work,	 describing,	 telling	 stories,”	 
he	 explained	 further	 to	 the	 judges’	 panel.	 

“The	 western	 parts	 where	 the	 defendant	 went	 and	 
insulted	 them	 with	 ‘Two	 Planets’	 rather	 looked	 down	 
upon	 narrative	 works.	 	 They	 said	 it	 was	 not	 artistic	 
enough.	 	 It	 was	 tasteless.	 	 So	 we	 didn’t	 see	 the	 value	 in	 
her	 to	 do	 any	 more	 creative	 work.	 	 We	 would	 like	 to	 
make	 Asian	 work	 to	 be	 universal,	 we	 need	 to	 listen	 to	 
the	 likes	 and	 dislikes	 and	 value	 given	 by	 the	 western	 
counterparts	 also.	 	 As	 they	 said	 descriptive	 work	 is	 no	 
good,	 it’s	 not	 good	 at	 all.	 	 They	 would	 look	 down	 on	 
us.”	 

The	 Asian	 curators	 looked	 confident	 in	 the	 western	 
taste	 and	 the	 National	 Artists	 also	 nodded	 their	 heads	 in	 
agreement	 from	 where	 they	 sat.	 

One	 forgets	 that	 the	 Asian	 curators	 tried	 to	 step	 
over	 the	 inferiority	 of	 the	 Thai-Asian	 art	 to	 go	 
international	 whereas	 they	 (Thai	 national	 artists)	 tried	 
to	 keep	 art	 within	 the	 boundary	 of	 contemporary	 Thai.	 

The	 color	 of	 the	 defendant’s	 dress	 turned	 as	 dark	 as	 
it	 could	 be.	 	 This	 holy	 place	 advocated	 international	 
standards	 pretty	 much.	 	 Thus	 admiration	 and/or	 
criticism	 from	 the	 outsider	 was	 also	 given	 some	 weight.	 

Although	 Lileya	 accused	 herself	 that	 she	 didn’t	 
deserve	 to	 exist	 and	 requested	 for	 the	 sentence	 to	 let	 



her	 ‘abandon	 life	 and	 face	 death,’	 the	 dark	 weight	 of	 
color	 on	 her	 and	 around	 her	 could	 be	 a	 good	 sign	 for	 
her	 expectation.	 

However,	 another	 group	 in	 the	 judgment	 had	 yet	 to	 
be	 engaged	 before	 the	 final…end	 came.	 

This	 last	 group	 on	 the	 highest	 rows	 of	 the	 stand	 of	 
the	 giant	 cone	 appeared	 very	 strange.	 	 They	 were	 not	 
human,	 they	 were	 smaller	 than	 humans,	 rather	 short	 
and	 plump.	 	 Some	 were	 slender,	 some	 flat,	 some	 
appeared	 like	 an	 entangled	 woolen	 ball.	 	 They	 were	 
bestial	 spirits.	 	 They	 were	 unable	 to	 change	 or	 
transform	 as	 they	 were	 low	 class	 animals,	 lower	 than	 
their	 perfect	 humans.	 	 Yet,	 they	 were	 able	 to	 maintain	 
their	 original	 forms	 as	 when	 they	 were	 alive.	 	 They	 were	 
in	 the	 half,	 semi-form.	 

The	 chairman	 of	 the	 judges	 invited	 the	 last	 group	 to	 
speak.	 	 But	 they	 had	 no	 representative.	 	 They	 were	 quiet	 
as	 if	 they	 couldn’t	 understand.	 	 None	 stirred	 even	 a	 
little.	 	 It	 appeared	 that	 all	 of	 the	 spirits	 in	 visible	 forms	 
were	 focusing	 on	 just	 one	 body	 on	 the	 far	 and	 deeper	 
part	 of	 the	 terrace.	 	 They	 fixed	 their	 eyes	 in	 one	 place,	 
their	 body	 was	 straight	 and	 stiff.	 	 Sometimes	 they	 
moved	 their	 front	 legs	 quickly	 in	 excitement	 like	 being	 
in	 an	 examination	 place	 or	 being	 spellbound	 in	 a	 sacred	 
ritual.	 	 Silence	 brought	 surprise	 to	 the	 defendant.	 

Lileya	 looked	 up,	 strained	 her	 eyes	 to	 look	 at	 the	 
different	 sizes	 of	 bodies	 in	 a	 row	 on	 the	 stand,	 fat,	 thin,	 
slender,	 round,	 fluffy,	 smooth	 and	 bare.	 	 Suddenly	 she	 
realized	 who	 they	 were.	 

“At	 the	 head	 of	 the	 line	 was	 Chao	 Nuea	 and	 then	 
Namtan.”	 

She	 moved	 and	 stretched	 excitedly	 while	 looking	 
out.	 	 A	 soft	 cry	 came	 from	 the	 row	 in	 response	 to	 
Lileya’s	 move.	 	 One	 began	 and	 others	 followed.	 	 The	 



howling	 echoed	 throughout	 the	 vast	 cone.	 	 It	 formed	 no	 
language.	 	 The	 uncontrolled	 missing	 or	 feelings	 of	 the	 
beasts	 made	 the	 human	 appear	 confused	 about	 how	 
such	 a	 respectable	 place	 would	 have	 this	 situation	 
happen.	 	 The	 beasts	 sat	 in	 a	 row	 just	 like	 mankind.	 	 The	 
defendant	 got	 up,	 the	 beasts	 came	 in	 a	 row	 wagging	 
their	 tails	 and	 making	 whimpering	 noises.	 	 Some	 
wagged	 their	 tails	 so	 quickly	 that	 they	 almost	 fell	 from	 
their	 seat	 and	 rushed	 out	 of	 the	 row.	 

A	 loud	 voice	 called	 out.	 
“Chao	 Nuea,	 Namtan.	 Lio,	 Chamoi,	 Makrut,	 Long,	 

Suea,	 Masi,	 Mommaem,	 Khaidao,	 Rambo,	 Tawan,	 Suea	 
Noi,	 Boobu,	 Wow!”	 she	 exclaimed	 joyfully,	 forgetting	 
that	 she	 was	 in	 a	 solemn	 ritual	 game.	 

“You	 all	 have	 come,	 children.”	 
Lileya	 heard	 herself	 call	 the	 dogs	 in	 the	 order	 on	 

the	 row.	 	 After	 straining	 her	 eyes	 to	 look	 carefully,	 she	 
became	 disheartened,	 realizing	 a	 character	 from	 her	 
previous	 years	 was	 missing.	 

“Bonny	 isn’t	 here”	 
She	 heard	 herself	 call	 for	 a	 dog	 from	 her	 childhood,	 

her	 companion	 in	 the	 elementary	 school	 on	 the	 
highland	 when	 she	 had	 no	 one,	 who	 is	 now	 missing.	 

The	 time	 from	 her	 childhood	 and	 the	 more	 recent	 
time	 must	 be	 very	 long.	 	 So,	 the	 dogs	 in	 the	 later	 years	 
were	 crippled,	 old,	 ill,	 abandoned	 or	 chased	 away.	 	 She	 
adopted	 them,	 picked	 them	 up	 from	 here	 and	 there	 in	 
her	 adulthood.	 	 In	 the	 desolation	 of	 the	 situation	 she	 
felt	 like	 hugging	 all	 of	 them	 that	 came	 to	 encourage	 her.	 	 
She	 wanted	 to	 hold	 them	 tight	 like	 before.	 	 They	 were	 
all	 dead,	 but	 they	 made	 the	 effort	 to	 come,	 being	 
partially	 handicapped.	 	 Lileya	 was	 on	 the	 verge	 of	 
crying.	 

“Thank	 you.	 	 Thank	 all	 of	 you,”	 



She	 said	 softly,	 her	 tears	 dropping.	 	 She	 sobbed	 out	 
loud	 without	 being	 embarrassed	 in	 front	 of	 whoever	 
was	 present	 there,	 people,	 groups	 of	 people,	 foreign-
Thai	 noble	 people,	 the	 spirits,	 her	 classmates	 who	 said	 
she	 had	 changed	 a	 lot.	 	 The	 little	 child	 who	 crossed	 the	 
first	 road,	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 river	 she	 had	 seen	 all	 
her	 life.	 	 Her	 journey	 with	 her	 back	 against	 the	 sun	 to	 
encounter	 carelessness.	 	 The	 time	 when	 she	 had	 a	 dog	 
and	 a	 parrot	 and	 the	 dragon-shaped	 smoke	 from	 the	 
crematorium	 chimney	 as	 friends.	 	 The	 time	 when	 she	 
learned	 about	 art	 and	 the	 joy	 of	 learning	 in	 distant	 
places,	 far	 away	 from	 the	 Eastern	 side.	 	 The	 time	 when	 
she	 returned	 to	 bury	 the	 old	 pieces	 of	 her	 art	 works	 
under	 the	 cultural	 influence	 that	 gave	 her	 no	 choice.	 	 
Now	 she	 came	 to	 die	 unheroically	 in	 a	 so	 called	 
‘shallow	 water’	 situation	 being	 weak	 toward	 her	 doggy	 
kids.	 

The	 longing	 and	 yearning	 rose	 up	 to	 her	 chest	 and	 
became	 stuck	 there.	 	 She	 felt	 stuffed	 with	 pain	 in	 her	 
chest	 up	 to	 her	 stopped	 up	 throat	 unable	 to	 breathe.	 	 
She	 quickly	 shifted	 herself,	 hearing	 some	 distant	 call.	 	 It	 
came	 closer	 and	 closer,	 louder	 and	 louder.	 

“Miss,	 miss,	 you,	 you.”	 	 Then	 someone	 said,	 “the	 
patient	 is	 moving.”	 

The	 light	 glowed	 in	 the	 row	 of	 spirit	 dogs.	 	 Those	 
dogs	 Lileya	 used	 to	 look	 after.	 	 Lileya’s	 gray	 dress	 
turned	 bright	 white	 for	 the	 first	 time	 after	 the	 judgment	 
process	 began.	 

The	 defendant’s	 self-accusation	 and	 the	 request	 to	 
die	 were	 disregarded.	 	 	 But	 the	 alleged	 offences	 
presented	 by	 various	 groups	 had	 not	 yet	 been	 
compensated	 for	 or	 nor	 was	 compensation	 granted	 to	 
the	 accusers	 present.	 



“She’s	 coming	 around,”	 someone	 in	 a	 white	 dress	 
in	 a	 white	 room	 got	 up	 to	 look	 at	 her	 after	 she	 had	 
moved.	 

Lileya	 raised	 her	 eyes	 to	 look	 at	 the	 side	 part	 of	 her	 
body	 lying	 on	 the	 bed	 and	 saw	 the	 tip	 of	 the	 IV	 bottle	 
and	 the	 dripping.	 	 Her	 eyes	 followed	 the	 tube.	 

“The	 hand	 is	 getting	 warm	 now.	 	 It	 was	 cold	 and	 
green	 a	 while	 ago,”	 the	 nurse	 touched	 her	 hand	 gently.	 	 
The	 heart/vital	 signs	 monitor	 made	 a	 constant	 beeping	 
sound.	 	 	 

“Not	 dead,	 Sister	 Ya,	 you’re	 not	 dead.”	 	 It	 was	 the	 
voice	 of	 her	 sister	 when	 she	 was	 calling	 her	 on	 the	 
phone	 to	 find	 out	 about	 matters	 that	 made	 her	 
understand	 about	 tranquilizers.	 

“Sleeping	 pills	 like	 Lorazipam	 won’t	 make	 you	 die,	 
no,	 they	 won’t	 make	 you	 die.”	 	 Her	 sister	 –	 it	 was	 Mon’s	 
voice	 -	 who	 was	 a	 nurse	 told	 her	 after	 hearing	 the	 name	 
of	 the	 pills	 her	 older	 sister	 had	 accumulated	 during	 her	 
two-year	 visiting	 psychiatrists.	 

“The	 person	 who	 brought	 you	 here	 said	 she	 was	 a	 
housemaid.”	 	 The	 nurse	 related	 the	 previous	 situation	 
to	 her.	 	 Another	 nursed	 opened	 the	 door	 and	 came	 in	 
after	 hearing	 the	 bell	 to	 see	 what	 kind	 of	 tonic	 to	 give	 
her.	 	 “Get	 the	 doctor.	 	 The	 patient	 is	 conscious	 now.”	 

Lileya	 closed	 her	 eyes	 again.	 	 	 The	 words	 of	 the	 
judgment	 rang	 out	 all	 over	 the	 strange	 cone.	 	 The	 final	 
judgment	 would	 remain	 in	 her	 memory	 for	 a	 long	 time	 
to	 come.	 

“Let	 her	 live	 in	 a	 living	 death.”	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 8	 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 BESTIAL	 TIME	 
	 

The	 story	 could	 probably	 be	 found	 in	 some	 old	 
records	 from	 when	 the	 woman	 wrote	 for	 newspapers	 
and	 weekly	 magazines,	 and	 holiday	 issues	 which	 
nowadays	 hardly	 exist,	 about	 her	 stepping	 into	 the	 
bestial	 world	 (as	 if	 being	 under	 the	 spell	 of	 black	 
magic).	 

A	 journal	 about	 the	 beautiful	 but	 painful	 world	 of	 a	 
woman	 with	 some	 animals	 happened	 before	 and	 during	 
the	 collapse	 of	 printed	 material	 and	 the	 printing	 
business.	 	 At	 a	 time	 when	 people	 hardly	 pick	 up	 a	 book	 
to	 read	 any	 more.	 During	 the	 changing	 times	 that	 would	 
not	 only	 bring	 the	 same	 old	 world	 to	 instability	 or	 even	 
to	 a	 halt,	 which	 might	 lead	 to	 its	 being	 rootless	 or	 being	 
uprooted.	 	 Finally,	 she	 decided	 to	 work	 on	 a	 project	 that	 
went	 against	 the	 time	 when	 communication	 by	 way	 of	 
the	 pages	 of	 a	 book	 was	 replaced	 by	 communication	 by	 
the	 digital	 way	 through	 a	 thin	 rectangular	 bright	 
monitor	 in	 one’s	 hand	 that	 was	 very	 contemporary.	 	 It	 
represented	 a	 shift	 from	 the	 tedious,	 lengthy	 written	 
language	 to	 something	 that	 was	 short,	 and	 simple	 via	 
spelling	 of	 cropped	 words.	 	 This	 was	 opposed	 to	 the	 
reality	 of	 the	 decline	 in	 the	 number	 of	 books	 and	 
alienation	 from	 the	 profound	 sensations	 of	 language.	 	 
She	 decided	 to	 return	 to	 the	 past	 in	 the	 same	 way	 that	 
the	 past	 had	 tried	 to	 grab	 hold	 of	 her.	 	 She	 didn’t	 want	 
to	 rescue	 a	 disappearing	 world	 but	 to	 go	 after	 her	 own	 
personal	 desires	 and	 pleasures.	 	 She	 liked	 to	 walk	 
against	 the	 wind	 and	 the	 river,	 to	 feel	 a	 great	 burden	 
rather	 than	 any	 lightness.	 	 

Rather,	 she	 undertook	 to	 return	 to	 the	 abandoned	 
things	 that	 were	 slowly	 fading	 away	 from	 daily	 life;	 she	 



returned	 to	 the	 slow	 quiet	 world	 of	 seclusion	 to	 
gradually	 knit	 and	 weave	 things	 together	 using	 the	 tiny	 
alphabetic	 markings	 line	 by	 line,	 paragraph	 by	 
paragraph	 until	 it	 all	 came	 alive,	 page	 by	 page,	 and	 
turned	 into	 a	 book.	 	 The	 project	 entitled:	 “An	 Artist	 
Trying	 to	 Return	 to	 Being	 a	 Writer”	 in	 her	 later	 years	 
still	 had	 space	 available	 for	 the	 innocent	 species,	 a	 
species	 that	 was	 full	 of	 a	 loyalty	 that	 never	 bit	 you.	 	 It	 
could	 be	 called	 a	 bestial	 time,	 a	 time	 filled	 with	 love	 of	 a	 
woman	 for	 four-legged	 animals.	 	 This	 period	 had	 begun	 
almost	 ten	 years	 before	 the	 judgment	 for	 an	 equal	 
chance	 of	 living	 and	 dying	 had	 been	 made.	 

The	 condition	 of	 a	 living	 death	 used	 to	 be	 nurtured	 
and	 comforted,	 sustained	 and	 prevented	 from	 getting	 
worse.	 	 It	 was	 a	 long	 period	 of	 suffering,	 being	 
suspended	 with	 no	 way	 out,	 being	 comforted	 by	 doing	 
art	 work	 and	 writing.	 	 These	 two	 activities	 included	 
another	 kind	 of	 comfort:	 “creative	 work.”	 	 This	 was	 not	 
a	 heavenly	 word	 but	 a	 “bestial	 relationship.”	 	 It	 was	 not	 
fashionable	 love,	 but	 a	 means	 of	 release,	 to	 eliminate	 
the	 indifference	 that	 men	 had	 accumulated	 excessively.	 

In	 one’s	 life,	 there	 could	 be	 some	 moment	 where	 
the	 possessor	 of	 the	 life	 could	 not	 fit	 himself	 into	 the	 
connecting	 parts	 in	 life.	 

This	 happened	 to	 the	 woman.	 	 It	 was	 when	 she	 and	 
the	 thin	 black	 stray	 dog	 with	 the	 steel	 supported	 leg	 
went	 across	 the	 ocean	 to	 one	 of	 the	 World	 Art	 Expo	 in	 
Germany.	 	 They	 stayed	 in	 a	 garden	 near	 the	 woods	 for	 
over	 a	 month.	 	 With	 just	 a	 few	 steps	 in	 the	 shade	 of	 a	 
tree,	 they	 encountered	 contemporary	 art	 works	 from	 
around	 the	 world	 since	 the	 cottage	 they	 were	 staying	 in	 
was	 on	 the	 grounds	 of	 the	 exhibition	 site.	 	 They	 were	 
able	 to	 enjoy	 the	 displays	 all	 morning	 and	 evening.	 	 
They	 could	 rest	 at	 noontime	 and	 go	 out	 for	 a	 walk	 in	 the	 



tall	 flowering	 grass	 field	 where	 there	 were	 perfectly	 
formed	 blooms.	 

	 	 The	 woman	 led	 the	 dog,	 the	 dog	 peed,	 she	 pulled	 
the	 dog,	 the	 dog	 pooped,	 they	 had	 each	 other	 in	 the	 
boundless	 barren	 life	 away	 from	 home	 but	 was	 
overwhelmed	 with	 art.	 

On	 the	 day	 they	 got	 back,	 loneliness	 seized	 her	 
consciousness	 being	 aware	 that	 she	 had	 returned	 to	 the	 
same	 old	 place,	 wandering	 on	 the	 road	 named	 
“ordinary	 life.”	 	 The	 woman	 grew	 restless	 thirsting	 for	 
the	 blissful	 taste	 of	 the	 fantastic,	 dream-like	 art,	 she	 
drove	 around	 by	 herself	 until	 sunset.	 	 Suddenly	 she	 saw	 
a	 thin	 puppy	 by	 the	 roadside.	 	 She	 quickly	 backed	 her	 
car	 up	 and	 poured	 out	 some	 chicken	 snack	 she	 had	 in	 
the	 car	 for	 it	 to	 eat.	 	 But	 before	 she	 pulled	 back	 onto	 the	 
road,	 she	 spotted	 a	 bright	 yellow	 robe	 under	 a	 dimming	 
green	 tree	 by	 the	 road.	 	 It	 was	 a	 monk	 sitting	 on	 a	 tree	 
log	 next	 to	 a	 popular	 breed	 of	 dog,	 a	 French	 bulldog	 
was	 leaning	 against	 the	 monk’s	 legs.	 	 And	 there	 was	 a	 
bigger	 one,	 a	 Labrador	 with	 a	 coat	 of	 smooth	 long	 black	 
fur	 sitting	 so	 tired	 that	 it	 seemed	 as	 if	 it	 were	 smiling.	 	 
Three	 living	 creatures	 sitting	 next	 to	 one	 another	 
hopelessly	 by	 the	 road.	 	 One	 of	 the	 passing	 vehicles	 was	 
a	 local	 yellow	 minibus	 with	 passengers	 standing	 and	 
hanging	 out	 at	 the	 rear	 step	 like	 melting	 ice	 cream.	 	 It	 
was	 so	 overloaded	 that	 the	 vehicle	 tilted	 so	 low	 on	 one	 
side	 that	 it	 almost	 touched	 the	 road	 surface.	 	 She	 quietly	 
backed	 her	 car	 up	 for	 the	 second	 time.	 	 If	 she	 couldn’t	 
go	 forward	 again	 to	 the	 connecting	 point	 between	 the	 
world	 of	 art	 and	 the	 real	 world,	 she	 had	 better	 back	 up	 
to	 regain	 some	 stability.	 	 The	 car	 stopped	 right	 in	 front	 
of	 the	 monk	 and	 the	 two	 dogs.	 	 Lileya	 stepped	 out	 to	 
inquire	 of	 the	 monk	 who	 held	 in	 his	 hand	 a	 cane	 and	 a	 
water	 bottle	 along	 with	 a	 shoulder	 bag.	 



“Where	 are	 you	 going,	 why	 are	 you	 sitting	 by	 the	 
road	 here?”	 

The	 dog	 remained	 quiet	 while	 the	 monk	 replied,	 
“I’m	 going	 to	 a	 cemetery	 in	 Mae	 Rim.”	 
“Please	 get	 into	 the	 car.”	 	 The	 woman	 opened	 the	 

back	 car	 door	 for	 the	 monk	 to	 get	 in.	 	 She	 opened	 the	 
truck	 to	 put	 his	 cane	 in	 while	 the	 dogs	 stood	 there.	 

“The	 dogs	 won’t	 get	 in	 unless	 I	 get	 in	 first.”	 	 The	 
monk	 slowly	 got	 in	 with	 some	 difficulty	 stemming	 from	 
knee	 problems	 and	 then	 the	 black	 Labrador	 jumped	 in	 
and	 stood	 in	 the	 middle	 next	 to	 the	 monk.	 	 There	 was	 
one	 place	 left.	 	 The	 fat	 French	 bulldog	 tried	 to	 jump	 in	 
but	 fell	 back	 twice	 onto	 the	 ground	 by	 the	 road.	 	 She	 
asked	 the	 monk,	 “Does	 it	 bite?”	 	 “No,	 never.”	 	 She	 lifted	 
the	 French	 bulldog	 and	 placed	 it	 on	 the	 seat,	 as	 dust	 
and	 dirt	 fell	 all	 over	 the	 black	 leather	 seat.	 	 The	 monk	 
asked	 out	 of	 consideration,	 “Why	 don’t	 you	 put	 a	 piece	 
of	 cloth	 under	 it?”	 

The	 rest	 of	 the	 conversation	 sounded	 like	 the	 dull	 
title	 of	 fiction	 about	 the	 evils	 of	 mankind.	 	 The	 monk	 
had	 had	 an	 accident	 falling	 while	 painting	 a	 chapel	 at	 a	 
temple	 where	 he	 used	 to	 stay.	 	 After	 lodging	 in	 a	 few	 
other	 temples,	 he	 decided	 to	 be	 a	 wandering	 monk	 to	 
get	 away	 from	 the	 strange	 flavor	 and	 practices	 of	 some	 
temples.	 	 He	 continued	 going	 to	 crematoriums	 and	 
cemeteries.	 	 At	 first,	 the	 woman	 thought	 she	 had	 
misheard	 him	 say	 that	 he	 was	 going	 to	 a	 ‘cemetery	 in	 
Mae	 Rim.’	 	 The	 monk	 and	 the	 dogs	 actually	 stayed	 in	 
front	 of	 a	 rundown	 crematorium	 that	 was	 no	 longer	 
used.	 It	 was	 in	 the	 woods	 not	 far	 from	 the	 housing	 
estate	 where	 she	 lived.	 

“This	 morning	 a	 lay	 person	 had	 hired	 a	 truck	 to	 
take	 me	 to	 a	 temple	 in	 town	 to	 find	 a	 place	 to	 stay.	 	 But	 
on	 the	 way	 back	 the	 driver	 said	 that	 it	 was	 taking	 too	 



long	 so	 he	 dumped	 me	 and	 the	 dogs	 off	 by	 the	 roadside.	 	 
The	 monk	 and	 the	 dogs	 then	 walked	 in	 the	 hot	 sun	 to	 
the	 police	 station	 to	 file	 a	 complaint	 in	 the	 hope	 that	 the	 
police	 would	 give	 them	 a	 ride	 and	 take	 them	 to	 the	 
desired	 location	 during	 the	 rush	 hour.	 	 But	 they	 were	 
disappointed.	 	 So	 they	 had	 to	 come	 and	 sit	 by	 the	 road	 
until	 evening.	 

The	 black	 Labrador	 stuck	 his	 face	 out	 in	 the	 middle	 
and	 placed	 the	 chin	 on	 her	 hand	 in	 a	 friendly	 manner	 
while	 she	 was	 driving.	 	 She	 could	 feel	 the	 wetness	 from	 
the	 hair	 going	 through	 her	 white	 dress.	 

“How	 did	 the	 dog	 get	 wet?”	 
“It	 got	 hot	 so	 I	 poured	 water	 from	 a	 bottle	 on	 him.”	 
The	 woman	 drove	 into	 a	 narrow	 lane	 and	 further	 

into	 the	 woods	 with	 big	 trees	 along	 the	 sides	 where	 
fewer	 people	 came	 where	 the	 district	 cemetery	 was	 
located.	 	 As	 soon	 as	 she	 opened	 the	 door,	 the	 black	 
Labrador	 jumped	 down	 happily	 as	 if	 to	 say,	 “I’m	 home,”	 
followed	 by	 the	 white	 French	 bulldog	 that	 rolled	 in	 the	 
dust	 again	 and	 ran	 ‘home’	 as	 soon	 as	 it	 managed	 to	 get	 
back	 up.	 	 Their	 residence	 was	 surrounded	 by	 a	 large	 
garden.	 	 The	 structure	 was	 a	 low	 pavilion	 on	 the	 
cement-paved	 ground	 with	 dusty	 cement	 benches	 all	 
around.	 	 Their	 bedroom	 was	 the	 cement	 floor	 on	 the	 
high	 crematorium	 with	 a	 bamboo	 bench	 for	 the	 monk	 to	 
lie	 on.	 	 The	 bench	 was	 placed	 in	 front	 of	 the	 steel	 door	 
where	 the	 dead	 bodies	 were	 placed.	 	 An	 old	 monk’s	 
robe	 was	 hung	 between	 the	 crematorium	 posts	 to	 serve	 
as	 a	 curtain.	 	 A	 large	 umbrella-like	 mosquito	 net	 was	 
hanging	 over	 the	 bench.	 

The	 woman	 made	 a	 merit	 offering	 of	 money	 and	 
left	 a	 telephone	 number.	 	 Since	 then,	 several	 scenes	 in	 a	 
tragic	 life	 occurred.	 	 Some	 monks	 in	 the	 area	 and	 their	 
relatives	 were	 not	 happy	 to	 have	 another	 monk	 to	 go	 



out	 for	 alms	 on	 the	 same	 route.	 	 So,	 they	 asked	 the	 
wandering	 monk	 to	 leave	 the	 place.	 	 They	 also	 sent	 
some	 thugs	 to	 threaten	 him.	 	 The	 black	 Labrador	 died	 
from	 eating	 poisoned	 chicken.	 	 The	 bulldog,	 Boobu,	 and	 
the	 monk	 had	 to	 leave	 their	 place	 of	 residence.	 	 That	 
was	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	 scene	 of	 Boobu	 sitting	 in	 a	 
wheelchair,	 the	 only	 large	 possession	 of	 the	 monk,	 with	 
all	 sorts	 of	 bags	 and	 a	 shoulder	 bag	 hanging	 on	 it,	 going	 
from	 a	 deserted	 house,	 to	 a	 cemetery,	 to	 a	 crematorium.	 

One	 sundown	 the	 woman	 dropped	 by	 the	 deserted	 
house	 in	 town	 to	 check	 on	 Boobu	 and	 the	 monk.	 	 She	 
found	 the	 small	 bamboo	 bench	 she	 had	 bought	 for	 the	 
monk	 with	 the	 mosquito	 net	 umbrella	 with	 senile	 
Boobu	 who	 could	 hardly	 walk	 lying	 on	 an	 old	 
newspaper	 with	 mosquitoes	 all	 over	 his	 body.	 	 Another	 
night,	 she	 received	 a	 call	 telling	 her	 about	 Boobu	 being	 
taken	 away	 by	 some	 migrant	 laborers	 to	 be	 sold	 as	 he	 
was	 a	 dog	 of	 a	 good	 breed.	 	 So,	 the	 monk	 had	 to	 move	 
away	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 night.	 	 Another	 night	 the	 
monk	 was	 bullied	 by	 some	 gangsters	 in	 front	 of	 the	 
crematorium.	 	 They	 snatched	 away	 his	 mobile	 phone.	 	 
The	 monk	 and	 the	 dog	 had	 to	 stand	 in	 front	 of	 a	 public	 
phone	 booth	 by	 the	 road.	 	 The	 woman	 and	 a	 friend	 
came	 to	 get	 them.	 	 They	 were	 spreading	 the	 monk’s	 
robe	 on	 the	 ground	 in	 front	 of	 the	 cemetery	 that	 had	 
been	 locked	 by	 the	 caretaker.	 

The	 scene	 of	 a	 crippled	 monk	 and	 an	 old	 dog	 lying	 
on	 an	 old	 robe	 on	 the	 ground	 by	 the	 road	 at	 night	 was	 
not	 an	 art	 work	 or	 a	 literary	 piece.	 	 The	 scene	 haunted	 
her	 and	 was	 hard	 to	 get	 rid	 of.	 	 It	 was	 a	 bad	 scene	 of	 life	 
that	 was	 hard	 to	 arrange	 whether	 rough	 or	 fancy.	 	 Yes,	 
it’s	 coming	 and	 the	 last	 scene	 came.	 

The	 monk	 pushed	 the	 wheelchair	 with	 the	 old	 sick	 
French	 bulldog	 sitting	 in	 it	 with	 its	 tongue	 hanging	 out	 



among	 the	 hanging	 bags	 to	 an	 intersection	 in	 the	 
middle	 of	 the	 town	 under	 the	 blazing	 sun.	 	 	 
That	 evening,	 at	 a	 large	 cemetery	 in	 the	 province,	 the	 
woman	 asked	 for	 Boobu	 from	 the	 monk	 saying	 that	 she	 
needed	 to	 go	 to	 a	 veterinarian	 and	 have	 a	 better	 life.	 

“I’ll	 take	 good	 care	 of	 her.”	 
The	 monk	 decided	 to	 put	 Boobu	 on	 the	 car	 floor	 

and	 put	 a	 piece	 of	 chicken	 he	 got	 from	 the	 morning	 
alms	 round	 on	 the	 back	 seat,	 telling	 her,	 	 

“Boobu	 loves	 it.	 	 Please	 give	 it	 to	 her	 in	 the	 
evening.”	 	 The	 monk	 bent	 down	 to	 pat	 Bubu	 and	 said,	 
“Boobu,	 go	 and	 stay	 with	 the	 lady	 teacher.”	 

	 
As	 the	 car	 drove	 off	 from	 the	 cemetery,	 she	 saw	 the	 

monk	 put	 on	 his	 robe	 tightly	 and	 his	 bag	 on	 his	 
shoulder,	 picked	 up	 the	 umbrella	 mosquito	 net	 and	 
started	 walking,	 staggering,	 and	 said,	 “I’m	 going	 on	 
pilgrimage	 to	 another	 place.”	 

The	 two	 dogs	 were	 the	 products	 of	 commercial	 dog	 
breeding	 at	 a	 senior	 police	 officer’s	 house	 at	 the	 
entrance	 of	 the	 lane	 leading	 to	 the	 district	 cemetery.	 	 
When	 a	 female	 breeder	 dog	 became	 too	 old	 to	 produce	 
any	 more	 puppies,	 she	 was	 abandoned.	 	 A	 dog	 had	 been	 
forsaken	 and	 let	 go	 to	 live	 with	 the	 wandering	 monk,	 
having	 less	 to	 eat,	 and	 eaten	 up	 by	 mosquitoes,	 
suffering	 in	 the	 rain	 and	 sun.	 	 But	 it	 had	 a	 hand	 to	 rub	 
its	 fur,	 to	 pour	 water	 over	 it	 when	 it	 was	 too	 hot,	 being	 
loved	 and	 cared	 for	 one	 another	 day	 and	 night.	 	 Three	 
lives	 joined	 in	 the	 wandering	 life,	 walking	 together,	 
dying,	 and	 being	 separated	 from	 each	 other.	 	 The	 
woman	 had	 gone	 through	 two	 major	 connections	 in	 her	 
life	 that	 didn’t	 quite	 turn	 out	 well.	 	 The	 small	 cottage	 in	 
the	 cold	 climate	 in	 the	 ancient	 garden	 at	 the	 great	 art	 
expo	 in	 Europe	 and	 the	 daily	 routine	 in	 the	 hot	 climate,	 



entering	 the	 epic	 of	 a	 wandering	 crippled	 monk,	 and	 
two	 deserted	 pure-breed	 dogs	 which	 took	 her	 to	 other	 
scenes	 that	 were	 grotesque	 but	 strangely	 beautiful	 and	 
hard	 to	 forget.	 	 And	 there	 were	 also	 other	 popular	 epic	 
stories	 to	 be	 encountered	 all	 over	 the	 town.	 An	 old	 
woman	 without	 any	 ID	 who	 to	 make	 a	 shabby	 shelter	 
for	 herself	 at	 a	 vacant	 lot	 by	 hanging	 some	 fertilizer	 
bags	 from	 a	 big	 tree.	 	 Her	 bed	 was	 made	 from	 parts	 of	 
wooden	 boxes	 and	 cardboard.	 	 Her	 clothesline	 was	 tree	 
branches.	 	 She	 had	 to	 support	 herself	 from	 collecting	 
garbage.	 	 Even	 though	 she	 was	 in	 such	 a	 condition	 of	 
poverty,	 she	 was	 surrounded	 by	 the	 love	 and	 loyalty	 of	 a	 
large	 pack	 of	 stray	 dogs	 at	 her	 shelter.	 	 They	 were	 
unbelievably	 friendly	 with	 strangers.	 	 When	 the	 woman	 
dropped	 by,	 their	 shelter	 they	 were	 running	 around.	 	 It	 
was	 more	 like	 a	 play	 shelter	 for	 small	 children.	 	 On	 a	 
stormy	 day,	 they	 were	 not	 different	 from	 the	 deserted	 
crematorium	 where	 robes	 and	 makeshift	 curtains	 were	 
wet	 and	 no	 place	 for	 the	 monk	 to	 sleep,	 an	 old	 woman,	 
the	 dogs	 and	 clothes.	 

These	 scenes	 of	 life	 went	 on	 in	 a	 beautiful	 
procession	 of	 a	 crowded	 city	 street.	 	 The	 wandering	 old	 
woman	 in	 the	 shabby	 t-shirt	 and	 pants	 pushing	 an	 old	 
wooden	 cart	 out	 of	 her	 shabby	 hut	 in	 the	 entangled	 
grass	 and	 vines.	 	 A	 pack	 of	 old	 and	 sick	 dogs	 walked	 
along	 with	 her	 as	 her	 bodyguards.	 	 The	 low	 wooden	 cart	 
was	 loaded	 with	 old	 bins	 and	 tin	 cans.	 	 The	 procession	 
went	 on	 squeezing	 between	 rows	 of	 cars	 rushing	 by	 in	 
the	 midst	 of	 the	 expanding	 urban	 community.	 	 The	 small	 
shiny	 cars	 and	 the	 sparkling	 larger	 ones,	 the	 heavy	 
trundling	 trucks	 and	 swarms	 of	 motorcycles	 like	 flying	 
insects,	 all	 went	 speeding	 by,	 cutting	 in	 and	 out	 through	 
the	 traffic	 in	 the	 left	 and	 right	 lanes	 of	 the	 wide	 road.	 	 
The	 dogs	 were	 frightened	 by	 the	 multitude	 of	 cars	 and	 



the	 beeping	 horns	 of	 the	 motorcycles.	 	 Nevertheless,	 
they	 loyally	 surrounded	 the	 pushcart.	 	 They	 moved	 on	 
slowly	 with	 the	 tireless	 energy	 of	 the	 old	 woman	 whose	 
existence	 was	 for	 one	 purpose,	 to	 beg	 for	 some	 left-over	 
food	 from	 the	 big	 market	 to	 feed	 the	 stray	 dogs	 that	 
were	 not	 strong	 enough	 to	 go	 there	 by	 themselves.	 	 
They	 were	 waiting	 in	 rows	 in	 her	 dilapidated	 realm.	 	 
The	 food	 she	 gathered	 was	 for	 the	 daily	 meal.	 	 On	 rainy	 
days,	 a	 dog	 might	 be	 hit	 and	 fall	 on	 the	 road.	 	 
Sometimes	 the	 poor	 pitiful	 woman	 was	 many	 times	 
scolded	 and	 cursed	 by	 honking	 horns	 for	 being	 poor	 
and	 crippled	 and	 daring	 to	 share	 the	 same	 road	 surface	 
as	 an	 equal	 to	 the	 rushing	 automobiles.	 	 Yet	 the	 old	 
pushcart	 moved	 on	 slowly,	 with	 the	 woman’s	 hands	 
holding	 tightly	 on	 to	 it,	 one	 step	 at	 a	 time,	 accompanied	 
by	 the	 crippled	 staggering	 dogs	 dragging	 themselves	 
along.	 	 The	 four-legged	 creatures,	 some	 ill,	 some	 
mangy,	 and	 scruffy	 thin,	 steadfastly	 guarded	 the	 
wobbling	 carts,	 as	 the	 mistress	 of	 the	 orphanage	 
mansion,	 the	 pitiful	 house,	 stood	 against	 the	 grotesque,	 
bizarre	 human	 society	 and	 the	 organized	 disabled	 life	 in	 
a	 filthy,	 dirty	 city	 full	 of	 ‘stains	 from	 carelessness	 
towards	 fellow	 inhabitants	 of	 the	 planet’	 which	 was	 
smudged	 with	 the	 ‘selfishness’	 of	 the	 civilized	 city.	 	 	 

	 
The	 woman	 was	 impressed	 by	 these	 scenes	 of	 

deprivation	 in	 life,	 which	 she	 liked	 to	 call	 paradoxically	 
the	 road	 epic	 of	 crippledness.	 	 This	 included	 an	 
insignificant	 scene	 on	 a	 small	 lane	 in	 one	 of	 the	 urban	 
residential	 areas:	 the	 first	 in	 the	 group	 of	 wanderers	 
was	 the	 leader	 of	 this	 strayed	 realm,	 an	 old	 male	 
creature	 so	 weak,	 so	 thin,	 that	 he	 appeared	 to	 be	 
nothing	 more	 than	 skin	 and	 bones.	 He	 stood	 up	 and	 
shuffled	 off	 one	 leg	 at	 a	 time,	 inch	 by	 inch,	 sluggishly	 



and	 slowly,	 leaving	 a	 little	 soft	 footprint	 from	 more	 than	 
ten	 years’	 experience	 on	 the	 surface	 of	 the	 road	 along	 
with	 the	 shine	 of	 a	 veteran	 of	 life	 which	 lingered	 on	 in	 
the	 air.	 	 As	 the	 leader	 of	 the	 stray	 dogs	 in	 the	 rugged	 
lane	 became	 a	 threat	 to	 other	 young	 puppies	 tried	 to	 
avoid	 the	 influence	 of	 the	 ancient	 dog	 leader	 which	 
would	 soon	 run	 out	 of	 time.	 

The	 woman’s	 conscience	 was	 bombarded	 with	 
images	 of	 the	 monk,	 breeding	 dogs,	 homeless	 people,	 
stray	 dogs,	 wanderers,	 unsheltered	 dogs,	 filthy	 
discarded	 food	 at	 the	 market,	 Boobu’s	 chicken	 leg,	 the	 
death	 of	 Mi,	 the	 black	 dog,	 that	 conflicted,	 hateful	 
people	 had	 intentionally	 abandoned	 at	 the	 cemetery,	 
the	 deserted	 house,	 the	 crematorium.	 	 All	 of	 these	 
images	 flashed	 into	 her	 mind	 as	 she	 observed	 the	 lives	 
outside	 the	 ambitious	 climbing	 for…for…emptiness	 or	 
what?	 

What	 could	 one	 call	 it?...	 this	 endless	 desire,	 the	 
wish	 for	 more	 and	 more	 and	 even	 more.	 

The	 ordinary	 life	 that	 the	 woman	 used	 to	 look	 
down	 on	 for	 over	 half	 of	 her	 life	 when	 she	 was	 obsessed	 
with	 art	 and	 writing.	 	 That	 kind	 of	 life	 had	 always	 
existed	 continued	 incessantly	 on	 its	 course,	 never	 
ceasing	 even	 though	 people	 in	 the	 circle	 wanted	 badly	 
for	 it	 to	 stop	 because	 of	 the	 hunger,	 deprivation,	 
coldness,	 heat,	 wetness,	 fever,	 chronic	 fatigue,	 absence	 
of	 basic	 sustainability,	 lack	 of	 balance	 in	 life,	 suffering	 
of	 loss	 and	 hardship,	 lack	 of	 such	 basic	 necessities	 not	 
even	 a	 place	 to	 lay	 one’s	 head,	 sanitary	 living	 quarters	 
with	 the	 unhuman	 lack	 of	 dignity	 and	 equality	 that	 a	 
dutiful	 state	 should	 have	 provided	 for	 its	 citizens	 to	 
help	 them	 maintain	 their	 existence,	 and	 including	 
‘freedom	 from	 life’s	 depression,’	 due	 to	 life	 itself.	 	 	 All	 
of	 these	 existed	 in	 ordinary	 life	 but	 they	 were	 just	 not	 



noticed.	 	 This	 was	 because	 mankind	 had	 been	 made	 
accustomed	 to	 admiring	 and	 talking	 about	 various	 
aspects	 of	 the	 success	 and	 wealth	 of	 other	 people.	 	 This	 
emphasized	 their	 being	 stuck	 in	 the	 endless	 circle	 
themselves.	 	 It	 was	 no	 different	 from	 the	 soccer	 
cheering	 of	 Professor	 Dr.	 Schwartz	 referred	 to	 as	 
‘Enlightened	 Delight.’	 	 It	 was	 an	 easy	 way	 to	 attain	 a	 
place	 or	 anything	 one	 was	 not	 able	 to	 obtain,	 but	 
merely	 stay	 by	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 field.	 	 Man	 would	 never	 
stop	 calculating	 things	 in	 the	 course	 of	 his	 obligations,	 
like	 a	 beast	 shuffling	 along	 behind	 vehicles	 of	 every	 
type	 and	 succumbing	 to	 all	 kinds	 of	 dangerous	 things.	 

	 
The	 power	 of	 the	 glorious	 epic	 of	 a	 bestial	 life	 

made	 one	 preoccupied	 with	 it	 and	 suppressed	 aesthetic	 
thinking.	 	 It	 kept	 returning,	 circling	 back,	 like	 the	 
literary	 excerpts	 that	 kept	 coming	 back	 to	 ease	 the	 pain	 
of	 inferiority	 of	 the	 thin	 skeletal	 girl	 who	 had	 walked	 in	 
the	 dark	 of	 the	 old	 wooden	 house.	 	 It	 was	 like	 the	 road	 
that	 persuaded	 her	 to	 cross	 it	 to	 the	 other	 side	 for	 the	 
first	 time,	 making	 her	 turn	 away	 from	 her	 imagination	 
at	 the	 river	 bank,	 from	 the	 grandfather	 bridge	 to	 the	 
mermaid	 sculpture.	 	 It	 was	 like	 a	 new	 shadow	 
overlaying	 the	 old	 ones	 of	 those	 who	 cross	 to	 the	 other	 
side	 to	 attend	 a	 funeral	 or	 like	 the	 rose	 song	 of	 the	 
elementary	 school	 children	 that	 was	 more	 impressive	 
than	 the	 little	 bird	 song	 of	 the	 kindergarten	 children.	 	 It	 
was	 also	 like	 the	 school	 stage	 which	 was	 better	 than	 
playing	 pots	 and	 pans	 with	 hibiscus,	 banana	 leaf	 stems,	 
and	 coconut	 shells	 in	 the	 shady	 orchard	 and	 the	 other	 
play	 things	 of	 the	 little	 girl	 in	 the	 flowery	 patterned	 
dress	 who	 acted	 as	 both	 seller	 and	 buyer	 in	 her	 playing.	 

Since	 then,	 a	 basic	 warmup,	 of	 substitution,	 and	 
climbing	 upward	 she	 moved	 on	 from	 her	 undergraduate	 



studies	 to	 the	 graduate	 level	 in	 Thailand’s	 principal	 art	 
university	 and	 won	 a	 scholarship	 to	 go	 abroad	 a	 couple	 
of	 times.	 On	 these	 trips,	 done	 at	 a	 fast	 speed,	 she	 had	 
the	 feeling	 that	 this	 was	 the	 path	 many	 people	 were	 
struggling	 for.	 

But	 it	 wasn’t	 quite	 the	 way	 she	 thought	 it	 would	 be.	 	 
It	 wasn’t	 as	 smooth	 a	 path	 as	 she	 thought	 it	 would	 be,	 
or	 it	 seemed	 to	 be.	 	 There	 were	 diversions	 and	 
deviations.	 	 In	 her	 childhood	 years,	 the	 direction	 could	 
have	 been	 one	 of	 increased	 quantity,	 with	 more,	 moving	 
upward,	 going	 further,	 better,	 broader,	 faster.	 	 But	 
while	 it	 was	 happening,	 it	 could	 all	 be	 interpreted	 as	 
moving	 backward,	 running	 out	 of	 inspiration	 and	 
ambition,	 lacking	 effort.	 	 The	 feeling	 was	 like	 missing	 
home,	 like	 a	 child	 crying	 during	 night	 of	 performance	 
for	 fear	 of	 being	 deserted,	 fearing	 that	 her	 father	 
wouldn’t	 come	 to	 take	 her	 home.	 	 It	 was	 like	 the	 small	 
float	 with	 her	 prayers	 rushing	 along	 the	 swift	 river.	 	 Yet,	 
the	 prayer	 she	 made	 while	 squeezing	 against	 her	 
mother	 sensing	 the	 warmth	 from	 her	 body	 kept	 
returning	 providing	 her	 with	 personal	 happiness	 as	 well	 
as	 that	 of	 her	 beloved	 others.	 	 However,	 she	 didn’t	 
completely	 go	 away	 from	 home	 or	 forger	 all	 about	 it.	 	 	 
There	 were	 still	 some	 facile	 and	 seep	 memories	 of	 it	 like	 
a	 small	 trickle	 of	 running	 water.	 	 	 

	 
The	 stark	 conclusions	 and	 dryness	 resulting	 from	 

knowledge	 make	 us	 look	 at	 our	 lives	 and	 the	 world	 
through	 ready-made	 or	 mass	 definitions,	 which	 accord	 
with	 the	 processes	 of	 education,	 love,	 growing	 up,	 
success,	 family,	 wealth,	 fame,	 and	 impermanent	 
permanence.	 	 Thus,	 value	 in	 itself	 is	 impossible.	 	 It	 has	 
to	 always	 be	 related	 to	 something	 else.	 	 There	 can	 be	 
some	 minute	 and	 light	 abstract	 part	 of	 it	 that	 is	 so	 



intangible	 like	 a	 prayer	 and	 a	 little	 hope.	 	 It	 is	 not	 great.	 	 
It	 could	 be	 an	 ordinary	 but	 humble	 and	 beautiful	 phrase	 
like	 the	 deep	 dark	 blue	 color	 of	 the	 container	 storing	 
the	 ashes	 of	 one	 long	 gone.	 	 These	 things	 can	 be	 
valuable	 in	 the	 breezy	 conversation	 in	 a	 psychiatrist’s	 
consulting	 room	 like	 that	 of	 a	 curator	 who	 had	 
undergone	 a	 transsexual	 operation	 and	 the	 astrological	 
predictions	 he	 kept	 reading.	 

“It	 helps.”	 
He	 insisted	 in	 the	 next	 chapter.	 	 The	 final	 one.	 
But…	 
Wait	 a	 minute.	 	 It	 could	 be	 too	 soon	 to	 leave	 it	 here.	 	 

The	 nice	 and	 moving	 aspects	 of	 the	 bestial	 time	 might	 
not	 be	 enough.	 	 We	 could	 overlook	 a	 lot	 of	 things,	 not	 
because	 everything	 always	 has	 two	 sides.	 	 But,	 it’s	 
because	 caring	 for	 life	 and	 the	 deterioration	 of	 life	 are	 
like	 a	 shadow	 that	 follows	 us	 and	 makes	 the	 go-between	 
person	 blunder.	 	 She	 directed	 and	 managed	 both	 herself	 
and	 the	 beasts	 she	 kept	 adopting,	 whose	 number	 kept	 
growing	 helplessly	 from	 3	 to	 7,	 from	 10	 to	 17	 to	 21.	 	 And	 
finally	 she	 herself	 became	 ???.	 

The	 habits	 of	 the	 woman	 who	 spent	 her	 middle	 
years	 trekking	 around	 village	 roads	 in	 the	 morning	 and	 
evening	 could	 begin	 in	 the	 ‘Enlightened	 Delight’	 chapter	 
in	 that	 faraway	 place.	 	 The	 habit	 of	 visiting	 people,	 
especially	 those	 in	 a	 shelter	 in	 a	 high	 valley	 in	 the	 
afternoon	 after	 teatime	 with	 classical	 music	 playing	 
during	 the	 conversations,	 with	 the	 odor	 of	 the	 purple-
white	 Fleda	 flowers	 on	 the	 veranda	 of	 a	 lake	 house.	 	 
Like	 the	 ones	 in	 the	 novel,	 ‘Grandpa	 in	 the	 Valley,’	 
where	 the	 demented	 spirit	 of	 the	 grandfather	 and	 the	 
Aunt	 Lisian	 kept	 longing	 for	 the	 abnormal	 life	 in	 their	 
later	 years.	 	 



It	 was	 like	 the	 same	 place	 where	 the	 woman	 rode	 
on	 the	 old	 slow	 train	 got	 off	 at	 the	 station	 with	 green	 
steel	 flames	 surrounding	 the	 glass	 wall	 with	 her	 
baggage	 passing	 a	 clear	 stream.	 	 Every	 time	 she	 was	 
there,	 the	 old	 poem	 would	 come	 back:	 ‘The	 stream	 here	 
had	 some	 algae	 that	 stretches	 beautifully	 like	 strands	 of	 
hair.’	 	 She	 came	 here	 to	 rest	 peacefully	 in	 the	 freedom	 
from	 school	 and	 away	 from	 home.	 

The	 last	 clink	 of	 a	 coffee	 cup	 touched	 a	 saucer	 and	 
a	 fork	 rested	 on	 the	 plate	 with	 cream	 cake	 when	 the	 
soothing	 music	 by	 Bach	 ended.	 	 Everyone	 got	 up	 and	 
walked	 out	 the	 door	 with	 clanging	 bells	 and	 walked	 
along	 down	 the	 hill	 Ostroer	 Amhurst,	 while	 stirring	 the	 
cake	 and	 the	 aromatic	 coffee	 in	 the	 belly	 on	 the	 way	 
with	 their	 back	 turned	 away	 from	 town.	 	 They	 went	 past	 
the	 road	 in	 the	 village	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 hill	 to	 a	 small	 
trail	 passing	 by	 the	 dense	 clusters	 of	 trees,	 both	 in	 real	 
life	 and	 in	 the	 poem	 under	 the	 low	 slanting	 light	 of	 
autumn.	 	 Each	 walked	 on	 tiptoe	 on	 the	 rows	 of	 orange	 
shells,	 flame-like	 on	 the	 brownish	 gray	 gravel	 road.	 	 The	 
sound	 arose	 of	 talk	 about	 war,	 sad	 songs,	 the	 musicians’	 
painful	 experience.	 	 Although	 the	 event	 was	 long	 past,	 
the	 woman	 continued	 on	 foot	 walking	 as	 far	 as	 her	 
condition	 would	 allow	 in	 order	 to	 meditate	 on	 those	 
who	 joined	 in	 trekking	 to	 a	 far	 off	 land	 through	 the	 
woods	 and	 hills,	 	 She	 said	 farewell	 to	 each	 of	 them	 at	 a	 
funeral.	 

Freeing	 herself	 from	 the	 old	 road	 of	 the	 past	 on	 her	 
morning	 and	 evening	 treks	 in	 the	 village,	 she	 
encountered	 the	 moving	 mass	 of	 the	 golden	 reddish	 
brown	 of	 a	 sluggish	 body	 creeping	 out.	 	 She	 was	 
stunned	 by	 the	 unusual	 merriment	 of	 a	 dog	 with	 its	 
back	 legs	 dragging	 along	 trying	 to	 match	 the	 speed	 of	 
the	 group	 walking	 by	 but	 it	 was	 slower	 than	 the	 faster	 



moving	 group.	 	 She	 followed	 the	 creature	 to	 where	 a	 
golden	 haired	 one	 was	 hiding	 in	 a	 culvert	 away	 from	 the	 
menacing	 eyes	 of	 the	 children	 playing	 nearby	 and	 went	 
over	 to	 search	 for	 something	 unusual	 there.	 	 Night	 was	 
approaching,	 rain	 seemed	 about	 to	 set	 in	 with	 a	 
possible	 storm	 and	 the	 woman’s	 heart	 became	 restless	 
worrying	 about	 the	 life	 hiding	 in	 the	 culvert,	 concerned	 
about	 how	 it	 would	 manage	 to	 survive	 the	 onrush	 of	 
water.	 

Makrut	 was	 the	 name	 of	 the	 dog	 with	 the	 dragging	 
legs	 who	 had	 been	 separated	 from	 her	 siblings,	 Manao	 
and	 Maprao,	 to	 search	 for	 food	 in	 the	 village	 lanes.	 	 She	 
was	 brought	 to	 be	 cared	 for	 among	 other	 inhabitants	 at	 
the	 woman’s	 house,	 to	 be	 under	 the	 house	 lying	 on	 soft	 
sand	 to	 keep	 her	 legs	 from	 being	 scraped.	 	 The	 entrance	 
and	 exit	 of	 the	 residence	 was	 paved	 with	 smoothly	 
polished	 cement	 to	 prevent	 her	 from	 stumbling,	 and	 
there	 was	 a	 low	 fence	 to	 prevent	 her	 from	 slipping	 into	 
the	 big	 pond.	 	 There	 was	 also	 a	 small	 wooden	 floored	 
structure	 with	 a	 roof	 for	 her	 to	 lie	 in	 in	 the	 garden	 
during	 the	 daytime.	 	 A	 protective	 structure	 with	 a	 tall	 
roof	 and	 wire	 screen	 was	 specially	 built	 with	 a	 sloping	 
floor	 and	 a	 hole	 for	 excreting	 at	 the	 critical	 times	 when	 
it	 was	 uncontrollable,	 something	 which	 happened	 
occasionally.	 	 Her	 two	 crippled	 legs	 had	 to	 be	 wrapped	 
up	 because	 they	 had	 been	 injured	 and	 had	 been	 
infected	 such	 that	 the	 toes	 had	 to	 be	 amputated.	 	 During	 
the	 time	 when	 she	 had	 had	 a	 maid	 to	 assist	 her,	 the	 
woman	 was	 able	 to	 cope	 with	 everything	 rather	 well.	 	 
They	 helped	 dress	 the	 injured	 legs	 morning	 and	 evening	 
to	 keep	 any	 infection	 from	 recurring	 and	 spreading	 and	 
causing	 gangrene	 to	 set	 in.	 

But	 now	 she	 was	 by	 herself	 and	 had	 to	 take	 care	 of	 
the	 three-legged	 Masi	 and	 of	 Tualek	 with	 a	 twisted	 leg	 



Sueanoi	 and	 who	 was	 afraid	 of	 people,	 plus	 having	 to	 
clean	 Khaidao	 who	 suffered	 from	 cancer	 in	 the	 nasal	 
cavity.	 	 There	 was	 also	 Rambo,	 the	 blind	 old	 one,	 who	 
she	 had	 to	 give	 an	 IV	 to	 and	 Thot	 and	 Thing	 the	 starved	 
temple	 dogs	 that	 needed	 immediate	 treatment,	 plus	 
Puinun,	 the	 deaf	 one,	 that	 was	 so	 afraid	 of	 rain	 and	 
thunderstorms	 as	 if	 gifted	 with	 the	 intuitions	 of	 a	 
meteorologist.	 	 Surrounded	 by	 all	 kinds	 of	 disabilities	 
and	 deformities	 beyond	 belief,	 that	 evening	 the	 woman	 
bathed	 Makrut,	 wiped	 dry	 her	 face,	 legs,	 belly,	 and	 
head.	 	 Then	 she	 realized	 that	 she	 had	 run	 out	 of	 gauze	 
and	 bandages.	 	 It	 was	 almost	 dark	 when	 she	 secured	 
Makrut	 in	 the	 wheelchair	 to	 prevent	 her	 from	 moving	 
too	 much	 and	 drove	 off	 to	 a	 pharmacy.	 	 She	 came	 back	 
and	 tried	 to	 hold	 her	 in	 place	 because	 her	 legs	 were	 so	 
sensitive	 to	 even	 the	 slightest	 touch	 that	 she	 would	 jerk	 
and	 kick.	 	 She	 tried	 to	 wrap	 the	 back	 legs.	 	 The	 first	 leg	 
was	 done	 with	 difficulty,	 but	 the	 second	 one	 was	 worse	 
because	 Makrut	 began	 to	 lose	 patience.	 	 She	 kicked	 
around	 hard	 under	 the	 light	 and	 swarms	 of	 mosquitoes.	 	 
In	 front	 of	 her	 and	 in	 her	 arms	 was	 such	 stark	 bitterness	 
of	 life	 with	 no	 pretentious	 ceremony	 but	 the	 reality	 of	 
being	 incapacitated.	 	 The	 woman	 simply	 reached	 the	 
point	 of	 being	 unbearable	 toward	 the	 destined	 better	 
bestial	 life.	 	 She	 picked	 up	 Makrut	 and	 carried	 her	 to	 
the	 car	 as	 her	 pee	 dripped	 along	 the	 garden	 path.	 	 She	 
put	 her	 on	 the	 floor	 next	 to	 the	 driver’s	 seat.	 	 All	 the	 
dogs	 in	 the	 garden	 in	 the	 back	 and	 the	 front	 of	 the	 
house	 and	 those	 around	 came	 barking	 and	 whining	 at	 
them.	 	 She	 drove	 to	 a	 24-hour	 veterinary	 clinic.	 	 She	 put	 
her	 down	 on	 the	 road	 by	 the	 car	 while	 going	 to	 unlock	 
the	 gate	 of	 the	 clinic.	 	 Makrut	 was	 so	 panicked	 that	 she	 
shit	 and	 it	 stunk	 all	 over	 the	 car.	 	 The	 crippled	 dog	 
instinctively	 knew	 its	 fate	 so	 she	 tried	 to	 move	 away	 in	 



absolute	 terror.	 	 The	 woman	 followed	 and	 picked	 her	 
up.	 	 The	 street	 light	 was	 a	 witness	 to	 the	 dark	 hapless,	 
unlucky	 moment	 of	 a	 hard	 choice	 when	 the	 burden	 of	 a	 
poor	 life	 was	 too	 much	 for	 the	 bearer	 of	 the	 burden.	 	 
The	 dilemma	 of	 being	 tolerant	 and	 intolerant	 was	 like	 
the	 night.	 	 The	 alternative	 that	 had	 never	 been	 opted	 
for,	 mercy-killing,	 could	 free	 one	 of	 the	 confusion	 of	 
previous	 admirable	 determination,	 in	 the	 tragic	 night	 of	 
the	 old	 lady	 and	 the	 crippled	 dog.	 	 She	 laid	 Makrut	 on	 
the	 cold	 stainless	 table.	 	 The	 woman	 vet	 standing	 next	 to	 
her	 asked,	 

	 “What	 happened	 to	 her,	 one	 leg	 hasn’t	 quite	 been	 
completely	 wrapped?”	 	 She	 picked	 up	 a	 dangling	 part	 of	 
the	 gauze	 that	 had	 come	 loose.	 	 The	 woman	 replied	 
flatly,	 

“Just	 give	 her	 a	 shot	 to	 put	 her	 to	 sleep	 and	 don’t	 
ask	 any	 more	 questions.”	 

The	 doctor	 turned	 to	 her	 assistant.	 	 They	 both	 made	 
the	 preparations	 quietly	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 a	 good	 customer	 
who	 frequently	 brought	 in	 dogs	 for	 treatment,	 who	 
continually	 brought	 in	 one	 after	 another,	 who	 was	 a	 
kind	 hearted	 woman	 who	 cared	 for	 the	 pitiful	 animals	 
she	 picked	 up	 and	 took	 in.	 	 She	 even	 told	 herself	 firmly,	 
“I	 know,	 now,	 that’s	 what	 I’m	 trying	 to	 work	 hard	 for.”	 

The	 woman’s	 hand	 was	 still	 holding	 Makrut	 to	 keep	 
her	 from	 shaking	 while	 rubbing	 his	 head	 and	 caressing	 
her.	 	 However,	 the	 woman	 was	 standing	 behind	 her	 and	 
didn’t	 see	 the	 dog’s	 eyes.	 	 The	 crippled	 dog	 whom	 she	 
had	 taken	 good	 care	 of	 for	 several	 years	 and	 who	 had	 
returned	 to	 her	 all	 the	 loyalty	 it	 could	 give,	 by	 instinct	 
probably	 felt	 its	 fate	 was	 approaching	 when	 it	 tried	 to	 
crawl	 away	 on	 the	 roadside	 that	 night.	 	 	 

The	 devil	 of	 dissatisfaction	 toward	 birth	 despite	 its	 
hatred	 for	 life	 that	 came	 aimlessly	 and	 defeated,	 that	 



had	 been	 directed	 by	 fate	 under	 an	 absurdity	 due	 to	 
karma	 or	 sin	 or	 emotion.	 	 	 

If	 there	 had	 been	 thunder	 rumbling	 or	 the	 blast	 of	 a	 
warning	 thunderbolt	 or	 an	 earthquake	 to	 focus	 one’s	 
consciousness,	 or	 if	 there	 had	 been	 some	 falling	 stars	 
that	 briefly	 brightened	 the	 sky	 that	 night	 for	 one	 to	 be	 
aware	 of	 oneself,	 of	 the	 phenomena	 catching	 up	 with	 
the	 angry	 fate	 of	 herself	 and	 the	 beast.	 	 But	 it	 was	 of	 no	 
avail.	 	 The	 neon	 light	 above	 the	 stainless	 table,	 Makrut’s	 
narrow	 death	 bed,	 was	 whitish	 bright	 and	 steady,	 the	 IV	 
tube	 was	 connected	 to	 a	 vein	 in	 the	 dog’s	 leg.	 	 The	 
golden	 brown	 dog	 who	 used	 to	 get	 up	 on	 her	 skinny	 
legs	 with	 the	 tiny	 paws	 with	 missing	 toes	 was	 chasing	 
other	 waves	 happily	 after	 her	 mistress	 always	 
overlooked	 his	 being	 crippled	 from	 birth.	 	 All	 she	 knew	 
was	 love	 and	 kindness.	 

The	 anesthetic	 drug	 flowed	 inside	 the	 tube.	 	 It	 was	 
too	 much	 for	 the	 consciousness	 to	 withstand	 it,	 it	 
exceeded	 the	 ability	 of	 the	 soft	 warm	 breath	 to	 flow	 
regularly,	 too	 much	 for	 the	 heart	 to	 return	 to	 its	 normal	 
rhythm	 and	 it	 was	 beyond	 the	 woman’s	 thinking	 that	 
from	 then	 on	 she	 would	 be	 trapped	 in	 an	 everlasting	 
guilt,	 as	 a	 betrayer	 of	 a	 loyal	 heart	 of	 a	 beautiful	 period	 
of	 love	 and	 care	 between	 a	 human	 and	 a	 beast.	 	 One	 
side	 working	 hard	 and	 enthusiastically	 provided	 
physical	 support.	 	 The	 other	 side	 submissive	 and	 
affectionately	 attentive	 provided	 emotional	 support	 
without	 doubt	 or	 returning	 anger,	 never.	 	 The	 physical	 
side	 lacking	 consideration	 and	 tolerance,	 was	 a	 human	 
who	 was	 stronger,	 of	 a	 higher	 thinking	 capability,	 the	 
side	 that	 was	 mixed	 with	 emotions	 full	 of	 tiredness,	 
sadness,	 bitterness	 toward	 the	 world	 temperamental	 
and	 miserable.	 	 It	 would	 be	 better	 off	 if	 it	 went	 in	 
regression.	 	 But	 it	 wasn’t	 so.	 	 Who	 would	 give	 in?	 She	 



made	 the	 decision	 to	 stop	 the	 other’s	 physical	 functions,	 
which	 meant	 the	 end	 of	 the	 beautiful	 and	 spirited	 life	 of	 
one	 crippled	 beast.	 

	 
Not	 yet.	 	 The	 story	 didn’t	 end	 at	 the	 mental	 level	 of	 

abstract	 of	 thinking	 like	 this.	 	 One	 needs	 to	 torment	 a	 
little	 longer	 the	 human	 who	 had	 brought	 about	 such	 an	 
explosive	 emotion.	 	 Or	 else	 man	 would	 be	 spoiled	 and	 
often	 become	 authoritative.	 	 One	 could	 transform	 a	 
mistake	 in	 an	 abstract	 way	 by	 using	 a	 beautiful	 style	 and	 
expression	 to	 cover	 up	 the	 spiritual	 abhorence	 and	 
emotional	 handicap	 by	 literary	 means…yes,	 it’s	 
possible.	 	 But	 not	 here.	 

It	 couldn’t	 be	 that	 easy	 to	 cut	 off	 a	 life,	 to	 make	 it	 
cold	 and	 stop.	 	 The	 woman	 had	 to	 sit	 next	 to	 the	 dead	 
body	 of	 the	 beast	 that	 had	 just	 been	 injected	 with	 a	 
deadly	 medication.	 	 Truly,	 this	 was	 similar	 to	 the	 
previous	 fates	 of	 Lio,	 Chamoi,	 Long,	 Tawan,	 Mom-
maem,	 Rambo.	 	 But	 those	 were	 done	 out	 of	 pity,	 never	 
in	 anger	 toward	 life.	 	 Never	 before.	 

	 
The	 woman	 drove	 home	 in	 the	 night	 with	 the	 

lifeless,	 spiritless	 body	 of	 the	 skinny	 and	 boney	 crippled	 
dog	 with	 the	 golden	 brown	 coat.	 	 It	 lay	 curled	 up	 on	 a	 
cushion	 next	 to	 her.	 	 The	 once	 warm	 body	 turned	 cold,	 
the	 eyes	 forever	 closed.	 	 From	 now	 on	 there	 would	 be	 
no	 need	 to	 crawl	 awkwardly.	 	 From	 now…tonight	 
onward,	 the	 body	 would	 lie	 buried	 in	 the	 damp	 soil.	 

The	 backyard	 was	 the	 place	 where	 they	 used	 to	 run	 
and	 play	 joyfully	 laughing	 in	 the	 afternoons.	 	 The	 
garden	 space	 was	 the	 place	 for	 celebration	 when	 the	 
dog,	 Makrut,	 had	 been	 temporarily	 able	 to	 walk.	 	 The	 
place	 of	 happy	 intimacy	 between	 them	 where	 they	 had	 
each	 other.	 



In	 the	 same	 garden,	 in	 the	 night,	 there	 was	 the	 
sound	 of	 digging	 when	 the	 hoe	 struck	 the	 gravel	 as	 the	 
burying	 proceeded	 unstoppable.	 

The	 sound	 of	 digging	 continued	 on	 and	 on	 until	 
late	 at	 night.	 	 The	 hole	 had	 to	 be	 dug	 very	 deep	 to	 
prevent	 the	 smell	 from	 being	 detected	 by	 the	 other	 dogs	 
that	 would	 come	 around	 and	 try	 to	 dig	 it	 up.	 	 How	 deep	 
should	 it	 be	 to	 bury	 the	 fresh	 wound	 caused	 by	 the	 
spurt	 of	 emotion?	 	 The	 stiff	 cold	 body	 of	 Makrut	 was	 
laid	 in	 the	 hole	 clumsily	 and	 awkwardly	 by	 the	 aging	 
physically	 degenerating	 woman	 who	 used	 depend	 on	 
her	 own	 kindness	 but	 failed.	 	 And	 ‘no	 more’	 now.	 

The	 sound	 of	 shoveling	 and	 crying,	 sobbing,	 went	 
on	 marking	 the	 continuation	 of	 mistakes	 that	 happened	 
endlessly	 long,	 again	 and	 again.	 

The	 same	 pale	 moon	 that	 used	 to	 float	 high	 above	 
was	 watching	 indifferently	 the	 fate	 of	 a	 little	 child	 on	 
the	 veranda	 of	 the	 house	 in	 the	 highlands	 several	 
decades	 back	 and	 tonight	 that	 same	 moon	 was	 floating	 
silently	 above	 watching	 through	 the	 treetops,	 
unconcerned	 about	 sin	 or	 karma.	 

If	 a	 being	 blamed	 others	 for	 her	 stigmatic	 sense	 of	 
guilt	 or	 others	 as	 being	 due	 to	 death	 taking	 away	 her	 
loved	 one	 in	 her	 innocent	 childhood,	 	 if	 she	 blamed	 the	 
grownups	 for	 their	 anger	 or	 aggression	 toward	 her	 
vulnerability	 in	 her	 younger	 years,	 if	 her	 accusations	 
were	 due	 to	 some	 disparity	 in	 ideas	 on	 art	 and	 
literature,	 if	 she	 had	 offended	 against	 the	 norms	 of	 the	 
culture	 of	 subordination	 or	 group	 supremacy	 or	 
following	 current	 trends,	 tonight	 the	 tragic	 death	 of	 a	 
crippled	 beast	 suddenly	 illuminated	 the	 absurdity	 and	 
grotesqueness	 of	 ‘a	 person’	 as	 clearly	 as	 the	 reflection	 
of	 a	 little	 star	 in	 a	 still	 crystal	 clear	 pond	 to	 reveal	 a	 



distorted	 body	 and	 mind	 being	 as	 one	 conspirator	 of	 all	 
the	 incidents.	 

Now	 this	 being	 had	 absolutely	 no	 right	 to	 blame	 
anyone	 –	 no	 one	 any	 more.	 



	 	 	 	 	 	 	 POSTSCRIPT	 
	 

In	 an	 old	 city	 restaurant	 surrounded	 by	 a	 beige	 
colored	 wall	 separating	 it	 from	 a	 large	 tall	 old	 square	 
building	 extending	 away	 deep	 from	 the	 front	 road	 to	 a	 
lane	 behind.	 	 A	 dark	 wooden	 counter	 with	 a	 smooth	 
round	 curve	 form	 stood	 gigantically	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 
room,	 surrounded	 by	 old	 style	 tables	 of	 various	 shapes.	 	 
Some	 were	 curved,	 some	 oval	 shape,	 some	 were	 fitted	 
on	 the	 corners,	 and	 some	 had	 a	 more	 free-floating	 form.	 
The	 tables	 were	 placed	 proportionately	 alternating	 with	 
some	 antique	 clocks	 enclosed	 in	 hand-carved	 wooden	 
frames	 set	 in	 rows	 against	 the	 wall	 on	 each	 side	 of	 the	 
room.	 	 One	 of	 the	 grandfather	 clocks	 had	 a	 cuckoo	 bird	 
to	 signal	 the	 time	 while	 the	 others	 each	 had	 a	 pendulum	 
as	 the	 operating	 mechanism.	 	 Occasionally	 they	 would	 
strike	 the	 time	 but	 most	 of	 them	 were	 dead	 still.	 

The	 restaurant	 was	 located	 on	 the	 most	 popular	 
street	 in	 the	 city	 that	 made	 the	 former	 most	 popular	 
street	 appear	 deserted.	 	 This	 area	 looked	 slightly	 tilted	 
due	 to	 the	 large	 merry	 crowds	 moving	 from	 one	 side	 of	 
the	 street	 to	 the	 other	 where	 the	 old	 elegant	 restaurant	 
was	 located	 and	 which	 a	 fair	 number	 of	 people	 were	 
acquainted	 with.	 	 But	 in	 the	 last	 few	 years,	 Thai,	 
Chinese	 and	 western	 tourists	 flocked	 to	 it	 giving	 it	 an	 
international	 atmosphere	 of	 cultures	 and	 languages.	 	 
Today,	 however,	 the	 restaurant	 was	 unusually	 empty.	 	 
The	 employee	 at	 the	 dark	 wooden	 counter	 called	 out	 
from	 somewhere	 in	 the	 back	 of	 the	 central	 area	 and	 
greeted	 the	 just	 arrived	 customer,	 “Things	 have	 been	 
quiet	 for	 quite	 some	 time.”	 

	 “Is	 it	 still	 the	 low	 season?”	 the	 woman	 asked	 
further.	 	 But	 the	 employee	 said	 that	 usually	 during	 the	 
rainy	 season	 near	 the	 beginning	 of	 cool	 season	 



customers	 would	 constantly	 appear.	 	 But	 today,	 that	 
wasn’t	 the	 case.	 

The	 woman	 selected	 a	 wooden	 table	 in	 a	 narrow	 
area	 of	 the	 restaurant	 that	 looked	 like	 a	 corner	 of	 the	 
building	 near	 a	 small	 table	 with	 a	 lamp.	 	 The	 cool	 light	 
that	 came	 from	 the	 lamp	 shone	 on	 the	 pink	 tablecloth	 
combined	 with	 the	 light	 from	 nearby	 areas	 and	 with	 the	 
pale	 daylight	 coming	 in	 through	 the	 square	 window	 
with	 a	 glass	 panel	 on	 the	 square	 door.	 

The	 atmosphere	 of	 the	 restaurant	 was	 a	 mixture	 of	 
day	 and	 night,	 light	 and	 dark.	 	 This	 plus	 the	 clocks	 that	 
didn’t	 give	 the	 correct	 time	 made	 the	 time	 here	 different	 
from	 that	 of	 other	 places.	 	 It	 was	 time	 there	 at	 the	 
moment	 when	 viewed	 from	 the	 perspective	 of	 the	 
person	 who	 was	 sitting	 there	 far	 away	 from	 any	 other	 
place	 on	 earth	 that	 shared	 the	 time	 appearing	 on	 any	 of	 
the	 clocks.	 	 It	 was	 the	 time	 only	 when	 the	 person	 was	 
sitting	 there.	 	 A	 short	 while	 later	 a	 small-built	 western	 
man	 stepped	 inside	 bringing	 along	 the	 pale	 glow	 of	 
daylight.	 	 He	 came	 right	 at	 the	 time	 he’d	 reserved.	 	 He	 
was	 one	 of	 those	 who	 had	 turned	 their	 backs	 on	 
European	 urban	 life	 to	 work	 in	 an	 Asian	 economic	 hub	 
for	 a	 few	 years.	 	 He	 had	 returned	 to	 the	 west	 for	 a	 time	 
and	 had	 now	 returned	 after	 being	 very	 successful.	 	 A	 
large	 museum	 had	 hired	 him	 to	 work	 with	 them.	 	 But	 
then	 he	 realized	 that	 it	 was	 not	 right	 for	 him	 and	 he	 
resigned.	 	 He	 mentioned	 in	 an	 e-mail	 that	 he	 had	 a	 new	 
project.	 	 The	 woman	 came	 and	 waited	 to	 talk	 with	 him	 
about	 an	 art	 project	 for	 the	 following	 year	 and	 the	 two	 
following	 two	 years	 without	 having	 anything	 specific	 in	 
mind.	 	 She	 had	 only	 some	 characters	 in	 a	 novel	 that	 
appeared	 in	 her	 mind	 like	 some	 self-reserved	 
acquaintances.	 	 She	 wasn’t	 quite	 keen	 on	 ‘really’	 
working	 on	 a	 project	 and	 then	 thought	 of	 something	 



else	 that	 was	 quite	 different.	 	 That’s	 why	 her	 
conversation	 with	 the	 visiting	 curator	 was	 insincere	 like	 
the	 greetings	 they	 exchanged	 with	 each	 other	 about	 
their	 work.	 

“I’m	 writing	 a	 novel,”	 she	 replied	 feeling	 good	 that	 
she	 hadn’t	 rejected	 the	 characters	 she	 had	 in	 mind.	 	 	 

“It’s	 a	 project	 about	 an	 artist	 trying	 to	 return	 to	 
writing	 or	 being	 a	 writer.”	 

“I	 didn’t	 know	 that	 you	 also	 wrote,”	 the	 curator	 
replied	 seeming	 surprised.	 

	 “It	 was	 once	 my	 profession	 before	 I	 abandoned	 it,”	 
the	 woman	 referring	 to	 several	 decades	 earlier.	 

“Right	 now,	 I	 feel	 my	 head	 is	 larger	 and	 that	 it’s	 
sitting	 still	 like	 a	 stone.	 	 I’m	 a	 big	 head-stone	 that’s	 
heavy.”	 

“Yes,”	 said	 Marcus,	 the	 visitor,	 who	 pointed	 a	 
finger	 around	 his	 head.	 	 “Writing	 requires	 this	 part	 of	 
the	 brain.	 	 Making	 art	 work,	 no	 matter	 how	 much	 
concentration	 it	 takes,	 moves	 and	 links	 with	 other	 parts	 
of	 the	 body.	 	 It’s	 visible	 and	 occupies	 real	 space.”	 

“I	 didn’t	 realize	 it	 takes	 that	 much	 patience,	 to	 sit	 
still	 for	 long	 periods	 of	 concentration,”	 the	 woman	 
replied.	 

“I	 used	 to	 write	 rather	 short	 things,	 a	 few	 pages	 at	 a	 
time	 to	 be	 submitted	 weekly,	 monthly,	 for	 a	 few	 weeks	 
at	 a	 time.”	 	 Then	 she	 became	 aware	 that	 she	 hadn’t	 
mentioned	 anything	 but	 the	 novel.	 

“How	 about	 you?	 	 What	 do	 you	 want	 to	 tell	 me,	 
what	 did	 you	 come	 here	 for?”	 

The	 curator	 and	 visitor	 related	 to	 her	 what	 had	 
happened	 two	 years	 after	 they	 had	 worked	 together	 that	 
impelled	 him	 to	 return	 here.	 

“Many	 people	 crowded	 around	 me,	 seeking	 my	 
attention,	 including…”	 	 He	 mentioned	 the	 name	 of	 a	 



leading	 contemporary	 museum	 in	 a	 European	 capital.	 	 
“I	 worked	 there	 for	 two	 months	 and	 found	 out	 it	 wasn’t	 
my	 thing.	 	 So	 I	 quit.”	 	 Then	 he	 told	 her	 about	 the	 
purpose	 of	 his	 flying	 overseas,	 following	 the	 trail	 of	 an	 
artist	 who	 had	 worked	 with	 him	 when	 he	 was	 engaged	 
in	 working	 on	 three	 art	 projects	 in	 Germany	 for	 the	 
following	 year.	 	 “They	 are	 separate	 but	 each	 continues	 
for	 three	 years.”	 

Marcus	 told	 her	 about	 a	 nearly	 deserted	 town	 that	 
had	 only	 elderly	 people	 living	 there	 because	 the	 young	 
people	 had	 left	 to	 work	 somewhere	 else.	 	 Many	 
factories	 had	 also	 been	 abandoned.	 	 And	 the	 same	 was	 
true	 with	 the	 houses,	 the	 town	 and	 community.	 	 So,	 it	 
was	 agreed	 to	 hold	 an	 art	 festival	 in	 the	 hope	 of	 reviving	 
the	 town,	 to	 bring	 it	 back	 to	 life	 and	 to	 enable	 it	 to	 
appear	 on	 the	 map	 of	 life	 and	 the	 map	 of	 tourism	 
especially.	 

“Art	 tourism.	 	 Do	 you	 have	 a	 plan	 to	 travel	 in	 that	 
area	 next	 year?”	 he	 inquired.	 

“Earlier	 next	 year,	 I	 may	 travel	 around	 the	 south,”	 
she	 replied.	 	 “I’m	 not	 sure	 yet.”	 

“Let	 me	 know	 if	 you’re	 going	 so	 we	 can	 come	 and	 
observe	 the	 location.”	 	 Then	 the	 curator	 asked	 her,	 
“What	 do	 you	 think	 of	 my	 project?”	 

	 “One	 of	 my	 characters	 went	 to	 consult	 with	 a	 
number	 of	 psychiatrists,”	 the	 woman	 said.	 	 And	 the	 
curator	 asked,	 “You	 went	 yourself,	 right?	 	 You	 needed	 
to,	 right?”	 	 Then	 he	 said,	 “Me,	 too.”	 

“My	 character	 went	 to	 five	 psychiatrists	 during	 the	 
same	 period	 of	 time,”	 the	 woman	 said.	 	 Marcus	 shared	 
his	 personal	 experience	 as	 well.	 

“It’s	 difficult	 to	 find	 the	 right	 psychiatrist.	 	 It	 took	 
me	 a	 long	 time,	 too.”	 	 The	 woman	 thought	 of	 all	 the	 five	 
psychiatrists	 and	 said,	 “I	 was	 quite	 disappointed.	 	 My	 



character	 was	 good	 at	 seeing	 her	 psychiatrists.	 	 She	 
went	 to	 see	 them,	 to	 talk	 to	 them.	 	 She	 even	 took	 some	 
paper	 along	 to	 take	 notes	 and	 tried	 to	 ask	 questions.”	 	 
She	 became	 quiet	 and	 then	 said	 softly,	 “But	 she	 got	 
almost	 nothing.”	 	 Then	 she	 continued,	 “That’s	 in	 terms	 
of	 criticism.	 	 But…I	 got	 a	 big	 bag	 of	 medication.”	 

“You	 know,”	 the	 curator	 looked	 straight	 at	 her,	 	 
“the	 best	 psychiatrist	 is	 an	 artist.”	 	 The	 woman	 agreed	 
right	 away.	 

“That’s	 right.”	 She	 agreed,	 smiling	 brightly.	 
An	 artist	 is	 one	 who	 searches	 for	 and	 finds	 the	 best	 

among	 all	 the	 profession	 the	 thin	 deep	 currents	 both	 in	 
the	 attitudes	 and	 the	 abstract	 parts	 of	 a	 human	 being.	 	 
Lileya	 asked	 herself	 whether	 she	 was	 aware	 that	 she	 
should	 make	 an	 appointment	 to	 meet	 with	 herself.	 	 She	 
could	 formulate	 the	 questions	 and	 analyze	 them	 deeply.	 	 
They	 could	 be	 of	 a	 very	 strange	 and	 difficult	 kind,	 the	 
ones	 that	 she	 would	 like	 to	 ask.	 	 She	 could	 discuss	 her	 
questions	 with	 herself.	 	 She	 could	 think	 of	 ideas,	 
feelings,	 and	 other	 things,	 straying	 away	 from	 them.	 

The	 curator	 continued.	 
“It	 took	 me	 a	 long	 time	 to	 find	 the	 right	 doctor.”	 
“How	 did	 you	 know	 he	 was	 the	 right	 one?”	 
“Actually	 I	 wanted	 a	 gay	 psychiatrist,”	 he	 replied	 

laughing.	 	 The	 atmosphere	 of	 part	 daytime,	 part	 
nighttime	 made	 the	 lamp	 cast	 flickering	 shadows.	 	 But	 
the	 clocks	 were	 dead.	 	 Many	 of	 them.	 	 More	 than	 half	 of	 
them	 died	 in	 the	 restaurant.	 

The	 gay	 curator	 told	 the	 woman	 artist	 who	 was	 
deviating	 from	 art	 toward	 writing	 and	 being	 a	 writer	 
that	 he	 wanted	 to	 go	 to	 a	 gay	 psychiatrist,	 which	 was	 
understandable	 because	 Marcus	 was	 gay.	 	 However,	 he	 
didn’t	 say	 this.	 	 But	 one	 could	 guess	 from	 the	 way	 he	 
talked,	 from	 his	 mannerisms.	 	 The	 woman	 recognized	 



this	 when	 they	 had	 worked	 together	 several	 years	 
earlier.	 

“I	 looked	 for	 a	 phone	 number.	 	 It	 seemed	 as	 if	 I	 had	 
gotten	 it	 from	 a	 friend	 or	 someone.”	 	 He	 tried	 to	 think.	 	 
“After	 being	 disappointed	 by	 many	 of	 them.”	 	 It	 took	 
quite	 a	 while.	 	 Then	 he	 got	 the	 telephone	 number	 of	 a	 
psychiatrist	 at	 a	 certain	 clinic.	 

“He	 looked	 so	 cute,	 so	 pretty.”	 
	 “I	 told	 him.”	 He	 meant	 he	 told	 the	 psychiatrist.	 	 “I	 

have	 identity	 problems.	 	 I	 want	 to	 talk	 about	 that,	 about	 
identity.”	 

“He	 told	 me	 that,	 as	 a	 matter	 of	 fact,	 that	 was	 the	 
usual	 starting	 point	 that	 people	 often	 began	 at	 about	 
identity	 and	 that	 was	 what	 I	 wanted	 to	 pursue.”	 

“I	 replied	 to	 him,	 ‘I	 didn’t	 hear	 what	 you	 just	 said	 
about	 identity’.”	 

He	 got	 up	 and	 walked	 to	 the	 window	 and	 looked	 
outside	 and	 said,	 

‘Look	 outside.	 	 People	 live	 together.’	 so	 I	 
understood,”	 he	 emphasized,	 

“That	 is	 identity.”	 
The	 woman	 tried	 to	 follow	 what	 he	 was	 saying.	 	 She	 

thought	 of	 some	 paradoxical	 statements	 she	 had	 written	 
down	 long	 ago.	 	 ‘When	 one	 is	 within	 the	 power	 of	 a	 
group,	 one	 comes	 to	 ask	 for	 identity.’	 

And	 he	 said,	 “That	 statement	 made	 me	 accept	 him,	 
the	 doctor,	 to	 be	 my	 personal	 psychiatrist.	 	 That	 was	 
many	 years	 ago.”	 

“One	 thing	 you	 didn’t	 get	 was	 a	 gay	 psychiatrist,”	 
the	 woman	 protested,	 not	 out	 of	 curiosity	 but	 for	 the	 
sake	 of	 humor	 in	 the	 conversation.	 	 But	 the	 answer	 she	 
got	 was	 even	 more	 humorous.	 

“No.”	 Marcus	 shrugged	 his	 shoulders	 happily.	 	 “Not	 
so,	 it	 was	 beyond	 expectation.”	 



Now	 the	 woman	 was	 perplexed.	 
“The	 psychiatrist	 that	 appeared	 to	 be	 a	 woman	 had	 

actually	 undergone	 the	 process	 of	 changing	 to	 have	 a	 
beautiful	 appearance	 and	 was	 ready	 to	 treat	 me.”	 	 Half-
light,	 half-dark	 laughter	 rose	 up	 again	 in	 the	 restaurant.	 	 
The	 woman	 seemed	 to	 be	 able	 to	 grasp	 the	 signal	 to	 
connect	 with	 the	 part	 she	 had	 nearly	 finished	 in	 her	 
writing	 and	 managed	 to	 get	 back	 to	 the	 real	 life	 
conversation.	 

“At	 what	 point	 did	 you	 feel	 you	 needed	 to	 see	 a	 
psychiatrist?”	 	 There	 might	 be	 here	 some	 material	 for	 
her	 writing.	 	 She	 was	 also	 aware	 that	 the	 curator	 was	 
working	 on	 scanning	 information	 she	 could	 use	 with	 
him	 in	 the	 following	 year.	 	 The	 answer	 she	 found	 was	 
exactly	 the	 same.	 	 	 

“It	 gradually	 came	 to	 me	 one	 day	 while	 I	 was	 sitting	 
at	 my	 regular	 place.”	 	 Marcus	 recalled	 his	 dark	 moment.	 	 
I	 buried	 myself	 in	 the	 sofa	 without	 uttering	 a	 word.	 	 No	 
words,	 no	 meaning,	 no	 desire	 for	 anything	 in	 my	 mind.	 	 
Nothing.	 	 It	 was	 all	 a	 blank,	 misty.”	 

	 
Again	 a	 question	 came.	 	 “Could	 we	 do	 an	 art	 work	 

on	 emptiness?”	 	 Her	 thoughts	 went	 far	 into	 the	 
aesthetics	 of	 emptiness.	 	 No	 matter	 how	 empty	 it	 is	 
when	 it	 came	 to	 art,	 through	 the	 thinking	 process	 of	 an	 
artist,	 the	 aesthetics	 of	 emptiness	 would	 never	 be	 
empty.	 	 It	 was	 full	 of	 intention.	 	 It	 intended	 to	 be	 empty	 

Marcus	 continued.	 
“But	 emptiness	 doesn’t	 mean	 lightness.	 	 On	 the	 

contrary,	 it	 became	 heavy	 in	 my	 feelings.	 	 It	 lasted	 for	 a	 
long	 time,	 a	 very	 long	 time,	 it	 was	 not	 a	 momentary	 
thing.	 	 I	 was	 burdened	 with	 the	 weight	 of	 emptiness	 for	 
a	 day	 and	 a	 night	 and	 another	 day	 and	 another	 night.	 	 It	 
lasted	 for	 over	 a	 week.	 	 On	 the	 tenth	 day,	 I	 felt	 it	 was	 



unbearable.	 	 There	 was	 the	 me	 who	 seemed	 not	 to	 
exist.”	 

The	 woman	 understood	 well.	 	 It	 seemed	 as	 if	 she	 
had	 reached	 the	 dryness	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 well	 of	 her	 
mind	 and	 was	 still	 unable	 to	 breathe	 in	 the	 limited	 
amount	 of	 air	 and	 the	 light.	 	 She	 thought	 further	 of	 the	 
expression	 of	 her	 mental	 condition.	 	 She	 came	 up	 with	 it	 
herself	 and	 often	 said	 it	 when	 she	 managed	 to	 catch	 up	 
with	 the	 condition.	 

“Life	 comes	 and	 liveliness	 dies	 away.”	 she	 said	 this	 
out	 loud	 to	 Marcus.	 	 The	 expression	 contained	 the	 
feeling	 of	 dryness	 she	 often	 experienced.	 

“Liveliness	 cannot	 tolerate	 life	 anymore.	 Life	 rejects	 
liveliness.	 	 Whatever	 you	 have	 in	 mind	 becomes	 dry,	 
like	 it	 has	 evaporated	 away.	 	 The	 heart	 stops.	 	 The	 
breathing	 stops	 though	 life	 still	 hangs	 on.	 	 Death	 in	 
life.”	 	 She	 appeared	 to	 slip	 away	 the	 words.	 	 She	 
suddenly	 couldn’t	 breathe.	 	 In	 a	 flash	 the	 judgement	 like	 
a	 curse	 rang	 out	 on	 somewhere	 in	 her	 consciousness.	 

“Living	 as	 if	 dead.”	 
Then	 the	 conversation	 deviated	 from	 mentally	 

abstract	 to	 art.	 	 It	 was	 the	 noise	 and	 feeling	 of	 art	 being	 
formed	 at	 an	 exhibition	 they	 were	 co-workers	 in	 two	 
years	 earlier.	 	 They	 touched	 on	 a	 few	 pieces	 of	 art,	 on	 
politics	 in	 art.	 It	 was	 a	 witty	 game	 between	 an	 artist	 and	 
a	 curator.	 	 When	 the	 time	 for	 departure	 arrived,	 the	 
curator	 asked	 about	 all	 the	 dogs	 at	 her	 place	 and	 at	 the	 
university	 and	 the	 woman	 replied:	 

“Some	 have	 died	 and	 new	 ones	 have	 come.”	 	 He	 
asked	 about	 the	 thin	 black	 one	 that	 had	 traveled	 to	 
Europe	 to	 be	 the	 prince	 in	 the	 cottage	 in	 the	 300-year-
old	 baroque-style	 garden.	 

“There	 was	 no	 trace	 of	 Ngab’s	 going	 to	 Europe	 at	 
all,”	 the	 woman	 said.	 	 “He	 changed	 from	 eating	 grapes	 



to	 eating	 watermelon.	 	 The	 whole	 watermelon,	 rind	 and	 
all,”	 she	 added.	 	 “Not	 long	 ago	 he	 bit	 a	 foreign	 curator	 
and	 tore	 off	 his	 pants.”	 

“I	 think	 it’s	 good	 that	 he	 felt	 like	 biting	 a	 curator,”	 
the	 curator	 said.	 	 “Because	 he	 had	 once	 gone	 to	 a	 world	 
art	 expo.	 	 So,	 he	 was	 able	 to	 catch	 up	 on	 things.”	 	 They	 
laughed,	 amused	 at	 the	 remarks.	 	 Then	 the	 woman	 
thought	 of	 something.	 	 They	 were	 equally	 serious,	 the	 
artist	 and	 the	 curator,	 grapes	 and	 watermelons.	 	 She	 
returned	 to	 the	 topic.	 

	 “Actually,	 the	 character	 in	 my	 novel	 wants	 to	 kill	 
herself.”	 

The	 curator	 responded.	 
“I	 depend	 on	 two	 things,	 Lileya.”	 	 Whether	 he	 was	 

concerned	 about	 her	 or	 not,	 he	 sounded	 serious	 but	 
gentle	 making	 her	 trust	 him.	 	 Maybe	 it	 was	 because	 his	 
statement	 was	 not	 playful	 but	 the	 most	 frank	 of	 all	 the	 
conversation	 that	 day.	 

“I	 depend	 on	 psychiatrists	 and	 fortune	 tellers.	 	 Oh,	 
and	 besides	 them,”	 he	 revealed	 further	 personal	 details	 
in	 a	 matter	 of	 fact	 manner.	 	 “I	 take	 AIDS	 medication,	 
also,	 but	 I	 don’t	 want	 to	 take	 any	 anti-depressants.”	 	 
The	 woman	 couldn’t	 believe	 what	 she	 had	 just	 heard.	 	 
She	 slowly	 grasped	 the	 gravity	 of	 the	 information,	 
though	 uncertainly.	 

“For	 the	 psychological	 aspects,	 I	 seek	 treatment	 in	 
counselling	 by	 my	 psychiatrist	 and	 an	 astrologist.	 	 It	 
helps	 a	 lot	 really.”	 

Some	 more	 customers	 had	 come	 into	 the	 
restaurant.	 	 They	 occupied	 two	 other	 tables.	 	 The	 clock	 
hands	 moved	 in	 circles	 but	 showed	 different	 times.	 	 
Variations	 in	 times.	 	 Being	 unconcerned	 with	 time.	 	 
They	 didn’t	 even	 know	 that	 their	 function	 was	 that	 of	 a	 
time	 keeping	 device.	 	 The	 light	 outside	 could	 affect	 the	 



light	 inside	 because	 the	 light	 outside	 was	 subject	 to	 all	 
kinds	 of	 changes	 and	 movements	 but	 the	 lamplight	 
remained	 steady;	 it	 either	 shined	 or	 went	 out	 without	 
dimming.	 	 Life	 is	 also	 this	 way.	 	 It	 comes	 and	 goes.	 	 	 

“The	 character	 doesn’t	 want	 to	 be	 cured	 of	 
depression,”	 the	 woman	 said.	 

The	 curator	 put	 down	 his	 teacup	 after	 taking	 a	 sip	 
and	 listened	 silently.	 	 He	 went	 to	 the	 doctor	 because	 he	 
found	 it	 all	 unbearable.	 	 If	 he	 had	 waited	 just	 a	 day	 or	 
two	 longer	 his	 life	 could	 have	 been	 over.	 

Moreover,	 he	 had	 just	 put	 down	 his	 last	 card	 about	 
his	 two	 kinds	 of	 illness.	 	 But	 the	 character	 had	 one	 more	 
role	 to	 play.	 	 The	 woman	 poured	 some	 tea	 for	 him	 and	 
said,	 “It’s	 good	 that	 we	 changed	 cups.”	 	 She	 tried	 to	 
delay	 the	 time.	 	 “The	 tiny	 ones	 in	 the	 tray	 look	 like	 the	 
ones	 I	 used	 to	 play	 with	 in	 my	 pots	 and	 pans	 games	 or	 
the	 ones	 I	 used	 in	 making	 offerings	 to	 the	 gods	 and	 
spirits.”	 

“I	 agree.”	 
And	 she	 continued.	 	 
“The	 female	 character	 went	 to	 five	 psychiatrists	 

during	 the	 same	 period	 of	 time	 to	 gather	 medical	 letters	 
certifying	 her	 condition.”	 

“What	 kind	 of	 letters?”	 	 What	 were	 they	 for?”	 the	 
curator	 asked.	 	 It	 looked	 like	 her	 face-up	 card	 worked	 
well	 as	 he	 asked	 further	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 had	 answered.	 

“To	 certify	 her	 suffering	 as	 being	 at	 a	 very	 serious	 
level	 of	 depression	 and	 being	 on	 the	 verge	 of	 killing	 
herself,	 certifying	 letters	 in	 English.”	 

	 “What	 for?”	 the	 curator	 asked	 trying	 for	 the	 
opportunity	 to	 win	 the	 turn	 in	 the	 conversation.	 

“To	 apply	 for	 permission	 to	 commit	 suicide.”	 	 The	 
curator	 was	 momentarily	 quiet	 hiding	 his	 curiosity	 
behind	 an	 impassive	 face.	 



“To	 apply	 to	 an	 organization	 in	 Switzerland.”	 
“That’s	 possible.	 	 I’ve	 heard	 about	 that,	 too,”	 he	 

said.	 
“There’s	 one	 in	 Belgium	 as	 well.”	 
“And	 in…”	 Marcus	 added.	 	 “But	 the	 Swiss	 one	 was	 

the	 likeliest	 one.”	 
The	 curator	 began	 to	 vaguely	 tune	 into	 the	 nuances	 

of	 an	 art	 project.	 
“But	 the	 Dignitas	 Society	 rejected	 the	 proposal	 and	 

wrote	 a	 letter	 saying	 that	 she	 should	 continue	 with	 her	 
treatment	 a	 little	 while	 longer.”	 

Their	 exchange	 of	 stories	 seemed	 to	 go	 along	 with	 
the	 atmosphere	 of	 part	 daytime,	 part	 nighttime	 in	 the	 
soft	 yellow	 light	 from	 the	 lamps	 in	 plain	 round	 shapes	 
and	 the	 pale	 light	 coming	 in	 through	 the	 yellow-white,	 
round	 angle	 glass	 pane	 of	 the	 window.	 	 They	 seemed	 to	 
get	 along	 well	 together	 like	 in	 life	 and	 in	 the	 novel,	 in	 a	 
serious	 conversation	 with	 the	 implication	 of	 an	 art	 
project.	 

“Are	 you	 going	 to	 do	 it?”	 he	 asked	 simply	 and	 in	 
few	 words.	 

“As	 an	 art	 project,	 of	 course,”	 she	 said.	 
The	 curator	 shifted	 in	 his	 seat	 and	 said	 softly	 as	 if	 

to	 say	 it’s	 a	 rainy	 day	 and	 I	 have	 jetlag.	 
“If	 not	 at	 that	 Dignitas	 Society,	 it	 could	 be	 at	 a	 

clinic,”	 he	 said.	 
“I’ll	 check	 with	 a	 friend	 in	 Switzerland.”	 	 He	 was	 

quiet	 and	 came	 to	 the	 realization,	 “Maybe	 it	 should	 be	 
at	 the	 Health	 Ministry	 level.”	 

The	 woman	 continued	 and	 said:	 
“Do	 you	 think	 the	 project	 would	 take	 three	 years	 

consecutively?”	 
Then	 she	 herself	 became	 excited.	 	 Her	 heart	 

throbbed.	 	 If	 only	 a	 short	 project	 for	 the	 following	 year	 



it	 would	 mean	 that	 if	 it’s	 realized,	 then	 time	 was	 
running	 out.	 

The	 curator	 didn’t	 explain	 about	 time,	 but	 said,	 	 
“Do	 it	 step	 by	 step.”	 	 It	 wasn’t	 clear	 whether	 it	 was	 

just	 one	 project	 for	 the	 following	 year	 or	 a	 portion	 
allotted	 for	 each	 of	 three	 years.	 	 But	 there	 was	 time,	 
more	 or	 less.	 

‘It	 can	 end	 somewhere,	 where	 it’s	 possible.’	 
One	 could	 observe	 a	 change	 in	 direction,	 a	 little	 

here	 about	 using	 art	 for	 healing	 and	 using	 it	 for	 killing.	 	 
Though	 the	 observation	 was	 not	 continual.	 	 Otherwise	 it	 
would	 be	 trend	 setting.	 	 But	 there	 seemed	 to	 be	 some	 
observations	 to	 make,	 which	 slightly	 overlapped	 and	 
seemed	 to	 be	 on	 the	 same	 path.	 

During	 her	 treatment,	 sustaining	 the	 mixing	 of	 
illness	 and	 art	 with	 a	 person’s	 absurdity,	 it	 seemed	 that	 
the	 owner	 of	 the	 project,	 the	 artist,	 was	 trying	 to	 get	 
back	 to	 writing,	 to	 be	 a	 writer,	 while	 trying	 to	 prevent	 
the	 characters	 from	 taking	 possession	 of	 her,	 without	 
leaving	 her	 alone	 or	 allowing	 her	 to	 go	 anywhere	 
without	 them.	 	 She	 managed	 to	 put	 it	 all	 aside	 
temporarily	 so	 that	 she	 could	 discuss	 the	 art	 project	 
that	 Marcus	 the	 curator	 followed	 up	 on	 in	 an	 e-mail	 a	 
week	 before.	 

“Hey!	 	 I’m	 waiting	 for	 your	 reply.	 	 I	 need	 to	 make	 
arrangements	 for	 the	 plane	 ticket.	 	 Please	 give	 me	 an	 
answer.”	 

Her	 lack	 of	 determination	 and	 interest	 in	 the	 art	 
project,	 her	 decision	 to	 give	 up	 gradually	 became	 
aroused	 and	 alive	 again.	 

Previously	 it	 had	 been	 for	 maintaining	 life.	 
Now	 it	 was	 for	 heading	 to	 the	 final	 finish.	 
It	 was	 as	 if	 the	 mental	 illness	 was	 peeking	 out	 and	 

looking	 for	 a	 way	 out	 for	 itself.	 



It	 was	 like	 a	 planet	 that	 kept	 moving	 until	 it	 
erupted	 and	 broke	 apart.	 

It	 was	 like	 a	 leaf	 falling	 off	 through	 the	 force	 of	 the	 
earth’s	 gravity	 or	 like	 the	 way	 things	 go.	 

Or	 
It	 wasn’t	 like	 anything.	 	 But	 it	 was	 just	 going	 the	 

way	 it	 was	 going.	 




