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‘Brutal and compelling stuff… [A] mesmerizing, knuckle-clenching read. Pick this up and you won’t easily put it down’ Maxim

‘Lord of the Flies and The Magus lurk at the roots of this novel, but Garland reshapes them with panache into something terrifyingly new’ Julie Myerson, Mail on Sunday

‘Garland’s prose is stunningly lucid. It is as if the influence of film is so strong that he has written a film in the form of a novel… But it is a very well-written film… Addictive and compelling’ Rory Dunlop, Spectator

‘Precise and speedy prose, with a good old-fashioned romantic adventure spiced up by deadpan authorial irony… Remarkable’ Sean O’Brien, Guardian Books of the Year

‘A gripping adventure and also a fascinating jigsaw… cleanly written, strongly driven, this is a terrific début’ Elizabeth Buchan, The Times

‘The Beach’s characters are startlingly well-drawn, but it’s Richard, increasingly unhinged and amoral, who truly fascinates… A powerful and frighteningly believable novel’ Company
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Introduction

In my mid-twenties, in the early 1990s, I moved to west London from Scotland. I remember meeting them, at parties in Notting Hill flats, in nightclubs, at raves. They’d be tanned, unshaven and stoned and they’d be saying things like ‘No, man, Koh Samui is over. Phuket is just touristville now. You have to go to …’ I was moving among the milieu of backpacking, oneupping, (mainly rich) young things that Alex Garland would skewer in his fiction debut a few years later, when he was, enragingly, just twenty-six years old. (Enragingly to me at any rate: I was struggling with the outline for my own first novel, whose eventual publication was still nearly a decade in the future.)

The Beach is a recollection told in the first-person (‘thinking about Thailand tends to make me angry, and until I started writing this book, I tried not to do it’) and it is peppered with cataphoric references (‘considering that two of them ended up dead and the other ended up nuts, I feel bad that their names mean so little to me’): tropes of horror fiction that conspire to create a feeling of dread, a warning about what is to come. Garland’s narrator Richard arrived at the Brit Pop feast like the Ancient Mariner, had Coleridge’s cypher been raised on Platoon, The Simpsons and Nintendo.

The premise was simple and cleanly executed: in Bangkok a young traveller is given a map to a hidden beach by an older traveller, Daffy, who then kills himself. Having first made the mistake of copying the map for two American backpackers he has formed a casual acquaintance with (an act that will later have horrific consequences), Richard and his two new friends – Etienne and his lover Francois – find the beach and the small community of travellers who have been living there for several years in a small, self-sufficient community that, at first, resembles Eden. Gradually, of course, Eden is revealed to have the dynamics of the playground. There are rivalries and tensions. There are Alpha males and chest-beating and jockeying for position. And there are serpents: the drug lords who control the huge marijuana patch on the far part of the island. And then there is Richard himself …

He was not the kind of child who just built Airfix model aircraft. He was the kind of child who built Airfix models, stuffed them full of cotton wool, doused them in lighter fuel, set them on fire and then threw them from the highest window in his house. When he kills a small shark its death throws appear to him as ‘something out of a comic book fight’. He knows how to deal with a certain situation because he’d seen it done on the Vietnam TV series Tour of  Duty. Stalking the guards who patrol the marijuana patch he notes that the only thing missing is ‘a Doors soundtrack’, presumably exactly like the one that covers the bloody climax of Apocalypse Now. Learning to walk quietly through the jungle when on patrol he gives himself ‘three lives’ whenever he steps on a twig or makes a noise, ‘in deference to video games’. Disaffection, ennui, is built line by line, paragraph by paragraph. At one point the characters sit, stoned, naturally, in front of a spectacular Thai sunset – ‘red sky faded to deep blue … orange light threw elastic shadows down the beach’ – and Richard notes that they watch it ‘as intently as if we were watching television’. Television being the primary reality, the gold standard to which all others must be calibrated.

Richard’s disaffection gradually gives way to brutality, to the point where, halfway through the novel, upon discovering a junkie couple on a beach, the man already dead from an overdose, he can say, ‘I wasn’t bothered about the guy because he’d come to Thailand and messed up, so that was his look out.’ His only concern is for the girl’s feelings when she wakes to find her friend or lover dead, so Richard makes fast work of hiding the body while she is still unconscious. It is a strange, surrealistic episode, unconnected to plot, but it gives to the lie to what Richard may be capable of later. (Another striking aspect of re-reading the novel now is the strange absence of sexuality: a couple of dozen young people are living in close quarters in the middle of nowhere and – apart from an inconclusive flirtation between Richard and Francoise – there is almost no sex in its pages. It is something the movie adaptation tried – not wholly successfully – to address.)

FNG, LZ, frag, DMZ, KIA … the Vietnam War terminology is relentless. And, most of all, ‘the World’: the term used in the novel to mean anywhere that is not the beach but which was coined by US GIs in-country to designate home, America, anywhere other than Vietnam. For Richard, all of this is second hand: mediated knowledge learned through film and books. Herman Hesse and The Deer Hunter. A generation or two earlier men in their late teens and early twenties had only gone to remote jungle countries to fight wars. They witnessed things many of them would never talk about, although some would write books about it: Tim O’Brien’s If  I Die in a Combat Zone from the Vietnam War, just a generation before the one Garland depicts, Norman Mailer’s The Naked and the Dead from the Philippines campaign of World War Two, from the generation before that. The Philippines is another place Richard has travelled to. (And which Garland would revisit for his next novel, The Tesseract. Coincidentally The Naked and the Dead was published when Mailer was twenty-five: the same age Garland was when he wrote The Beach. It is not a long list: enduring novels written by people in their mid-twenties. Some of us may find comfort in this.) But, of course, Mailer’s generation came home with very different stories to tell. ‘I do not want to die here,’ Etienne says to Richard, terrified as they hide from the armed marijuana farmers. The line is straight from any number of war movies, spoken by the terrified grunt from Bakersfield or Pittsburgh as he cowers under gunfire in a hot LZ. However, for Generation X in 1996, there were no wars to fight. Only the war against boredom.

And ultimately Richard is bored. He is bored that all his experience has been through a screen. He is eventually bored by the beauty of the beach, by all the fishing and the farming and the carpentry. As his psychosis deepens during his solo jungle patrols and the blood-spattered Daffy starts appearing to him during his walking hours as well as his sleeping ones, he wants something to happen. He wants the confrontation that will come when the Americans and their friends arrive. He wants to be discovered by the marijuana guards. Like the bored grunt on their fifth non-event mission Richard wants enemy contact, he wants some action. He wants that Doors soundtrack to kick in and the tracer fire to start tearing apart the jungle canopy.

And so does the reader. It is a neat trick of Garland’s narrative that the violence at the novel’s denouement lands not only as shock but as release.

*


‘I don’t travel with a camera. My holiday becomes the snapshots and anything I forget to record is lost. Apart from that the photographs never seem to be very evocative.’

The Beach



Strangely and fittingly I find myself writing this introduction on a beach in the Gulf of Thailand (Koh Samed, not a location Richard would have approved of, far too popular) and, looking up and down the sand, I can count half a dozen selfie-sticks trembling in the air and twice as many smartphones. Today, everyone travels with a camera.

It is at once easy and almost impossible to imagine the novel recast now, for the millennials, the children of the characters Garland wrote about two decades ago. Easy because, instead of looking at the sunsets and jungle outlines through the prism of Vietnam movies, instead of looking up from their Gameboys (Tekken, Sonic the Hedgehog, Alien3, Super Mario … to the average teenager today the list of videogame references in The Beach will read as archaically as a catalogue of relics from a Pharaoh’s tomb) towards the sparkling water, they would be looking up from iPhones and laptops, they would be filtering their reality (literally, scrolling through ‘monochrome’ and ‘fade’ and ‘1970s’ and all the other options in the bar at the bottom of the screen, or perhaps, daringly, not doing so and simply hashtagging the image with ‘nofilter’) through Instagram and Facebook and Twitter.

And it is almost impossible because how can we imagine the book’s central premise surviving two minutes in the contemporary cyclone of location services enabled ? Today Daffy’s crude cartography would have been fed into Google maps, then shared and retweeted and liked until something out of one of Garland’s future creation 28 Days Later happened: a literal Zombie apocalypse of backpackers heading like a tidal wave for the beach within forty-eight hours.

Part of the novel’s astonishing success at the time (a bestseller and then a movie with the hottest director of the moment and the biggest star in the world) was its hotwiring of the zeitgeist – by 1996/97, it wasn’t just the trust fund kids from W11: everyone was backpacking in Thailand, Vietnam and Cambodia. But – as long out of print works by everyone from Jack London to Terry Southern will attest – briefly touching the zeitgeist is no guarantee of still being in print twenty years later. What will the generation who read the novel now, and those who will come after them, find in its pages? They will find what generations before them found in the pages of Fitzgerald and Hemingway, as their protagonists drank and smoked and gazed at the landscapes of Italy, or Spain, or Africa: characters damaged by where they have come from looking for release – or correction, or illumination – in strange new corners of the world and finding only disaffection, ugliness, self-absorption and ego.

Finding only the things they have brought with them.

John Niven, Thailand, May 2016.









Boom-Boom
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Vietnam, me love you long time. All day, all night, me love you long time.


‘Delta One-Niner, this is Alpha patrol. We are on the north-east face of hill Seven-Zero-Five and taking fire, I repeat, taking fire. Immediate air assistance required on the fucking double. Can you confirm?’

Radio static.

‘I say again, this is Alpha patrol and we are taking fire. Immediate air assistance required. Can you confirm? We are taking fire. Please confirm. We are … Incoming, incoming!’

Boom.

‘… Medic!’

Dropping acid on the Mekong Delta, smoking grass through a rifle barrel, flying on a helicopter with opera blasting out of loudspeakers, tracer-fire and paddy-field scenery, the smell of napalm in the morning.

Long time.

Yea, though I walk through the valley of death I will fear no evil, for my name is Richard. I was born in 1974.







Bangkok
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Bitch


The first I heard of the beach was in Bangkok, on the Khao San Road. Khao San Road was backpacker land. Almost all the buildings had been converted into guest-houses, there were long-distance-telephone booths with air-con, the cafés showed brand-new Hollywood films on video, and you couldn’t walk ten feet without passing a bootleg-tape stall. The main function of the street was as a decompression chamber for those about to leave or enter Thailand, a halfway house between East and West.

I’d landed at Bangkok in the late afternoon, and by the time I got to Khao San it was dark. My taxi driver winked and told me that at one end of the street was a police station, so I asked him to drop me off at the other end. I wasn’t planning on crime but I wanted to oblige his conspiratorial charm. Not that it made much difference which end one stayed because the police obviously weren’t active. I caught the smell of grass as soon as I got out of the cab, and half the travellers weaving past me were stoned.

He left me outside a guest-house with an eating area open to the street. As I studied it, checking the clientele to gauge what kind of place it was, a thin man at the table nearest me leant over and touched my arm. I glanced down. He was, I guessed, one of the heroin hippies that float around India and Thailand. He’d probably come to Asia ten years ago and turned an occasional dabble into an addiction. His skin was old, though I’d have believed he was in his thirties. The way he was looking at me, I had the feeling I was being sized up as someone to rip off.

‘What?’ I said warily.

He pulled an expression of surprise and held up the palms of his hands. Then he curled his finger and thumb into the O-shaped perfection sign, and pointed into the guest-house.

‘It’s a good place?’

He nodded.

I looked again at the people around the tables. They were mostly young and friendly looking, some watching the TV, and some chattering over their dinner.

‘OK.’ I smiled at him in case he wasn’t a heroin addict, just a friendly mute. ‘I’m sold.’

He returned the smile and turned back to the video screen.

Quarter of an hour later I was settling into a room that was a little larger than a double bed. I can be accurate about it because there was a double bed in the room, and on each of its four sides was a foot of space. My backpack could just slide in the gap.

One wall was concrete – the side of the building. The others were Formica and bare. They moved when I touched them. I had the feeling that if I leant against one it would fall over and maybe hit another, and all the walls of the neighbouring rooms would collapse like dominoes. Just short of the ceiling, the walls stopped, and covering the space was a strip of metal mosquito netting. The netting almost upheld the illusion of a confined, personal area – until I lay down on the bed. As soon as I relaxed, stopped moving, I began to hear cockroaches scuttling around in the other rooms.

At my head end I had a French couple in their late teens – a beautiful, slim girl with a suitably handsome boy attached. They’d been leaving their room as I got to mine and we exchanged nods as we passed in the corridor. The other end was empty. Through the netting I could see the light was off, and anyway, if it had been occupied I would have heard the person breathing. It was the last room on the corridor, so I presumed it faced the street and had a window.

On my ceiling was a fan, strong enough to stir the air on full setting. For a while I did nothing but lie on the bed and look up at it. It was calming, following the revolutions, and with the mixture of heat and soft breeze I felt I could drift asleep. That suited me. West to East is the worst for jet lag, and it would be good to fall into the right sleeping pattern on the first night.

I switched off the light. There was a glow from the corridor, and I could still see the fan. Soon I was asleep.

Once or twice I was aware of people in the corridor, and I thought I heard the French couple coming back, then leaving again. But the noises never woke me fully and I was always able to slip back into the dream I’d been having before. Until I heard the man’s footsteps. They were different, too creepy to doze through. They had no rhythm or weight and dragged on the floor.

A muttered stream of British swear-words floated into my room as he jiggled the padlock on his door. Then there was a loud sigh, the lock opened with a click, and his light came on. The mosquito netting cast a patterned shadow on my ceiling.

Frowning, I looked at my watch. It was two in the morning – early evening, UK time. I wondered if I might get back to sleep.

The man slumped on to his bed, making the wall between us shake alarmingly. He coughed for a while, then I heard the rustle of a joint being rolled. Soon there was blue smoke caught in the light, rolling through the netting.

Aside from the occasional deep exhalation, he was silent. I drifted back to sleep, almost.


‘Bitch,’ said a voice. I opened my eyes.

‘Fucking bitch. We’re both as good as …’

The voice paused for a coughing fit.

‘Dead.’

I was wide awake now so I sat up in bed.

‘Cancer in the corals, blue water, my bitch. Fucking Christ, did me in,’ the man continued.

He had an accent, but at first my sleep-fogged head couldn’t place it.

‘Bitch,’ he said again, spitting out the word.

A Scottish accent. Beach.

There was a scrabbling sound on the wall. For a moment I thought he might be trying to push it over and I had a vision of myself being sandwiched between the Formica board and the bed. Then his head appeared through the mosquito netting, silhouetted, facing me.

‘Hey,’ he said.

I didn’t move. I was sure he couldn’t see into my room.

‘Hey. I know you’re listening. In there. I know you’re awake.’

He lifted up a finger and gave the netting an exploratory poke. It popped away from where it was stapled to the Formica. His hand stuck through.

‘Here.’

A glowing red object sailed through the darkness, landing on the bed in a little shower of sparks. The joint he’d been smoking. I grabbed it to stop it burning the sheets.

‘Yeah,’ said the man and laughed quietly. ‘Got you now. I saw you take the butt.’

For a few seconds I couldn’t get a handle on the situation. I kept thinking – what if I actually had been asleep? The sheets might have caught fire. I might have burned to death. The panic flipped into anger, but I suppressed it. The man was way too much of a random element for me to lose my temper. I could still only see his head and that was back-lit, in shadow.

Holding up the joint I asked, ‘Do you want this back?’

‘You were listening,’ he replied, ignoring me. ‘Heard me talking about the beach.’

‘… You’ve got a loud voice.’

‘Tell me what you heard.’

‘I didn’t hear anything.’

‘… Heard nothing?’

He paused for a moment, then pressed his face into the netting. ‘You’re lying.’

‘No. I was asleep. You just woke me up … when you threw this joint at me.’

‘You were listening,’ he hissed.

‘I don’t care if you don’t believe me.’

‘I don’t believe you.’

‘Well … I don’t care … Look.’ I stood on the bed so our heads were at the same level, and held up the joint to the hole he’d made. ‘If you want this, take it. All I want is to go to sleep.’

As I lifted my hand he pulled back, moving out of the shadow. His face was flat like a boxer’s, the nose busted too many times to have any form, and his lower jaw was too large for the top half of his skull. It would have been threatening if not for the body it was attached to. The jaw tapered into a neck so thin it seemed incredible that it supported his head, and his T-shirt hung slackly on coat-hanger shoulders.

Past him I saw into his room. There was a window, as I’d assumed, but he’d taped it up with pages from a newspaper. Apart from that it was bare.

His hand reached through the gap and plucked the butt from my fingers.

‘OK,’ I said, thinking I’d gained some kind of control. ‘Now leave me alone.’

‘No,’ he replied flatly.

‘…No?’

‘No.’

‘Why not? What do you … do you want something?’

‘Yep.’ He grinned. ‘And that’s why …’ Again he pushed his face into the netting. ‘… I won’t leave you alone.’

But as soon as he said it he seemed to change his mind. He ducked out of sight, obscured by the angle of the wall. I stayed standing for a couple of seconds, confused but wanting to reinforce my authority – like it wasn’t me stepping down, just him. Then I heard him relight his joint. I let that mark the end of it and lay back down on the bed.

Even after he’d switched his light off, twenty or so minutes later, I still couldn’t get back to sleep. I was too keyed up, too much stuff was running through my head. Beaches and bitches; I was exhausted, jumpy with adrenalin. Perhaps, given an hour of silence, I might have relaxed, but soon after the man’s light went out the French couple came back to their room and started having sex.

It was impossible, hearing their panting and feeling the vibrations of their shifting bed, not to visualize them. The brief glimpse of the girl’s face I’d caught in the corridor was stuck in my head. An exquisite face. Dark skin and dark hair, brown eyes. Full lips.

After they’d finished I had a powerful urge for a cigarette – empathy maybe – but I stopped myself. I knew that if I did they’d hear me rustling the packet or lighting the match. The illusion of their privacy would be broken.

Instead I concentrated on lying as still as I could, for as long as I could. It turned out I could do it for quite a long while.



Geography

The Khao San Road woke early. At five, muffled car horns began sounding off in the street outside, Bangkok’s version of the dawn chorus. Then the water-pipes under the floor started to rattle as the guest-house staff took their showers. I could hear their conversations, the plaintive sound of Thai just rising above the splashing water.

Lying on my bed, listening to the morning noises, the tension of the previous night became unreal and distant. Although I couldn’t understand what the staff were saying to each other, their chattering and occasional laughter conveyed a sense of normality: they were doing what they did every morning, their thoughts connected only to routine. I imagined they might be discussing who would go for kitchen supplies in the market that day or who would be sweeping the halls.

Around five thirty a few bedroom-door bolts clicked open as the early-bird travellers emerged and the die-hard party-goers from Patpong returned. Two German girls clattered up the wooden stairs at the far end of my corridor, apparently wearing clogs. I realized that the dreamless snatches of sleep I’d managed were finished, so I decided to have a cigarette, the one I’d denied myself a few hours before.

The early morning smoke was a tonic. I gazed upwards, an empty matchbox for an ashtray balanced on my stomach, and every puff I blew into the ceiling fan lifted my spirits a little higher. Before long my mind turned to thoughts of food. I left my room to see if there was any breakfast to be had in the eating area downstairs.

There were already a few travellers at the tables, dozily sipping glasses of black coffee. One of them, still sitting on the same chair as yesterday evening, was the helpful mute/heroin addict. He’d been there all night, judging by his glazed stare. As I sat down I gave him a friendly smile and he tilted his head in reply.

I began studying the menu, a once white sheet of A4 paper with such an extensive list of dishes I felt making a choice was beyond my ability. Then I was distracted by a delicious smell. A kitchen boy had wandered over with a tray of fruit pancakes. He distributed them to a group of Americans, cutting off a good-natured argument about train times to Chiang Mai.

One of them noticed me eyeing their food and he pointed at his plate. ‘Banana pancakes,’ he said. ‘The business.’

I nodded. ‘They smell pretty good.’

‘Taste better. English?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘Been here long?’

‘Since yesterday evening. You?’

‘A week,’ he replied, and popped a piece of pancake in his mouth, looking away as he did so. I guessed that signalled the end of the exchange.

The kitchen boy came over to my table and stood there, gazing at me expectantly through sleepy eyes.

‘One banana pancake, please,’ I said, obliged into making a snap decision.

‘You wan’ order one banan’ pancake?’

‘Please.’

‘You wan’ order drink?’

‘Uh, a Coke. No, a Sprite.’

‘You wan’ one banan’ pancake, one Spri’.’

‘Please.’

He strolled back towards the kitchen, and a sudden warm swell of happiness washed over me. The sun was bright on the road outside. A man was setting up his stall on the pavement, arranging bootleg tapes into rows. Next to him a small girl sliced pineapples, cutting the tough skin into neat, spiralling designs. Behind her an even smaller girl used a rag to keep the flies at bay.

I lit my second cigarette of the day, not wanting it, just feeling it was the right thing to do.

The French girl appeared without her boyfriend and without any shoes. Her legs were brown and slim, her skirt short. She delicately padded through the café. We all watched her. The heroin mute, the group of Americans, the Thai kitchen boys. We all saw the way she moved her hips to slide between the tables and the silver bracelets on her wrists. When her eyes glanced around the room we looked away, and when she turned to the street we looked back.

After breakfast I decided to have a wander around Bangkok, or at the very least, the streets around Khao San. I paid for my food and headed for my room to get some more cash, thinking I might need to get a taxi somewhere.

There was an old woman at the top of the stairs, cleaning the windows with a mop. Water was pouring off the glass and down to the floor. She was completely soaked, and as the mop lurched around the windows it skimmed dangerously close to a bare light-bulb hanging from the ceiling.

‘Excuse me,’ I said, checking I wasn’t about to be included in the puddle of potential death that was expanding on the floor. She turned around. ‘That light is dangerous with the water.’

‘Yes,’ she replied. Her teeth were either black and rotten or yellow as mustard: it looked like she had a mouth full of wasps. ‘Hot-hot.’ She deliberately brushed the light-bulb with the edge of her mop. Water boiled angrily on the bulb, and a curl of steam rose up to the ceiling.

I shuddered. ‘Careful! … The electricity could kill you.’

‘Hot.’

‘Yes, but …’ I paused, seeing that I was on to a non-starter language-wise, then decided to soldier on.

I glanced around. We were the only two people on the landing.

‘OK, look.’

I began a short mime of mopping down the windows before sticking my imaginary mop into the light. Then I began jerking around, electrocuted.

She placed a shrivelled hand on my arm to stop my convulsions.

‘Hey, man,’ she drawled in a voice too high-pitched to describe as mellow. ‘It cool.’

I raised my eyebrows, not sure I’d heard her words correctly.

‘Chill,’ she added. ‘No worry.’

‘Right,’ I said, trying to accept the union of Thai crone and hippy jargon with grace. She’d clearly been working on the Khao San Road a long time. Feeling chided, I started walking down the corridor to my room.

‘Hey,’ she called after me. ‘Le’er for you, man.’

I stopped. ‘A what?’

‘Le’er.’

‘… Letter?’

‘Le’er! On you door!’

I nodded my thanks, wondering how she knew which was my room, and continued down the corridor. Sure enough, taped to my door was an envelope. On it was written ‘Here is a map’ in laboured joined-up writing. I was still so surprised at the old woman’s strange vocabulary that I took the letter in my stride.

The woman watched me from the other end of the corridor, leaning on her mop. I held up the envelope. ‘Got it. Thanks. Do you know who it’s from?’

She frowned, not understanding the question.

‘Did you see anybody put this here?’

I started another little mime and she shook her head.

‘Well, anyway, thanks.’

‘No worry,’ she said, and returned to her windows.

A couple of minutes later I was sitting on my bed with the ceiling fan chilling the back of my neck, and the map in my hands. Beside me the empty envelope rustled under the breeze. Outside, the old woman clanked up the stairs with her mop and bucket to the next level.

The map was beautifully coloured in. The islands’ perimeters were drawn in green biro and little blue pencil waves bobbed in the sea. A compass sat in the top-right-hand corner, carefully segmented into sixteen points, each with an arrow tip and appropriate bearing. At the top of the map it read ‘Gulf of Thailand’ in thick red marker. A thinner red pen had been used for the islands’ names.

It was so carefully drawn that I had to smile. It reminded me of geography homework and tracing paper. A brief memory surfaced of my teacher handing out exercise books and sarcastic quips.

‘So who’s it from?’ I muttered, and checked the envelope once more for an accompanying note of explanation. It was empty.

Then, on one of a cluster of small islands I noticed a black mark. An X mark. I looked closer. Written underneath in tiny letters was the word ‘Beach’.

I wasn’t sure exactly what I was going to say to him. I was curious, partly, just wanting to know what the deal was with this beach of his. Also I was pissed off. It seemed like the guy was set on invading my holiday, freaking me out by hissing through the mosquito netting in the middle of the night and leaving strange maps for me to discover.

His door was unlocked, the padlock missing. I listened outside for a minute before knocking, and when I did the door swung open.

In spite of the newspaper pages stuck over the windows, there was enough light coming in for me to see. The man was lying on the bed, looking up at the ceiling. I think he’d slit his wrists. Or it could have been his neck. In the gloom, with so much blood splashed about, it was hard to tell what he’d slit. But I knew he’d done the cutting: there was a knife in his hand.

I stood still, gazing at the body for a couple of moments. Then I went to get help.


Étienne

The policeman was perspiring, but not with the heat. The air-con in the room made it like a fridge. It was more to do with the exertion of speaking English. When he came to a difficult word or a complicated sentence his brow would crease into a hundred lines. Then, little beads of sweat would pop up like opals on his brown skin.

‘But Mis’er Duck no you frien’,’ he said.

I shook my head. ‘I’d never met him before last night. And listen. The Duck name, it’s not real. It’s a joke name.’

‘Jo’ name?’ said the policeman.

‘Not a true name.’ I pointed to where he’d written the name in his notebook. ‘Daffy Duck is a cartoon character.’

‘Ca’oon?’

‘Yes.’

‘Mis’er Duck is ca’oon?’

‘Like Bugs Bunny. Uh, Mickey Mouse.’

‘Oh,’ said the policeman. ‘So, he gi’ false name to gues’ house.’

‘Definitely.’

The policeman wiped his shirtsleeve over his face. Sweat sprinkled over his notebook, blurring the ink. He frowned and new droplets replaced the ones he’d just swept away.

‘Now I wan’ ask you abou’ scene of crime.’

‘OK.’

‘You en’er Mis’er Duck room, because wha’?’

I’d worked this out on the walk down the Khao San Road to the police station.

‘Because he kept me awake last night and I wanted to tell him not to do it again.’

‘Ah. Las’ nigh’ Mis’er Duck make noise.’

‘Right.’

‘And wha’ you fine in room, hah?’

‘Nothing. I just saw him dead and went to tell the guest-house manager.’

‘Mis’er Duck already dead? How you know abou’ tha’?’

‘I didn’t. I just thought he was. There was a lot of blood.’

The policeman nodded sagely, then leant back on his chair.

‘I think you angry abou’ so much noise las’ nigh’, hah?’

‘Sure.’

‘How angry wi’ Mis’er Duck?’

I held up my hands. ‘I spent the whole morning in the restaurant eating breakfast. From six until nine. A lot of people saw me there.’

‘Maybe he die before six.’

I shrugged. I wasn’t worried. There was a clear image in my head of the low light coming through the newspapered windows and the sparkling highlights on Mister Duck. The blood had been pretty wet.

The policeman sighed. ‘OK,’ he said. ‘You tell me agai’ abou’ las’ nigh’.’

Why didn’t I mention the map? Because I didn’t want to get involved in some foreign police investigation and I didn’t want my holiday fucked up. Also I didn’t care much about the guy’s death. I saw it as, well, Thailand’s an exotic country with drugs and AIDS and a bit of danger, and if Daffy Duck got too caught up, then it was his look-out.

I didn’t get the impression that the policeman cared much about the whole thing either. After another thirty minutes of ruthless interrogation (‘Can you ve’ify you eat banan’ pancake?’) he let me go, asking me not to leave Khao San within twenty-four hours.

The French girl’s boyfriend was sitting on the steps of the police station with his face angled up towards the sun. Obviously he’d been brought in for questioning too. He glanced around as I walked down the steps, maybe thinking I was the girl, then turned back.

Normally I’d have taken that as a sign someone doesn’t want to chat. I do a lot of my travelling alone so sometimes I get starved of conversation and company. It makes me alert to body language, because even if I’m feeling a bit lonely I don’t want to inflict myself on a person who isn’t interested. But this time I ignored the sign. Despite not wanting to get involved with the police, the death had made for an unusual start to the day and I had the urge to talk about it.

I sat down right beside him so he couldn’t avoid me. As it turned out, I’d read the sign wrong anyway. He was very friendly.

‘Hi,’ I said. ‘Speak English? Uh, je parle français un petit peu mais malheureusement je suis pas très bon.’

He laughed. ‘I speak English,’ he replied in a gently accented voice.

‘You’re here about that guy who died, huh?’

‘Yes. I heard you were the one to find him.’

Fame.

‘Yep,’ I replied, pulling my cigarettes out of my pocket. ‘Found him this morning.’

‘It must have been bad for you.’

‘It was OK. Do you smoke?’

‘No, thank you.’

I lit up.

‘So, I’m Richard,’ I said, exhaling.

‘Étienne,’ said Étienne, and we shook hands.

Last night I’d put him at eighteen or so, but in the daylight he looked older. Twenty or twenty-one. He had a Mediterranean look about him – short dark hair and a slim build. I could see him in a few years’ time, a couple of stones heavier, a glass of Ricard in one hand and a boule in the other.

‘This is so weird,’ I said. ‘I only got to Thailand last night. I wanted to relax in Bangkok, if that’s possible, and instead I got this.’

‘Oh, we have been here already four weeks, and it is weird for us too.’

‘Well, yeah, I suppose someone dying is always a bit strange. So where’ve you been for the last month? Not only Bangkok, surely.’

‘No, no.’ Étienne shook his head vigorously. ‘A few days in Bangkok is enough. We have been north.’

‘Chiang Mai?’

‘Yes, we went on a trek. We rafted on a river. Very boring, no?’ He sighed and leant backwards, resting his back on the stone step behind him.

‘Boring?’

Étienne smiled. ‘Raft, trek. I want to do something different, and everybody wants to do something different. But we all do the same thing. There is no … ah …’

‘Adventure.’

‘I think it is why we come here.’ He pointed around the corner of the police station, towards the Khao San Road. ‘We come for an adventure, but we find this.’

‘Disappointing.’

‘Yes.’

Étienne paused for a moment, frowning slightly, then he said, ‘This man who died. He was very strange. We would hear him late at night. He would talk and shout … The walls are so thin.’

To my irritation I blushed, remembering the sound of Étienne and his girlfriend having sex. I took a deep drag on my cigarette and looked down at the steps we were sitting on. ‘Are they?’ I said. ‘I was so tired last night I slept …’

‘Yes. Sometimes we do not return to the guest-house until late so he will already be asleep.’

‘It won’t be a problem any more.’

‘Often we could not understand him. I know he talked English because I would recognize some words, but … it was not easy.’

‘It wasn’t easy for me either. He was Scottish. Strong accent.’

‘Oh … You heard him last night?’

Now it was Étienne’s turn to go red while I concentrated on my cigarette. My embarrassment was compounded by his. It was odd, but if his girlfriend had been ugly I’d only have been amused, but because she was so attractive it almost felt as if I’d had some kind of affair with her. Which of course I had. A mental affair.

We blushed at each other until the awkward silence became too oppressive.

‘Yes,’ I said, far too loudly. ‘He had a thick Scottish accent.’

‘Ah,’ replied Étienne, also a little firmly. ‘Now I understand.’

He stroked his chin thoughtfully as though he were smoothing down a beard, although I could see from his light stubble that he was a long way from being able to grow one. Then he said, ‘He would talk about a beach.’

He looked straight at me as he said it. He was watching my face for a reaction – it was obvious. I nodded to make him continue.

‘He would talk about it all night. I would lie on my bed awake, because I could not sleep with his shouting, and I would try to follow his words. Like a puzzle.’ Étienne laughed. ‘Fokkin’ bitch,’ he said, approximating the man’s voice pretty well. ‘It took me three nights to understand it was a beach. Just like a puzzle.’

I took another drag on my cigarette, leaving a pause in the conversation, letting Étienne fill it.

‘I like puzzles,’ he said, but not really to me. Then he let the silence grow.

A trip to India, seventeen years old, more dope than sense, me and one friend decided to take about an eighth of hash with us on a flight from Srinagar to Delhi. We each made our own plans as to how to take it. I wrapped mine up in plastic, swathed it in masking tape and deodorant to mask the smell, and tucked it into a bottle of malaria pills. The precautions were probably unnecessary. The customs officers were unlikely to be too interested in internal flights, but I did it anyway.

When we got to the airport I was shit scared. I mean I was shit scared – eyes popping, shaking, sweating like a pig. But in spite of my fear, I did the most extraordinary thing. I told a complete stranger, a guy I met in the waiting lounge, that I had some dope hidden in my backpack. It wasn’t even like he’d winkled the information out of me. I volunteered it. I made the conversation move on to the subject of drugs, and then confessed that I was a smuggler.

I don’t know why I did it. I knew it was a fantastically stupid thing to do, but I went right ahead and did it anyway. I simply needed to tell someone what I was doing.

‘I know where the beach is,’ I said.

Étienne raised his eyebrows.

‘I’ve got a map.’

‘A map of the beach?’

‘The dead guy drew it for me. I found it stuck to my door this morning. It shows where the beach is, how to get there. I’ve got it in my room.’

Étienne whistled. ‘You told the police?’

‘Nope.’

‘Perhaps it is important. Maybe it is something to do with why he …’

‘Maybe it is.’ I flicked away my cigarette. ‘But I don’t want to get involved. Maybe they’d think I knew him or something, but I didn’t. I never met him before last night.’

‘A map,’ said Étienne quietly.

‘Cool, huh?’

Étienne stood up suddenly. ‘Can I see it? Would you mind?’

‘Uh, not really,’ I replied. ‘But aren’t you waiting for …’

‘My girlfriend? Françoise? She knows the way back to the guest-house. No, I would like to see the map.’ He rested a hand lightly on my shoulder. ‘If I may.’

Surprised by the intimacy of the gesture, my shoulder twitched and the hand dropped.

‘Yeah, sure,’ I said. ‘Let’s go.’


Mute

We didn’t talk as we walked down the Khao San Road towards the guest-house. There was no point. Dodging through the hundreds of travellers made it impossible to have a conversation. Passing the bootleg-tape stalls, moving through the music zones, picking up the walking pace for one beat, slowing it for another. Creedence Clearwater told us to run through the jungle, as if we needed to be told. A techno beat pumped out of fuzzy speakers, then Jimi Hendrix.

Platoon. Jimi Hendrix, dope, and rifle barrels.

I sought out the smell of grass to complete the connection, and found it through the stench of a hot gutter and sticky tarmac. I think it came from above – a balcony full of braided hair and dirty T-shirts, leaning on the guard-rail, enjoying the scene below.

A brown hand flashed out and caught hold of me. A Thai trader sitting by his stall, a slim man with acne scars, was gripping my arm. I looked towards Étienne. He hadn’t seen, was still walking down the road. I lost him behind bobbing heads and tanned necks.

The man began stroking my forearm with his free hand, smoothly and swiftly, not loosening his grip. I frowned and tried to pull away. He pulled me back, taking my hand towards his thigh. My fingers clenched to a fist and my knuckles pressed against his skin. People pushed past me on the pavement, knocking me with their shoulders. One caught my eye and smiled. The man stopped stroking my arm and started stroking my leg.

I looked at him. His face was passive and unreadable and his gaze was levelled at my waist. He gave my leg a final caress, turning his wrist so his thumb slipped briefly under the material of my shorts. Then he released my arm, patted me on the behind, and turned back to his stall.

I jogged after Étienne – he was standing on the pavement twenty yards ahead with his hands on his hips. As I approached he raised his eyebrows. I frowned and we continued walking.

At the guest-house the silent heroin addict sat in his usual seat. When he saw us he drew a line with his finger over each wrist. ‘Sad, huh?’ I tried to say, but my lips were sticky and barely opened. The sound that came from my throat was a sigh.


Françoise

Étienne gazed at the map for five minutes without speaking. Then he said, ‘Wait,’ and darted out of my room. I heard him rummaging around next door, then he came back holding a guidebook. ‘There.’ He pointed to an open page. ‘These are the islands in the map. A national marine park west of Ko Samui and Ko Pha-Ngan.’

‘Ko Samui?’

‘Yes. Look. All the islands have protection. Tourists cannot visit, you see?’

I couldn’t. The guidebook was written in French, but I nodded anyway.

Étienne paused, reading, then continued. ‘Ah. Tourists can go to …’ He took the map and pointed to one of the bigger islands in the small archipelago, three islands down from where X marked the beach. ‘… this one. Ko Phelong. Tourists can go to Ko Phelong on a special guided tour from Ko Samui, but … but they can only stay one night. And they cannot leave the island.’

‘So this beach is in a national park?’

‘Yes.’

‘How are people supposed to get there?’

‘They cannot get there. It is a national park.’

I leant back on the bed and lit a cigarette. ‘That’s that sorted then. The map is bullshit.’

Étienne shook his head. ‘No. Not bullshit. Really, why did the man give it to you? He went to so much trouble. See the little waves.’

‘He called himself Daffy Duck. He was mad.’

‘I do not think so. Listen.’ Étienne picked up his guidebook and began a halting translation. ‘The most adventurous travellers are … exploring the islands beyond Ko Samui to find … to find, ah, tranquillity, and Ko Pha-Ngan is a favourite … destination. But even Ko Pha-Ngan is …’ He paused. ‘OK, Richard. This says travellers try new islands beyond Ko Pha-Ngan because Ko Pha-Ngan is now the same as Ko Samui.’

‘The same?’

‘Spoiled. Too many tourists. But look, this book is three years old. Now maybe some travellers feel these islands past Ko Pha-Ngan are also spoiled. So they find a completely new island, in the national park.’

‘But they aren’t allowed in the national park.’

Étienne raised his eyes to the ceiling. ‘Exactly! This is why they go there. Because there will be no other tourists.’

‘The Thai authorities would just get rid of them.’

‘Look how many islands are there. How could they be found? Maybe if they hear a boat they can hide, and the only way to find them is if you know they are there – and we do. We have this.’ He slid the map across the bed at me. ‘You know, Richard, I think I want to find this beach.’

I smiled.

‘Really,’ said Étienne. ‘You can believe me. I do.’


I did believe him. He had a look in his eye that I recognized. In my early adolescence I went through a stage of mild delinquency, along with two of my friends, Sean and Danny. During the early hours of the morning, weekends only because we had school to think of, we would patrol the streets around our area, smashing things. ‘Hot Bottle’ was the favourite game. It involved nicking empty milk bottles from people’s doorsteps. We would throw the bottles high into the air and try to catch them. Most of the fun came when bottles were dropped, seeing the silvery explosion of glass, feeling the shards flick against our jeans. Running from the scene of the crime was an extra kick, ideally with the shouts of enraged adults ringing in our ears.

The look I recognized in Étienne’s eyes came from one particular experience when we graduated from smashing milk bottles to smashing a car. We’d been sitting in my kitchen, playfully discussing the idea, when Sean said, ‘Let’s just do it.’ He said it casually, but his eyes said he was serious. Through them I could see he’d already moved beyond thoughts of practicality and consequence, and was hearing the sound of the windscreen folding in.

Étienne, I imagined, was hearing the sound of the surf on this hidden beach, or hiding from the marine-park wardens as he made his way to the island. The effect on me was the same as when Sean said, ‘Let’s just do it.’ Abstract thoughts suddenly flipped into thoughts about reality. Following the path of the map had become something that could happen.

‘I think,’ I said, ‘we could probably hire a fisherman to take us to the island.’

Étienne nodded. ‘Yes. It might be difficult to get there, but not impossible.’

‘We’d have to go to Ko Samui first.’

‘Or Ko Pha-Ngan.’

‘Or maybe we could even do it from Surat Thani.’

‘Or Ko Phelong.’

‘We’d have to ask around a little …’

‘But there would be someone to take us.’

‘Yes …’

At that moment Françoise appeared, having returned from the police station.

If Étienne was the one who turned the idea of finding the beach into a possibility, it was Françoise who made it happen. The odd thing was, she did it almost accidentally, simply by taking it for granted that we were going to try.

I didn’t want to seem impressed by her prettiness, so when she stuck her head round the door, I looked up, said ‘Hi,’ then went back to studying the map.

Étienne shifted over on my bed and patted the space he had made. Françoise stayed in the doorway. ‘I did not wait for you,’ he said, presumably speaking in English for my sake. ‘I met Richard.’ She didn’t follow the language lead and began rattling away in French. I couldn’t follow their conversation past recognizing the odd word, including my own name, but the speed and forcefulness of the exchange made me think that either she was pissed off that he’d left without her, or she was just keen to fill him in on what had happened at the police station.

After some minutes the tone of their voices relaxed. Then Françoise said in English, ‘May I have a cigarette, Richard?’

‘Sure.’ I gave her one and held out a light. As she cupped her hands to cover the flame from the ceiling fan, I noticed a tiny dolphin tattoo half hidden behind her watch-strap. It seemed like a strange place for a tattoo and I nearly commented on it, but to do so seemed too familiar. Scars and tattoos. You need to know someone fairly well before asking questions.

‘So what is this map from the dead man?’ Françoise asked.

‘I found it on my door this morning …’ I started to explain, but she cut me off.

‘Yes, Étienne has told me already. I want to see it.’

I passed the map to her and Étienne pointed out the beach.

‘Oh,’ she said. ‘Near Ko Samui.’

Étienne nodded enthusiastically. ‘Yes. Just a little ride on a boat. Maybe first to Ko Phelong, because the tourists can go there for one day.’

Françoise put her finger on the X-marked island. ‘How can we know what we will find here?’

‘We can’t,’ I replied.

‘And if there is nothing, how do we get back to Ko Samui?’

‘We get back to Ko Phelong,’ said Étienne. ‘We wait for a tourist boat. We say we were lost. It doesn’t matter.’

Françoise took a delicate puff on her cigarette, barely taking the smoke into her lungs. ‘I see … Yes … When are we leaving?’

I looked at Étienne and he looked back at me.

‘I am tired of Bangkok,’ Françoise continued. ‘We can get the night train south tonight.’

‘Well, uh,’ I stammered, thrown by the speed at which events were developing. ‘The thing is, we’ve got to wait a bit. This guy who committed suicide … I’m not supposed to leave the guest-house for twenty-four hours.’

Françoise sighed. ‘Go to the police station and explain you have to leave. They have your passport number, yes?’

‘Yeah, but …’

‘So they will let you go.’

She stubbed out her cigarette on the floor as if to say, end of discussion. Which it was.



Local Colour

That afternoon I went back to the police station, and as Françoise predicted I didn’t get any hassle. The detailed excuse I’d worked out, about how I had to meet a friend in Surat Thani, was brushed aside. Their only concern was that Mister Duck had been without ID, so they didn’t know which embassy to inform. I said I’d thought he was Scottish, and they were pleased about that.

As I walked back to the guest-house, I found myself thinking what would happen to Mister Duck’s body. Amidst all the business of the map, I’d forgotten that someone had actually died. Without ID, the police would have nowhere to send him. Perhaps he’d lie in a Bangkok deep-freeze for a year or two, or perhaps he’d be incinerated. An image came into my head of his mother back in Europe, unaware she was just about to start several dark months of trying to find out why her son had stopped contacting her. It seemed wrong that I could have such an important piece of information while she was ignorant. If she existed.

These thoughts unsettled me. I decided not to continue directly to the guest-house, where Étienne and Françoise would be wanting to talk about the beach and the map. I felt like a bit of time alone. We’d arranged to catch the eight-thirty train south so there was no need for me to get back for at least two hours.

I took a left off the Khao San Road, went down an alley, ducked under the scaffold of a half-finished building, and came out on a busy main street. I suddenly found myself surrounded by Thais. I’d half forgotten which country I was in, stuck in backpacker land, and it took me a few minutes to adjust to the change.

Before long I came to a low bridge over a canal. It was hardly picturesque but I stopped there to find my reflection and follow the swirls of petrol colour. Along the canal banks, squatters’ shacks leant dangerously. The sun, hazy throughout the morning, now shone hard and hot. Around the shacks a gang of kids cooled off, dive-bombing each other and playing splashing games.

One of them noticed me. I suppose a pale face would once have held some interest for him, but not now. He held my gaze for a few seconds, either insolent or bored, then leapt into the black water. An ambitious somersault was achieved and his friends shouted their appreciation.

When the kid surfaced he looked at me again, treading water. The motion of his arms cleared a circle in the floating litter. Shredded polystyrene that, for a moment, looked like soapsuds.

I tugged at the back of my shirt. Sweat was making it stick to my skin.

All in all, I probably walked two miles from Khao San Road. After the canal, I ate some noodle soup from a roadside stall, weaved through some traffic jams, passed by a couple of small temples tucked discreetly between stained concrete buildings. Not sights that made me regret leaving Bangkok so soon. I’m not much for sightseeing anyway. If I’d stayed a few more days, I doubt I’d have explored any further than the strip joints in Patpong.

Eventually I’d wandered so far I didn’t have a clue how to get back, so I caught a tuk-tuk. In a way it was the best part of the excursion, chugging along in a haze of blue exhaust fumes, spotting the kinds of details you miss when you’re on foot.

Étienne and Françoise were in the eating area, their bags beside them.

‘Hey,’ said Étienne. ‘We thought you have changed your mind.’

I said I hadn’t and he looked relieved.

‘So maybe you should pack soon. I think we should arrive early for the train.’

I went upstairs to get my bag. On the landing of my level I passed the heroin mute on his way down. A double surprise, partly to see him away from his usual seat and partly because it turned out he wasn’t mute after all.

‘You off?’ he said, as we neared each other.

I nodded.

‘Heading for white sands and blue water?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘Well, have a safe trip.’

‘I’ll try.’

He smiled. ‘Of course you’ll try to have a safe trip. I’m saying, actually have one.’


It’s Life Jim, But Not As We Know It


We took the night train south from Bangkok, first class. A waiter served a cheap meal of good food at the table, which at night flipped up to reveal spotless bunk-beds. At Surat Thani we got off the train and took a bus to Don Sak. From there we caught the Songserm ferry, straight to the pier at Na Thon.

That was how we got to Ko Samui.


I only felt able to relax once I’d shut the curtains to my bunk-bed, and cut myself off from the rest of the train. More to the point, cut myself off from Étienne and Françoise. Things had been awkward since leaving the guest-house. It wasn’t that they were getting on my nerves, just that the reality of our undertaking was sinking in. Also, I was remembering that we were virtual strangers – something I’d forgotten in the excitement of our quick decision. I’m sure they were feeling the same, which is why their attempts at conversation were as limited as mine.

I lay on my back with my hands behind my head, content in the knowledge that the muffled sound of the wheels on the tracks and the rocking movement of the carriage would soon send me to sleep.

Most people find it easy to sleep on trains, but for me it’s particularly easy. In fact, I find it almost impossible to stay awake. I grew up in a house that backed on to a train line and night-time was when you’d notice the trains most. My version of the Sandman is the 12:10 from Euston.

While I waited for the Pavlovian response to kick in, I studied the clever design of my bunk. The carriage lights had been dimmed, but enough came through the gap around my curtain for me to see. There was a whole array of useful pouches and compartments which I’d done my best to employ. My T-shirt and trousers were tucked into a little box at my foot end, and I’d put my shoes in an elastic net above my waist. Above my head was an adjustable reading lamp, switched off, but beside it a tiny red bulb gave a reassuring glow.

As I became sleepy I started to fantasize. I imagined the train was a space ship and I was en route to some distant planet.

I don’t know if I’m alone in doing this kind of thing. It isn’t something I’ve ever talked about. The fact is, I’ve never grown out of playing pretend, and so far there are no signs that I ever will. I have one quite carefully worked-out night-time fantasy that I’m in a kind of high-tech race. The race takes place over several days, even a week, and is non-stop. While I sleep my vehicle continues on auto-pilot, speeding me towards the finish line. The auto-pilot thing is the rationalization of how I can be in bed while I’m having the fantasy. Making it work in such a logical way is important – it would be no good fantasizing that the race was in a Formula One car, because how could I go to sleep in that? Get real.

Sometimes I’m winning the race, other times I’m losing. But on those occasions I also fantasize that I have a little trick up my sleeve. A short cut perhaps, or just a reliance on my ability to take corners quicker than the other competitors. Either way, I fall asleep quietly confident.

I think the catalyst for this particular fantasy was the little red bulb beside the reading lamp. As everyone knows, space ships aren’t space ships without little red bulbs. Everything else – the clever compartments, the rushing noise of the train’s engine/warp drive, the sense of adventure – was a happy complement.

By the time I fell asleep, my scanners were detecting life-forms on the surface of a distant planet. Could have been Jupiter. It had the same kind of cloud patterns, like a tie-dye T-shirt.


The warm security of my space-ship capsule slipped away. I was back on my bed on the Khao San Road, looking up at the ceiling fan. A mosquito was buzzing in the room. I couldn’t see it but its wings pulsed like a helicopter’s when it flew near. Sitting beside me was Mister Duck, the sheets around him red and wet.

‘Would you sort this out for me, Rich?’ Mister Duck said, passing me a half-rolled joint. ‘I can’t do it. My hands are too sticky. The Rizla … The Rizla keeps falling apart.’

He laughed apologetically as I took the joint.

‘It’s my wrists. Slit them all over and now they won’t stop bleeding.’ He lifted up his arm and a squirt of blood arced across the Formica wall. ‘See what I mean? What a fucking mess.’

I rolled the joint but didn’t lick it. On the strip of gum was a red fingerprint.

‘Oh. You don’t want to worry about that, Rich. I’m clean.’ Mister Duck looked down at his sodden clothes. ‘Well, not clean …’

I licked the Rizla.

‘So spark it up. I’ll only make it wet.’

He held out a light and I sat up on the bed. My weight sunk the mattress and a stream of blood ran down the slope, soaking into my shorts.

‘Now how’s that? Hits the fucking spot, huh? But you want to try it through a rifle barrel. That’s a serious hit, Rich.’

‘Blow my mind.’

‘Yeah,’ said Mister Duck. ‘That’s the boy. That’s the kid …’

He lay back on the bed with his hands above his head, wrists facing upwards. I took another drag. Blood ran along the blades of the fan and fell around me like rain.
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