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On the other side of paradise, the rituals of morning began. Down-
stairs on the street curb, the other vendors waited for a ride to take 
them to the pier or other touristy places to sell their goods. Upstairs 
in the sixth floor walk-up that he and his sister shared, Anurak gath-
ered up his work supplies: massage oils, suntan lotions, introduction 
to Buddhism books, wet wipes, and breath mints. He avoided the 
mirror but it called him and then trapped him. His shoulders were 
still inverted and thin. His body had yet to be built out and sprout 
into masculinity, and now his hair swept down into his eyes. With 
a little lipstick and makeup, he could turn into a teenage girl. Life 
would be easier for him if he pretended to be a girl but then he would 
not be a businessman. He wanted the power and the glory and all 
the things that came with masculinity from the world outside Patta-
ya City. He put his hair in a manly ponytail and continued packing 
all of his work materials into his satchel: three disposable cameras, 
two extra large swimming trunks, two extra small swimsuits, a small 
notebook, and a new suit.

Anurak made sure his section of the living room was cleaned. He 
folded his bed sheets and tucked them into a box and he washed the 
dishes. Even though his sister Ploy works at night and she had a large 
and empty bed, he slept on the couch. Her excuse, “I spend my nights 
laying around with foreign smells and foreign beds. When I come home, 
I want everything to be the same.” Her rules had made him feel like a 
houseguest, but he had to follow them because it was her apartment 
and she was paying the most rent.
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The sun barely out and he was already drenched in sweat. The air 
felt like syrup and he paused to breathe. A group of monks pushed him 
to the curb as they walked in unison. They walked from business to 
business ringing their bells and praying for those who offered food or 
cash in return. He hated the monsoon season. It made life in Pattaya 
City unbearable because he was usually out of work. If he did find a 
job during the monsoon season, it was always work he thought beneath 
him. Many monsoons ago, Anurak believed his hard work would con-
nect him to a social network full of rich people, and supply him with his 
dreams, but he sobered up. The rich kept a bouncer and a policeman 
and karate experts outside their circle. They’d allow him to move down 
but they’d make sure to break his legs or soul on the way up. As soon 
as the monsoon season settled, he’d be on a bus to Phuket to be with his 
girlfriend. She had told him life in that city was different—the circle was 
wider without so many hoops to jump.

He walked along Naklua Road to avoid the tourists. His small 
community was the only space in this city that remained outside—way 
outside—the tourists gaze. The migrant workers, the street children, 
the aging prostitutes, the vendors, the young girls searching for jobs, 
the tuck-tuck drivers, and anyone who did not have connections to the 
pumpkin vine all lived on the other side of paradise. The tourists never 
wandered in these back streets.




