
Every Picture Tells a Story #1   

Welcome to “Every Picture Tells a Story”; a weekly post about living in Thailand.  Each 

week we’ll post a picture that illustrates some of the little things those of us fortunate 

enough to live here hold dear. 

Holiday Helpers 

Just like in my 

home country, 

many important 

Thai holidays fall 

late in the calen-

dar year.  

Starting with the 

vegetarian festi-

val in October, 

Loy Khratong in 

November and of 

course, the King’s 

birthday in De-

cember.  

Living so far away 

from home, 

many expatriates have severe bouts with melancholy and depression this time of year.  

We miss our families and friends.  We long for grandma’s home cooking.  We wouldn’t 

mind some weather that featured a daily temperature under 25 degrees. 

We are very fortunate to have the Thai people as our hosts.  They try their best to un-

derstand our holidays and accommodate us by imitating rituals that must seem bi-

zarre, even to Thai people. 

Perhaps the most entertaining foreign holiday celebrated with gusto in Thailand is 

Halloween.  This year I attended a Halloween party at my local pub.  The bar was ex-

pertly decorated with ghosts, witches and jack-o-lanterns.   

As I snapped the picture I thought to myself, “Thailand at its best”. 

 

Costumes fell into three categories: zombies … vampire zombies … vampire zom-

bies with light-up horns.  The light-up horns seem to be popular on all foreign holi-

days, including Christmas.  When I asked the bartender what she was dressed as 

she replied, “I don’t know … but scary”. 

In recent years I’ve made a serious attempt to understand and participate in Thai 

holidays.  My favorite is Loy Khratong that falls on the full moon in November.  Last 

year I was lucky enough to celebrate the New Year/Thanksgiving-type celebration 

in Chiang Mai. 

Thousands of Thais and foreigners gathered at the banks of the Ping River to 

launch the small hand-made boats decorated with flowers and candles.  Those of 

us more landlocked in the old city used the alternate khratong called a “com-fi”; a 

big paper lantern that when lit lifts with hot air and carries light to the heavens.  

The site of thousands of com-fis racing towards the full moon is a spiritual experi-

ence. 

In front of my hotel, a young French family was trying desperately to get their com-

fi off the ground.  No matter how hard they tried, it just wouldn’t stay lit or rise fast 

enough.  Fortunately for them, some of Chiang Mai’s ever-so-polite policemen 

came to the rescue and gave them some expert instruction, creating a holiday 

memory I’m sure the family will never forget. 

Orlando Barton 

 

 



Every Picture Tells a Story #55 

Welcome to “Every Picture Tells a Story”; a weekly post about living in Thailand.  Each 

week we’ll post a picture that illustrates some of the little things those of us fortunate 

enough to live here hold dear. 

Four Indians Walk into a Go-Go Bar … 

I don’t know any people from India.  I’ve seen them all over the place in Thailand, 

especially in tourist zones.  But I have no idea how they think or what they act like.  

Other than stereotypes I hear from other expats and some Thai people, I am clueless. 

So, when I 

was waiting 

to meet my 

friend at a go-

go bar on Soi 

Cowboy and I 

saw four 

young Indian 

guys come in, 

I immediately 

switched on 

my “voyeur 

mode”.  “This 

will be good” I thought to myself. These guys were all fairly clean-cut and in their late 

twenties or early thirties.  Jeans, T-shirts and sneakers was apparently the uniform of 

the day. 

The first thing I noticed is that they were very difficult to get seated.  A waitress/

hostess attempted to station them in several different open tables.  At each one they 

would have an intense discussion and the leader of the pack would voice their disap-

proval and they’d move on to the next selection.  In the end they chose a spot where 

a girl would be dancing directly above them and right in front of a blaring speaker.  I 

guess they were going for maximum stimulus. 

The next thing that was rather peculiar was the rigmarole that ensured over drink 

selection.  As in most bars and restaurants in Thailand, a drink menu is always on 

display or handed out to patrons.   

I’ll be honest here, I usually know what I want to drink before I get handed a menu 

so I’ve rarely even looked at one other than to determine it is not the food menu.  

But not our Indian lads … oh no.  They were handed one menu between them and 

each of them scoured each side individually.  Then another heated discussion took 

place and after about ten minutes the leader ordered two draft beers to share be-

tween the four young men.   

The foursome chatted amongst themselves, pushing the beer aside and hardly 

touching it.  When the half-naked young Thai lady arrived on their “stage”, all con-

versation stopped.  In fact, it appeared that all breathing stopped.  All four of these 

young Indians sat rigidly still staring a hole through the dancer.  They didn’t even 

blink.  They smiled, they stared, but they didn’t move a muscle.  This went on for 

three, four and five songs.  Between dancers they sat quietly barely looking at each 

other.  When a new entertainer appeared, they resumed their granite-faced star-

ing. It was ultra-creepy.  

No one else approached them.  Dancers who regularly fish for drinks didn’t even 

come to their side of the bar.  The waitress also acted like they weren’t even there.  

I felt like I was left out on some big secret.   

They sat for an hour, paid for the two beers they didn’t drink and left like a small 

school of fish, each right on the tailfin of the other.  I’m not sure what emotion I 

should have felt, but what came up was anger.  I just spent an hour of my life keen-

ly observing a good sampling of what should have been an informative activity.  

Instead I got nothing, nada, zip!  I knew no more than I did before.   

So that’s the story this picture tells.  Four Indians walk into a go-go bar … and noth-

ing happened.  I am open to outside interpretations of this encounter.  Anybody? 

Orlando Barton 



Every Picture Tells a Story #49  

I Found God on Koh Phangan 

Welcome to “Every Picture Tells a Story”; a weekly post about living in Thailand.  

Each week we’ll post a picture that illustrates some of the little things those of 

us fortunate enough to live here hold dear. 

Religion is a hot-button topic these days.  Nearly every war being waged on the 

planet right now is about religion in one form or another.  I’ll be honest and say 

I think we could all do with a little less adherence to these arcane notions.  

Then again, I’ve 

never felt “the 

spirit move me” 

the way some 

people claim it 

does. 

That is until I went 

to Koh Phangan.  

Now, I know what 

most of you are 

thinking; 

“Orlando, Koh 

Phangan is home 

to the world’s 

most decadent 

Full Moon Party”.  

Did I slurp down a 

bucket of mush-

room juice and find the Holy Spirit while gyrating to  awful trance music?  Well, 

not exactly. 

The story this picture tells is about God … Chef God to be exact.  While on a 

week long holiday on Samui’s little sister, I stumbled across the Santorini Res-

taurant in Thong Sala.  As I strolled down a tourist-trap encrusted avenue I 

came upon an indoor/outdoor bistro that proudly displayed a large and colorful 

mural boasting food from Chef God.  I don’t know about you, but I had to take a 

look at that menu. 

 

For a shop-house hole-in-the-wall, the menu was quite “chefy”.  Equally surprising was 

the efficient and courteous staff serving up a house red wine at just the right tempera-

ture.  Without going into lurid detail, I found myself bellied up to the trough seven out of 

seven nights at Santorini; digging deeper into the oh-so-subtle menu each time. 

On my fourth night, a diminutive Thai fella came out of the kitchen sat down at my table 

and introduced himself as God.  “I thought you’d be taller” I said.  God chuckled …. 

“Everybody says that”.   

As it turns out, God spent nearly 15 years working for the Dusit Group and is a Cordon 

Bleu trained Chef.  That explains the fancy food in such an oddball place.  God is living the 

dream of all Chefs.  He moved back to his native province, opened the restaurant he al-

ways wanted cooking the food he truly enjoys.   

Every night God would join me for a glass of wine and a rigorous culinary chat.  He is as 

good a host as he is a cook. 

On the morning of my last day, I got some bad news from friends in Pattaya.  An old 

friend of mine had passed away suddenly.  Chef Ray from The Blue Olive had died in his 

sleep without warning.  I was heartbroken.  Many evenings had turned into long nights 

commiserating with the jolly German consuming his outrageously good food and copious 

amounts of wine. 

That night I dragged myself down to see Chef God one more time, but my heart wasn’t 

really in it.  “I’m not very hungry” I told him.  And I told him about the loss of a good 

friend.   

God listened attentively and when I was finished with the tale he asked, “What’s the first 

thing he ever served you?”  “That’s easy” I said.  “Braised lamb shank and a Greek salad”.  

God gave me a wink and whispered, “I’ll see what I can do”. 

Two glasses of wine later God himself presented a steaming rendition of Chef Ray’s meal.  

He placed a compassionate hand on my shoulder and said, “For your friend”. It brings a 

tear to my eye just writing about it.   

It is as close to a religious experience as I ever want to have.   

Thanks God. 

 

Orlando Barton 



Every Picture Tells a Story #51 

Backpack or Man Bag? 

Welcome to “Every Picture Tells a Story”; a weekly post about living in Thailand.  

Each week we’ll post a picture that illustrates some of the most interesting aspects of 

living in Thailand. 

My mother used to say you could judge a man’s character by his shoes.  Scuffed up 

and poorly 

maintained 

shoes were a 

sign of self-

loathing.  High-

ly shinned 

flashy shoes 

indicated a 

lack of self-

confidence or 

over compen-

sation for 

something.  

Fast forward 

to the modern era and that would make men very tough to read.  Get on the 

Skytrain in BKK and you’ll see everything from vintage canvass high-tops to those 

awful rubber Crocs with the holes in them.  You’d have to get a degree in psychology 

to delineate those signals. 

Perhaps the modern day version of shoe-reading is bag-telling. That’s the story this 

week’s picture tells.  When you’re out in public, everyone is carrying some kind of 

bag to tote all the stuff they need.  It used to be only women who carried these ac-

cessories, but now it’s everybody.   

The idea of a “man bag” isn’t new.  This notion has come into vogue in a few dec-

ades but never lasted that long.  Back in the 1970’s my uncle carried what he called a 

“hippy bag”. It was made of hemp and slung over his shoulder.  He needed it to carry 

his bong and extra pair of bellbottom jeans.  The 80’s and 90’s also had their turns 

suffering the “man purse” phase, but nothing stuck. Then came the backpack and I-

Pad. 

Let’s face it, the backpack is just a macho way to carry a purse.  Nobody actually needs 

all the room that comes in a backpack.  Next time you are out in public, take notice of 

men that are schlepping around a backpack.  Most of them are only half full at best.  

This is a person who has too much to carry in their pockets and needs a bag.  But, they 

are convinced that an appropriately sized and stylish bag would somehow diminish 

their manhood.  

I really envy the man who can pull off the “man purse”.  You’ve seen them for sure.  

Usually they are leather and are big enough to fit an I-Pad and a few other items in.  

They appear to be just the right size, can be carelessly slung over the shoulder or back 

and don’t make you look like a pack-mule.  No zippers, hooks or dangling water 

bottles. But, just like most stylish shoes I’ve tried to wear, I look absolutely ridiculous 

carrying a man-bag.  Their diminutive size accents the fact that my size is … well … not 

diminutive.  

Last year I tried the backpack option and found that I just ended up carrying more stuff 

than I need.  Those things get heavy after a few trips up and down BTS stairs.  In the 

end I settled for a “teacher bag”. It’s a kind of hybrid between the two.  Shoulder 

slung, big enough for a laptop and made of ballistic nylon so as not to be to girly.  It 

turned out to be a self-fulfilling prophecy bag as I am now employed as a teacher. 

Last week I saw a guy that I’m really jealous of.  He was so cool and carefree … he did-

n’t even need a bag.  That’s a real man! 

Orlando Barton 
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What Does Freedom Taste Like? 

Welcome to “Every Picture Tells a Story”; a weekly post about living in Thailand.  

Each week we’ll post a picture that illustrates some of the most interesting aspects 

of living in Thailand. 

Several times per month I am forced to answer some curious foreigner’s question, 

“Why do you live in Thailand?”  Invariably, I answer with one word; “freedom”.  I 

proudly state that I was born and raised to believe you should live in a free country, 

and now I do. 

Some people accept what I say without question.  Others want to argue and point 

to the current government in Thailand and saying it’s not so freedom-friendly.  Ra-

ther than get 

drawn into a 

fruitless political 

argument, I de-

cide to start 

listing the many 

liberties I enjoy 

in the Land of 

Smiles but not 

in my country of 

origin; ironically 

nicknamed “the 

land of the 

free”. 

 

In my home country, we are victims of Food-Nazis.  Go into a neighborhood cafe at 

8 AM and you’ll be given the breakfast menu.  You are expected to choose from 

this limited list without question and without variation. Bacon, eggs, pancakes, 

French toast, etc.   

And, should you happen to arrive one minute past the arbitrary cut-off for break-

fast, you will be referred to the lunch menu.  Ask for a variance on this policy and 

the service staff will have you believe the cooks suddenly lose the ability to fry an 

egg past noon.  Ask to order from the lunch menu before noon and you may be 

asked to leave. 

Here in Thailand Food-Nazis are not tolerated.  Menus are volumes long and every-

thing is pretty much available all the time unless they are out of it.  And, there are 

no rigid rules that say what is acceptable for breakfast. 

When I go to my neighborhood market in the morning, I see Thai people swarming 

around all the food stalls equally.  Some people like the sweet sticky fried bananas 

or those oh-so-delicious Thai doughnuts.  Many order Khao Thom (rice porridge) 

with pork.  Khao Tom is my favorite hangover cure. I like to load it up with ginger 

and chilies to sweat out the previous evening’s revelry. 

But, by far my favorite breakfast dish is crunchy and decadent fried chicken with 

sweet chili dipping sauce. Where I come from, the only way you could have fried 

chicken for breakfast was if it was cold and left over from the night before.  If you 

set out to find a big plate of fried chicken wings at 8 AM it would be a tough task 

indeed. 

Here in Thailand it is available in all its crackling greasy glory any time of day; but 

especially for breakfast.  That’s the story this week’s picture tells … the story of 

food freedom. 

I wait patiently in the queue at my chicken lady’s cart a few mornings each week, 

surrounded by like-minded individuals.   

We smile at each other because we share a common affliction.   

We smile because we have the right to choose. We smile because we know what 

freedom tastes like. 

It tastes like fried chicken for breakfast. 

Orlando Barton 


