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Dean James:
Trouble!
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It started with a text to a girl. Then again, don't most things start with a
text to a girl if you look far enough back on the chain of events?

Dean James (what can I say, his mother was a fan) appears to have styled
himself on some of the more extravagant black rappers from The US of A.
Black Tee shirt and pants, white Nike trainers, gold bling necklace is the
only clothing anyone has ever seen him attired in. Some might know him
by the shorter moniker of "Jim", one of his many aliases. We're talking bad
ass, right? So aliases kind of go with the territory. DJ had desired, in order
to achieve a closer likeness to his heroes, to adorn his fingers with
precious stone encrusted rings, but unfortunately anything remotely
visible to the naked eye he found unable to hold up for more than a few
minutes. Thereafter, with weighed down paws scraping uncomfortably
along the ground, he resembled something more like a retarded
Neanderthal than those misogynistic idols he sought to emulate, though
some might argue there's little to differentiate the two anyway.

Dean is distinguished by his almost albino white fur, and a somewhat
shortened tail, which came about, according to DJ, when he was forced to
hack off his own flesh or face certain death. A rumour of a less heroic
nature circulated for a while. Something along the lines that DJ had
intended to inflict injury on a party standing on his tail, but somehow
missed, and removed a part of his own appendage instead. The howls of
pain were heard throughout the nightclub where the confrontation took
place. Apparently, the only reason DJ escaped the attack was that his
opponent couldn’t see DJ through the tears of laughter at the sight of a
small white mouse hopping around clutching the stump of his tail and
trying to stick the other end back on. This rumour was short lived, since no
one was game to repeat it after someone was foolish enough to recount it
in DJs presence. The comedian has never been seen since and a counter
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rumour quickly surfaced that, by all accounts, he lost more than the end of
his tail, if you get the drift of my meaning.

At this point you might be wondering how something not much taller than
a matchbox is capable of instilling terror into members of the animal
kingdom considerably larger than himself. The Enforcer is a three legged
rottweiler. The missing limb appears to be no inhibitor to speed or agility,
which a number of victims would attest to, but for obvious reasons cannot.
Its other noticeable feature is a half chewed off left ear, and a bullet hole
in the stomach which has been decorated with a tear stain tattoo. The
reasons for Dean James' almost mesmeric hold over said beast has never
been established, but no one is in any doubt that if they mess with DJ,
then they'd better be ready for some serious consequences. Like I said,
Dean James is one bad ass mouse. And when he gets a line of the white
powder up a nostril "you better watch out motherf*ker, Enforcer or no
Enforcer, I'm comin to get ya. You betta believe it, motherf*ker." This
appalling attempt to imitate a black American accent was not met with the
reaction DJ had hoped for. Everyone at the nightclub, to a man, burst out
in hysterical laughter. The Enforcer tried to quell the rebellion by picking
on a few stragglers on the periphery. This was marginally effective for a
few minutes, until DJ started up again, and at this point the room simply
fell apart.

The attempt was never repeated, however it was also around this time
that another story floated to the surface, this time involving one of DJs
many attempts to break into the music industry. The self styled Albino
Rapper entered Latvia's Got Talent 2012, apparently the only competition
in the world that allowed entries from mice: albino, rapping or otherwise.
Or it may possibly have been an innocent but convenient translation error
in Dean's application. On the big day, although his physical person was
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difficult to pick up on the cameras, his voice carried clear across the vast
former Soviet era aircraft hanger which had been converted into TV
studios. Unfortunately. Exactly seventeen seconds into the performance,
the time it took for the production crew to realise the noise emanating
from the speakers was not a fault in the sound system, DJs microphone
was switched off and one of the cleaners was dispatched onto the stage
with a large broom with instructions to remove, dead or alive, The
Yodelling Hamster. This was the name DJ came to be dubbed, on a viral hit
on YouTube, entitled, The Ten Worst Performances of all time on any TV
Talent Shows Worldwide. One of DJs more comedic mates suggested he'd
have more luck with The Guinness Book of Records for the most expletives
in the ten second category, but DJ wasn’t interested. Which is a lesson to
us all, that we should perhaps, first identify, and then make the greatest
use of our natural talents, before wasting effort in developing those we
wish we had. Of course, this outcome was in no way, shape or form, the
one Dean envisaged when he set out in pursuit of his fifteen minutes of
fame.

"OK, we're going to do this!" Dean James can be found standing atop his
preferred vantage point, a black leather footstool in the corner of his
landlord's living room, which places him either above or at least at equal
height to all members of his albeit small, but soundly loyal band.

A small clenched fist is raised in a call for solidarity, a signal returned with
varying degrees of enthusiasm, and in some cases resigned shakes of the
head. He is aware of this less than wholehearted approval of his latest
project. Dean is about to exhort his followers further when The Enforcer
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leans forward, his shiny black nose now barely centimetres from DJ's face,
who feels the rhythmic rush of hot air from the nostrils of his most loyal
supporter, blowing him slightly backward with each outward breath. The
Enforcer would never look directly into the eyes of his leader, out of
respect, and fear. He clears his throat and then, in a low voice, mumbles,
"Do you think this is a good idea, sir?"

There is the briefest of pauses, the only indication of Dean's profound
shock at The Enforcer's questioning of his plans. "Men", here his voice
drops a tad from its normally high pitch, though he's not game enough to
attempt a repeat of his earlier effort at street patois, which as we know
met with what can only be described as the opposite of success. "Men, we
are going to do what none of our competitors have ever attempted. This is
going to put us in the big league, different spheres of influence, whole
new opportunities. With the success of this operation we'll be out of here
and onto the yellow brick road."

Being of limited intelligence and worldliness the literary illusion passes
clean over the heads of each one of his cohorts. But this threat, for this is
what they take it as, of moving from the immediate neighbourhood where
they were born and learned their ill gotten ways, galvanised the three
mice in DJs gang to protest in one voice. A raised white paw silences them
as if the volume had been instantly switched off. In a slightly weary voice
Dean explains, "Cousins, don't worry, I mean only that we will have
enough money to go wherever we want, and do whatever you want."

Three of DJs troupe are his mother's sister's youngest boys, who she'd
foisted onto him because they'd been incapable of finding any kind of
gainful employment. She was heard to complain to her sister, "Anything's
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better than hanging around the house, even if it is with that jumped up
moron of a son of yours." A familiar slanging match ensued between the
sisters which swirls around the quality of the genes of their respective
children's fathers, as well as drawing in the history of their own successes
and failures dating back to their earliest childhood. The argument would
only cease when one of them was distracted by their offspring's idiotic
behaviour which required their address.

An observer of good hearing might have gathered an aside from DJ, "Why
the f*k did I ever agree to take them off my aunt's hands I'll never f*king
know. I must have been sick in the f*king head." Returning to his attentive
audience he gives up all pretence at gaining enthusiastic agreement.
"Whether you get it or not, this is going to f*king happen, and anyone that
isn’t fully behind me will have some explaining to do with The Enforcer.
Two am sharp, here, all of you." Sometimes the direct approach is more
effective, and on this occasion certainly proves more successful than DJs
previous efforts at galvanizing willing support for the cause.

What he wants is cunning, sharp, fearless; an elite force capable of
surmounting the steepest of obstacles with ease, in barely a broken stride.
But sometimes a leader has to work with what they've got. And so it is
that at 2.00am precisely, well not exactly as two of the cousins overslept,
a beige coloured sedan can be seen wending a hap hazard path down the
narrow street, The Enforcer on the pedals, and Dean at the wheel. At a
steady 5kph their getaway is hardly the speediest, but it has the advantage
of retaining a degree of vehicular control, although even at this less than
breakneck pace a number of mishaps might be observed. An occasional
scraping against other vehicles, accompanied by the painful screeching of
metal against metal, followed by the car coming to an abrupt halt when
the right wing, the side furthest from Dean's field of view, smacks into a
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bollard placed innocently by the owner to prevent traffic hitting the jutting
out corner of an extension wall. The glass headlight can be heard to
implode with a gentle crunch.

By contrast with the rather serene progression of the vehicle, anyone
looking in the driver side window would clearly see a small albino mouse
dressed entirely in black, aside from a pair of very white Nike trainers,
attempting to control the steering by scampering like a lunatic hamster on
a treadmill whilst intermittently breaking into a Michael Jackson like
moonwalk to slow the turn. This rather drunken transport is punctured
with an occasional "aw, f*k it", on DJ noticing the misdirection the car is
veering in.

Throughout the whole escapade, apart from these sounds, there is utter
silence in the exclusive private roadway. What, one might ask, has
happened to the expensively acquired and maintained street protection
dog squad? If nothing else, Dean James can claim to have been well
prepared. The nightclub of a close acquaintance made unsolicited offers to
the team, which were accepted by all, of free food and entertainment of a
feminine nature. All but one of the dogs fully indulge themselves, until the
doctored meals take effect and they fall into deep slumber. The outsider,
with a greater interest in boys than girls, though for obvious reasons has
never made this fact known to his workmates, partakes of very little on
offer, and was about to make an unwelcome return to the scene of the
very slowly unfolding crime. This occurred at around the same time that
"that f*king bollard got in the way". On receipt of a call to advise him of
this danger, The Enforcer was quickly dispatched by DJ to divert the
returning guard dog. Five minutes later a rather disheveled looking
rottweiler returned alone. No questions were asked, and no explanations
given.
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As you can imagine, attempts to reverse meet with even less success, and
so, with curses ringing in all their ears, Dean James' band of not so ruthless
criminals are forced to abandon their booty a bare twenty metres from
the space it had been carefully parked in by its rather over protective and
aged owner. And so the next day, whilst Rachel's cleaner, Panha, is quick
to spot Dean James' hands all over the crime, the rest of the neigbourhood
put it down simply to a little forgetfulness in applying the handbrake by
the old lady, the while laughing at Panha's frustration at DJs narrow
escape from justice.

The email to Rachel read : "Sorry about last night; he just said he needed
to borrow the phone. I guess these latest accusations by your cleaner,
Panha, have been playing on his mind. He muttered something about
revenge so if something happens to her then I guess we know whose tail
we need to step on. When I told him he couldn’t use the phone again he
became quite abusive, something along the lines of "get f**ked, Nokia are
a heap of shit anyway, and my mate Stewart can get me a gold plated
iphone 6 Mini anytime I want."

The tail was stepped on, which immediately led to howls of "police
brutality". I think he's been watching a few too many of those videos I was
telling you about. A gulp was heard when I impressed upon him that if
there was going to be any brutality, I had no need of any Pig help, and if
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they have their own reasons they had better join the queue, which I
understand is already quite extensive.

With a little "persuasion" he did admit that Nokia weren’t that bad and
acknowledged that their scientists probably don’t have mice in mind when
they're developing their phones. I thought that was the end of the matter,
but as soon as I let go of his tail he became even more abusive, although
he did make a somewhat valid point. "The market for humans is already
saturated, where the f*k do you think any growth in the market is going to
take place if it isn’t with rodents and the rest of the animal market? You're
too f*king dumb to realise it, but Apple have which is why they've got
sh*tloads and you're broke." Or words to that effect. It's becoming clear
that he didn’t learn all his English at IFL.

As I said, sorry about last night."

I know we're jumping around a bit, but stick with me, there's a few
threads I need to establish for the story to make sense. It started
something like this.

"Let everyone know it wasn’t me", read the text. Rachel responded
promptly, galvanised by Dean's obvious distress at the latest and, even
more outrageous than the last, allegation by Panha, Rachel's cleaner. This
time it concerned the theft of property from Rachel's house and other
neighbours in the immediate vicinity. DJ replied to Rachel's text by darting
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across the cheap Nokia phone his landlord had lent him. "Landlord" is a
loosely used term in this case and one only ever uttered by Dean, since as
far as other relevant parties are concerned no actual coin has crossed
palms, despite repeated promises of large quantities to be expected
"shortly".

A few minutes were spent scampering across the keypad, bashing the
buttons at first with a clenched fist but latterly by head butting them, the
while cursing the incompetence of Nokia's designers in general and in
particular the "d*khead that put together the software for text prediction.
Why do you only get "duck" when you press the keys 3-8-2-5 . 7-4-4-8:
come on! "Shiv"?"

After hitting the send button DJ collapsed in a heap, sweat pouring off him.
After allowing himself a few minutes of recovery Dean James clicked his
fingers. A large black dog, one appendage short, pulled a can and inserted
a small straw before handing the beverage to the only individual The
Enforcer had, has, and ever would have anything remotely approaching
feeling for. A devoted psychopathic rottweiler is a useful companion for
any small animal to have at their back when their ambition encompasses
all that Dean James sought to bring his way.

If the story of this unusual rodent is still of any interest, you might be
wondering why a ne'ere do well such as Dean James was particularly
concerned at all about his reputation. But the fact is DJ is attempting to
turn over a new leaf, turn his life around, and "make my parents proud of
me. After all they spent a small f*king fortune educating me, at some
point I suppose I'd better start using it." At first things went smoothly
enough. True enough, a few snide remarks questioning his manhood were
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overheard but these were quickly snuffed out by The Enforcer. Some good
deeds, or something more closely approaching good, compared to his
previous actions, followed.

At around this time Rachel received another, more tender, email from DJ's
landlord. "I find it rather sweet that, despite all you know about Jim's past
you persist in your belief that he can make good, that he will make his
parent's proud. Actually you yourself remind me of those mothers you see
sometimes standing behind a hardened criminal as they profess their
innocence to the camera and to anyone that will listen. She is always
insistent of her offspring's purity, expanding whatever molecule of
goodness remains in their son's heart. I, I must confess, am perhaps more
the cynical father, disappointed, but hoping against hope, that he might
become, by some miracle, a useful, productive member of society. You
hold out such expectations, it's almost a crime to shatter them, but at
least, for your own sake, perhaps lower them a little, and don't be too
surprised if he fails to achieve even a percentage of what you expect of
him."

The email continues, "And, another warning, you must be aware that
anyone that lives so close to the edge of decency and the rule of law, and
rubs shoulders with such hardened criminals, is in risk of their life every
day, to a greater or lesser degree. I understand it's one of young Jim's
attractions; a certain larrikin carelessness, a snubbing of a small nose
against Authority. But such behaviour has consequences, and they are not
usually pleasant. An untimely, or unpleasant end, could befall Dean,
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please prepare yourself for that. I hasten to point out, there's no specific
threat, but such is life."

The decision to turn over a new leaf is closely followed by a short and
pithy conversation between Dean James and his father. The upshot is a
significant change in lifestyle and appearance for the erstwhile Albino
Rapper / hardened criminal. Not a week later Dean James can be found at
his neighbourhood pagoda garbed in the orange robes of a novice monk,
seated in an uncomfortable lotus position before a huge golden Buddha
statue. He has still to get used to this awkward stance, so an occasional
expletive, concerning pain in so many various parts of the body, might be
heard by other novices nearby. This passed by unnoticed for some days,
until one of the novices lets out the same expression, on injuring himself
during a game of football. An investigation is quickly organised, and the
culprit soon identified. A short interview between The Abbott and DJ
followed, concerning the effects of foul language on the purity of the mind,
as well as other deep philosophical points of discussion which had never
previously had the opportunity to insert themselves into DJ's brain. The
discussions were a revelation to the young man, and brought about a
rapid change in behaviour, which led to a told-you-so look from his
mother, and shocked disbelief from his other parent.

But deeds must follow words. Initial attempts to whiten the soul met with
abject failure. It wasn’t that the motivation wasn’t there, but a ten
centimetre high pelican crossing assistant, however big the sign they carry,
is never going to achieve the heights of success. Let's put it another way,
there was a significant spike in the number of old ladies getting run over at
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the traffic lights near the pagoda where DJ was staying. And he lost count
of the number of times he'd evaded certain death by barely a whisker or,
as occurred on one occasion, being nearly flushed down the nearest drain
when a moto ran through a shallow puddle DJ was standing nearby. He
was only saved by one of the other novices, who with presence of mind
grabbed him by his orange robe, which rapidly unraveled to reveal DJ still
attired in black, and bling laden. DJ managed to grab the end of the cloth
just as he was slipping down the drainage channel.

The seemingly bright idea of standing on The Enforcer's head in order to
gain vertical prominence met with even less success. The old ladies
continued to run screaming into the paths of oncoming vehicles, this time
at the sight of the terrifying apparition of a vicious looking black dog, leg
missing, tear stained bullet hole in chest + one orange robed mouse
perched on said canine's head, manically waving a small Stop sign, and
shouting, "F*king stop, you bast*ds". Obviously the philosophy lesson
hadn't inserted itself too well at that point. For the sake of the more aged
population in the district around the pagoda, DJ was politely requested to
desist.

A second interview with the Abbott was arranged. During this meeting our
hero had the distinct impression that his innermost thoughts and feelings
had been read, as he had the hitherto unfamiliar feeling of the layers of
his mind being unraveled. This was accompanied by a series of raised
eyebrows by The Abbott, as he might be expected to react to a violent or
rather sordid X rated movie.

The outcome of this meeting, no one could dispute, was one of the most
significant advances in the education of the monks ever seen, who until
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then had followed a very traditional syllabus. At the core of this revolution
is an English Language School, whose principal teacher is a less than well
spoken rodent, which has the rather obvious potential for disaster, but as
the Abbott impressed on DJ, "it is an opportunity for you to clean up your
mouth, or the children would suffer". The roaring success of the venture
led to an almost immediate expansion of the school to include some of the
poorer children in the near vicinity of the pagoda. Rachel and The Landlord
were drawn into the adventure, along with as many English native
speakers DJ could persuade to work long into the night for zero financial
gain. But they came, in droves, because the students captured them, heart
and mind.

Word of the school's success quickly spread and soon interviews by TV
stations were requested. The Abbot advised against it, but DJ thought it
would be good for publicity, which was true enough, although, if truth be
told, he was equally motivated by personal ambition. So it was that, full of
high hopes for the school, and secret hopes of stardom, DJ began what
would turn out to be his one and only TV interview. It started well enough,
with language appropriate to that of a pious, modestly spoken monk, but
with all the excitement, and a little nerves on DJs part, he soon reverted to
his more traditional mode of address. The result? An expletive laden
response to every question, which, as it went out live, consisted almost
entirely of a series of beeps which made no sense and obviously served no
purpose in the promotion of the school. It only goes to show that when
we seek fortune for others, we are invariably the greatest beneficiary, and
when we seek it for ourselves alone, very little comes our way.

The English language may be ugly when misused and it's sound may never
match that of French, a language in which even shit sounds wholesome.
But in all its variety it provides rich source for some of the most poetic,
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most beautiful collusion of words that can inspire or drive to extremes of
emotion like no other language is capable. On a more practical level, it is
the language of all our futures, and it was for this reason that DJ became
driven, motivated by the wholly pure ambition to give children without
future the possibility of fulfilling their wildest, seemingly craziest dreams.

One might then wonder how such an idyll, with such positive intent, the
backing of the entire monastery, and the support of so many good hearted
individuals, might be curtailed, at least as far as Dean was concerned.
Fortunately for the local street kids and monks the school itself continues
to this day, in fact goes from strength to strength, with over a thousand
students at the latest count, a worthy legacy for our boy, and further
proof, if it were ever needed, of the awe inspiring strength of love.

On this occasion responsibility for calamity does not lie with Dean. The
short lived honeymoon at the pagoda came to an abrupt end with a visit
from the cops accompanied by Panha, who pointed an accusatory finger at
Dean James, the while screaming theatrically, "Yes that's the one. I saw
him running off with the gold bracelet!"

The Pig visit occurred on one of DJ's occasional visits to his home. Bedlam
ensues as DJ is dragged out of bed in the early hours. Stark naked he tries
to cover himself , while his three female companions run in all directions,
they making no attempt to conceal their modesty, if not actually the
reverse. One might quickly surmise they had not originated on the right
side of the tracks, but as DJ somewhat cryptically told his friend a little
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later when recounting the day's events, "Stewart, buddy, I know you're
not that experienced in this regard, but there's some things you just can't
teach a girl, she's got to be born with knowing it." A look of slightly
bemused interest flitted across his friend's innocent face. One has the
feeling the consequences of this relationship are not going to be of a sort
Stewart's parents would approve of.

Known for his lengthy prison record, Dean's look of genuine surprise at the
criminal charge is initially scoffed at by the Boys in Blue. They of such
simple minds take a little while longer to work out that it would be utterly
impossible for a 250 gram mouse to do anything at all with said bracelet, a
piece of jewelry containing a quantity of 24 carat gold equal to his own
body weight. Except perhaps chew it in mistake for some kind of exotic
cheese. Naturally, for the intrusion without warrant and physical injury on
DJs person no apology by Pig was ever forthcoming.

This allegation by Panha is the latest in a series designed to divert
attention from her own misdeeds, by planting them on a more obvious
target. And they don’t come much more obvious than Dean James, given
his track record. Previously she has accused him of the wholesale theft of
every mobile phone within a hundred metres of Rachel's residence. Given
that none of the phones had actually moved even one millimeter from
where they'd been placed by their owner, it was a somewhat tall order to
believe such a claim. But Panha was insistent, and by then there was so
much confusion in the neighborhood that for some of the street's
residents, more than a little mud stuck on our small hero.



17 | P a g e

We need to step back a few spaces in time at this point.

It was a Sunday, and a full lunch had been consumed by everyone,
including Panha. After all, she's treated as part of the family, since her own
had perished, in rather suspicious circumstances, some years before.
Panha had been regaling them with the latest business exploits of her
current boyfriend, a gentleman it would seem of extremely deep pocket,
since she forever has significant quantities of cash, which she appears to
take considerable pleasure in flashing at every opportunity. Whilst
everyone at the table was in agreement there was very little wrong with
the world at that moment, there was in fact an ever so small cloud to this
silver lining.

Only two weeks previously Rachel had left her mobile, the latest iphone,
which had been a gift from her parents, to recharge on a shelf above her
bed. Whilst waiting for this to complete she'd ducked across the road to
catch up with a few friends over coffee. Less than an hour later she was
back home, still laughing at the exploits of one of her more outgoing
friends who it seemed had spent the last twelve months lurching through
one disastrous relationship to another. Already cautious with her heart,
with each story Rachel had felt the drawbridge being slowly lifted, and by
the end of it had wondered why anyone would want to take that off the
cliff leap we must all eventually make, however watchfully we have
advanced to the edge, if we wish to participate in those games we call
Love.
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Consequently still not quite in the present, Rachel wandered into her
bedroom and, without looking, put her hand out to take hold of her
iphone, at the same time switching on the TV. A favorite show had quickly
captured her attention, so it was still unconsciously that her hand moved
around the shelf feeling for the phone. It took a few seconds more to
realise the phone was gone. Instinctively looking around, Rachel saw that
the window, though barred, was wide open, and she immediately recalled
a story Panha, the cleaner, had told her only that morning. "Yes, it's
amazing how cunning criminals are these days. There's been a spate of
thefts in the street. Eventually someone was caught and it turned out the
gang had devised a long metal pole with a strong magnet attached to its
end which was used to attract any phones they found within a few metres
of an open window." Clearly the same gang, or perhaps a copycat, was still
in operation.

Rachel ran to her parents and told them what had happened, and then
burst into tears. Her younger brother comforted her. It was not the
expense of the gift that hurt so much, as the fact it had been a
considerable sacrifice for her parents to acquire it, one for which they had
deprived themselves for her benefit. As well of course, that awful feeling
one gets, almost of personal violation, when one realises a stranger with ill
intent has been into your very personal space. Naturally, the phone was
never found, though Panha would regularly update her about the activities
of the phone theft gang, and any success the cops had in arresting them.
Consequently, Rachel still held out the diminishing hope that her phone
might be returned, particularly because she still felt a twinge of guilt that
in some way she was responsible, through carelessness if nothing else, for
the loss of the phone.
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As the rest of the family spread out around the living room, either to
watch the TV or bury themselves in book or computer, Rachel's mother
had gone around the house collecting clothes for washing. It was after all a
perfect afternoon for it; balmy, with a brisk afternoon breeze, and no rain
clouds in sight. A few hours later, the sun having just settled itself below
the horizon, Rachel's mother, Sopeak, came into the living room, a
quizzical expression on her face, and asked no one in particular, "Has
anyone seen my phone? The last time I remember seeing it, I left it on the
washing machine." Everyone's heads jerked up in unison. Not another one!
"Have the gang been at it again?" Rachel enquired.

Sopeak shook her head, "No it's not possible. All the downstairs windows
are closed, and all the doors are locked. No one's been in or out, except of
course Panha. I let her off early because she said she'd had a call from her
boyfriend asking her out for an impromptu date."

Rachel's brother, Thanin, made the bright suggestion to try ringing the
phone; perhaps she'd forgotten and left it somewhere else altogether. Still
no one imagined it could have been stolen, it must be a mistake and it
would turn up if they used their wits to find it. So, with Rachel's
replacement, a rather beaten up second hand Nokia The Landlord had
found in the back of a cupboard, Thanin, who for some reason thought it
necessary at this point to adorn his head with a fedora hat drooped over
one eye, sleuthed around the downstairs and first floor, repeatedly ringing
his mother's phone number, but without success. However, as soon as he
hit the stairs to the second floor he, and everyone else, heard the distinct
sounds of the chorus to the Boney M classic hit, Daddy Cool, which
Rachel's father had put on his wife's phone simply because he liked the
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idea of the tune blaring out whenever he rang her. It took Thanin only a
few moments to discover that the phone was in Panha's room. Unwilling
to go into her room uninvited, his mother was called, and it was she that
found the phone, well hidden in a clothes draw.

Of course there was only one, very unpleasant, conclusion to be drawn,
and so it was that immediately on her return that Rachel's father, with a
stern expression on his face but otherwise quite calm, asked Panha if she
had seen his wife's phone as it had gone missing. "Oh, mama's phone? Yes,
I'm sorry I forgot to mention it. I found it under the washing machine, one
of those mice must have been trying to steal it, and put it in my bedroom
for safe keeping. I was in such a hurry to see Younan that I forgot to
mention it."

At this point she paused then, with a slight edge to her voice, she
continued. "You didn’t think I'd taken it did you?" Of course that's exactly
what everyone was thinking, but when confronted with such a convincing
story, with barely a hole in it, and a direct questioning of her innocence, it
was impossible for Rachel's father to remain on the front foot. "No, of
course not Panha, you've been with us for ten years, lived in this house as
a member of the family. It would never cross our minds." It is sometimes
necessary to build bridges quickly, however flimsy the material to hand,
when the stakes require it. After all, it was as he said. Panha had joined
the household as a twenty year old, an innocent from the provinces, still
wide eyed by everything she saw in Phnom Penh. She had grown up
alongside the children; hadn’t she been like an older cousin to Rachel at
times?
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As Rachel was approaching that time when boys start to become of
interest it had been to Panha she had turned to for advice about how to
respond to this or that advance by one of her admirers. Why Panha?
Because it was she who had, alongside the romance books and chick flick
movies, filled Rachel's imagination with stories of her romantic exploits,
with boys she'd met at a café or, later in the day, over dinner at a
restaurant whilst out with friends. These stories could stand alongside any
of the fictions Rachel would become utterly immersed in, be it film or
novel. It took a few years for Rachel to notice that the plots of almost all of
Panha's stories bore a striking resemblance to the most popular music
video hit of the time, but she didn’t mind. So what if Panha made up a few
of her relationships, if it provided entertainment for them both, and filled
the void?

So it was that no one, despite the almost irrefutable circumstantial
evidence, was prepared to conclusively blame Panha for the theft. Simply
put, why would you bury the phone in a pile of clothing if you only wanted
to place it in safe keeping? Anyway, Second Chances had to be given.
Perhaps she was shorter of cash than she claimed. Perhaps the boyfriend,
like so many before, simply didn’t exist. Though this then threw up the
unpleasant question, then where was her sudden splash of cash sourced
from? It was decided by Rachel's parents to let sleeping dogs lie, and hope
that the incident with Sopeak's phone was an aberration on Panha's part.

Within a few days things were, almost, back to normal. Jokes were even
told, expressions of amazement at the prowess of the neighbourhood
mice. Panha would smile, though her voice might take on that edge that
everyone was familiar with. The one that came on as a prelude to a sharp
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comment, bordering on, but never quite crossing the line. And she might
rebut with almost impossible to believe stories of other exploits of the
intrepid band of mice. Everyone fell about when, with a completely
straight face, Panha assured them all that she'd seen a mouse,
accompanied by a large black dog, attempting to steal the neighbour's car.

Rachel was a little shocked, to say the least, when she told this last story
to The Landlord, a friend who rented the two lower floors of the house
adjacent to her, and he replied, "I'm not sure about the phones, that
doesn’t sound like DJs mojo, but the car theft is all true. He only got away
with it because no one would believe such an improbable story." He
followed this up by filling in Rachel with more details of Dean James, and
his gang.

At the end of it, almost without thinking, Rachel said, "I've got to meet this
mouse, it just sounds too impossible. But if I saw it with my own eyes,
then I suppose I'd have to believe it. And it might make me feel a little
better about Panha, because at the moment I can't stand being around
her. I'm sure it's her that stole my phone, and my sister's gold bracelet,
the one you mentioned they blamed Jim for. So bare faced about it, and
dragging out my hopes of finding it, that was cruel."

The Landlord raised his eyebrows, then blew a loud whistle. The sliding
door to the cupboard under the sink slid noisily open, and, rather blearily
eyed, stepped out exactly what The Landlord had just described to Rachel:
one black clad, Nike tipped white mouse with considerable attitude.
Having quickly recovered himself the small rodent jumped up onto the
black stool and joined the conversation. This was the first time, but by no
means the last, that Rachel met Dean James.



23 | P a g e

"OK, OK, I did go to the police and set you up for the theft of the phones.
Once I'd convinced them about the first one, it was just too easy. What
else was I to do? I had to shift the heat away from me, especially at home.
I'm sure they don’t believe you did it, especially Rachel, I'm always
catching her looking at me for no reason."

It is a few days after Rachel met Dean James, when he first learned the
truth of Panha's attempts to pin her crimes on him. Cowering in the corner
of The Landlord's apartment, Panha is pleading her case: The Enforcer is
well within striking distance. Whilst most of it is an act, the fiction is
known to be backable with fact when the need arises, and Panha has
heard enough stories to be in no doubt that she would be very unwise to
try anything stupid. The only other person present is Dean James, who is
looking surprisingly relaxed, reclined on a soft cushion The Enforcer has
thoughtfully placed on a glass tabletop. I say surprisingly, because there's
been an ever increasing number of visits to The Landlord's apartment by
Pig, who is conscientiously following up on Panha's steady stream of
tipoffs.

The interrogation, for that is what it is, has come about a consequence of
Panha planting Rachel's father's phone in a shoebox where DJ kept his
most personal possessions. These treasures include a flash drive
containing evidence of DJs short lived career in music, and other videos, of
an extremely private nature. It was not in fact the theft itself that
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prompted the interview between DJ and Panha, but the upload of The
Yodelling Hamster onto YouTube, and the accompanying Pig ridicule.

When serious Dean's voice drops naturally, and this occasion he's in
possession of a deep baritone that he can't help admiring, which is rather
distracting when you're trying to squeeze someone. "You realise this has
got to stop, don't you? F*k it, how did you even get into the apartment to
plant the phone? Did The Landlord's cleaner let you into this place? Is
there some kind of f*king cleaner's mafia going on? I told The Landlord not
to trust her, but he's too f*king soft. Anyway, getting back to the matter in
hand. What the f*k is this all about?"

It is the question that needs to be asked. The whole neighbourhood is in
uproar as a result of the almost plague like proportion of thefts in the area,
which has lead to a distinct lowering of trust, and a nasty atmosphere to
arise. And all because of Panha, since the thefts are constantly
accompanied by the most outrageous stories blaming everyone from
rodents to the visiting offspring of distant relatives. No one knows
anymore who or what to believe.

More importantly it is making life very difficult for Dean James, who, to
operate his highly successful fencing operation, requires a minimal Pig
presence, not a full scale SWAT team parked permanently at the end of
the road in an armoured car. It is affecting business, and when that
happens, you get to see the badass side of Dean James.

At first Panha mouths platitudes and frees a few fantasies, to test the
temperature of the water. When that doesn’t work, as indicated by a
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ferocious growl by The Enforcer, and a slight tearing of the soft flesh of
one of her calves, a stream of invective is let forth, which even raises the
eyebrows of Dean James. He'd never known someone could match himself
in the expletive stakes, in fact if he was being objective he would have to
acknowledge a bloody defeat. In a word, he is impressed, despite himself.

Respect for another can sometimes lead us in directions we should not
wander, and it should be pointed out that Dean James, of vivid
imagination and a romantic at heart, can be relatively easily led astray if a
perfect storm of circumstance collude. It was not in fact the reaction nor
result that Panha had sought, but she is never one to miss an opportunity.
"Why don't we join forces? You, me, and The Enforcer, we would make a
great team. Bonny and Clyde." Using hands and words she paints a picture
that Dean James finds hard to resist, since to a large degree it waxes on
about fame, and fortune, mirages that cannot but fail to capture his
imagination.

A low growl from The Enforcer brings Dean down to earth with a bump.
The dog has seen the look in Dean's eye on occasion before, and he knows,
to his own cost, that it bodes no good. "Sir, we don't know anything about
this woman". Here he flicks a disparaging nose in Panha's direction, who
has taken on a rather belligerent stance. He approaches her swiftly, and
drags her to the ground. She begins pleading for mercy. Dean raises a
small hand to draw The Enforcer off. "You're right, as f*king always. So, I'll
ask you once again Panha, and you'd better tell me this time, because
you've just exhausted all your chances, what the f*k is this all about?"

The woman sits up, wiping tears from her eyes with the corner of a floral
dress she'd recently purchased with the proceeds of the sale of Rachel's
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iphone. "What else do I have? I'm thirty years old, I'm not going to get
married, I'm never going to have children. In this society then, I don’t exist.
What have I got to look forward to? The same day in day out for the next
twenty or thirty years? F*k that. I want something from life. It's not about
them, they're good people, too good sometimes it's so easy, candy from a
baby. It started out as just for kicks, but when I found out how much
money I could make I got hooked. And it was exciting, doing it, and not
getting caught in the act. And then putting the blame on someone else,
even that was kind of fun in a sick way, making up the most unbelievable
stories I could think of and seeing if they'd believe them, or at least not
question me. I know I shouldn’t, if they twig me then I'm done for, I've got
no one, and I'd never find another job as good as this. But that's half the
thrill as well, being prepared to risk it all, for nothing, or nothing that
matters. Then again, nothing in my life seems to matter any more. No
purpose, no future. Why me? It's not fair. Why should they all get married
and have happy families and not me? I don’t even have any friends to go
out with now, the last one got married a few months ago. I don’t want to
be the one that they invite over out of pity, and give me that look."

She continues, "It doesn’t help that my family cares about me, in fact it
makes it worse. I'd rather they hated me, then I could do it with a clear
conscience, though to be honest I don’t feel that bad about it. I know I
should feel guilty, but I just don’t, or only a little, not so much that I have
to think about it much. Haven't you ever wanted something out of life?"

This last question she lets out with a desperate wail, but it isn’t the tone of
voice that catches Dean's attention. He had almost lost interest and was
regretting having ever asked the question of Panha, but this plaintive
query strikes a chord with him. Didn’t he ask himself the self same
question every day? Life should be more than it is currently. Then again
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what could he ever expect with, apart from The Enforcer, the useless
shower that comprised his gang? And so a conversation ensued, which
only The Enforcer was an audience to. The upshot of this discussion would
affect, some in positive and others in positively traumatic ways, numerous
people living in the immediate vicinity of Dean James' working patch.

And so it was that, unlike on a similar occasion a few weeks before, in the
early hours of the following morning a HumVee, expropriated from its
idiot owner, can be observed careering at breakneck speed down the
narrow street, and heading straight for the SWAT team's armoured vehicle
which is parked across the private roadway, preventing access onto the
public thoroughfare. The noise is deafening, and on this occasion is
accompanied by the baying of a large pack of guard dogs, which in turn
encourages all the dogs in the near vicinity to start up a howling dawn
chorus.

There is no possible exit for the HumVee and yet it appears to gather even
greater speed over the last fifty metres of its trajectory. At the wheel of
the vehicle is Panha, wearing nothing more than a black bikini, the last
purchase she would make with the proceeds of her short lived criminal
career. In the centre of the dashboard stands The Big Man, big of heart
and imagination, and courage more than most men could claim. On the
seat beside Panha sits a three legged rottweiler, his face expressionless,
looking straight ahead, his eyes fixed on the slowly revolving turret of the
armoured car.

Dean James, his voice once again a deep baritone, is accompanied by
Panha in a traditional song, of a prelude to war, which they roar out in
defiance of fate. His eyes are glazed over; he doesn’t perceive the
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armoured vehicle, or the cannon targetted squarely on dead centre of the
HumVee. Instead the man sees only a vast open plain, and at its end a cliff
which drops away to a great canyon hundreds of metres below. The three
companions, passengers in a large American open topped sedan, Riders on
a Storm, press towards the precipice, determined once and for all to claim
their place, their just desert, and f*k everything, and f*k everyone.

What is the moral of this ending, my dear? …. Anyway, you never know,
you might find that you can fly.


