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Issue three is finally out, 
through gritted teeth and sweat of 
brow, although the latter is proba-
bly due more to the weather than 
my labours. Issue two was the first 
one sent out by a mailing system 
and gave me a chance to see how 
the magazine fared, and I would 
like to thank Ashika Stephen for 
having opened it no less than 34 
times and Peter Wilson and Ken 
Barrett who dipped in 28 and 26 
times respectively, although the 
latter said that was only because 
he was looking for the crossword. 

In this issue you will visit one 
of the most delightful museums 
in Chiang Mai, a community 
endeavour that’s as far away from 
the staid museum image as you 

can get; learn about the elegant 
art of kae-sa-lak and its imag-
inative origins; delve into the 
hidden world of geocaching, a 
big boys passtime that uses vastly 
expensive technology to find little 
boxes; where to acquire a fancy 
wardrobe on the cheap, and, of 
course, a bike ride to take you 
away from the city and discover 
more of Chiang Mai’s wonderful 
environs.

I hope you enjoy the magazine 
and, as ever, I look forward to 
hearing from you with sugges-
tions and comments.

Until next time.

  Derek Workman

Editor’s note: This magazine is totally self-funded, receives no payment or incentives 
for any articles and pays every expense from its own pocket. It does not and will 
not sell advertising or look for financial support in any way whatsoever. Any 
publicity offered is done free of charge on a reciprocal basis to promote the magazine.

mailto:derek%40chiangmaiuncovered.com?subject=Could%20I%20have%20a%20word%20please?
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Hohm café is a delightful place that 
looks like a cosy cottage conversion 
that shares beautiful gardens with 
Nueng’s own home and that of his 
parents, but it was actually pur-
pose-built to be a café. The pleasing 
interior with its tree-trunk-beamed 

ceiling and open stairway leading to a wooden-floored upper room gives you 
the feeling that you want to set up home there and leave the hectic world 
outside. As that’s not possible, though, you can make the most of your visit 
by enjoying one of the best coffees in Chiang Mai and engaging in conversa-
tion with Neung (owner of hohm café with his wife Jubjang), an enthusiast 
who puts his researches to good use. You will learn the intricacies of growing, 
toasting, brewing, temperatures of both steaming and milk that come to-
gether to make the perfect cup of coffee. Where most baristas simply reel off 
a list of coffees on their menu, Nueng has taken his personal research in every process of coffee making from 
the plant to the cup to the Nth degree. 

Jubjang is in charge of food and while the menu is small it’s varied, well-priced and delicious and everything 
is beautifully displayed – but it’s the extravagant dessert concoctions that dazzle the eye.

Kids both young and overgrown can take their coffee and cake at a small table in the middle of a narrow 
stream that runs along the edge of the garden, paddling their toes in the cool flow of water.

Childhood memories

Soi Ban Phae 7. Tel. 097 923 4587

As much as I loved Moroccan and Spanish food when I lived in their 
respective countries and Thai food now there are still times when memory 
and taste buds yearn for the regional dishes of England. Feeling the need 
recently I took myself off to Baxta’s opposite Chiang Mai College of Dramat-
ic Arts on Suriyawong, Soi 5, just down from Chiang Mai Gate, where the 
menus are chalked on boards screwed to the walls. A smattering of Thai 
food is on offer, but in the main it’s good, basic British grub.

I decide on cottage pie, the ultimate in comfort food, a thick layer of 
mashed potatoes over minced pork in a rich gravy with carrots, peas and 
sweetcorn. The latter was a surprise to me but that’s the thing about 
cottage pie, you can add most things to it and it usually works. A bowlful 
arrives with the aroma drifting in the breeze and the important touch of a 
sprinkle of cheese melted on top. I spoon it onto the space on the plate left 
by a serving of mix veg, with plenty left for a second dollop, and slather it 
with a thick, deep brown gravy. I’m back in England, sitting down for lunch 
with the family and spreading on that holy of holies, brown sauce. Hmmm… 
as the Bisto’s Gravy advert used to say.

In the country on the edge of the city

To receive future issues of Chiang Mai Uncovered, click here.

There’s a stunt some cafes around the city 
have pulling for a while that I find particular-
ly obnoxious. It’s an example of proprietors 

picking up a new trend simply trying to be ‘dedicated 
followers of fashion’, no-matter that it might be to 
the detriment of whatever level of service they might 
have supplied or think they should supply.

I first came across it about four months ago 
at Wake Up Coffee in the Business Park, a recen-
ly-opened coffee shop in a developing ‘posh’ area 
of town. I was with friends looking for a coffee and 
a snack in a pleasant environment, and Wake Up 
seemed to fit the bill. 

We ordered and paid for our coffees et al and as 
we were leaving the counter the waiter handed me a 
disk with small lights around the rim. I’d no idea what 
it was and when I asked I was told that when my cof-
fee was ready the lights would flash and I could come 
to the counter to collect it. Behind him were two staff, 
neither of them occupied in any way other than re-ar-
ranging cakes in the chill cabinet or playing with their 
phone, with a third wandering around straightening 
chairs. I put the disk back on the counter and told 
the man to cancel the coffees and refund our money 
as I had no intention of going back to the counter to 
collect my drinks and food when he had people stand-
ing around doing nothing. Very un-Thai, I know, but 
I’m English and prepared to stand my ground when 
I’m pissed off. We had a momentary minor Mexican 
stand-off before he picked up the disc and put it back 
on the pile beside his cash register, obviously up-
setting the ‘waitress’ who brought the order to our 
table, judging by the grimace on her face. No ‘land of 
smiles’ in this gaff!

I came across it again at Tom Toms opposite Maya 
while I was with a group waiting to start a walking 
tour. Fortunately, I spotted it before I walked in so 
went around the corner to 7/11, bought a cheap 
coffee and sat on the steps outside Tom Toms, drank 
it then went inside to join the others.

Recently I called into a new café, Xym opposite 
the Old Chiang Mai Cultural Centre on Wua Lai Road. 
Opened a couple of months, it’s become a favour-
ite – bright and spacious, good music, plenty variety 
of seating including a couple of big wing chairs for 
curling up in with a book and decent-sized tables for 
working at. It also has a very good, large latte at only 

55 baht. (The 
only downside 
is that it only 
has one power 
point available 
to the public.) I’d 
usually be there 
three or four 
times a week 
for a couple of 
hours but when 
I walked in and, 
as usual, ordered and paid for my ‘latte, very hot, no 
foam’ – in other words, a flat white, but not too many 
places recognise the name – I was handed one of the 
offensive disks. I wouldn’t accept it. “Please either 
bring my coffee to the table or cancel my order,” I 
said. Again the stare but this time the brusque throw-
ing down of the disk, an unusual reaction in Thailand. 

While I was waiting for my coffee I watched the 
young waitress who had previously been so polite 
wandering around lost, wiping down already clean 
table, re-arranging decorations and basically not 
knowing what to do with herself. When I commented 
on the new situation to one of the English-speaking 
waiters he began to reel of a list of other self-service 
cafes in Chiang Mai, perhaps not realising that it’s by 
the level of service that clients receive that is one of 
the mainstays of repeat business particularly in a city 
that’s so flooded with coffee shops that they often vie 
with massage parlours for their emptiness.

So they’ve lost one customer, and while I appreci-
ate that it could seem like cutting off my nose to spite 
my face, there’s no shortage of good coffee shops 
around Chiang Mai that don’t treat their clients as 
waiters and waitresses – which is ostensibly what 
self-service is – and have staff wandering around star-
ing into the wide blue yonder for lack of something to 
do, i.e. their job.

Curiously, the cakes at Xym are still served at the 
table where they sit until your disk starts flashing and 
you go to the counter to collect your coffee. There 
again, I also saw a couple served their cakes and a few 
minutes their coffees, so is there such a thing as semi-
self-service, selective-self-service? Go figure, as we 
English don’t usually say. 

http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/
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A passion for 
   everything

at seventy-one Mr Somnang R Tidaj is a happy 
man. Each morning at nine a.m. he opens 
the door to his museum and until five in the 

afternoon he will while away the hours chatting with 
his friends, read a book or watch the television by 
the main entrance, occasionally dozing there in the 
heat of a summer afternoon. Surrounding him is a 
collection of Lanna art and artifacts and donations 
from supporters of the temple in whose grounds 
the Wat Gate Khar Rnam Museum sits, a museum 
of such joyous idiosyncrasy that it makes most other 
museums seem like a staid formal dinner compared 
to the free-for-all of a family meal where dozens of 
delicacies are served as an endless stream of delights.

Set in a beautiful traditional wooden building, you 
leave your shoes at the door and tread on wooden 
floorboards haphazard with age, strips of woven 
plastic of a deep blood-red colour, small clippy rugs, 
old patched lino and original diamond-shaped clay 
floor tiles, a delight for bare feet. A background of 
music that is a curious blending of Asian and western 
classical accompanies you as you stroll around a 
collection of object d’art that occasionally, but only 
rarely, dips as far as object bric-a-brac but in the most 
delightful and amusing way. It would need someone 

with a sense of adventure to attempt to catalogue this 
curious collection. And therein lies the charm of this 
unique museum – it’s the collection of empassioned 
neighbours and an inveterate collector who spent 
sixty years assembling a display of the delightful and 
decadent, things of great beauty and those of homely 
every-day. 

Brass spoons, reclining Buddhas, Pha Kam-Pee, the 
silk tablecloths embroidered with fine golden wire, 
used in the Yee Peng Festival (Loi Krathong); a ‘Na-
rod figure, the hermit seen in many temples, made 
from flower pollen, with a figurine of Nang Kwak 
the waving lady, an incarnation of Mae Po Sop, the 
Thai rice goddess, at his feet. A bringer of prosperity 
and customers, Nang Kwak is very popular with 
shopkeepers, and is the more elegant Thai version of 
the golden cat with its monotonous battery-driven 
arm waving at you from every Chinese emporium. 
The historic is mixed with the more recently old – a 
pile of redundant Bakerlite radios share a corner with 
reel-to-reel tape recorders and a latter-day cassette 
player in bits. Hang on long enough and that might 
also become a museum piece in the true sense of the 
word.

Opium pipes sit alongside a Samurai sword with 
a sharkskin-covered handle; Buddha in a fair portion 
of the more than one hundred poses of the asana or 
attitudes that illustrate his life; china pot lids, ships in 
bottles; a row of horned animal skulls are mounted 
high on a wall alongside a row of delicate fans (an 
elephant skull is a bit hefty for this display but you can 
see it near the entrance). The walls themselves look 
as if they haven’t had a lick of paint since Noah was 
a lad and are pock-marked with holes as if someone 
has discharged a twelve-bore shotgun at close range, 

Wat Gate Commuity Museum

but are actually the insignia of decades of nail holes 
created by the ever-changing displays in this unique 
museum that passes from fine art to household 
without ever tipping into mundanity along the way.

The collection is displayed in everything from 
beautifully hand-carved bookcases to professional 
glazed display cabinets, possibly donated from a 
museum that had a major upgrade. But no space is 
wasted – if it can’t be put in a cabinet it’s hung from 
walls, stood on tables or simply put on the floor. 
Labelling is everything from neat hand inscription 
on carefully trimmed pieces of notepaper through 
laminated sheets of text from a household printer 
taped to exhibition cases to professionally produced 
photographic descriptions – and fortunately for 
farang, most of it is in English as well as Thai.

An intriguing display of black and white 
photographs tells the story in images and text of 
Wararot and Ton Lumyai Markets when they were 
almost totally obliterated in the conflagration of 1961. 
Fire trucks were called in from all the surrounding 
districts and Lamphung Province but firemen were 
unable to contain the blaze that swept through the 
market buildings, encouraged by the large amount 
of clothing that filled the storerooms. Some stall 
holders who were offered help to move their stock by 
volunteers saw it disappear, never to be seen again.

A delightful display of images shows life in Chiang 
Mai during the years 1929 to 1975, seen through the 
lens of Mr. Boonserm Sarttrapai.

To make sure you receive all future 
issues of 

chiang mai uncovered, 
click here.

Wat Kar Naram (Ketkaram), Charoen Rat
18°47’32.4”N 99°00’10.1”E

Passes 
from fine 

art to 
household

http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/
https://www.google.co.th/maps/place/18%25C2%25B047%2732.4%2522N%2B99%25C2%25B000%2710.1%2522E/%4018.7923384%2C99.0006116%2C17z/data%3D%213m1%214b1%214m5%213m4%211s0x0:0x0%218m2%213d18.7923333%214d99.0028056%3Fhl%3Den
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imagine yourself in the court of King Sri Indraditya 
in Sukhothai in the year 1364. You are the king’s 
consort, Nang Nopomas by name, and you are 

trying to think of a way to jazz up your krathong for 
the annual festival in November to 
catch both the eye of the king and Phra 
Mae Khongkha, Goddess of Water, who, 
hopefully, will smile benevolently on 
you and forgive your failings and indis-
cretions of the previous year. “I know,” 
you think, “I’ll carve some fruit and 
veg into flowers and make my little raft 
look like a huge water lily.” And so she 
did, charming the king so much that 
he decreed that fruit and vegetable 
carving would become a heritage art 
of Thailand and be taught at a special 
school in the Royal Palace, bearing the 
name kae-sa-lak.

As with most legends, however, 
there are various versions. The story is usu-
ally attributed to the reign of King Ramkhamhaeng, the 
founder of Sukhothai, but as he turned up his toes in 
1298 it’s unlikely he could admire the handiwork of 
his beloved Nang Nopomas 66 years later. And so it 
was also with King Sri Indraditya, and even if it was a 
case of same man, different name, as is common in 
Thailand, the latter snuffed it in 1270, which would 
also put him out of the running in the fancy fruit and 
veg stakes. 

To make matters worse, dear old Nang Nopomas 
never even existed, she came into being as a charac-
ter in a novel written in the early 19th century to give 
guidance to women hoping to become civil servants. 
But surely such an elegant and decorative art as the 
hand-carving of fruit and vegetable needs a delightful 
legend to complement the beauty of its designs.

Almost any fruit or vegetable can be carved and 
used as decoration. Traditionally flowers were the 
main designs, based on natural colour and texture but 

in more recent times animal forms and abstract designs 
have become part of the carving repertoire. 

There are 2 types of carving: 
Skin Carving involves the use of fruit and vegeta-

bles where the interior is a different 
colour to the skin, such as melons 
(and legend has it that the melon was 
one of the fruits carved into flowers 
by Nang Nopomas – which would 
have meant a pretty substantial kra-
thong to stay afloat under its weight). 
It’s the contrast between the skin and 
the flesh that emphasises the design.

In Three Dimensional Carving the 
fruit or vegetable is carved to give the 
appearance of a real flower, animal or 
other object, creating an almost floral 
decoration and often used to grace a 
table for a special occasion. It’s com-
mon in larger decorations to combine 

both carving styles.
In 1976 Pannee Tooranuparp was working as the 

hostess in her daughter, Sinnee’s, restaurant in San 
Carlos, California, making customers feel comfortable 
with her delightful Thai manner. When she had left 
her job as a Physiology/Anatomy Instructor at Chiang 
Mai University she had taken a course in fruit and 
vegetable carving and it was while at the restaurant 
she put her skill to good use.

“Working in a restaurant is a hard job and you 
always have to keep people happy so that they will 
come back because if they don’t stay with my restau-
rant they are going to shop around. I wanted to do 
something that nobody else was doing so I began to 
create table decorations with carved fruit and vegeta-
bles. Eventually clients told other restauranters about 
my carving and they came to me asking me to show 
them how to do it.”

Pannee’s signature is a small white swan using a 
Chinese daikon, a large white radish, for the neck, 

A delicate touch
The fine art of traditional Thai fruit and 

vegetable carving

Pannee Tooranuparp

body and wings, chili pepper held in place with a 
wooden skewer for the beak, and black peppercorns 
for eyes. It’s the serendipitous origin of her signature 
that is beguiling.

“I went to the Chateau Montelena Winery with 
my husband, Warren, a few years ago. It’s a beautiful 
location at the base of Mount St. Helena and at one 
time it had been owned by a Chinese couple who 
created a lake called Jade Lake and built two Chinese 
pavilions in the middle of it with a flock of swans. I’m 
allergic to alcohol so I went to look at the pool. It was 
so peaceful and calm with still water and I watched 
the swans for a while and decided to see if I could 
copy them.” 

Back at the restaurant, when a customer ordered a 
combination dish she placed a swan in the middle with 
food displayed around it. Eventually clients ordered 
the combination because of the bird, which they took 
home as a souvenier.

The swan isn’t usually seen in Thai carving and 
when Pannee returned to Thailand from America 
years later she showed a photo of one of her swan 
carvings to her teacher, something she had never 
seen done before. 

Preparation is everything when Pannee is asked 
to make a display for a special occasion. Few people 
have any specific idea of what they want and are happy 
to leave the design in her hands. 

“A large centrepiece can take up to three days 
to create, especially if it includes soft fruits such as 

strawberries, 
so I start with 
the hard veg-
etables first, 
such as car-
rots because 
once they 
are carved 
I can store 
them in a box in the 
refrigerator for three days. If I’m using watermelon I 
have to do that in the morning and then everything is 
assembled in the afternoon.” The watermelon might 
become a radiant red flower with white-tipped pet-
als, a pineapple transforms into a dragon and chilies 
become delicate flowers. And when the celebration is 
over, with care the beautiful display can be made to 
last a few more days.

The beauty of Thai fruit and vegetable carving 
mentioned in the poetry of King Rama 2 went into 
decline in the 1930’s but fortunately it made a come-
back and is now taught in schools and private classes 
throughout Thailand. A delicate art made more beau-
tiful by being ephemeral.

Pannee Tooranuparp will be returning to Chiang Mai 
in November and will be offering classes in fruit and 

vegetable carving. Look out for more information in 
the next issue of 

chiang mai uncovered

Carved fruit and vegetable display
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Geocaching

Frequenters of UN Irish Pub will quite possibly be 
unaware that its owner, Dean Henderson, has a 
obsession. Not a grand obsession as obsessions 

go and not something he would be ashamed to tell 
his mum, I suppose, but one that gets him ferretting 
around in obscure places hiding small containers and 
posting cryptic messages online. What compounds 
the felony is that his partner, Kristen Lubbert, is 
equally engaged in their subversive activity. In fact 
there are said to be around six million people around 
the world indulging themselves in the same way, but 
before you get carried away with images of sordid 
goings-on in suburbia it’s probably best to explain 
that Dean’s little decadence is geocaching, or as it 
sometimes tongue-in-cheekily described, ‘grownups 
using billion dollar satellites to find plastic containers 
in the woods’.

In its simplest form geocaching is finding caches 
hidden by people. Those caches can be big items or 
small items, anything from the size of a ten baht coin 
or something the size of an ammunition box or even 
bigger (although how many people can imagine the 
size of an ammunition box, I’m not sure). You try to 
find those caches and the hiders try to find yours 
using GPS. There’s even an app on your smartphone 
to help you find them. Some of them are very easy 
to find, some not so easy. When you find them you 
sign the logbook and then log them onto geocaching.
com, which keeps a track of your geocaching. The 
larger caches will have what are called ‘swag’ which 
is basically little trinkets that you take out and replace 
with your own.

So much for the basics, now for the fun bit. 
“Geocachers call all non-geocachers ‘muggles’, 

after the muggles in Harry Potter, the non-witches,” 
says Dean (and this is from people whose pastime is 
using billion dollar satellites to find plastic containers 
in the woods!) “Geocaching is something you are sup-
posed to do a bit sneakily, so you don’t walk up to a 
place, pull it apart and say “I found a geocache” with 

everyone watching because what happens is that 
the muggles will either steal the geocache or move it 
because they don’t understand it’s all a part of a big 
game.” A big game indeed, with over twenty million 
caches scattered worldwide.

As we sit at the bar in UN Irish, Dean’s eyes begin 
to glow as he explains the idiosyncrasies of geocach-
ing by way of maps, photos, co-ordinates and hints on 
his computer. 

“There are two different types of caches you can 
have. One is called an earth cache and the idea of an 
earth cache is that you go to a place and look at the 
geological area and answer a question about it or do 
something. It may be take a photo of something spe-
cific, see the way the stream’s going, things like that, 
you then send that off to the cache owner and they 
will tell you if you are right. So that's more learning 
about our planet. The other one’s a mystery cache 
where you’ve got to answer a riddle to find out where 
the co-ordinates of the cache are. Some of them are 
quite easy and some are ridiculously difficult. We’ve 
found about three of those in our whole career. They 
are more for the mathematicians if you like.”

Just as there are two main types of cache, there 
are also two main types of geocacher, those who go 
for numbers, visiting as many places as possible to 
log their finds, and those who do it just for fun. Dean 
is one of the latter (although a friend of his is in the 
opposite camp and has so far clocked up 37,000 finds 
around the world). As he puts it, “It gets us off the 
couch and gets us out doing something, and takes us 
to places we wouldn't get to otherwise. We’ve cached 
here, in Malaysia, in Laos, in Germany and pretty 
much everywhere we go we always look to see if 
there is going to be a geocache to find. 

“Some holidays we go on just for geocaching. 
We’re going to Sukhothai because there’s 150 geo-
caches down there. That’s the thing about geocach-
ing, it takes you to places you’ve never been before, 
interesting places within a city you’ve never seen. It 

Technological Treasure Hunt

provides you with a little bit more insight about the 
place because you go to sights for geocaches you 
wouldn’t normally go to. Some of them are really 
nice, some of them are interesting some of them are 
bloody awful.

“Kirsten likes finding them more than I do. I some-
times get pissed off not being able to find the thing, 
but what I really enjoy is hiding caches and taking 
people to nice places that I like and hope that they 
would like. Geocaching becomes a little part of your 
life and it’s something you are aware of all the time, 
so when you are driving around you are looking for 
where you can put something and what sort of cache 
it would be. We’ll get in the car and just drive and 
go and find places, go down roads we’ve never been 
down before. We’ve found some really nice places 
that no-one ever goes to so we’ll look around to see if 
there’s somewhere we can attach a cache to or some-
where to hide it.”

Geocaches are generally hidden in quite a crafty 
way, so you can be at the spot, known as GZ (Ground 
Zero), where the geocache is supposed to be and 
you are looking around going “Where the hell is it?” 
It could be on something magnetic under a piece of 
pipe or it could be stuck on a tree or even up a tree or 
sitting in a garden. You can’t bury geocaches but there 
are some very crafty hiding places for geocaches and 
some very crafty geocachers hiding them. You can get 
ones that look like rocks, magnetic ones to stick on 
telephone boxes – an almost infinite variety. Chiang 
Mai Plastics at Wararot Market is a geocacher’s friend 
in Chiang Mai because of its wonderful variety of very 
cheap waterproof plastic containers – and waterproof 
is very important, especially in Thailand.

“We prefer to use something about the size of a 
medium-sized Tupperware box because geocaching 
is about sharing swag and about trackables and not 
necessarily ‘I’ve found another number’”, says Dean.

Where you find swag in a cache you might also find 
a ‘trackable’. These are a unique set of numbers, usu-
ally on a small metal plate. You take the trackable, log 
it on the website to say you’ve got it and then take it 
to another cache and someone else will pick it up and 
either take it to yet another cache that already exists 
or create a new one. Most of these trackables have a 
destination the owner wants them to get to and Dean 
has one floating around Holland somewhere, waiting 
to get across the English Channel. 

“I’ve got a friend in Ireland and I wanted a tracka-
ble to go to him. I started one at the UN Irish Pub and 

so far it’s gone from here to 
Bangkok to Singapore, from Singapore to Germany, 
from Germany to Holland and moved around Holland 
quite a bit. It’s travelled upwards of 22,000 kilometres 
and got quite close to the channel but hasn’t made it 
across it yet.”

“We’re trying to make Chiang Mai more of a des-
tination for people to come for geocaching. Most of 
the time we are out placing at the moment. When we 
first started there were some natural routes, we'd say 
we're going to get all the ones along the moat, all the 
ones inside the moat on another day, all the ones on 
the Samoeng loop another day, so you plan your trip 
to pick up the caches.

“We think it’s important to inform the people 
about the geocaches they are going to so when we 
hide one we do a small write-up about it. For exam-
ple, we took a ride on the Samoen Loop to place some 
cashes and were on a beautiful road where we found 
Wat Pa Thammachart, a lovely temple where no-one 
from Chiang Mai ever goes. One of the monks speaks 
great English and loves talking to people, so it made a 
very interesting and nice trip, whether we were hiding 
caches or not.”

For more information about
geocaching in Chiang Mai contact

Dean Henderson 

Contents of a cache

mailto:deanrhenderson%40gmail.com?subject=Could%20you%20please%20send%20me%20information%20about%20Geocaching%20in%20Chiang%20Mai
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Second-hand RoSe

one of the more enjoyable weekend diversions 
used to be the second-hand market on the 
streets around Prince Royal’s College on Kaeo 

Nawarat Road. A few months ago, after ten years of 
providing entertainment for many and a source of 
income for a large number of people, the vendors, 
coffee stalls, and street entertainers were told that 
their company was no longer required and they had 
to move on, for no apparent reason that I can discern. 
Rumor had it re-appearing in different parts of the 
city, sometimes beside Changpuak Police Station on 
Saturdays, but over the last few weeks it seems to 
have taken up residence on Chang Khlan Road, be-
tween 2499 Café and the Chinese temple.

While it seems to have some sort of permanence 
with blue-roofed canopies and wide spaces it is a 
shadow of its former self. The original had a compact 
jostling that made you feel that dive deep enough and 
you might discover something interesting; here if feels 
like a holiday camp at the end of season with a few 
die-hards hanging on to get the last few sunny days. 
But there are still plenty of places to have a good root 
around if the second-hand bug is in your blood.

The Granddaddy of Gladrags
New clothes can be bought very economically at 

most of the large stores around Chiang Mai but I’d 
rather pay a lower price for good quality second-hand 
clothes from a good make.  There is no shortage of 
second-hand clothing shops in the city but the grand-
daddy of gladrags and still one of the best is on Si 
Ping Muang Road, south of Chiang Mai Gate. No sign 
tells you where to look but it’s easy enough to spot, 
just look for a ramshackle old shed next to an equally 

ramshackle shop selling plastics. 
Before you stretches rack after rack, pile after pile, 

box after box of anything and everything to wear, 
put on your bed or dry your-
self off with. The quantity is 
enormous, price depending 
on quality. The better end is 
on long rails, cheaper end in 
large low-walled containers 
that you step in, sit down and 
wade through. Ladies can buy 
a blouse for 15 baht (7 for 100 
baht), men a pair of jeans or 
trousers 
for 60 
baht (3 
for 150) 
or a shirt 
for 40, 
kiddies’ 
cuddly 
toys for 
25 baht, 
bags, 
hats and 
bras for the 
same price. Shirts by the hundred, 
T-shirts by the thousand and a bun-
dle of silk ties that probably never 
get looked at.

For men wanting to buy a pair 
of trousers here’s a tip for getting 
your waist size right. Fasten the 
waist of the trousers, shorts etc 
and put the waistband around 
your neck like a parson putting on a dog-collar. If it’s a 
neat fit there is a pretty good chance that they will go 
around you waist. I was given the tip by a lady selling 
shorts on Wararot Market and while it works for me 
I can’t guarantee it for anyone whose belt size hasn’t 
been below XXL for decades.

In the euphemistic–laden language of the used-car salesman, ‘pre-used’ has taken the place of the 
more honest, if slightly more mundane phrase of ‘second-hand’. In some of the second-hand 

markets around Chiang Mai a lot of the stock has been ‘pre-used’ almost to extinction.  
But there’s still some decent stuff to be found.

Bric-a-tat to object d’banal

T-shirts by the thousand

Sheets and fabric lengths at bargain prices – and if 
you shy away from pre-used bedding just think, when 
was the last time you stayed in a hotel where they put 
on brand-new sheets for you? I bought some excellent 
quality white cotton sheets and had pillowslips and 
napkins made by my local seamstress, the same with 
cushion covers from a beautiful striped fabric length 
for about a fifth the price I’d pay in a shop.
(18°46’21.5”N 98°59’03.6”E)

Weirdly Wonderful
Setting up home is an expensive business wher-

ever you are but take a drive down the old Chiang 
Mai-Lamphun river road 
and just before the traffic 
lights at Mahidol Road (the 
superhighway) you will spot 
a place on your left that 
looks like a warehouse for 
used catering equipment, 
which indeed forms part of 
its stock. But delve inside 
and you discover that this 
place sells everything that 
isn’t in the food or clothing 
line, from junk to bric-a-tat 
to object d’banal. 

You want a a paraglider with one careful lady own-
er? It’s on a shelf above a pile of old treadle sewing 
machines waiting to be converted into tables for your 
chi-chi café. Golf clubs galore, an industrial freezer 
for your kitchen, buffalo skulls to enhance your décor 
or a collection of Buddha ephemera for your private 
devotions, they have them in abundance.

The price coding is curious; everything has a tie-on 
ticket with a single digit followed by a hyphen and two 
or more other numbers, for example 2-18. The code 
is simple, the first digit, in this case ‘2’ means that you 
add two zeros to the latter digit (18), which gives you 
the price for the article of 1800 baht. If the first digit 
had been 3 the price would have been 18000 baht, 
which begs the question, why not just write 1800 or 
18000 baht in the first place, particularly as the staff 
aren’t trying to hide anything and are very happy to 
explain what it means?

Part of the experience is simply wandering through 
the weirdly wonderful and sensationally sublime on 
display. There’s the odd antique and plenty of kitsch 
so all decorative tastes are catered for. A surprising 
amount only needs a wipe-over and polish, although 

some of the older pieces require a restorer’s hand. 
Having been an antique restorer for twenty years in 
my youth, that’s what I’m looking for.
(18°45’31.9”N 99°00’25.8”E)

Shanty Market
You could drive past the market on Kong Sai Road 

near the railway station and never even notice it but 
it’s a fascinating place if you need an obscure cable, a 
thingummyjig or whatsit that you can’t find anywhere 
else. The shops are decrepit, their roofs plastic adver-
tising banners tied down to bamboo poles or gar-
den umbrellas long, long past their sell-by date that 

probably leak more than 
they protect. The roof of one 
establishment is so covered 
with leaf-mold from the tree 
it shelters under that it even 
has its own garden.

But it’s not all junk. If 
you ever felt the need for 
a wooden carved lobster 
there’s a pot full of them 
at a delightful little shop 
with a plank front tacked 
onto an old shed that looks 

like something you’d find in a disused railway 
siding. A mixture of collectable and the mundane, the 
lady sat in the far corner invites you to look around to 
your heart’s content. Jewellery, clothing, décor and 
household, this is the static version of the old Sunday 
market beside Princess Royal School.

There are plenty of odds and ends stalls selling 
pans and plastics, shoes, spare wheels and clocks but 
a few are organized into one or two products; plumb-
ing and electrical goods, stereos and banks of loud-
speakers. Music drifts from equipment shops testing 
their wares or portable TVs in full glorious gaudy-col-
our with screens flickering and snowy thanks to the 
bent wire coat hanger acting as an antenna. It’s un-
likely that you’ll find a genuine antique, but it’s quite 
possible that you’ll come across something endearing 
to grace your home.

The delight of the market isn’t so much the goods 
on display but that it’s a little somewhere tucked 
away that, judging by the number of people who 
smiled and me and asked what I was doing there, 
would seem to indicate that a foreign face is rarely 
seen – unless, of course, they are looking for a whatsit 
or a thingummyjig.  (18°46’59.2”N 99°00’51.3”E)

Antiques shed

https://www.google.co.th/maps/place/18%25C2%25B046%2721.5%2522N%2B98%25C2%25B059%2703.6%2522E/%4018.772644%2C98.9821393%2C17z/data%3D%213m1%214b1%214m5%213m4%211s0x0:0x0%218m2%213d18.7726389%214d98.9843333%3Fhl%3Den
https://www.google.co.th/maps/place/18%25C2%25B045%2731.2%2522N%2B99%25C2%25B000%2726.1%2522E/%4018.7586653%2C99.0050696%2C17z/data%3D%213m1%214b1%214m5%213m4%211s0x0:0x0%218m2%213d18.7586602%214d99.0072636
https://www.google.co.th/maps/place/18%25C2%25B046%2759.2%2522N%2B99%25C2%25B000%2751.3%2522E/%4018.7831162%2C99.012056%2C17z/data%3D%213m1%214b1%214m5%213m4%211s0x0:0x0%218m2%213d18.7831111%214d99.01425%3Fhl%3Den
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In 1976 Tiziano Terzani, a 
highly experienced Asian 
correspondent, was warned by 
a fortune-teller in Hong Kong 
that he must not fly at all in 1993. 
So he didn’t. This is the story 
of his year spent travelling Asia 
– even travelling to the family 
home in Florence – without once 
taking to the sky, while searching 
out the guidance of the most 
eminent local seers. A fascinating 
read as Asia tumbles toward 
modernity where Terzani asks if 
the ‘missionaries of materialism 
and economic progress’ aren’t 
destroying the continent in order 
to save it, while showing that it’s 
cults and secrets are still alive and 
well. Can the same still be said 
almost two decades later?

In this collection of short stories 
Rattawut Lapcharoensap takes the 
reader far from the touristically 
romantic image of Thailand. A 
young man taking his soon-to-
be-blind mother on holiday, who 
insists on ferociously bargaining 
for a fake pair of Armani sunglass-
es before she leaves; a teenager 
befriending a Cambodian refugee 
whose family fortune is all in her 
mouth; a grumpy old American, 
confined to a wheelchair, who has 
nothing in common with his mon-
grel grandchildren in Don’t Let 
Me Die In This Place; a young girl 
watching the destruction of her fa-
ther and family by a bully through 
cockfighting, all beautifully told, 
allowing you to see the story 
through the eyes of the narrator be 
they boy, girl or grumpy old man.

Being someone who abhors the 
phrase ‘Digital Nomad’, when I first 
heard of the Nomad Guide I was 
instantly put off by its title – which 
just goes to prove the old adage ‘you 
can’t tell a book by its cover’. This is 
not a travel guide but a profound-
ly researched book that takes you 
through the A-Z of Chiang Mai, in-
cluding an enormous amount of use-
ful information including banking, 
health services and getting around. 
Richly illustrated and including a 
number of interactive maps, both 
old timers and new arrivals will find 
the Nomad Guide immensely useful 
(although the old timers probably 
wouldn’t admit to it). A version for 
retirees is in production. 
More information HERE

Off the book shelf
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On Two Wheels Doi Saket -

A ruined tobacco curer, beautiful gardens, hand-made umbrellas all 
to be seen in this bike ride

once you get outside the city limits and pass 
the Doi Saket 15 km sign traffic eases and 
although it’s still pretty busy the wide cycle 

lane adds a modicum of safety.
After a half-hour’s gentle ride, just before Doi 

Saket you see a great hangar of a place looming up 
on the left, Horizon Village Resort and Tweechol 
Botanic Garden. (0800-1700; entrance 86 baht, mu-
seum closed 12.00-13.00). As you are on your bike 
you don’t need hire one or take the small bus, but it 
wouldn’t be wise to tackle the grounds on foot. 

A pleasing meander of paved paths and cycle lanes 
wind through palm groves of many species. Topiary 
abounds, from rabbits and reindeer to rhino, al-
though the dolphins preparing to launch themselves 
into the boating lake wouldn’t make a splash and the 
pedalos are literally left high and dry because this 
year’s severe drought has all but drained the lake. 
Hopefully the recent rains will remedy that.

Lanna way of Live (sic) is a collection of wooden 
buildings and rustic displays that attempt to show life 
in bygone times, although lacking the authenticity 
of the Diogenes Syndrome collection of detritus that 
would more truthfully be the historic scene, as it is 
nowadays. 

As you leave the gardens and return to the main 
road you will see the roof of Doi Saket temple glim-
mering in the distance. Ten minutes will take you to 
a right turn off the main road and directly into the 
village.

Doi Saket Temple
The interior of the 

temple is moderately 
muted, at least in comparison to the over-indulgence 
in gold seen in most wat. In place of the usual historic 
images depicting the life of the Buddha, here pastel 
tones create a sense of new-aginess that feels out of 
keeping with its environment. I prefer the grinning 
Mickey Mouse clock I saw hanging on a pillar in a 
temple in Chiang Mai, although I’m amused by the 
aphorisms written in Thai and English that I suppose 
are meant to keep us on the straight and narrow. 

Unless you are an aficionado of temples I’d stay on 
your bike and be grateful I climbed the 320 steps for 
you. At the traffic lights below the temple steps turn 
right and begin part two of your ride, still busy with 
traffic, but not so much as part one.

As you leave the village you see a gate of rusted 
metal leading to a compound of buildings in apparent 
ruinous condition and beyond those a series of brick 
buildings. A Marie Celeste housing estate. Set out 
in neat rows, the attractive buildings give the ap-
pearance of a small rural housing estate abandoned 
before they could be topped off with roofs. Wooden 
doors, where they remain at all, hang at angles from 
rusted hinges. Inside is strange reversal of the cosy 
home, with the garden inside the walls of the house 
instead of outside, where it should be. Trees, bushes, 
spikey things and entangled ground cover grows ram-
pant and random. Gaping holes in the brickwork of 

Bo Sang

two opposite walls of each ‘house’ at regular heights 
with rotted wooden stumps sticking out far too close 
to be the remains of floor beams give an idea of 
what the buildings were originally used for – tobacco 
curing at a time when the area around Doi Saket was 
an important tobacco growing area, now long since 
ended.

About 1km after the tobacco curers there appears 
an attractive roofed entrance to what was probably 
intended to be a housing estate, its long, concrete 
road lined with trees. The ‘estate’ consists solely of 
one grand wooden house built in traditional style of 
modestly palatial proportions and a tumbled-down 
shed. Another grand idea that bit the dust.

Shortly after, keep your eyes peeled for Chiang Mai 
Celadon @ Doi Saket, created when the partners of 
the original Chiang Mai Celadon in Bo Sang parted 
company. (chiangmaiceladon.com)

Delightfully peaceful, a collection of beautiful 
wooden buildings in equally attractive gardens. As 
display areas the houses are gloriously understat-
ed. The furnishings and decoration give the feel of 
being in the home of a celadon collector who has 

just nipped out for a few minutes; bookcases, family 
photos, piles of magazines.  Far more evocative of 
the traditional Thai home of the well-to-do, although 
one suspects that anyone who could afford to have 
this collection of celadon would only use this type of 
house as a rustic weekend get-away.

Back on the road, if you ever wondered where old 
airliners go to die other than the Nevada Desert you 
pass a couple of them a few kilometres later as you 
almost arrive at Bo Sang.

The town of Bo Sang is renowned for its produc-
tion of umbrellas and parasols made from sa paper 
from the bark of the saa tree of Northern Thailand. Sa 
paper can be painted on, dyed and printed on, hence 
its use in the decorative art of umbrella painting.

Shops line the main street of Bo Sang but as it’s 
unlikely you will be able to carry anything home with 
you, it’s worth taking a look into the Bo Sang Handicraft 
Centre on the left at the traffic lights and arch at the 
end of the town. Here you can watch the production of 
hand-made fans, parasols and umbrellas using a skel-
eton of bamboo struts layered over with paper before 
being painted. If you have a ipad or smartphone some-
one there can paint an intricately elegant design on it for 
you. The Bo Sang Umbrella Festival takes place around 
January 14th where a highlight is a parade of young 
ladies in traditional costume riding bikes.

Turn left at the traffic lights previously mentioned 
and it’s an easy 8km ride to Narawat Bridge and the 
end of your ride in Chiang Mai.

You can download a Word 
document to print and follow 

the route HERE

http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/07/Doi-Saket-Bo-Sang-ride.docx
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/07/Doi-Saket-Bo-Sang-ride.docx
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a gong tones, the mellow sound resonating 
through the trees. After a moment’s pause 
it chimes a second time, this time joined by 

the howl of a dog. As the tempo of the gong picks up 
the dog is joined by its friends, the deeper howl of the 
lager breeds counterpointing the 
high-pitched staccato yap of the 
Jack Russells, with a backing track 
provide by the continually crowing 
roosters, until the previous tran-
quillity of the Wat is filled with a 
cacophony – even the cockerels join 
in more heatedly. The gong stops, 
it’s song drifting away and within 
moments the dogs silence until all 
that is left is the on-going crowing 
of the roosters.
An elderly lady shuffles to the con-
crete bench near where I’m sitting 
in front of the lake, supported by 
her daughter. The bench they aim 
for has no space between it and the metal 
rail guarding the pond so I offer my seat in the shade. 
The elderly lady is here to feed the fish to gain merit by 
giving them life and hopefully prolonging her own.
As mum feeds the fish from a bag of bread pieces, 
daughter and I chat for a while before she goes back 
to her car to collect the live fish they bought earlier in 
the day at a market and will release as a further mer-
it-making gesture. I’m left looking after mum, who’s 
no trouble at all as she’s verging on senile and simply 
sits holding a colourful cloth to her mouth and smiling 
peacefully.

The fish in the lake are seriously ugly, or at least what 
you see of them in the murky water. All you see as the 
bread breaks the surface is a gaping mouth that spreads 
half-way around the head and elongated whiskers that 
look more like tentacles – no sign of eyes, body or 

tail to give any measure of size. The 
certainly don’t give the appearance of 
the type that nibble at your toes in a 
foot massage, more something you’d 
surprise you granny in the bath with to 
bring on an instant heart attack.
Daughter returns with three plastic 
bags of thrashing fish. Mum complains 
that the stone bench she’s been sitting 
on for the last twenty minutes is hurt-
ing her bum, so I’m left with the bags 
of fish while daughter takes mum back 
to the car for a comfy sit down. I hav-
en’t baby sat in years, but within twenty 
minutes beside a lake in Thailand I’ve 
babysat a senile old Thai lady and three 

bags of live fish. Could life get any better?
While the fish and I keep each other company, the 
warmth of the afternoon sun and splashing of the 
fountains lull me into a meditative doze.
Daughter returns thirty minutes later and we finally 
introduce ourselves. Khan– known as Katie to her fa-
rang friends – explains the principles of Bhuddist belief 
in the merit gained and passed on from past lives. The 
simple act offering a seat to her mother might be a 
small repayment for an act of kindness she or her fam-
ily gave me many lives ago, and will also gain me merit 
in lives to come.

This is Thailand
Everyone who visits Thailand has their ‘this is Thailand’ moment, that moment 

when you realise that this could just never happen at home, wherever ‘home’ might 
be. When I came to Chiang Mai on holiday at the end of January, 2014 it never 

occurred to me that a year later I’d be living here permanently. 
A few days after my arrival I took a bike ride to Wat Umong where the first of 

my now many ‘this is Thailand’ moments occurred and I suppose in retrospect it 
sowed the seed that got me here.

Wat Umong, Sunday 3rd February, 2014

Khan and Mum

And don’t forget...
To subscribe to future issues of chiang mai uncovered
To contact the editor
To download Eye on Chiang Mai photobook

If you enjoyed the magazine please tell you friends (and 
preferably send it to them). If you didn’t, please tell me - 

politely, of course!
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The evening sun is setting as we wait for Khan’s sister 
to join us for the small ceremony of pouring the fish 
into the lake. The movement from the plastic bags has 
slowly decreased to an occasional flick of a tail and we 
are both getting a bit concerned that she may soon be 
earning herself some demerits if we don’t get them into 
the water soon and they go stiff on us.
I look down and see what looks like a small brown eel 
which must have escaped from the slightly open neck 
of one of the bags, showing not a lot of action. Khan 
ask if I think it’s dead, but not being an aficionado of 
small eels I have no idea, so I pick it up and throw it 
in the water, working on the premise that it will lit-
erally sink or swim. We make a joint decision that at 
least we should get that bag in the water, so Khan tips 
about a dozen other eels over the rail. We wait. Noth-
ing happens. After a couple of minutes we see a few 
air bubbles rise to the surface, followed by a cloud of 
mud rising from the bottom. A couple surface and one 
glides across the surface of the lake, so at least there are 
some survivors.
Khan phones her sister to say that if she doesn’t get 
here soon they will be having fish suppers for a few 
days to come. Sister can’t come yet because she’s lis-
tening to a talk by a monk, who is part of the extended 

family and she wouldn’t like the repercussions of what 
would happen if she walked out. A quandary, do you 
avoid the demerits of leaving a monk’s talk or chance 
them by letting the fish snuff if. “I think I’ll get my 
mum,” says Khan. I’m now reduced to babysitting two 
bags of fish, which might possibly be dead.
Soon mum and Khan are coming along the footpath at 
a fair lick of speed, mum as excited as if she was being 
taken to open her presents under a Christmas tree. 
Within two minutes both remaining bags are opened 
and tipped into the lake, the thrashing silver bodies 
sparkling in the late afternoon sun. We watch for a few 
moments and then decide that, after all, merits have 
been earned. We say our goodbyes, mum nodding 
repeatedly with a big smile on her face.
The sun is gilding the tree tops as I leave, and groups 
of monks are sweeping the dead leaves into piles with 
long brooms.

Unfortunately I neglected to get any contact details for 
Khan to send her the photos I took of her and her mum. 
In the unlikely event that anyone knows her, I’d be very 
grateful if you could ask her to contact me via the maga-
zine. It would be lovely to find out how she and mum are 
keeping.

http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/
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