
1
NUMBER FIVE

chiang
mai uncovered



2 3

It seems strange to an-
nounce the first anniversary 
of chiang mai uncovered in 
one issue and it’s demise in 
the next – although it’s not 
strictly speaking a demise, 
more a case of re-formatting. 

To produce a quarterly 
magazine such as CMu 
single-handedly is a great 
deal of work and while I’ve enjoyed the process 
enormously and I’m very happy with the continual 
increase in readership with every issue, the simple 
truth is that it can only ever appeal to a small, 
localised market. As a travel writer for almost twenty 
years I have a large archive of travel articles, tens of 
thousands of images, and notebooks full of notes and 
ideas that have never seen the light of day – three 
alone from my recent six-week trip to Europe. And 

this doesn’t take into account 
the material planned for future 
trips in Asia – a week in Penang 
at the beginning of March, for 
example and a jaunt to New 
Delhi in May. With this in mind 
I’m working on a new project, 
Better Late Than Never, which 
will take readers far beyond the 
confines of our city in northern 
Thailand. You can learn more 

about it on page 17 and read a couple of samples of 
what you will find on BLTN.

Meanwhile, I hope you enjoy this edition of 
chiang mai uncovered, with a visit to San Pathong’s 
Buffalo Market, a wonderful farm for kids, re-discov-
ering the lost ingredients of northern cuisine and a 
dabble into the weird in Notes from an Offbeat World.

Click on an 
image to go 

directly to the 
page.
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at nine a.m. the bright morning sun colours 
the young rice shoots a vivid, iridescent 
green. Sticky Rice, Rice and Jasmine, the three 

young buffalo who will later be the centre of attention 
chew languidly on a breakfast of dried rice stalks, the 
bells around their necks tinkling to a backdrop of 
cockerels crowing and the hubbub of excited kids as 
they choose their brightly co-
loured rubber boots from plastic 
buckets under the shade of a 
bamboo tepee. It’s another farm 
workshop day at Ginger Farm, 
where around thirty 3-5 year-olds 
will get up to their eyes in mud 
planting rice, get eye-to-eye with 
a buffalo while washing it down, 
feed the chickens and experience 
a day that their grandparents 
would have seen as normal but 
in these days of smartphones and 
apps is almost impossible to find.
Ginger Farm is one of those ideas 
that grew from a personal plea-
sure. Thongchai Paritanung, lung 
Thong (uncle Thong) as the chat-
tering kids call him, a successful 
businessman and partner in The 
House by Ginger Restaurant and 
kitchen shop in Chiang Mai, wanted to get back to the 
land in some small way and pursue his love of animals, 
plants and farming life. The twenty-two rai of land 
he bought near the Ping River, a twenty-minute drive 
from the city, was his hobby, enjoyed just as much by 
his son, Sayjun, and niece, Teya, who could barely be 
dragged away at the end of the day. Their friends found 
out about their fun, a simple posting on Facebook, 
parents wanting their kids to see another side of child-
hood that didn’t involve swishing a screen, and before 
you know it lung Thong’s hobby became one of the 
most popular family outings in Chiang Mai, and you 
can see by the way he revels in being with the children 

that the pleasure and fun is reciprocated. On Mother’s 
Day in August 2016 the first official farm workshop 
took place.
There is a varied programme but I’ve been invited to a 
farm day, and if anyone had told me that I could enjoy 
myself with thirty excitable kids between three and five 
I would have laughed in their face. It turned out to be 

one of the best times I’ve had in 
two years of living in Chiang Mai.
Ying Supawan, a young lady of 
almost inexhaustible patience and 
sense of humour, is Girl Friday at 
Ginger Farm. She gives her in-
troduction with lots of laughter, 
showing the children rice plants 
and demonstrating how a buffalo 
ploughs with the aid of a five-year-
old boy and a miniature yoke. He 
relishes in the attention, acting as 
buffalo as a five-year-old can act. 
He is rewarded with laughter, ap-
plause and a golden-wrapped pen-
cil. This isn’t a group of children 
sitting staidly as they are lectured, 
they join in excitedly with raised 
hands and voices.
Explanations over, the children 
line up along one of the raised 

embankments that separate the small rice paddies, 
in front of them a greyish-brown pond where they 
will place their young rice plants. When I walk into 
the paddy, following the crocodile of straw hats and 
multi-coloured rubber boots with boisterous kids 
wearing them, I discover why the  ploughman does his 
work in bare feet. The suction of the mud hampers for-
ward movement and when I stand in one spot for too 
long I find myself unable to move so shuck my feet out 
of my bright blue boots and go knee deep in the mud, 
the squelching sensation as the sludge oozes between 
my toes is both reminiscent of childhood days and ever 
so slightly sensuous. It reminds me that I’m of an age 

Mud, Glorious Mud
Once upon a time getting covered in mud got a ticking off from your parents; now 

kids in Chiang Mai can do it with parental smiles – all in the name of education
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that used to take this sort of thing for granted while 
youngsters these days have to take part in special days 
out to enjoy what was for me an everyday play activity.
Like a group of thoroughbred race horses straining to 
hold back at a starting gate, some of the kids can’t wait 
to get into the water as uncle Thong, Ying, and their 
team of helpers show them how to walk backwards 
while placing the young shoots in neat rows. Some of 
the children are meticulous in their work while others 
pass on the educational bit and go straight for the fun. 
Within minutes a few of the more adventurous are 
sitting in the water and one small boy is so happy to be 
sloshing around that he lies down and wallows like a 
contented buffalo calf while his parents laugh out loud, 
probably wishing they had the courage and playfulness 
to do the same.
Showered and changed, next stop is the chicken coop 
in small groups where they scatter feed, calling out 
‘cook-cook’ (the Thai version of ‘cluck-cluck’) as they 
step carefully among the birds, before each choosing 
an egg, which will be boiled for them. I watch four-
year-old Chaiun, the last to leave as she pours small 
mounds of corn for the chickens, watching them as 
they greedily peck. Her mum, Link, brought her be-
cause they have just moved to the area from Bangkok. 
“Chaiun is home schooled and coming here is a totally 
different experience, It’s a perfect place for her to meet 
other children, and there’s certainly nothing like it in 
Bangkok.”
As much as it’s a good time for the kids it’s also a 
chance for their parents to relax, have lunch and 
lounge in the large beanbags under colourful umbrel-

las. Alex Debben took his daughters, Elizabeth and 
Emily, to Ginger Farm for Children’s Day. “They had 
a fantastic time. It was so well organised with lots of 
games and the girls’ loved it, so we thought we’d bring 
them back for the Farm Day, which is a different expe-
rience for them. And watching them they’ve obviously 
had a great day today.”
After lunch the children are given a brown paper bag 
and move down the nursery beds picking lettuce, 
parsley, coriander, morning glory, depending on the 
season. They rush to their parents happily, displaying 
their bags of just-picked organic vegetables and newly 
laid egg.
The children attending the farm days probably see it 
more as just a lot of muddy fun than educational, but 
adults are now showing interest in farming practices of 
a generation ago. Thong is working with teacher from 
Mae Jo University to see how they can set up making 
fertiliser from worms and how to plant certain vege-
tables that are different from other places, those that 
aren’t easy to grow elsewhere, going back to traditional 
methods. Adult visits are planned for the future, but 
meanwhile it’s the laughter of the children that fills the 
air that makes Ginger Farm so unique – and it really 
doesn’t matter how old that child is!

Ginger Farm has a varied programme. Find 
out more at their Facebook page HERE, or 

contact Ying Supawan: ying@gingerfashion.com, 
Tel. 0881370425

https://www.facebook.com/gingerfarmchiangmai/?fref=ts&ref=br_tf
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I lost count of the number of times my friend, Frank, said ‘This is bloody good value’, 
when I took him to Baan Kapraw, and as I’ve been there five times since the beginning of 
January I’ll definitely concede him the point.
The approach to the menu is that you buy a ‘set’, which comprises a main dish, a bottle 
of water and two balls of home-made ice cream for between 69-89 baht. I suppose if you 
bought the main dish, dessert and water individually it would work out much the same 
at a street food establishment, but the difference is that at Baan Kapraw you sit in a private garden under parasols 

on comfy benches with not a lot of traffic whizzing by. And the portions are pretty good too.
I’ve tried the chicken and coconut milk soup flavoured with galangal, lemongrass and 

kaffir lime leaves (excellent), the red curry (twice, it was that good) but on this occasion 
I chose the Kapraw spaghetti set served with minced pork,  a dish usually cooked with 
basil, chili and garlic with choice of meat or fish and occasionally with the addition of 
sliced yard-long bean. Additionally, my meal had cauliflower and mushroom. I went for the 

spicy version, which was pretty spicy so a medium would probably have done, but none-
theless it was very good. 

Not mentioned on the menu but always served as a little extra is a small amount of freshly 
sliced fruit, depending on season. From an ice cream menu of seven flavours I went for a scoop each of coco-
nut and mango. Good value, good portions, good situation and very nice staff, some of whom speak excellent 
English. 

Down on the Farm

Ratchiangsen, Soi 7

After a hectic morning with the kids at Ginger Farm I decided to savour the quiet 
of their leaving with lunch. There is a cosy restaurant upstairs with views over the 
farm but I decided to eat at the farmhouse table on the ground floor.
An eclectic menu, from garlic bread and Cesar salad to kang hung lay, Chiang 
Mai pork curry, by way of grilled salmon steak and sour soup with prawns and 
vegetables. As delicious as it all sounded, I plumped for a spicy seafood salad, 
wanting something tasty but not too heavy.

Seemingly simple but stylishly superb, piquant more than spicy with 
a collation of flavours that tingled the tongue but had none of the ferocity that 
sometimes comes when the word ‘spicy’ is part of a Thai dish’s description.
Plump prawns, fine slivers of shallot, tiny diced tomatoes, razor-thin slices of 
star-shaped goa bean, thin strips of crispy egg noodle, bathed in a tangy sauce 
flavoured with tamarind to add a slightly sweet after-taste. The lips puckered, 
the mouth glowed. The salad is served with blue-hued rice tinted with butterfly 
flower and a basket of crunchy raw veg, including patchifalang, a bitter green 
leaf found locally.
Service is attentive but not overbearing, the ambience bright and colourful with 
the added bonus of taking coffee under a large parasol, doing my best not to 
drift into a doze in the warm afternoon sun.
34/1 Moo 12 Hang Khawe Soi 9 Thawangtan Saraphi
Tel. 088 137 0425  GPS. 18.724474,98.992269

Setting the standard Enter the 

DrAGON
Known as the Goddess of Mercy, Guanyin, is one of the most important 

deities of the Chinese Buddhist pantheon. She is goddess of fecundity and 
mercy, comforts the troubled, the sick, the lost, the senile and the unfortu-

nate and is regarded as the protector of seafarers, farmers and travellers. She cares for 
souls in the underworld, and is invoked during post-burial rituals to free the soul of the 

deceased from the torments of purgatory. In other words, and all round good egg. (Cre-
ate a trio with Ganesh, god of education, knowledge, wisdom and wealth, the destroyer 

of vanity, selfishness and pride, and Saint Jude, Patron Saint of hope and impossible causes 
and you would probably have all your bets covered in both this world and the next.)

Guanyin is to be found in most Chinese temples in Chiang Mai, but one of the most playful is Kuan Im Chok-
chai, a curious place just of the Mahidol Road, a couple of minutes going east from Central Airport Plaza. It 
isn’t the imagery of the lady herself that is the curiosity here but a 20 mtr-long dragon that sinuously weaves 
its way across the temple garden. Enter its gaping jaws and you begin a journey illustrating the life of Buddha 

beautifully painted on the curved and un-
dulating walls, from birth through mousta-
chioed young prince to enlightenment sat 
under a bodhi tree. A ferocious tiger is a 
shorter version of illustrated innards. Even 
for those sated with the overly ornate 
grandeur of most temples this is a pleas-
ant spot that combines Disneyland with 
deity and comes out winning. 

 GPS. 18.760387 98.989176
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On Two Wheels

With a visit to a temple, a beautiful garden and a weirdly wonderful restaruant this 
ride is equally enjoyable for an afternoon out of the city by car or motorcycle

From its junction with Suthep Road turn left 
onto Canal Road, heading south for Hang 
Dong. At the first set of traffic lights a couple 

of minutes later turn right (beside the open-air bar 
OMG Chiang Mai), crossing the canal and taking the 
road in front of Calpede. You pass Sibsongpanna on 
your right, as you come out of a left-hand bend. Take 
the next right, just after Amy Café on a left-hand bend 
and a short climb for a couple of minutes takes you to 
Wat Umong on your left on a sharp right-hand bend. 
Park your bike beside the motor scooters on the left- 
hand side and take the right-hand ‘Y’ you saw as you 
came in (not the one that leads to the Meditation 
Centre), where a small cement path takes you into 
the temple grounds.

Built in 1297 by King Manglai of the Lan Na dynasty 
in a pleasing rural location, Wat Umong is renowned 
for two main things, its caves under the Chedi that 
give the Temple its name (umong being Thai for 
tunnel or cave) and the lake where generations of 
Thai have released live fish as a way of making merit. 
It also has a replica of the Ashok Pillar with four lions 
and a Dharma wheel at the top of the pillar. 

The tunnels have two tales; one is that they were 
supposedly built by the King and painted with bush 
scenes so they could keep a famous but mentally 
unstable monk who had a habit of wandering off 
into the bush for days on end safely corralled with-
in the grounds of the monastery; the other that a 
monk named Thera Chan used a tunnel to meditate 
in peace and quiet but as Chaing Mai became more 

crowded the monk found it difficult to mediate so 
the kindly King Mengrai had a  series of tunnels dug 
in the mound under the chedi, lined them  with brick 
over which Bhuddist murals were painted, and added 
shrines in which images of the Buddha were installed, 
giving the Thera Chan a peaceful place to continue his 
meditations. (I prefer the nutty monk version.) The 
paintings have long gone but the shrines remain, as 
does the feeling of sepulchral calm – usually.

Equally interesting, though, is the Spiritual Theatre 
of Paintings, a building close to the Chedi whose walls 
are covered with painted panels of allegorical imagery; 
saints and sinners, devils and divine from various 
faiths including Buddhist, Christian, Islam and Confu-
cius. As the texts are almost entirely written in Thai 
their significance is difficult to understand, although 
there is no confusing the messages of Aesop with the 
tortoise strolling along watched by the hyperactive 
hare and the timid mouse removing a splinter from 
the lion’s paw. 

Of the teeming hundreds of fish that once inhab-
ited the lake, their head-width, ever-open mouths 
voraciously devouring the bread thrown by visitors, 
there is nothing to be seen after the devastating 
drought of 2016 left the lake bone-dry, its bed 
cracked and pitted.

Collect your bike and head back down the short hill 
you came up earlier, taking the right at the T-junction 
at the bottom. A once quiet back road has become 
part of the tourist route from Chiang Mai, pock-
marked by coffee shops, each vying with the other in 

weirdly kitsch appeal. Recently opened, one of the 
most intriguing is No. 39, next to the entrance of Cho-
engdoesuthep Wildlife and Nature Education Centre.

A series of small buildings surround a foetid-looking 
pond, on one of which a metal chute glides between 
two floors of a clapboard shack without actually 
depositing the slider into the water. Lots of garden 
and seating space, occupied mainly by young Thai 
who arrive on motor scooters to take selfies and 
ignore each other over iced coffees while they play 
with their smartphones. No. 39 seems to have stolen 
the mantle from Baan Kang Wat, the self-styled ‘Art-
ist’s Village’ just down the road, where coffees shops 
outnumber the sellers of arts and crafts. 

Follow this twisting road for a few minutes, cross-
ing over the next junction (there’s an arch over the 
road on your right). When you arrive at Canal Road 
again, just after The Living Hills condo, cross by the 
zebra crossing (there’s space beside the barrier to 
get your bike through). You can either stay on Canal 
Road heading south or take the small cement road on 
the right that runs along a narrow canal, five metres 
down the country road directly in front of you. This 
road runs parallel with Canal road and is shaded by 
greenery. If it wasn’t for the noise of the traffic you 
could think you were out in the countryside. 

Continue on this road until the concrete section 
ends and in front of you is a dirt track. You can either 
return to Canal Road by crossing the bridge or con-
tinue down the track, taking the small bridge behind 
Harvest Café to bring you back onto Canal Road but 

nearer the traffic lights. Go through the next traffic 
lights and immediately after is a good local mar-
ket next to a small modern shopping centre with a 
decent food hall, modern toilets and, surprisingly, a 
Rimping supermarket. Back on Canal Road heading 
south, turn right at the next traffic lights a couple 
of minutes further on, in the direction of Royal Park 
Rajapruek.

Named after Thailand’s national flower, 
ratchaphruek (Cassia fistula or golden shower tree) 
with its beautiful yellow blossom, The Royal Park is a 
delight to wander on a bright sunny day. Chime the 
gongs at the four corners of the platform supporting 
the golden globe to make merit before the long walk 
up the great swathe of a promenade with its thirty 
pagoda-roofed images of the thoughts of our late 
King Bhumibol, ending at the foot of the Ho Kham 
Royal Pavilion. 

Ho Kham, meaning ‘gilded hall’, is a beautiful teak 
building of traditional Lanna design with a multi-tiered 
roof and golden chofahs adorning the roofs ends. The 
litteral translation of chofa is sky tassel, a Thai archi-
tectural decoration that adorns the top at the end of 
wat and palace roofs and resembles a tall thin bird. 
The chofa is generally believed to represent the myth-
ical creature Garuda, half bird and half man, on which 
the Hindu god Vishnu rode. Whereas in temples mu-
rals depict the life of the Buddha, on the walls of the 
Royal Pavilion are painted scenes  from the life of the 
King, while the nine globes of 21,915 leaves suspend-
ed from the high ceiling was made to celebrate the 
60th anniversary of his reign.

The international gardens wouldn’t inspire hard-
ened horticulturalists but they make a pleasing 
change, some with places to sit. The most delightful 
is the tiny walled Bhutan garden, a peaceful place 
with painted structures perfect for wedding photos. 
To return to Chiang Mai go back to the traffic lights 
at Canal Road and cross over. After five minutes you 
see Khamao-Khaofang, a restaurant housed under a 
dome with a fake forest, fake fountain and fake lake, 
but excellent food at reasonable prices. It sounds 
as kitsch as can be, but have a quick look inside and 
come back another day to dine.

At the next traffic lights turn left and keep straight 
ahead to eventually pass Airport Plaza and arrive at 
Wua Lai road.

You can download a Word 
document to print and follow 

the route HERE

Caves and Canals

http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/07/Doi-Saket-Bo-Sang-ride.docx
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/02/On-Two-Wheels-Cave-and-Canals.docx
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‘to eat according the season’.
“What we seem to forget these days is that many 

plants have health-sustaining properties that are 
particularly beneficial during their seasonal growth 
and that were recognised by our grandparents. For 
example, the flower of the ginger plant is very beau-
tiful during the rainy season but we also eat it to 
help our body deal with the high humidity. The more 
recognisable root we eat during the winter because 
it helps our body deal with the cold; holy basil helps 
prevent us from getting a cold. Now such seasonal 
fruits as mango are available all year round but to 
have that something has to be done to force the 
growth, they don’t do it naturally out of season, and 
that forced growth can lead to health problems.”

As a lecturer Tony fully understands that tell a 
student something in class and they will absorb a 
bit, take them out into the fields and show them 
and they will learn a lot more. With this in mind he 
started EDGO Experiences, Education on the Go, 
which he runs from an Experience Centre beside 
his home in San Sai, just behind the infamous Hell 
Garden of Wat Mae Kaet Noi. Student groups from 
local and international schools visit the centre and 
make a cycle field trip (on bicycles rented from the 
village) and learn how to identify plants that are edi-
ble, which are seasonal plants and what each is good 
for. They then create a menu using local plants. “The 
menu isn’t fixed,” says Tony. “We help the students 
design the menu explaining that some plants you 
can eat fresh, some you need to boil, and others you 
use in different ways. Then we cook a meal using 
local ingredients that you wouldn’t find in a cooking 
school.”

The half-day course was originally designed for stu-
dents but with increasing interest from non-students 
interested in local and organic produce, particularly 
after reports in the press about supposedly highly 
polluted food being passed off as organic, Tony be-
gan offering half- and full-day courses, based on his 
original idea.

“A lot of people these days are concerned about 
what they eat, so I changed the course slightly so 
that other people could learn about local foods. For 
the half-day we take a cycle route around the fields 
of San Sai looking at some of the local vegetables 
and then take them back to the Centre where an 
‘aunty’ from the village tells us more about them 

and how to cook them. She will also prepare a meal 
using the same ingredients. For the full-day we do 
the same but then ‘aunty’ shows us how to cook 
them and we make the meal ourselves. I could talk 
about it all day but it’s only by doing it yourself that 
you actually learn. On the full-day course we also 
visit an organic fish farm that breeds tilapia. They 
aren’t as fat as commercially grown fish using com-
mercial feed. The organic fish are smaller and have 
larger bones, and the smell and flavour is totally 
different. You can’t buy them in Chiang Mai because 
the farm’s total production is shipped to a supermar-
ket in Bangkok.”

There’s little doubt that Thai cuisine is up 
there among the big boys, whether it’s a 
fancy banquet for a couple of thousand baht 

a head or a forty baht plate of pad Thai at a rickety 
metal table by the side of the road. It may be unique 
in many of its flavours but unfortunately it has some-
thing in common with too many regional cuisines 
worldwide – the more popular it gets too many 
restaurants and cooking schools stick to the same 
well-known dishes, ignoring locally grown produce, 
which withers away because production becomes 
un-commercial and chefs have no idea what to do 
with them anyway.

“Most of the vegetables you buy in the markets are 
controlled by large seed growers, and other than a 
few restaurants and cooking schools that grow their 
own vegetables, almost all of them have the same 
fixed menus that use a limited amount of recog-
nisable vegetables, and few chefs understand local 
produce so stay clear of it when creating their men-
us. This is all done for commercial reasons which is 
obviously important but what it also means is that 
produce specific to a locality and season is ignored 
and eventually disappears because growers can’t 
sustain viable production. If more people knew about 
local produce and how to use it there would almost 
certainly be a bigger demand for it and we wouldn’t 
lose our regional gastronomies.”  The words of Nithat 
Boonpaisarnsatit, known to everyone as Tony, a lec-
turer at Chiang Mai’s Far Eastern University but also a 
specialist in developing community projects. 

In conversations with his uncle, Dr. Chomchuan 
Boonrahong, a teacher at Mae Jo University and 
expert in organic farming, he learned the difference 
between real and fake organic food. There are plen-
ty of vegetables on the market labelled as organic 
but as recent food inspections have shown, a lot of 
this is false labelling. But it isn’t simply the fact that 
a vegetable is organic or not, what concerns Tony is 
that so much of the historical produce of the region 
is disappearing. “We tried to sell some of the local 
vegetables to supermarkets in Chiang Mai but they 

didn’t buy them, not because they didn’t like them 
but because they had no idea of how to cook with 
them and assumed their customers wouldn’t either.”

San Sai has historically been a supplier of vegetable 
to the markets of Chiang Mai and in 2004 a local farmer 
set aside three fields to experiment growing totally 
organic vegetables of the kinds that local grandmas 
would have had in their kitchen but are rapidly dis-
appearing. Apart from the fact that they are organic, 
they also adhere to the Thai principle of kin tam kan, 

Yadokkhao: use whole; boil 
and drink; helps stop smok-
ing and keeping in shape.

Pilungkasa: eat fresh 
leaves for liver detoxing. 

Husua: eat fresh leaves to 
prevent common cold.

Kunsong: eat fresh leaves 
as vegetables, full of 
calcium. 

Some local medicinal herbs

Sapsua: use leaves; crush 
and put on cut or wound. 

For more information about Experience Centre’s 
courses contact Tony Bigga at bnithat@gmail.com 

Tel. 081 992 4529

Eating with the 
Seasons

BACK ISSU
ES

mailto:bnithat%40gmail.com%20?subject=
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/back-issues/
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with a calf or two. Traders haggle over the price of 
younger animals for fattening and future re-sale or 
older ones for meat, and woe betide anyone who is 
foolish enough to ask how old the animal is. You’ve 
just shown your lack of experience so be prepared 
to be taken for a ride – and won’t be on the animal’s 
back! Like checking the health of a horse, the cow’s 
teeth are given a good look at but a fair indication 
of the animal’s quality for consumption is the yellow 
vet’s tag pinned through the ear, certification from 
the local slaughterhouse.

As the morning drifts on it’s time to eat. A brief 
glance at a stall selling cooked insects and I move 
on. I’ve tried them before and not been particularly 
impressed; cricket, which I dislike because their crispy 
fried legs get stuck between my teeth, silk worm has 
a pulpy texture that I find distasteful, and a large bug 
called a mengda, which translates into ‘pimp’ in Eng-
lish, so called because it follows the female around.

I stop at vegan hades, a rustic kitchen whose menu 
is made up entirely of innards and gizzards. Once 
used raw for the traditional spicy northern Thai dish, 
larb, they are now usually cooked, either in stews or 
grilled, although the dark paste fermenting in an alu-
minium pan looks a bit suspect. On the battered old 
charcoal grill, curls, slabs and misshapes of pigs’ guts 
are cooked, including a thick tube that my Thai friend, 
Tukta, describes simply as ‘pig’s dick’, although I was 
always under the impression that a pig’s penis was 
corkscrew-shaped.

Two large aluminium bowls are simmering away, 
one the colour of rich brown gravy, with chillies, kafir 
lime leaves and an assortment of things I try not 
to look at too closely; tom som, which turns out to 
be a soup of chickens’ innards including tiny hearts 
and a handful of miniscule un-formed eggs. I’m told 
the abundance of spices are to cover the smell and 
flavour of the animal ingredients. The lady cook 
persuades me to sample it, plus a small bowl of aom 

curry, some-
thing to do 
with beef but 
I really don’t 
want to pursue 
the ingredients 
any further 
than that. Both 
are reasonably 
tasty in a thick, 
spicy sort of 

way but like the best way to jump off a height into 
water is to hold your nose, the best way to eat at any 
of these stalls is to close your eyes and not look at 
what’s on the spoon. 

While I’m savouring these rustic delicacies a cus-
tomer extols the delights and benefits of the ‘pig’s 
dick’ so I finally give in and accept a slither. About as 

rubbery and tasteless as anything I’ve ever put in my 
mouth. I ask Tukta to find out what the Thai name 
is and when the uproarious laughter finally settles 
it seems that it wasn’t pig’s dick after all, simply the 
pig’s large intestine, but the staff and customers 
thought it was hilarious that this farang would eat 
pig’s penis, even just to sample local gastronomy. Too 
late, I’d swallowed it by then.

The first thing that strikes me as I cross the 
busy road aren’t the big beasts that give the 
Buffalo Market its name but the small grub-

by glass bottles stacked in rows in which gloriously 
coloured Siamese fighting fish slowly circle, changing 
direction with a flick of their beautifully-hued tails. 
As gorgeous as some of these tails might be, I’m told 
by a young man inspecting them with the eye of an 
aficionado that you need to avoid those that have 
a tail drifting behind them like a diva’s feather boa, 
they’ll get short-shrift from the nippy little devils with 
the shorter stern.

For longer than most people can remember, the 
Buffalo Market, a couple of kilometres south of San 
Patong, has seen famers and traders tethering their 
livestock to wooden posts every Saturday at five a.m. 
These days it’s an enormous affair spreading out on 
either side of the road and while the stalls on the left 
are basically a great big outdoor clothing mall, those 
on the right are still devoted to the needs of the local 
community, however diverse those needs are.  Gaudy 
fake flowers courtesy of Technicolor, traditional 
health remedies, straw hats, agricultural equipment 
of every size suitable for plant pot to rice field, bright-
ly coloured rubber boots for kids and adults, mock 
leopard-skin knickers, huge apples in bags of five for 
70 baht. It’s all there. Plenty of juice stalls and coffee 
stalls and no shortage of food stalls to keep the en-
ergy levels up.

I wander through the 
narrow spaces be-

tween the canopied 
stands, heading to 
the back where 
the buffalos and 
cows are teth-
ered. I spot a 

pair of varnished 
half coconut shells 

glued to a short 
piece of wood that look 

like a deviant’s rigid bra until it’s explained to me that 
it’s the perfect thing to rest your head on if you have 
neck problems. I have, but don’t see me getting much 
kip with my neck lying between two painfully hard 
coconut shells.

Onward through the lanes, and the crow of cock-
erels harshens the air until I arrive at an area of 
round bamboo cages, their garish occupants strutting 

around like tin-pot generals in kitsch uniforms. In a 
circle of denim-covered legs a couple of fighting cocks 
have a momentary stand-off before hurling them-
selves at each other in a flurry of wings and feet. Not 
being armed with the vicious spurs that are found in 
more secretive cock fights, most of the damage seems 
to be to their pride rather than to their body.

The buffalo has historically played an important role 
in Thai agriculture and despite their sometimes huge 
curved horns is usually a very placid animal, with 
farm kids often learning to ride them with legs spread 
wide over a broad back almost before they can walk. 
Attaining weights up to six-hundred kilos by the time 
they are fully grown, buffalo still fulfil their traditional 
roll of ploughing, their strong flat hooves perfectly 
designed for them to walk through the sticky mud of 
rice fields hour after hour.

Despite its name, most of the beasts on sale at the 
Buffalo Market are cattle, some individually, some 

San Patong Buffalo Market is open every Saturday 
from 5 a.m. The buffalo and cow section ends around 
11 a.m. and the rest of the market around 12.30. 
Approx 25kms from Chiang Mai south on route 108 
(through Hang Dong). GPS: 18.602425,98.890223

San Patong’s 
  Buffalo Market
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i’ve only experienced a couple of genuine seers 
in my life but a chance encounter with a couple 
of mechanical ones at Tesco Lotus in Bangkok’s 

Chinatown took me back to the clanking and whirring 
of fairground automatons of my childhood.
Encased in elegant wooden and glass cases two char-
acters presented themselves. 
On my left a fat Chinese ‘Happy’ 
Buddha with an ear-to-ear grin 
held a stick that appeared to be 
raised in preparation for striking 
a young boy dressed in bright 
yellow silk pantaloons who toiled 
at a notched numbered wheel 
between  them. On my right a 
ancient, haggard-looking indigent 
with a pained, constipation-like 
grimace stood over another 
young boy, this one squatting 
yoga-like with a beatific smile on 
his countenance. 
With the ancient a series of spin-
ning, flashing lights flicker like 
the multi-coloured strobes of a fairground ride. When 
the flickering stops, the last number illuminated is and 
your prediction for that day and is printed on a slip of 
paper that you take from a series of slots in the case 
below. I opted for the Happy Buddha, working on the 
premise that his jolly smile might elicit a more cheer-
ful prediction than the dour indigent’s.
I drop my five baht coin in the smiling Buddha’s ma-
chine, he raises the branch in his right hand while the 
young boy turns the wheel. Around the small chap 
goes, bending double with the mechanical effort, 
until the Buddha drops his branch as if to beat him to 
speed up the process. But the stick lodges in a notch 
on the wheel, stopping its turning at number 17, my 

fortune for the day. I take a slip from the requisite 
slot, although the text is all in Thai so I need to get it 
translated.
The Victorian charm of the machine is such a delight 
that I’m tempted to put more coins in just to watch 
the action, but I don’t want to offend the gods by 

saying I don’t believe them so I 
make do with whatever number 
seventeen has in store for me.  
When I get back to my hotel I 
ask the delightful receptionist, 
Lekky, if she can translate my 
reading. She freely admits that 
it’s such archaic gobbledygook 
that it’s barely understandable in 
Thai, but puts it through google 
translate to see what comes out 
– basically, gobbledygook in any 
language:

I do work provoked opaque 
House. Will become malignant 
homophobia. Do not be impa-
tient to imagine any deliberate 

I dig the notion gradually Mei Meng. Maintains that 
the call is gay. 
People ask me how I feel comfortable. Or involve mat-
ters that are asked.
I do not doubt all win I doubt very thick receivables 
The friends I have not met the eye. But Fortune’s love 
will be there.

It’s never occurred to me that I might be in even the 
slightest way either homophobic or gay, but perhaps 
the Buddha knows more than I do and I’ve been 
tucked in the closet without me realising it. Still, it’s 
nice to know that ‘Fortune’s love will be there.’ It cer-
tainly hasn’t been around much in the past!

This is Thailand
My future is in the stars - 

and a  Chinese ‘Happy’ Buddha in these digital days of apps, maps and high-
speed everything, no-where is new; been there, 
ticked it off and bought the T-shirt, or in the case 

of Thailand, the elephant pants. Long gone are the 
days when a professional journalist with enough skill 
to turn a good phrase would be sent to some far-lung 
corner to put together a thousand words on a clacking 
portable typewriter to tantalise us with thoughts of 
adventure as we sat with our feet up in the comfort of 
our living room, wistful with imagining of what might 
have been. 

Every writer has their own voice, their own particu-
lar style. It’s how the writer captures – or loses – his 
audience. This is the premise of Better Late Than Never. 
Almost certainly everything I have written about or 
will write about in the future has been written about 
before, but not in my voice. Whether better or worse 
doesn’t really matter – it’s just different. I may be get-
ting there late, but at least it’s better late than never.

With an archive of articles and photos covering 
almost twenty years as a travel writer, contributing to 

magazines such as Finnair and easyJet in-flight mags, 
The Smithsonian magazine and dozens of other inter-
national glossies, local newspapers and professional 
travel websites, as well as having bundles of notepads 
full of new material for future articles, BLTN will fea-
ture material from Europe, Morocco, Thailand and, as 
my travels extend, destinations in southeast Asia and 
beyond.  

There will be plenty of rabbits pulled out of the 
hat as BLTN develops but as I intend to keep my feet 
firmly under the table of Chiang Mai there will still be 
regular articles about the city and the region, and it’s 
probable that the single on-line page that constitutes 
Chiang Mai uncovered at the moment will develop 
into a separate site under the umbrella of BLTN where 
features will be added on a regular basis.

In the following pages you can read a few articles 
to tickle your taste buds about what to expect with 
Better Late Than Never – a mere hors d’oeuvre for the 
banquet to come in the next few months!

Better Late Than Never

Turkey
Portugal

Morocco
England

Spain



18 19

can invite friends and business acquaintances.”
“Feria has its rhythm,” Antonio explains. “It usually 
begins around noon, when everyone comes dressed 
in their party clothes. The women will wear their fla-
menco dresses and the men will usually be in the tra-
je corto, the closefitting suit with a short jacket, and 
also wear the straight-brimmed, flat-topped hat called 
a cordobés. Just before five we move to the bullring to 
watch the corrida, the bullfight. They say that that’s 
the only thing is Spain that starts exactly on time,” 
he laughs. “Some people will go home after that to 
rest and return dressed elegantly for dinner at about 
eleven. These days though, it’s quite normal for 
people to stay the full day, and girls often bring their 
flamenco dress to work to change into before going to 
the feria to party until the early hours.”
At two each afternoon, everyone turns out to watch 
the Paseo a Caballo, when beautiful thoroughbred 
horses pass by, mounted by dudes in their traje corto 
with slinky young gels in flamenco frocks wrapping 
their arms around their señor’s waist, and the elegant 
open carriages pulled by a pair of horses, their heads 
decorated in yellow and orange pom-poms. It’s during 
the night that La Calle del Infierno, Hell Street, comes 
to life, an enormous fairground that bears the name 
because of the amount of noise the machines and 
visitors create as they whirl on the big wheel, bounce 
around on the dodgem cars and try to bag a teddy 
bear for their girlfriend or daughter at a shoot-
ing range.
 Eating and drinking 

are two of the 
essential plea-
sures for visitors 
to Feria, and it’s 
worth bearing in 
mind that while 
those glasses 
of manzanilla 
might seem 
light and re-
freshing, they 
can creep up 
on you. As a 
way of pac-
ing yourself 
it’s suggest-
ed you drink 
rebujito, a 
mixture of 
manzanilla,  

a 

variety of fino 
sherry, and gaseosa, a slightly sweet 
lemonade, accompanied by plenty of ice to reduce 
the alcohol content. A sort of sherry shandy.
Rosamar Prieto-Castro is a socio of a caseta with her 
husband and also a member of a women-only caseta, 
the only one in the feria. 
“A group of female friends have been getting togeth-
er for lunch every Monday for more than thirty-five 
years, so we decided that we should have our own ca-
seta. The caseta in which my husband and I are socios 
serves better food, but I have much more fun with 
the girls in our own,” she says with twinkle in her eye.
If you have a family, by the time you’ve paid for a new 
flamenco dress, outfits for the children, hired horses, 
decorated the seats at the bullring and then paid a 
pretty hefty bill for food and drink, being a member of 
a caseta can set you back the best part of 6,000€. So 
is Feria not actually pretty elitist?
“No, it’s not,” says Sra. Prieto-Castro forcefully, “There 
are a number of casetas open to the public where 
you can eat, drink and dance to your heart’s content. 
If you are standing outside one of the private casetas 
watching what’s going on you could well be invited 
in to take a manzanilla and a tapa. It’s a time that 
Sevillanos take to enjoy themselves, and we also like 
to see other people having a good time.”
It’s an honour to be invited into a caseta, but if you 
are invited to take a copa and a tapa it’s not an invi-
tation for the afternoon. Enjoy them, chat with your 
host, then thank them kindly and leave, knowing that 
you will have experienced something that won’t be 
offered to everyone. But the alegria of Feria, its hap-
piness, will remain the same; dance, eat, take a glass 
of manzanilla and, if you are very lucky, take a twirl 
with a delicious young beauty dressed in her bright 
flamenco frock.

as the clock strikes midnight on a Monday 
late in April, the crowd assembled in the 
Real de la Fería in Seville roars in delight 

as the Portada, the enormous fairground entrance, 
bursts into gaudy illumination. 
One by one the fifteen streets fill with the light of 
22,000 bulbs encased in farolillos, small colourful 
paper lanterns. It’s lunes del alumbaro, Monday of 
Light, the opening night of the Feria de Abril, Seville’s 
biggest and most boisterous fies-
ta, six days of flamenco, horses, 
bullfights, food, drink and late 
night partying. It will finish the 
following Sunday night with a 
spectacular firework display over 
the River Guadalquivir, having 
seen an average of half a million 
people passing below the Porta-
da each day of the fiesta.
The Feria, Seville’s Spring Fair, 
goes back to 1846, when José 
María Ybarra, first Count of 
Ybarra, and Narciso Bonapla-
ta, came up with the idea of a 
livestock market. A year later a 
three-day fair was officially in-
augurated, with prizes given for 
the best bulls, oxen, rams and 
horses. And so the Feria de Abril 
was born and has become the city’s biggest annual 
bash where Sevillanos enjoy a week of partying with 
family and friends.
The streets of the tented village, the biggest of its kind 
in the world are covered with compressed albero, a 
bright yellow soil traditionally used in Seville’s bull-

ring. Arranged along them are the casetas, the centre 
of Feria life. In the early livestock ferias the casetas 
were just canopies to shelter the people from the 
weather, but with the Sevillano love of frivolity they 
became large tents with green or red stripes and a 
triangular shawl, a pañoleta, decorated in an artistic 
motif, hanging over the entrance. There are 1047 
casetas, belonging to eminent local families, groups of 
friends, clubs and businesses. Most of these casetas 

are intensely private affairs, but each 
barrio in the city has a caseta, which, 
along with those run by political par-
ties, have free admission to the general 
public.
While officially the Feria de Abril starts 
with the illumination of the Portada at 
midnight, it traditionally begins with 
pescaíto frito, a dinner of freshly fried 
baby hake, fresh anchovies, and squid, 
served during the first evening of the 
fair. This is the time when the socios, 
the members of the caseta, get to-
gether for the first main event of Feria. 
During the next six days there will be 
lunches, dinners, relaxing chats over 
tapas and visits to friends’ casetas, but 
the pescaíto frito is when the fun really 
begins.
Antonio Jimenez virtually grew up in 

the caseta he and his family share with nineteen other 
couples.
“The caseta really is the centre of life during Feria. 
Even though we all live and work in Seville, I might not 
see the other members until we all get together for 
Feria. It’s like an extended family, a place where we 

Seville’s
Bashbiggest
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The Restaurant at the   
    End of the World

Jmaa el Fna, The Place of the Dead, The Mosque 
at the End of the World, North Africa’s most 
vibrant and exotic square, the ancient heart of 

Marrakech, where snake charmers, storytellers and 
acrobats entertain the passing crowds. By day the 
bustle of henna artists, potion sellers, fresh orange 
juice vendors and red-robed water sellers; by night 
the curling smoke of a hundred barbeques spirals 
over the largest open-air restaurant in the world. 

When dusk falls, handcarts are wheeled into Jmaa 
el Fna and unfolded to reveal portable 
grills, tables, benches, pots and 
pans. While the mounds of food 
are prepared young men in long 
white coats work the crowds 
trying to convince you that the 
succulent dishes served at their 
stall are the absolutely top-notch 
best; “Deliah Smith created our 
menu”, “All our fish comes fresh 
from Sainsbury’s”. And Sainsbury’s 
would probably be proud of the 
fish the stalls served, dipped 
in flour seasoned with salt and 
saffron before being deep-fried in 
bubbling oil until crisp and golden.

There are stalls to fit every taste and pocket; a bowl 
of harira, a traditional rich tomato and lentil soup 
with beef or chicken, seasoned with ginger, pepper, 
and cinnamon, or b’sarra, white bean soup with olive 
oil and garlic; add a sandwich served in a khobz, a 
small, round, flat loaf with the top nipped off to form 
a pocket, filled with freshly deep-fried slices of liver 
dribbled with a green chilli sauce, or a hand-full of 
merguez, thin spicy sausages, and you will be set up 
for a stroll around the souks. (Keep an eye open for 
the really esoteric mixture of merguez, hard-boiled 
egg and tuna fish.)

Kebabs shops appear on almost every street cor-
ner around the globe these days, but in Marrakech 
vendors snub the effete pressed meat served else-

where in favour of slic-
es of real lamb, glisten-
ing with dribbling fat, 
sprinkled with cumin 
and salt as the cook hands it over to you wrapped 
in a paper cone. Chicken with preserved lemons, 
delicately spiced with kasbour (fresh green cori-
ander) and served with piquant olives; brochettes 
of lamb and liver, seasoned with red pepper and 
cumin, carefully grilled over charcoal, which spits 
and smokes as the luscious fats fall on to it; beef 
or lamb tajines, cooked with raisins, prunes and al-
monds, have their conical tops whisked off by the 

waiters, just as the 
lids of elegant silver 
salvers would be at 
the Savoy. (Although 
you may want to 
leave the tajine of 
sheep’s or calf’s 
feet and the sliced 
camel’s head to the 
locals to enjoy, and it 
would take a certain 
amount of culinary 
courage to sample a 

cooked sheep’s head or bowl of sheep’s testicles – 
cooked, of course.)

On the west side of the square, a row of chefs 
steam mounds of snails in battered enamel bowls. 
The menu is simple, snails or snails, but as the little 
gastropods served in a tantalizing broth are a gastro-
nomic institution in Morocco, it isn’t always easy to 
get a seat at these stalls. Apparently wonderful for 
the digestion, locals drain the broth after having their 
fill of the snails. (They also often carry a safety pin to 
wheedle the little devils out, but a toothpick is usually 
provided.)

Vegetarians might not savour their best gastronomic 
experience, but it can delicious. Hard-boiled eggs are chopped 
and mashed with potatoes, with the inevitable sprinkle of

Camel’s head, sheep’s testicles, 
calf’s feet and plenty less exotic 
treats – all to be had at Marrakech’s 

famous open-air restaurant      
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cumin, (served alongside salt and pepper on every 
stall). Bright vegetable salads, glistening piles of 
savoury chick peas spiked with fresh-ground black 
pepper or bowls of lentil stew cooked with finely 
chopped onion and garlic; fried aubergine with a hot 
green pepper served alongside a pile of fresh cut 
and fried potatoes, all washed down with a garishly 
orange Fanta.

Young boys manhandle small handcarts or struggle 
with large wooden trays laden with glistening sweet-
meats through the densely packed crowds. Delecta-
ble as the pastries may look, they aren’t always that 
sweet. If your taste is for fruit for desert, try, carmose, 
prickly pear, and the vendor will carefully remove the 
skin for you.

For a simple wandering snack, strings of sfenj 
donuts are held together by a strip of leaf to make 
carrying easier. They are delicious with a coffee, and 
come either sweet (with egg beaten into the batter) 
or savoury. Also useful for a back-up snack on long 
journeys.

If you haven’t washed your meal down with a 
drink at the stall, a glass of fresh orange juice will be 
squeezed before your eyes at one of the many carts 
around the edge of the square. You might also find 
raisin, pistachio and pomegranate juice, which have a 

mysterious flavour of their own. The Technicolor 
yogurts sold in big glasses look more off-putting that 
delectable, but raib, a home-made yoghurt with a 
milkshake consistency slides down the throat deli-
ciously.

The beautiful chaos of the food stalls is entertain-
ment in its own right, but when you have eaten your 
fill there is still the raucous street entertainment of 
Jmaa el Fna to keep you from your bed.

Lined along the streets and in tucked-away little 
back alleys, a butcher whose sole stock consists of 
a camel’s head suspended from a hook and a pile of 
congealing grey innards. (If you want to find out what 
camel’s meat taste like, get down to the food stalls 
in La Place at night and you can delight your taste 
buds.) Dark caverns lit by a single flourenscent tube 
selling olives, olive oil and vats of preserved lemons 
for that emblematic Moroccan dish, poulet au citron; 
single-portion tajines cooking on a hot-plate beside a 
food stall made from a couple of paper covered low 
tables and a few old stools, with the cook selling bat-
tered fish deep-fried in a blackened old frying pan. 

And above all, the ubiquitous mint tea.

In 1987 Pamela Windo took herself 
to Morocco for a few months to 
be alone and write. She left seven 
years later. Zohra’s Ladder and 
other Moroccan Tales is the fruit 
of those years spent uncovering the 
colour and warmth of the people, 
their culture and a totally different 
way of life, a life hidden away from 
the casual observer but filled with 
friendship, family and consideration 
for others. These are her personal 
stories, and beautifully told.
The stories begin with An afternoon 
at the Hammam where the veils and 
djellabas are left at the door and 
women of all ages, shapes and sizes, 
from grannies to grandkids wallow 
in the warmth and companionship 
of the sultry, steaming rooms.
Available from Amazon.com

Off the book shelf

On one of the few occasions in his 
career where the myth of the exotic 
life of the travel-writer surpassed 
the usual reality of cheap hotels, in 
2013 Derek Workman was offered 
the opportunity of a two-week 
tour around Morocco with car, 
driver and fancy hotels to research 
material for a travel company’s 
new web site. A Whirlwind 
Around Morocco originated as 
daily blogs describing the lighter 
side of this charismatic country; 
the hulabaloo of Jmaa el Fna, the 
ancient heart of Marrakech with 
its snake charmers, cavorting lady-
boys and the world’s biggest open-
air restaurant; the perils of riding 
an ill-mannered camel and much 
much more.
Free download - click HERE

Eye on is a series of photobooks 
from the travels of Derek Workman, 
a semi-random selection of some 
of his favourite images. Currently 
available are Eye on Chiang Mai, 
Eye on Valencia and Eye on Morroco, 
with more to come, all available 
as free downloads to whet your 
appetite for Thailand, Spain and 
Morocco. Click on the cover image 
to begin downloading Eye on...

CON- TA
C

T

http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/02/Eye-on-Chiang-Mai-sm.pdf
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/02/Eye-on-Valencia-2.pdf
http://chiangmaiuncovered.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/02/Eye-on-Morocco-sm.pdf
mailto:derek%40chiangmaiuncovered.com?subject=
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Seeing ghosts has never been a major preoccupation for me, but 
if ever I find myself frightened by phantoms I know exactly where 

to go – to the Spice Souk in Marrakech, where Ahmed will create a 
secret blend of dried chameleon, iguana foot, sea urchin, hedgehog 
and fish bones. I’ll grind them, throw them in fire and breathe in the 
cleansing fumes.
Dried chameleon and hedgehog may be some of the more obscure 
ingredients on offer at the Berber pharmacies, but for whatever 
ails you they will have something to swallow, breathe, rub on or 
wash in. Too much stress and not sleeping? An infusion of nutmeg 
flower. Trouble with migraine or sinus? A few tiny black nejillia 
seeds wrapped in a cloth and inhaled after a quick rub on your 
palm will blow your head off, make your eyes water and instantly 
clear your head. It’s also great for snoring. 
A visit to a Berber pharmacy is as much ceremony as shopping. 
With a grin they will offer you a glass of ‘Berber Whisky’ – mint 
tea – while they discuss what ails you, let you sample a little of this, 
smell a soupcon of that, before mixing your potion, overcharging 
you and then try to sell you something else. But it’s all part of the game.

When the Moors were thrown out of the city of Guadix, in Spain’s 
Andalucia, by the Christian forces of Jaimie Primero they took to 

the hills – and dug into them. From this arose a whole town of troglodyte 
dwellings, which is still as lively and lived-in as it was five centuries ago, 
with over 4,000 inhabited caves. 
Follow the two old ladies taking a stroll along the well-worn path over a hillock, and you are actually walking 
over someone’s living room. If you are tempted to sit on one of the many low walls, just be aware that if some-
one comes out of their front door and looks up they could well see your bum, because you are sitting on their porch 
roof. There are proper roads of course, but they aren’t half as much fun to meander as the rough, roof-top 

footpaths, and when you see an actual house with real walls and roof 
it looks completely out of place in this human warren of white painted 
courtyards. Shops, garages, businesses of all kinds appear to be nothing 
more than a façade of door and a couple of windows – even the medical 
center is half underground.
In this world of the weird the Cuava de Antiquarios sticks out like a high-
ly decorative thumb. Rooms packed with iron beds, pots, pans, picture 
frames, washstands, battered copperware, wooden pulleys, candelabra, 
clocks – and that ‘must have’ souvenir – a little plaster model of a cave 
house.

Frightening off 
Phantoms

The Flintstone way 
of life

You may have thought that Buddhism 
was all saffron-robed monks and chant-

ing, as far from the hellfire-and-damna-
tion of Christianity as you could get, but 

the Hell Garden’s role is as a visual guide to the benefits of morality, and 
illustrates the terrors awaiting you in Naraka, the 136 fiery pits of Buddhist 
hell. Wat Mae Kaet Noi in Chiang Mai brings modern technology into por-
traying the whole infernal hog of the terrifying treatment that awaits you 
for your earthly indiscretions. Did you peddle drugs in the here and now, or 
more strictly speaking, the there and then? If so expect to be ridden over by 
a Hell’s Devil with a horse’s head, a fan on his motorbike like the wheel on 
Boadicea’s chariot gouging out your innards.
At the Buddhist version of the Pearly Gates you have to face the fiery-red 
Phya Yom, the Death King, who makes a careful consideration of your good 

deeds, neatly inscribed on a gold plate, 
against your badduns, scribbled on a 
scrap of dog skin, If the dog skin gets the vote, off you go to the fiery pits 
of Naraka to atone for your deeds, accompanied by a demon who might 
have the head of a pig if he wallowed in corruption in life, a duck’s if he 
was always starting fights, a rabbit if he was the jealous type, and any 
number of other animalistic forms depending on his earthly lifestyle.

Between Heaven
and Hell

(You can read the full story, Devil’s Delight, in Issue 1)

Barcelona’s famous food market, La Boqueria, takes its name from 
boq, meaning a sheep’s stomach – which might give some idea to 

the Spanish approach to food. Here are some to think twice about 
before putting in your mouth.

Cabeza de Cordero: A sheep’s head 
split in half and roasted in the oven 
with potatoes and onion. On one side you are presented with skeletal 
glare of the empty eye socket and grimacing teeth; on the other, the 
teeth and the pulp of half the brain. Not enough meat for a decent 
sandwich but the potatoes taste great.
Criadillas: Bulls testicles, colloquially referred to as huevos de toro, liter-
ally, ‘bull’s eggs’, huevos being a Spanish slang term for testicles. Sliced 
and cooked on a hot plate, sometimes served with morcilla, blood 
sausage.
Callos – Traditional to Madrid, this is a 
stew of tripe (cows stomach), boiled until 
it is tender then sliced and cooked with 

various ingredients that can include pig’s trotter and moricilla. In other words, 
guts and innards in sauce.
Oreja a la plancha – Crispy pig’s ear. The pigs ears are boiled for forty minutes 
then chopped into pieces, fried on a hot plate then dribbled with a sauce of 
garlic, parsley and olive oil. After straining the jaw trying to eat them you won-
der why waste gas boiling them.

Dubious Delicacies
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