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Moped lights streak by beneath me, and I like to imagine I’m in one of those 

time-lapse stock-footage clips of a mega-city motorway that you see in the 

final episode of nature documentaries. ‘Human settlement’, the narrator (me) 

declares, ‘the greatest ecosystem of them all’. I play through these thoughts 

and role-playing games with myself every time I step outside at dark. There is 

a subconscious, pre-existing wisdom about cities like this, that I’ve inhabited 

imaginatively in Youtube lo-fi compilations. 18 months into it, I’m not so much 

living inside these vaporwave ideals, but enjoy the wee layer of romanticism, 

nonetheless. It’s the absurdity I sit in gleefully, more than anything else: an 

orange-wrapped Theravada Buddhist monk was roller-skating outside my flat 

earlier; a group of elderly women were doing an aerobics class to a souped-

up, Thai-infused remix of Drake’s ‘One Dance’; a middle-aged man in active-

wear stood in a single spot under a tarpaulin canopy and just swung his arms 

in windmills for about 45 minutes. This all goes on at sunset, every evening, in 

the car-park of the largest Tesco I’ve ever seen. Typical: I moved my 

(admittedly lackluster) life to another continent, and the view from the little 

townhouse room I live in encompasses not only the great Chao Phraya river 

and it’s golden-pointed, sky-piercing Rama VIII Bridge, but the the mighty 

Tesco Lotus adjacent too. 

This is not Glasgow. No one yet dreams of the aesthetic life they will lead in 

Glasgow. There is no cult, hand-drawn film set in the soulscapes of Glasgow. 

Glaswegians, like me, don’t often think of their city as much more than the 

heart of Scottish Miserabilism - pints, pills, and the collective memory of some 

good men building ships sometime else than this. Any other story would be up 

itself, I imagine. ‘We are not the spoiled English. We are not the middle-class. 

We are not the English.’ 

Above me, not even the thickness of dry season heat or the bulky radiation of 

a busy city are enough to seal the sky off - in fact they make it out to be a 

purple-ish chasm and I can spot a star or two tonight. Between school and 

shop, this footbridge is the usual workplace of a woman who is homeless. She 

rasps a prayer and raises her beaded hands towards me, guiding me to drop 

a coin into the cup. I always drop a coin into the cup of begging women - they 

are too much like my mother. 



I walk around the neighbourhood at this time every night. I can’t not. I am 

moved in celebration, of boundaries crossed and patterns broken. My being 

here is revolutionary. I walk to savour my new time and place. This morning I 

fed the wild turtle a whole lettuce. It swims up to the townhouse’s back porch 

each day and it will wink at me sometimes, hefty proud that it simply 

backstrokes by the water monitor lizards with no sign of trouble. It’s no mean 

feat. Last week one of these water monitor lizards, like a Komodo Dragon Lite, 

fell from the second floor of the condo opposite and landed on some poor 

person’s car roof, before belly-flopping into the marina with a seismic splash. 

So quite right that Lorenzo (the turtle’s given name) should feel a bit gallus of 

himself. Fill yer boots on my vegetables, and here’s one to the underdogs. 

Even though it is a Wednesday night and I am light (my thinness is often 

remarked upon by both complete strangers and family members) each step 

across the footbridge feels thudding and in rhythm with the heavy beats of 

heat. There is little complaint from me though. I have come from the city in 

Europe that boasts the least hours of sunlight per year, where just leaving 

your bed in the morning, knowing what nature waits outside, can take a huge 

amount of energy. The rates of poor mental health in Glasgow and the west 

are frequently shown to be considerably higher than averages across 

Scotland and the UK, but now I find myself in the so-called ‘Land of Smiles’. I 

am moved in celebration. In all honesty, I am just happy for the free Vit D. 

What’s more, a slower pace of life is encouraged by the excited sun, lest I 

sweat myself thinner. In fact, my only trouble on arrival was the reluctance to 

expose my body at all. Hiding my embarrassed, wiry frame behind boots and 

baggy jumpers was needed protocol to save from shame, but there is no real 

sensibility in doing that here. Mandatory body positivity is the secret by-

product of a humid palm-tree’d climate, it seems. That, and frizzy curls, but I 

found a good conditioner. 

I descend the stairs in tinny clangs to find the traffic rumbling the ground I 

alight on to. There are never not vibrations all around me. Energy of every 

kind, crossing within and without me in this city. I am feeling unreserved, with 

no need to filter enthusiasm or feign an apathy in false acts of humility. From 

childhood trained that nothing’s that impressive and no one wants to hear 

about you, I am now in a world of my own, able to express. The folly of the 

working-class has been beliefs that we don’t have much to say and won’t be 

heard regardless. The limits we set ourselves off the back of trauma, lifted by 

being somewhere else for once. 

Taxi’s slow down assuming I’m a tourist that is lost, and it’s not a bad 

assumption - this is a neighbourhood where nothing much is wrote in Latin 

letter. The drivers kerb-crawl for a moment, shout a ‘Hey you!’ or a ‘Khao San 

Road?’, then drive away when they can tell I have departed into my own 



wonder. I am stimulated, and my extrovertism absorbs a lit up stream of 

information, via flashing neon pigs on signs, K-pop tunes coming from a young 

girls speaker as she sweeps her mother’s store, the yapping white dogs 

berating their owners in a que that, even at almost midnight, trails outside the 

hair stylists for pets. The broken pavement looks ready to crack open, like a 

trick floor panel in a Nintendo game. I step on it, and l fall down in to a lower 

level, perhaps a sub-city for the forgotten, a basement refuge and a wild-west 

of those who walk the night too often, maybe. The mooching Yin to my 

wandering Yang. It’s all about perspective I suppose. Down here, the night 

walkers trade in rat-skins and urban folklore. I sit on the rubble from the 

collapsed pavement(/roof) and a short, short lady, maybe in her mid-30s, with 

billowing, dark hair down to her knees, is handing a kitten to a man in a dusty 

suit, stained from years, perhaps decades, of wear. ‘Your only child’, he says. 

They only barely looked at me when I fell down from the roof(/pavement). ‘It is 

worth it’, she replies. The kitten calls after her as she turns away and down the 

sub-street, her bare feet stepping over the mess I made when I spilled down 

from above. 

I enter the up-all-night 7-Eleven, through the slide of an automatic door, and a 

ding-dong gently washes away my midnight fantasy. Employees in green 

uniform welcome me (‘Sawadii Kaaaa!’) and I greet them back. This is a safe-

space and a neutral zone, day and night, under AC respite, bathed in bright 

aisle light. On just about every corner of every block in this city (a city with a 

population around double that of Scotland’s entire make-up) there is 

somewhere to buy a matcha tea, tom yum mama noodles, a packet of crunchy 

crickets, or a freshly grilled cheese and ham toastie (the recommended drunk-

food). It is an equalizer like no other, to be found deep in the business district 

of Silom, amongst the markets and Chinese Temples of Yaowarat, or here, 

alongside the mirthful business-owners, hidden homes, and idle klongs of 

Bang Phlat. 

Bang Phlat is one of 50 districts that make up the city of Bangkok (or ‘Krung 

Thep’ as it is known to the people of Thailand) and lies in the north west of the 

ever-growing metropolitan. Far from the roof-top bars and pleasure plaza’s 

that the city is unjustly infamous for (though just across the river from 

backpacker street-party central, Khao San Road), Bang Phlat displays a 

humbler side of the city that is slowly beginning to show signs of commercial 

development. Fashionable street-food markets have begun popping up, 

offering the local 18-30s their beer-towers of Chaang and live reggae 

renditions of ‘Young, Dumb & Broke’. Crucially, a new sky-train line is being 

built above much of the length of Charansanitwong, the main road that runs 

through the heart of Bang Phlat and many of the surrounding districts, the 

same main road I cross on my nightly walk. The sky-train (or BTS) is one of 

Bangkok’s key modes of public transport that will connect the otherwise out-



they-way Bang Phlad to the rest of the city. Riding between the glowing 

skyscrapers and ad-hoc, free-for-all architecture of raised walkways and 

domes and lego-brick towers gives the city a sense of futurism, a cleaner and 

quicker way to get around than the gurgling below of green and yellow taxis, 

spluttering buses, and omnipresent Toyota minivans. For Bang Phlat, the 

ongoing roof-height construction of this grey-ish train line’s behemoth body 

and jointed legs, puts its main street largely into shadow. It would be 

dangerous to overly-romanticise the nature of this district. Although a 

gorgeous community of familiar folk, there are river-side slums barely rising 

from the banks beneath newly built condos, windowless stone shelters lived-in 

by several generations at once, that can become breeding grounds for 

mosquitoes and water-borne disease. Bangkok’s middle-class culture, often 

dubbed as hi-so (high-society), continues to grow, though the inequity of the 

country as a whole shows no sign of narrowing. Gentrification and 

displacement of people are not unfamiliar to me as a Glaswegian, and I sense 

the same kind of ‘rebranding’ happening in Bang Phlat that has already 

happened in the areas in just about every direction from Glasgow’s city centre. 

Social mobility stayed locked, and there is a survivor’s guilt for my even being 

this far from home. Still, I move in celebration. 

A jingle plays and I don’t know what I hunger for, or if, indeed, I am hungry at 

all. I stare at biscuits for an unnecessarily long time before sauntering to the 

fridges. I look in at the drinks. A weather-beaten old man in a dark blue shirt 

reaches by me and takes out a two-pack of large beer cans. His face is 

furrowed but I share in his relief that he has reached the alcohol before the 

midnight curfew. There doesn’t seem a sadness to the man, the way I’ve 

came to associate with alcohol, and the rushing to buy it before a curfew 

(which is at 10PM in Scotland). In fact, a lot of what seemed dour, dreich, and 

born of boredom back at home, often looks life-affirming when you turn the 

temperature up a little bit and clear the greyness from the sky. Where a late-

night walk may at first seem the sign of a restless mind unable to shift anxiety, 

to me it has become a sign of a restless mind unable to shift an excitement to 

experience. It is midnight now and I have work tomorrow, early. I will wake up 

content and in-time anyway. 

The midnight drinker presses the fridge door shut and still I stare in. 

Cartoonish promotions play over the radio, amazed voices ooh and aww at 

X% off and Y’s crazy new flavour. A boi-oi-oiiiing assures me it’s a product 

worth investigating. Sadly, I don’t investigate. From a door to my right steps a 

boy of 17 or so, armed with a mop. He looks at me with eyes wide then 

catches himself and proceeds to make the floor wet. The four or so grave-yard 

shifters are the same every night. The only four or so people that know I come 

here, every night. Not even the night watchman at the end of my soi could 

account for my walks: contrary to the one responsibility he has, the only thing 



he keeps an eye on is his dreams. I try not to wake him up as I come in and 

out. He’s a poster-boy for an energy I can only hope to inhabit one day - the 

sound of chirping cicadas in the bushes behind him, oldies coming through his 

little radio, nodding off with a wee half of SangSom in his system. 

The heat and noise and steady street-quakes all meet me as I step back out 

the store. A few doors down, in red plastic chairs on the pavement, there is a 

group of men hunched over spicy salad. They are sharing a large bottle of 

beer in glasses that are mostly ice, laughing at one of the men who has had a 

joke made to his expense by the server, a sturdy looking woman of about 50 

years. A midnight meet-up because what else in life is worth it? Holding a 

taro-filled bun, a packet of Snack Jacks and two small bottles of soy milk, I 

walk back to the townhouse the long way, towards another footbridge further 

down Charansanitwong. What are shop-fronts to businesses in the afternoon 

and evening have now been rearranged to be the front-rooms of my 

neighbours’ homes. The TV sound effects of a slapstick comedy sketch brush 

past me and the family inside (who I usually buy smoothies from depending on 

what time they decide to shut) all chuckle, as one. I smile to myself and in 

myself. I float on forward.  

Mai bpen rai, I feel. Bangkok is smoggy, and recently, for the first time ever, 

schools were shut due to air pollution, but I take a deep breath walking back. 

Mai bpen rai. The density of things is overwhelming, but a sense of space has 

grown in me recently. Mai bpen rai. I will likely return back home to Glasgow in 

a few months’ time, through that strange sense of self-sabotaging survivors’ 

guilt (or is it Catholic guilt?) telling me I can’t enjoy these things for too much 

longer. Mai bpen rai, meaning no worries, nae danger, forget about it. I take a 

sip of soy milk. There is a cartoon Thor on the label. And I catch myself feeling 

so okay. I think I’ll take that home with me. 


