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I used to fly first class occasionally - when someone else was paying, but now I fly economy. 
When I saw "Flight Tabs" advertised to avoid DVT whilst flying long distances I thought them a 
good idea. You get a bottle with FOUR tablets and a BIG wadge of cotton wool to stop them 
rattling in the big bottle. I suppose they do it this way so you feel better at parting with 
some twenty quid for just FOUR tablets. Anyway I slept quite well on the 10 hour flight to 
Singapore and was soon in a metered taxi on the Expressway to Bangkok city centre. Interestingly 
you pay the tolls on the journey so have some small Baht notes ready.

I was booked in the Dusit Thani, a splendid four star handy for central Bangkok. I avoided 
sleeping until 10pm local time to try to adjust the jet lag but awoke with a thumping headache 
around 2am (the tablet?). The headache persisted badly all day and I concentrated on drinking 
water and had a carrot/celery juice and went for an oil massage. The headache lifted but it felt as if 
it was just being held at bay. I did the same the following day and felt better as I swam in the 
warm rooftop pool.

My hotel was just 300 yards to the notorious red light area of Pat Pong. In fact one of Bangkoks 
biggest tourist attractions with a busy lively market - especially after dark. The streets are dirty and 
smelly but the sheer exotic feel of the sultry warm nights make it all acceptable. Food is cooking 
everywhere and with some stunning tropical flower scents it gives your nose a real workout. I 
bought clothes items and of course this seasons Cartier and Omega ladies watches (these crop up 
later). You see lots of smiles, from the traders who are wearing out the batteries in their calculators 
taking your money - and the hookers who would like to!

I loved sitting on a bar stool and listening to good live music whilst watching it all happening 
before strolling back to the hotel. Of course I avoided looking into the girlie night clubs with the 
nubile teenagers finding different ways to rub themselves up and down the poles and trying to 
be cool doing it - KEWL.
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