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For my mother,

Siriwarn Sriboonyapirat

FARANGS

This is how we count the days. June: the Germans come to
the Istand-—football cleats, big T-shirts, thick tongues—speak-
g like spitting. July: the Iralians, the French, the British, the
ericans. The Ttalians like pad thai, its affinity with spa-
etti. They like light fabrics, sunglasses, leather sandals. The
h like plump girls, rambutans, disco music, baring their
ts. The British are here to work on their pasty complex-

¢ culinary comforts, their hamburgers and their piz-
also the worst drunks. Never get too close to a
srican. August brings the Japanese. Stay close to
cr underestimate the power of the yen. Everything’s

mpenal monies in hand and they're too polite to
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I tell her she’s being xenophobic. I tell her things are dif-
ferent this time. But Ma just licks her lips and says once more
that if I'm bonking one of the guests, | can lock forward to
eating Clint Eastwood curry in the near future. Ma’s always
talking about killing my pig. And though T know she’s just
teasing, she says it with such zeal and a peculiar glint in her
wves that I run out to the pen to check on the swine.

the Chinese, who are so omnipresent one need not mention
them at all.

Ma says, “Pussy and elephants. That’s all these people
want.” She always says this in August, at the season’s peak,
when she’s tired of farangs running all over the Island, tired
of finding used condoms in the motel's rooms, tired of guests
complaining to her in five languages. She turns to me and says,
“You give them history, temples, pagodas, traditional dance,
floating markets, seafood curry, tapioca desserts, silk-weaving
cooperatives, but all they really want is to ride some hulking
gray beast like a bunch of wildmen and to pant over girls and
to lie there half-dead getring skin cancer on the beach during
the time in between.” _

We're having 2 late lunch, watching television in the
motel office. The Island Network is showing Rambo: First Blood
Part 11 again. Sylvester Stallone, dubbed in Thai, mows dow
an entire VC regiment with a bow and arrow. I tell Ma I'v
just met a gitl. “Tt might be love,” I say. “Tt might be real lov
Ma. Like Romeo and Juliet love.”

Ma turns off the television just as John Rambo fli
chopper to safety.

She tells me it's just my hormones. She sighs and sa
“Oh no, not again. Don’t be so naive,” she says. “I didn't
you to be stupid. Are you bonking one of the guests? You.
ter not be bonking one of the guests. Because if you ar
you're bonking one of the guests, we're going to have to b!
the pig. Remember, luk, we have an agreement.”

ew it was love when Clint Eastwood sniffed her crotch
t that morning and the girl didn’t scream or jump out of
d or swat the pig like some of the other girls do. She
lay there, snout in crotch, smiling that angelic smile,
S'._._:thﬁ most natural thing in the world, running a hand
fuzz of Clint Eastwood’s head like he was some pink
dog, and said, gigeling, “Why hello, oh my, what a
» you're quite a beast, aren’t you?”

combing the motel beachfront for trash when I
my moming chore and noticed Clint Eastwood
friend. An American: Her Budweiser bikini told
ized from a distance, called the pig over, but the
okay, it was fine, the pig could stay as long as he
lled me over and said | could do the same.
§.name.

“she said, laughing.
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“He’s a very good actor.” i _ “I didn’t know pigs could swim.”
“Yes. Mister Eastwood is a first-class thespian.” ; “Clint Eastwood can.”
Clint Fastwood trotted into the ocean for his morning She smiled, a close-mouthed grin, admiring my pig at
bath then, leaving us alone, side-by-side in the sand. I looked play, and I would've given anything in the world to see her
tongue again, to reach out and sink my fingers into the hol-

to make sure Ma wasn’t watching me from the office win- .
dow. I explained how Clint Eastwood loves the ocean at ‘lows of her collarbone, to stare at that damp, beautiful navel
all day long.

low tide, the wet sand like a three-kilometer trough of mud.
“I have an idea, Miss Elizabeth,” [ said, getting up, brush-

The girl sat up on her elbows, warched the pig, a waterlogged :
ng the sand from the seat of my shorts. “This may seem rather

copy of The Portrait of a Lady at her side. She’d just gone for
a swim and the beads of water on her navel seemed so close oresumptuous, but would you like to go fot an elephant ride
th me today?”

that for a moment I thought 1 might faint if 1 did not look
away.

“I’m Elizabeth. Lizzie.”

“Nijce to meet you, Miss Elizabeth,” 1 said. *1 like your
hikini.” :

She threw back her head and laughed. 1 admired the
shine of her tiny, perfectly even rows of teeth, the gleam of
that soft, rose-colored tongue quivering between them like the

meat of some magnificent mussel. :
“Oh my,” she said, closing that mouth, gesturing wit
her chin. “I think your pig is deowning.” :
Clint Eastwood was rolling around where the ocea
meets the sand, chasing receding waves, running away fro
oncoming ones. It's a game he plays every moming, scampe . ng those early years—before he went back to
ing back and forth across the water’s edge, and he snor : '
happily every time the waves knocked him into the foam
“He’s not drowning,” 1 said. “He’s swimming.”

tfﬁa_ddy,” [ remember him saying in English, my first
: I_Lgi:l'age at the time. “Sergeant. Sergeant Henderson.

r 1§§_i0n5 together, navigating our way through
ngs lazing on the beach.
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«Private,” he'd yell after me. “I don’t have a good feel-
ing about this, Private. This place gives me the creeps. We
should radio for reinforcements. It could be an ambush.”

“Let 'em come, Sergeant! We can take "em!” I would
squeal, crawling through the sand with a large stick in hand,
eyes trained on the enemy. “Thase gooks'll be sorry they ever
showed their ugly faces.”

One day, the three of us went o the fresh market by the
Island’s southern pier. | saw a litter of pigs there, six of them

squeezed into a small cardboard box amidst the loud thudding
1 remember thinking of the little piglets

I’d seen skewered and roasting over an open fire outside many

of butchers’ knives.

of the Island’s fancier restaurants.

1 began to cry.

“What's wrong, Private!”

“] don't know.”

«A soldier,” the Sergeant grunted, “never cries.” :

“They just piggies,” Ma laughed, bending to pat me on th
back. Because of our plans to move to California, Ma was learn
ing English at the time. She hasn’t spoken a word of English £
me since. “What piggies say, luk? What they say?! Piggies
oink-oink. No cry, luk. No ery. Oink-oink is yummy-yurmim

A few days later, the Sergeant walked into my bedro
with something wriggling beneath his T-shirt. He sat do
on the bed beside me. | remember the mattress sinking w
his weight, the chirping of some desperate hird strugglin
his belly.

FARANGS 7

4 “Congratulations, Private,” the Sergeant whispered
through the dark, holding out a young and frightened Clint
Eastwood in one of his large, chapped hands. “You're a CO
now. A commanding officer. From now on, you'll be respon-
sible for the welfare of this recruit.”

i [ stared at hitn dumbfounded, took the pig into my arms.
“Happy birthday, kiddo.”

And shortly before the Sergeant left us, before Ma took
et the motel from her parents, before she ever forbade me
: . speaking the Sergeant’s language except to assist the
el’s guests, before [ knew what “bastard” or “mongrel” or
” or “whore” meant in any language, there was an evening
I walked into the ocean with Clint Eastwood—I was
g him how to swim—and when | looked back to shore
mother sitting between the Sergeant’s legs in the
‘sun a bright red orb on the crest of the mountains
iem. They spoke without looking at each other, my
ching back to hook an arm around his neck, while
rashed in the sea foam.

ked a few years later, “you think the Sergeant
_ﬁjt us?”

luk,” Ma said in Thai, “if you never mention
It gives me a headache.”

bmg the beach for trash, put Clint Eastwood
éandl went up the mountain on my motot-
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cycle to Surachai’s house, whete his uncle Mongkhon ran an 1 “Oh, wow," Lizzie said. “Are those actual elephants?”
elephant-trekking business. MR. MONGKHON'S JUNGLE SAFARL, I nodded. '
“They're so huge.”

a painted sign declared in their driveway. COME EXPERIENCE THE
NATURAL BEAUTY OF FOREST WITH THE AMAZING View OF OCEAN
axp SpLenoin Horizon mrom ELepHaNT's BACK! I’d informed
Uncle Mongkhon once that his sign was grammatically incor-
rect and that I'd lend him my expertise for a small fee, but he
just laughed and said farangs preferred it just the way it was,
thank you very much, they thought it was charming, and did I
really think I was the only huakhuai who knew English on this.
godforsaken Island? During the war in Vietnam, before he
started the business, Uncle Mongkhon had worked at an aitbase
on the mainland dishing lunch to American soldiers. " iking toward us.
From where Lizzie and 1 stood, we could see the gra Boy,” Uncle Mongkhon yelled from the porch, also in
backs of two bulls peeking over the roof of their one-sto '
house. Uncle Mongkhon used to have a corral full of elephants.
before the people at Monopolated Elephant Tours came to the
Island and started underpricing the competition, monopoli
ing mountain-pass tariffs, and staking their claim upon farangs
at hotels three stars and up—doing, in short, what they h
done on so many other islands like ours. MET was putti
Unecle Mongldhon out of business, and in the end he was fo
to sell several elephants to logging companies on the ma
land. Where there had once been eight elephants roaming G
wide corral, now there were only two-—Yai and Noi—a
bulls with ulcered bellies and flaccid trunks that hung ki
between their crusty forelegs.

She clapped a few times, laughing.

. “Huge!” she said again, jumping up and down. She turned
to me and smiled.

: Surachai was lifting weights in the yard, a barbell in each
hand. Uncle Mongkhon sat on the porch bare-chested, smok-
a cigarette. When Surachai saw Lizzie standing there in
‘bikini, his arms went limp. For a second 1 was afraid he

sing comets of heat up my arm. I wanted to
y even as | longed to stand there forever
alms folded together. I heard the voice of
qming from inside the house, the light
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«l¢'s nothing, Maew,” Uncle Mongkhon yelled back to
his sister inside. “Though I wouldn’t come out here unless you
like nudie shows. The mongrel’s here with another member

of his international harem.” o N
“These are my friends,” I said to Lizzie. “T'his is Surachai.

“How do you do,” Surachai said in English, shaking her
hand, looking at me all the while.

“I'm fine, thank you.” Lizzie chuckled. “Nice to meet

pH

you.

“Yes yes yes,” :
to meet you, madarm. It will make me very gratlﬂid to Jet -,:r
ts. Very gratified. Because he —Suracha

ride my elephan .
patted me on the back now—"he my handsome soulmate. M

best man.” | :
Surachai beamed proudly at me. I'd taught him that word

“soulmate.” | .
W ou're married?” Lizzie asked. Surachai laughed h

terically, uncomprehendingly, widening his eyes at me fo
hE1p- 1 " i
“He’s not,” | said. “He meant to say hest friend.’” -
“Yes yes,” Surachai said, nodding, “Best friend.” -
“Y ou listening to me, boy?” Uncle Mongkhon got up fr
the porch and walked toward us. “Bikinis don’t ride. It sc
the animals.” o .
“Sawatdee, Uncle,” | said, greeting him with a wai,
ing my head extra low for effect; but he slapped me on th
with a forehand when I came up.

Surachat said, grinning like a fool. “Honor

FARANGS 11

“Tell the girl to put on some clothes,” Uncle Mongkhon
growled. “It’s unholy.”

“Aw, Uncle,” | pleaded. “We didn't bring any with us.”

“Need I remind you, boy, that the elephant is our na-
tional symbol? Sometimes | think your stubborn farang half
keeps you from understanding this. You should be ashamed of
yourself. I would tell your ma i it wouldn’t break her heart.
“What if | went to her country and rode a bald eagle in
underwear, huh?” he continued, pointing at Lizzie. “How
uld she like it? Ask her, will you?”
“What's he saying?” Lizzie whispered in my ear.
Ha ha ha,” Surachai interjected, gesticulating wildly.
thing okay, madam. Don’t worry, be happy. My uncle,
say elephants very terrified of your breasts.”
u should’ve told me to put on some clothes.” Lizzie
o me, frowning, letting go of my hand.
teally not a problem,” I said, laughing.

stures I'd practiced before my bedroom mir-
see my body not as the soft, skinny thing
pillar of strength and stamina.
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When we came upon the gates of the elephant corral,
[ izzie took my hand again. I turned to smile at her and she
seerned, at that moment, sOIE ethereal angel come from
heaven to save me, an angel whose breasts left round, dark
darmp spots on my T-shirt. And when we mounted the ele-
phant Yai, the beast rising quickly to his feet, Lizzie squealed

and wrapped her arms so tightly around my bare waist that I

would’ve gladly forfeited breathing for the rest of my life.

Under that jungle canopy, climbing up the mountainside

on Yai's back, | told her about Sergeant Henderson, the motel,
Ma, Clint Eastwood. She told me about her Ohio childhood
the New York City skyline, NASCAR, T] Maxx, the drink
ing habits of American teenagers. 1 told her about Pamela, m
last American girlfriend, and how she promised me her hear|
but never answered any of my letters. Lizzie nodded sympa
thetically and told me about her bastard boyfriend Huntes
whom she’d left last night at their hotel on the other side
the Island after finding him in the arms of a young prostitute
“That fucker,” she said. “That whore.” I told Lizzie she shou
forget ahout him, she deserved better, and besides Hunter

a stupid name anyway, and we both shook our heads 2

laughed at how poorly our lovers had behaved.

We came upon a scenic overlook. The sea ripple

fore us like a giant blue bedspread. | decided to give Yai 2

He sat down gratefully on his haunches. For a minute Liz

and | just sat there on the elephant’s back looking ou at

ocean, the wind blowing through the trees behind us. Y:

FARAMNOS 13

winded from the climb; we rose and fell with his heavy breaths
I told Lizzie about how the Sergeant and my mother used to
stand on the beach, point east, and tell me that if | locked hard
enough [ might be able to catch a glimpse of the California
coast rising out of the Pacific horizon. | pointed to Ma's motel
below, the twelve bungalows like tiny insects on a golden
shoreline. It's amazing, I told Lizzie, how small my life looks
from such a height.

Lizzie hummed contentedly. Then she stood up on Yai's
ack.

“Here’s your shirt,” she said, tossing it at me.

With a quick sweeping motion, Lizzie took off her bikini

;%"Ei khon’s decrepit elephant.

) ‘ # K i
Your country is so hot,” she said, smiling, crawling to-

e door to meet Lizzie at the restaurant when
'm all dressed up for.



popular with the farangs. Wind at their backs, sand at their
feet, night sky above, eating by the light of the moon and the
stars. It's romantic, | suppose, Although I'm hesitant to spend
so much money on what Ma calls second-rate seafood in a
hird-rate atmosphere, Lizzie suggested we meet there for
inner tonight, so who am [ to arpue with love's demands?

When we get to the restaurant, Lizzie’s seated ar one of
he tables, candlelight flickering on her face. Clint Eastwood
c:es ahead and nuzzles his snout in her lap, but Lizzie's
& doesn't light up the way it did this morning. The other
omers turn around in their seats to look at Clint
wood, and Lizzie seems embarrassed to be the object of

those black pants? Is that a hutton-down shirt? Is that the silk

tie I bought for your birthday?™

She sniffs my head. )

«And is that my nice mousse in your hair! And why,
she asks, “do you smell like an elephant?”

I just stand there blinking at her questions.

“Don’t think [ don’t know,” she says finally. “I saw you,
luk. T saw you on your motorcycle with that farang slut in her
bikini.”

I laugh and tell her | have hair mousse of my own. I?'nut
Ma’s still yelling at me when I go to the pen to fetch Clint
Easwi?giﬂember whose son you are,” she says through thv.f,
day’s last light, standing in the office doorway with fner ATINS

skimbo. “Remernber who raised you all these years.
“What are you talking about, Ma?” N
“Why do you insist, luk, on chasing after these fata‘ngs?-
“You're being silly, Ma. It’s just love. It's not a crim
o[ don’t think,” Ma says, “that I'm the silly one here,

I’m not the one taking my pet pig out to dinner just bec

some farang thinks it's cute.”

ng between his stubby feet. The sun is setting behind us,

ickering across the plane of the sea, and [ think I'm start-

derstand why farangs come such a long way to get to
i‘}lﬁﬁ h}f they travel so far to come to my home.

-

| make my way down the beach with Clint Eastwood to
the lights of the restaurant. It's an outdoor estahlishme_ v
low candlelit tables set in the sand and a large pit that the b

chested chefs use to grill the day's catch. The restaurant
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But when our food arrives, Lizzie barely touches it. She
keeps passing Clint Eastwood pieces of her sautéed prawns.
Clint Eastwood gobbles them up gratefully. At least he's en-
joying the meal, 1 think. On weekend nights, 1 often bring
Clint Eastwood to this restaurant, after the tables have been
stowed away, and he usually has to fight with the strays that
descend on the beach for leftovers farangs leave in their wake:
crab shells, fish bones, prawn husks.

“Something's wrong,” I say, “You're not happy.”

She lights another cigarette, blows a cloud of smoke.

“Hunter’s here,” she says finally, looking out at the dark-
ening ocean.

“Your ex-boyfriend?”

“No,” she says. “My boyfriend. He's here.”

“Here?”

“Don’t turn around. He's sitting right behind us wich hi
friends.”

At that moment, a large farang swoops into the em
seat actoss the table from us, He’s dressed in a white und
shirt and a pair of surfer’s shorts, His nose is caked with st
screen. His chest is pink from too much sun. There’s a Budd
dangling from his neck. He looks like a deranged clown.,

He reaches over and grabs a piece of stuffed squid fr
my plate.

«“Wha's the joker?” he asks Lizzie, gnawing on my SqUit
“Briend of yours?” :

“Hunter,” Lizzie says. “Please.”

FARANGS 17

- Hey,” he says, looking at me, taking another piece of
squid from my entrée. “What's with the tie? And what's with
the pig, man?”

I smile, put on a hand on Clint Eastwood’s head.

Hey you,” he says. “I'm talking to you. Speak English?
T.-aﬁs: American?’ T
He tears off a piece of squid with his front reeth. I can’t
op staring at his powdered nose, the bulge of his hairy, sun-
"tned chest. I'm hoping he chokes.

“You've really outdone yourself this time, baby,” he says
zzie now. “But that’s what I love about you. Your
ictability. Your wicked sense of humor. Didn’t know you

when we're around.”

'talk abour this later, Hunter.”

terject, “I think you should talk to her larer.”
rés at me with that stupid white nose jutting
. For asecond, | think Hunter might throw

t then he just pops the rest into his mouth,
ays with his mouth full:
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postcard. I'd taken that girl to see phosphorescence in one of
the Island’s bays and when she told me it was the most mi-
raculous thing she'd ever seen, | told her I loved her—but the
girl just gigeled and ran into the sea, that phosphorescent blue
streaking like a comet’s tail behind her. Every time they do
that, | swear I'll never love another, and I'm thinking about
izzie and Hunter sitting at the restaurant now, and how this
ally the last time I'll let myself love one of her kind.
Halfway down the beach, | find Surachai sitting in a
o tree. He'’s hidden behind a thicket of leaves, straddling
f the branches, leaning back against the trunk.

: /hen we were kids, Surachai and I used to run around
ach advertising ourselves as the Island’s Miraculous
Boys. We made loincloths out of Uncle Mongkhon’s
ap and an old T-shirt Ma used as a rag. For a small
limb up trees and fetch coconuts for farangs, who
ooh and aah at how nimble we were. A product of our

“You fucked this joker, didn’t you!” |
I look over at Lizie. She’s staring at the table, tapping

s
her fingers lightly against the wood. It seems she’s about to

cry. | stand up, throw a few hundred bahts on the table. Clint

Eastwood follows my lead, rises clumsily to hi? feet. i

“I¢ was a pleasure meeting you, Miss Elizabeth,” 1 say,
smiling, ] want to take her hand and run back to the mo tel so
the beach, watch the constella-
the top of that table.

we can curl up togethet on
tions. But Lizzie just keeps on staring at

[ walk with Clint Eastwood back to the motel. Wa’re. the onlsi:
ones on the beach. Night is upon us now. In the dlstanr:e,
can see squidding boats perched on the horizon, sear::hhghgg.
Juring their catch to the surface. Clint Eﬂs.twolod raaj:es ah;:

foraging for food in the sand, and I'm th.mklr:g with v;r ;
suppose is grief about all the American girls Ive:l ever mr;a
Girls with names like Pamela, Angela, Stephanie, Joy. A

—

now Lizzie. o
One of the girls sent me a postcard of Miami on

row of palm trees and a pink condo. “Hi Sweet.ie.," it said
just wanted to say hi and to thank you for showing me a g0
cime when I was over there. ['m in South Beach now
Spring Break, and let me tell you it’s not half as be?utlﬁ,}_l
is where you are. If you ever make it out to the U S of A
me up okay?” which was nice of her, but she never. t©
where to look her up and there was no return address

slayed the part of an American boy shipwrecked
ninfant. With both parents dead, | was raised
amily of gibbons. Though we've Tong out-
s “that idiot stunt,” Surachai still comes

LLS
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down from the mountain occasionally to climb a tree on the
beach. He'll just sit there staring at the ocean for hours. It's
meditative, he told me once. And the view is one-of-a-kind.

“¥ou look terrible,” he says now. “Something happen
with that farang girl?”

[ call Clint Fastwood over. [ tell the pig to stay. 1 take
off my leather shoes, my lenitted socks, and—because 1 don't
want to tuin them—the button-down shirt and the silk tie
leaving them all at the bottom of the trunk before joining:
Surachai on an adjacent branch. Asl climb, the night air warm:
against my skin, I'm reminded of how pleasurable this used &
be—hoisting myself up by my bare feet and fingertips—and
' surprised by how easy it still is.

When | settle myself into the tree, I start to tell Surachal
everything, including the episode on the elephant. As [ talk
Surachai snakes his way out onto one of the branches and drcg%
a mango for Clint Eastwood down below.

“At least you're having sex,” Surachai says. “At leas
you're doing it. Some of us just get to sit in a mango tree
think about it.”

1 laugh.

«] don’t suppose,” Surachai says, “vou loved this

1 shrug.

“You're a mystery tO me, Qhuan,” Surachai says, clin
ing higher now into the branches. “T've known you al
years, and that's the one thing I'll never be able t
stand—why you keep falling for these farang girls.

FARANGSE 21

you're crazy for heartache. Plent i | gi

; ; y of nice Thai

Girls without plane rickets.” e seound
“I know. 1 don't think they like me, though. Something

ﬂb(}ut' the way I look. I don't think my nose is flat enough.”

“That may be true. But they don’t like me either, okay? |

“And I've got the flattest nose on the Istand.”

We sit silently for a while, perched in that mango tree

like a couple of sloths, listening to the leaves rustling around

. I climb up to where Surachai is sitting. Through the thicket

ee Clint Eastwood jogging out to meet a group of farang;

1king their way down the beach. | call out to him, tell him
tay, but my pig's not listening to me. .

it Eastwood panics. He squeals. He starts to run.
'b.o\jrs give chase, try to tackle him to the ground.
__ _'_Fo leave the pig alone, but the boys aren't
Eﬁstwmd is fast. He’s making a fool of them
one way, then the other, zigzagging back anc;
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forth through the sand. The more they give chase, the more
Clint Eastwood eludes them, the more frustrated the boys
become, and what began as jovial tomfoolery has now turned
into some kind of bizarre mission for Hunter and his friends.
Their chase becomes more orchestrated. The movements of
their shadows turn strategic. They try to cornet the pig, run
hirm into a trap, but Clint Eastwood keeps on moving between
them, slipping through their fingers like he's greased.

{ can tell that Clint Eastwood’s beginning to tire, though.
He can’t keep it up much longer. He's an old pig. 1 start to

climb down from the mango tree, but Surachai grabs me by’

the wrist,
“Wait,” he says.
Surachai climbs out to one of the branches. He reach
for a mango and with a quick sweeping motion throws th
fpuit out to the beach. It hits one of the boys squarely on th
shoulder.
“What the fuck!” 1 hear the boy yell, looking in thed
rection of the tree, though he continues to pursue C
Eastwood.
They have him surrounded now, encircled. There’s
way out for my pig. :
 follow Surachaf’s lead, grab as many mangoes &
Our mangoes sail through the night air. Sotme of them mi
but some teet their targets squarely in the face, on thé &
i the abdomen. Some of the mangoes hit Lizzie by accide
but I don’t really care anymore, I'm not really aiming.
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climbing through that tree like a gibbon, swinging gracefully
bet‘:#een the branches, grabbing any piece of fruit—ripe or
unripe——that I can get my hands on. Surachai starts to whoo

like a monkey and I join him in the chorus. They all turn i:‘i

out direction then, the four farangs, trying to dodge the man-
poes as they come.

It’s then that I see Clint Eastwood scurry away unnoticed
\;ee my pig running into the ocean, his pink snout inching‘
cross the sea's dark surface, phosphorescence glittering around
head like a crown of blue stars, and as I'm throwing each
go with all the strength I have, I'm thinking: Swim, Clint,



