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· I have just spent the better part of two weeks in Thailand.  Everyone, from the directors of the remaining large banks to the drivers of the small motorcycle-driven jitneys, is an expert in international currency transactions.  The currency of Thailand, the baht,  has decreased in value against the US Dollar by about one-half in the past eight months.

· Everybody talks about it, all the time. I met a woman from New York who was close to being suicidal because she had changed dollars for baht at the rate of 44 to the dollar early that morning only to learn that the afternoon exhange rate had zoomed to 48 baht to the dollar -- a ten percent increase in the value of the greenback.

· I explained to her that, as she was going to spend $200 on Thai tchahkahs (thereby having incurred a penalty of, maybe, 20 bucks), this news was not as important as it was to someone who owned a construction company and was trying to purchase a billion cubic yards of concrete at the best possible rate.  I told her she was not in danger of losing her job at Berings.  She didn't get that either.

· On a more serious note I heard, often enough that it was disturbing, that the monetary crisis facing Asia is the fault of the American government and its bankers trying to keep Asia, and especially China, from developing too quickly.  We would be wise to not allow this theory to gain a foothold if, as some economists are predicting, the crisis gets far worse before it gets any better.

· Thai food (which is just called food there) is not exactly as we find it on Wisconsin Avenue.  The food in Bangkok is pretty close to what I expected, but in the provinces eating the local cuisine was the Thai equivalent of going to a small town in the US South and being served hogs' knuckles and chitterlings. Not that there's anything wrong with hogs' knuckles, we just didn't have them very often growing up on Long Island.

· Darn.  I was going to write in detail about my visit to Patpong, the red light district, but I see I'm out of space.

- END -
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