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Introduction
I have just finished reading ‘Dracula, a scary story’ which was very weird and this story reminded
me about something rather horrible that happened to me a few years ago.
A little about me.
I was born in Bellingham, Washington, America, which is just east of Seattle and quite close to the
Canadian border. My father was an Iranian seaman that worked on oil tankers. Apparently, he jumped
ship when he got to Vancouver, Canada, crossed over into America and fell in love with the first
American woman that he got speaking with, my mother.
They were together for seven months and during that time, the birds and the bees got busy and here I
am. The immigration people did a swoop on the laundry where he worked and they sent him back to
Iran. My mother said that he was a good guy and that she still loved him. After a few years my mother
got married to a print salesman and we moved to Seattle. It was not much of a marriage though, because
the print salesman was always away on trips trying to sell his stuff.
The marriage only lasted three and a half years and my mother stayed in Seattle. She worked in a
restaurant for many years after that. They were good days and it could be said that I enjoyed a happy
childhood and some of my teenage years were very happy ones indeed. When I left school I went to
work for a logging company up near the Canadian border as a clerk and I worked there for seven years
all told. I often went into town to get different things for the company and sometimes for myself.
Not long after my twenty third birthday, I needed to go into town and a jerk called Berty who also
worked for the logging company, offered to drive me into town. I was sort of aware that Berty was
mostly always drunk but it did not cross my mind that he would be already drunk at midday. When
Berty saw a logging truck coming towards him, he simply drove his little truck off the road.
We ended up rolling over and over down some shallow ravine. Berty ended up with very serious
multiple injuries and I never saw him again after that. I also sustained multiple injuries and got two
broken legs and some severe head injuries out of it. But most of all, I had now lost my income and my
ability to work for my living. Twenty three years old, no insurance, I was now a great financial strain on
my mother. Three weeks after this accident I got something called Bell’s Palsy which the doctors told
me was a facial paralysis that would probably last for about two years. My mouth went nearly vertical
and the skin on the right side of my face sort of sagged down quite a lot.
It left my right eye three times the size that it should have been. Very unsightly, I now knew what
ugly was, something that I had never even thought about before. Whenever I looked in the mirror to
shave, I scared myself, I was really ugly and it upset me a lot.
It is also necessary to add here, (because my very ugly facial appearance played a big part in this
story) that I also had a long, very vivid, red scar some ten centimeters long on my neck. That was the
result of what the doctors called a ‘Ligation’ which is an operation where the carotid artery is joined to
another neck artery.
Nine months later, I married the girl that I had been long time going with and she always said that
my looks did not matter to her. In 1979 my wife got sick with leukemia and she died the next year. That
is the background to my life but the Dracula thing all got started some years after my wife died.
In 1985 one of my friends told me that I was too young to stay single and that perhaps I should start
looking for a new wife. My life was getting more and lonelier as time went on, that was true, and so
gradually, I started to think that maybe he was right and that I should try and find another wife.

I joined the local ‘meet a lady’ clubs that were locally advertised but it all came to nothing because
the ladies I met there were just not compatible with me.
Then I saw an advert in a magazine about meeting Philippine ladies so I sent off for further details. I
received a large pack by return post and inside was many photos of Philippine ladies that were looking
for friendship with a view to marriage.
I selected three ladies and corresponded with them on a regular basis for almost two years. The
reason it took so long was because these ladies did not really answer my questions that I needed to
know. In 1987 I finally decided that I would go to the Philippines and see these three ladies face to face
and try to make a decision about what one I liked the best and see how it worked out.

Chapter One
Getting There
I was fairly lucky in getting a discount flight from Seattle to Manila city and three weeks later I was
sitting in seat number K23 on one of Philippine Airways biggest planes. A fairly tall person, I am not fat
but I still had some difficulty in making myself entirely comfortable in that seat. Changing planes in
Taiwan, the seat next to me was now occupied by a young man called Dang who was a regular flyer to
the Philippines.
During the course of our conversation I explained my reasons for visiting the Philippines and he
wished me the very best of luck. Asking exactly where I would be staying in Manila, Dang did show
genuine concern that I might not be entirely safe in the hotel that I had been booked in. Offering to get
me booked into his hotel, I explained that I was on a very strict budget. I mentioned this when he said
that his hotel was rather an expensive, five star hotel.
Now knowing that this was my very first trip abroad, Dang very gently tried to explain that the
Philippines and Manila city in particular, could be a very dangerous place for tourists. Dang finally
convinced me (for safety reasons) to spend my first night in the more expensive hotel. Well that was the
plan, but events took a left turn instead and things did not work out the way they were supposed to. Let
me explain.
Landing just as it was getting dark, we both came through immigration and customs together and we
were walking side by side as we approached one of the exits to the airport. For some reason, Dang
suddenly knelt down and started to unzip the many zips on his ruck-sack. He was apparently transferring
his documents and printed matter from his clothing to his ruck-sack for some reason. I saw him stow his
passport in one pocket, zip it up, his return airline ticket in another pocket, and yet more paperwork in
the other pockets of his ruck-sack.
Then he suddenly appeared to be going through the whole procedure again, checking and rechecking all the little pockets on his ruck-sack. Maybe he was looking for something, I don’t know.
All I know is that I got fed up waiting for him and after watching him for several more minutes, I
lost patience and made my own way to the exit of the airport. If I ever did make some bad decisions in
my life, that was one of them. I just got fed up waiting while Dang kept zipping and un-zipping the
pockets of his ruck-sack.
As I went out of the airport exit, a taxi driver asked me if I wanted a taxi. Remembering what Dang
had said, ‘Only deal with registered taxi drivers wearing a proper ID around their neck’, my attention
was suddenly distracted. The suitcase I was holding in my left hand was suddenly lifted almost to eyelevel by the taxi drivers assistant and a tug-o-war started with my suitcase. I was not going to let my
suitcase go. I could only presume that the man doing all the pulling was with the taxi driver. My right
arm was being gently held by the taxi driver and I was slowly but surely being led out of the airport
enclosure. I lost the tug-o-war when I was left holding the suitcase handle in my hand.
That just shows you how much the guy pulled on my suitcase. That occurred in the middle of the
busy road and I could only watch my suitcase disappear amongst the crowd. The taxi driver, still smiling
broadly, continued to gently pull me by my right arm. We went across the road, through a little gate and
down some very steep steps to the ground some thirty or so feet below. As I got halfway down these

very steep steps I saw the same guy again and watched him put my suitcase into the boot of an old white
Datsun car. When I got to the car I could see three people sitting in the car besides the driver.
There are times in most people lives, (I should imagine) when alarm bells sound. This was one of
those times. Here I was, having neatly been guided out of the airport by a free-lance taxi driver, to find
myself in a very quite area with some locals who, to be quite honest about it, looked like thugs.
Collectively or individually, their faces did not make a pretty sight, to my mind, they were thugs and
they looked every bit the part. With a smile on my face I pointed to each of them and said, ‘I am paying
the fare, so I get the taxi, okay’ and they just looked at each other in amazement with their mouths wide
open.
I decided that my only defense was to be very assertive. I pointed to the three men sitting in the car
and said in a very loud voice, ‘Out’ to each of them. I have never seen three people move so fast in my
life, they more or less jumped out of that taxi and I did a little bow by way of thanking them.
I thought it was very funny; I got in the front seat and told the driver to take me to my hotel as
quickly as possible. I had forgotten the name of the hotel that Dang had mentioned and told him to go to
the hotel my travel agent had recommended for me instead. The driver lost no time in telling me that the
hotel I had mentioned was a very dangerous place to stay and told me a few stories about what had
happened to some of the tourist’s who had stayed there in the past. He recommended another hotel but I
insisted on my choice and he finally agreed to drive me there.
I am fairly good at navigation and I took note of all left and right hand turns that the taxi made.
Being a driver myself, noticing such things came as a sort of second nature to me. Although there were
many ordinary vehicles on the roads, the majority of the vehicles were highly decorated little vans.
Many of them had some beautiful paintings on their sides, some religious, but a lot of them were
landscapes and a few were portraits of people.
With a seat fixed to each side, many of them were quite overloaded with passengers standing in the
space between the seats. This was still ‘rush-hour’ and it seemed that all the drivers were honking their
horns at each other, but I think this was more of a friendly thing rather than some display of anger.
We passed several big statues and I took notice of those too. We did our fair share of left and right
turns and after about thirty minutes or so, the taxi made an abrupt left turn and we traveled down a one
way street for another two minutes or so. Looking closely at the little buildings both sides of this street,
it was quite clear that this street was part of the ‘red light’ district of Manila and there were many girl
bars open for business.
Pulling up outside of a coffee bar called ‘The Meeting Place’, I stood at the rear of the car and
collected my suitcase. It just so happened that I did need a hot drink quite badly at that time, so that was
why I agreed to go into this coffee bar.
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