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In ancient times, tiger shooters tied down asses to lure tigers. These days asses were so rare 
that hunters had to use dogs instead. 

One morning a man carrying a rifle with a dog on a leash entered Khao Yai national park. 
Having found a spot deep in the jungle he chained the dog to a tree. Afterwards he climbed 
up a nearby tree. Soon the dog was yelping incessantly. Three patrolling park rangers arrived. 
While they were trying to free the unfortunate canine, the poacher climbed down his tree 
and fled. 

A day later, the hunter’s house was raided and the police confiscated his rifle and several tiger 
skin rugs with tiger heads still attached. Consequently, the culprit was jailed. 

A week later, his spouse visited him. She whispered: “A man came to see me saying that for 
three million baht he could arrange to include your name on the pardon list.” 

“But we don’t have 3 million baht,” the husband sighed. 

“I know,” the wife wailed. 

After the woman had gone, the prisoner sat down, sadly reflecting.  

In so doing, he arrived at a notion that his dreadful deed had caught up with him. 

“Now I have been chained to lure a predator,” the hopeless hunter concluded. 

News pertaining to the imprisonment of Thaksin Shinawatra, a former prime minister, filled 
the hunted hunter’s heart with envy. The impoverished inmate surmised that the billionaire 
would certainly be pardoned. 


