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        There was once a little monkey called Mickey. He was a pigtailed macaque and lived in a coconut grove in Phuket in Thailand. He loved to climb trees and swing from the branches.
    

    
         He was really clever and could do lots of tricks. He was trained by Daeng his Thai master to shin up the trees, pick the coconuts and throw them to the ground. Daeng would take them to sell at his stall at the village market. But Daeng was cruel to Mickey and chained him up at night.
    

    
        This made Mickey sad and he longed to be free. Every night he would pull at the chain. He would tug with all his might until finally a link broke and he was free.
    

    
         He decided to run away and made his way quietly through the village.  He traveled a number of miles, until he heard the sound of crashing waves. He had reached the sea.
    

    
         Mickey could not swim very well so decided to make his home in the branches of a friendly banyan tree.
    

    
        In the morning he was awoken by the sound of people. He noticed there were brightly coloured boats, bobbing on the water. They had long tails and would make a noise when the men switched the engines on.
    

    
        "Phroom! Phoo-m!" They sang as the spray burst behind them. The men rolled and tidied their nets, as they made ready for the day's fishing. 
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        More people began to arrive and they lay on long blue beds sheltered by bright coloured umbrellas. 
    

    
         They seemed whiter and fatter than the people of the village.  Local children played in the gently surf, and people with clear masks and long black fins swam up and down by the rocks looking at the many multi-coloured fish that swam by.
    

    
         It was quite noisy and Mickey decided to move to the end of the beach, where it was quieter.  He picked a large tree near a big blue canopy where an older Thai lady slept underneath on a double bed.
    

    
         Her name was Som and was wearing a blue jacket, black trousers and a yellow hat. She was a masseur and healer, but she did not have much work. She noticed Mickey and smiled. Everyday she would bring him some small bananas and fruit. Sometimes he would climb down, quickly take them and rush back up the tree.
    

    
         As he grew less shy he would come to drink from a bowl of water near the bed.  Som would sometimes feed him the small bananas by hand. 
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        Mickey liked her, but noticed she was sad, because she did not have enough work. So he decided to help.
    

    
         Sometimes when a tourist was walking under a tree, he would drop a coconut on them. He would hit them on the arm and leg, when they were asleep, turn over their sunbeds or collapse their umbrellas. 
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        Everywhere, people were complaining of bruises and sprains. Soon there was a steady stream of people coming to Som for massages and healing.
    

    
        Her fame spread and she became very rich.  She bought a house on the beach, with coconut and banana trees for Mickey. He lives there today, but he is always free.
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