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ight before last I read a book till 5 AM—
and when last night three mosquitoes got 
in my net and appeased their hunger, I 

didn’t finally get to sleep till after four, to 
be awakened at 5:45. 
 
The train was not a bad one and uncrowded, so I 
got a little sleep and enjoyed the trip to 
Aramya Prades, the border and end of the line. 
Here the manager of the Railway Terminus Hotel, 
M.A. Steve, asked me if I would go in with two 
other men on a private motor car direct to 
Phnom Penh that evening. The fare was 20 
piastres, while that of the bus was 16.80, but 
it took two days with the night stop at 
Battambang where the Bungalow only asks 13 
piastres a night. So I took this as the best 
and cheapest way. 
 
Had two drivers, one to relieve the other, and 
two other men, Cambodians I guess. After 
customs we set out on our 260-mile drive at 
5:30. The roads were not so bad taking all into 
consideration, rain, etc. As a rule there were 
enough bumps, and in some places a couple 
inches of water covered the road. However, 
bumps were nothing to the driver, who tore 
along at 50 to 80 kilos per and faster. Got to Batt ambang about eight and had 
some food. One man left here. 
 
Soon we were off again. The country was very intere sting, even at dark. Much of 
it was cultivated into rice fields but vast tracks of land supported a sort of 
course grass, and all under a few inches of water. Sometimes the jungle crept in 
till we were roaring along under an archway of tree s and vines. Small reed 
villages whizzed past, the lights or fires glowing mysteriously through the 
trees: Sampans floated on rivers and canals: Along the road caravans of reed-
roofed, big-wheeled carts were drawn up for the nig ht. The roads were just as 
full of pedestrians at one AM as in the daytime. Ca ttle often got in our way, but 
the driver usually scattered them in a hurry. His t hree horns were nearly always 
splitting the silence. Chief among his delights was  to go through a puddle and 
splash bystanders with muddy water. He was very pro ficient at this and always had 
a huge hee-haw over it, probably bringing down a st ring of curses from his 

N



The Hall Lippincott Journals: 1929 
 
unfortunate victim. Large birds 
similar to quails would suddenly 
snap to and get themselves out of 
the road about two jumps ahead of 
the headlights that blinded them. 
Others flew straight before us and 
then there would be a 50-mile-an-
hour race to overtake the thing, 
which usually got up enough sense 
to veer off when only a dozen feet 
ahead of us. Before dark I saw 
several large crane-like birds and 
two small black animals similar to 
a mongoose. 
 
At 2:30 we pulled into Phnom Penh, 
rolled down the bank of the wide 
Mekong River and, cutting left, 
pulled up in front of the Hotel Café-Restaurant Tha i-House. It is a Chinese joint 
and the rooms are not so bad if you don’t mind a li ttle dirt, noise, and a 24-
hour, 57-varieties of smells, odors, etc. The kitch en is right below my room and 
I get the benefit of all savory odors and some smok e. However, I can stand a lot 
to get a dollar room in this part of the world. 
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leep was one thing I couldn’t negotiate last night and it was five before I 

dozed off to wake up at nine. Went out to take a lo ok around and bought my 

bus ticket to Angkor. Doesn’t leave till Tuesday th ough. 

This place is the capital of Cambodge or Cambodia. The Mekong flows on one side 

of the town and on the other side of the river is a  native village. The streets 

are typically Cambodian, Chinese or Siamese—as you please, [so, when did that 

expression originate?—not with Disney] but they are  well-paved and reasonably 

wide. The marketplace is a place of great activity and distributes its full share 

of smells. I visited the Albert Sarraut Museum this  morning. It is interesting as 

far as I got—the marionette masks, etc. and some ro yal jewelry and thrones. 

Bought a guide book on Ankor but in French—so that means lots of work. Permission 

is required to see the Palace, but as the gates wer e open I walked in to have a 

look. Like Siamese palaces it is resplendent with c hedi and Phra chedis—very 

picturesque. It borders the Rue du Palais just wher e four branches of the river 

meet. 

S
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Everybody had “bifsteak avec l’onions” for lunch an d I am still aware of the 

fact. The restaurant or café is OK and cheap. 

This afternoon I went to Phnom Gardens in the midst  of which rises a small hill. 

On it is a pagoda or wat, backed by an old phra che di, and reached by a 

monumental staircase ornamented by two giant Nagas and other animals. In the 

larger chedi are the ashes of lady Penh who gave he r name to the Phnom or 

mountain around which was built the city of Phnom P enh. In the small gardens 

below are some cages containing tigers, panthers, c rocodiles, birds, etc. 

Phnom Penh is an important river port connected wit h Saigon and other places. It 

numbers 80,000—40,000 Cambodian, 30,000 Chinese, 10 ,000 Annamite + Malay, and 900 

Europeans. 

Historique l’ancien Cambodge jut 

connu des Chinois sous les noms de 

Fou-nan, de Pa-nan, puis de Ichen-

la, mais c’est de l’Inde que ce 

pays tira sa civilisation et ces 

concepts religieux. 

Back in the sixth century one of 

the ten kingdoms under Fou-nan 

became independent. The capital was 

Çreshtha-pura (Prei-Angkor?), named 

after his queen. (Prei is Cambodian 

for forest.) Then followed a long 

line of Varmans, Bhava-Varman I, II, faya-Varman I,  II, III, Indra-Varman I, 

Yaço-Varman, 889–910, who founded Angkor Thom, and so on. The power of the 

kingdom gradually rose and there were many vassal k ingdoms. At first the capital 

shifted from one place to another, finally remainin g at Angkor where generation 

after generation added to it. Surya-Varman—1112–115 2—had the galleries of Angkor-

Vat carved, but some time, probably during the midd le of the thirteenth century, 

Angkor reached its zenith, and shortly after the pl ace was deserted to the 

jungle. What happened is unknown. The Khmèrs had re ached a high degree of 

civilization, but had been weakened by wars and the ir border states they had thus 

lost were not regained. The Annamites loomed up a n ew foe. Angkor was not 

destroyed. The inhabitants just vanished, leaving n o traces. After this the 

powerful Cambodian kingdom fell to pieces and Angko r I think fell to the lot of 

Siam. At any rate, with the intervention of France and the treaty in 1907, the 

lands were restored. Now the French have gained con trol over six kingdoms, 
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Cambodia, Laos, Cochin-China, Annam, Tonkin, and a 

smaller one. The French Resident however does most 

of the “saying” and the kings sit back and take wha t 

they are handed. 

-��
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ent to the bank this morning and got my 

Siamese money changed to piastres. Found I 

had figured my assets wrong and instead of 

$5.00, exclusive of bus fares to Saigon, I had 

$23.00. Darned good thing too, for I was rather 

hungry and five berries isn’t a whole lot for a 

week’s stay at Angkor. Thus I blew myself to a 22¢ 

lunch and walked out to see the Wat or Vat (as ther e 

is no W in French) Botum Vedei, situated on the edg e 

of town, and thus on the jungle’s edge also. It is 

rather insipid after seeing the splendor of the 

Bangkok temples. Those of Phnom Penh are smaller, i n 

not such a good state of preservation, and do not h ave the fine decorations or 

mural paintings of those of Bangkok. Spent the hot afternoon trying to sleep, and 

now, after a bite to eat, I 

shall hunt out a vacant park 

bench for the night. There is 

something of the gay spirit of 

the French here in Phnom Penh—I 

can notice it even in the Thai-

Hou Café which seems to be a 

respectable place for the 

French to come and eat. 

Of Angkor-Vat, my guide books 

say—”Angkor-Vat est parmi les 

monuments de l’art khmer l’un 

des plus imposants et des mieux 

conservés. Il est aussi le plus 

accessible et le plus visité 

des édifices majestieux élevés 

aux divinités hindoues par les 
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souverains de l’ancien Cambodge. Tous les 

voyageurs sont frappés de surprise et 

d’éntonement à la vue de ce prodigieux amas 

de grès sculpté escaladant le ciel, 

surgissant en pleine forêt, envahi lui-même 

autrefois par la végétation. 

 

Peut-on s’imaginer tout ce que l’architectural a pe ut-être jamais édifré de plus 

beau, transporté dans ;a profondeur de ces forêts, dans un des pays les plus 

reculés du monde, sauvage, inconnu, désert, où les traces des animaux sauvages 

out effacés celles de l’homme, où ne retentissent q uère que le rugissement des 

tigres, le cri rauque des éléphants 

et le brame des cerfs. Nous mîmes une 

journée entière à parcourir ces 

lieux, et nous marchions de 

mervielle, en mervielle dans un état 

d’extase toujours croissant,” etc. 

etc. 

.	���/��
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esterday evening I left the 

great savory Thai-Hou Hotel 

and wended my way to the park 

where the inviting bandstand proved 

much more delightful than a stuffy 

hotel room. Almost overslept and woke 

up a half hour before the bus left. I 

would hoof it to the wrong starting 

place and had to take a rickshaw to 

get me back in time, two blocks from 

where I had slept! 

Following up the Mekong River 27 km. 

we crossed over on a ferry boat and 

were soon rolling through a pancake-

like country on our 200-mile journey 
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to Angkor. Occasionally low 

hills would appear on the 

horizon, but otherwise it was 

all worse than Illinois and 

Indiana. Sometimes the road 

led through paddy fields half 

submerged as far as the eye 

could see. Then came low vast 

stretches of low grass and 

shrubs, often very swampy. 

Other times a dense forest 

hemmed us in. The villages 

were numerous and in most 

were some sort of temples, 

some old and some new, some 

with a heavy [oops. . 

.blank]—according to my Guide 

Madrolle (whatever Madrolle 

means). In one village a large sandstone Buddha sat  placidly at the road’s edge. 

In others the ornamented roofs with their snake mot ifs peered from amongst the 

dense foliage. White slender chedi raised their sle nder peaks about the forest-

clad hillsides. 

By noon we had gone half way, to Ky Thom, the sensi ble say of saying Kampong 

Thom. Here I, being the only white passenger, was d umped at a very nice French 

hotel, an unexpected luxury in such a wild place, w here I had a déjeuner that 

came near flooring me—no end of courses. Guess I go t my dollar’s worth though. 

It was pretty hot all afternoon and I 

was glad when we got to Siem Reap, 

the village 6 km south of Angkor Vat. 

I went right on out to the Bungalow 

Hotel across the huge wide moat from 

Angkor Vat. I was hoping the manager 

would be able to speak English so I 

could argue with more effect—but 

alas—no such luck. We went at it in 

French but he wouldn’t come down a 

bit—12 piastres with food and 7 

without. I wouldn’t last long at 6 

berries a day. So back to Siem Reap I 
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came on a bus and stopped in the residency’s office . It was closing and I got a 

young man to show me to a Chinese Hotel where I got  a room for 2 piastres or one 

dollar. It isn’t a bad location at all, with a nice  second-story veranda 

overlooking the Siem Reap River where along the opp osite bank is squatted a 

native village. If I can rent a bike for a week to go the four miles to the Vat 

on I’ll be OK. 

I had my first view of the Angkor ruins on the way out to 

the Bungalow Hotel. The five central towers of Angk or-Vat 

rising majestically above the surrounding forest. A nd 

when nearer—the ruined 

gateway on the west with 

its three crumbling towers 

and long wall under which 

an elephant and two water 

buffalo were eating. A 

long causeway led across a 

very wide moat full of 

water and slime, and 

yellow-robed priests were 

crossing back and forth. It is not so impressive 

when viewed from this distance for the forest 

dwarfs it and only a small part is visible. I like 

it here a lot already, and at a dollar a day plus 

food, I should be able to stay here some time. 

Haven’t met a person since leaving Bangkok who 

could speak English, so on I go struggling. 

���$
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ngkor-Vat est un temple brahmanique, élevé a Vishnu , clos par une vaste 

enciente. L’enciente comprend un fossé rempli d’eau , large de 190 mètres, 

parementé de blocs de latérite et de grès diaposés en gradins, et dont le 

bord extérieur a un dévelopment de 5,000 mètres. L’ entrée principale et celle de 

l’Ouest où s’élève le grand portique, vaste édifice  de 235 m. de longuer, auquel 

on accède par une chrussée interrompant le fossé et  une terrace extérieux ornée 

de naga. Un large escalier mème au gopura central, flanqué de deux plus petits; 

deux baies aux extrémités donnent passage aux éléph ants. 

A
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Cet édifice est à lui 

seul un monument. Dans 

les galeries, les murs 

sont décorés de 

nombruese sculptures 

et, dans la partie 

méridionale, une statue 

de Vishnu “genie grand roi” taillée dans un 

seul bloc de grès, mesure 3 mèt. 25 de hauteur; 

This outer building, though worn by time, is a 

worthy gateway to the Wat or Vat. Broken images 

of the Buddha are in great numbers while the 

ancient Cambodian dancers appear in relief on 

the walls in their fantastic body positions. 

The outer wall joins the ends of this building 

and is nearly hidden from view from the 

exterior, entirely so from the interior, by the 

dense jungle of trees that has grown about it 

since the abandonment of Angkor-Vat. Indeed, if 

the Forestry 

Dept had not 

cleared away 

much of this 

forest on the west and immediately on the other 

three sides, one could not even see the Vat 

till standing at its portals. Only the west 

side has been cleared—the others remaining a 

dense growth of trees and bushes etc. 

From this western gateway, one gets his first 

unobstructed view of the Vat. In front a long 

avenue (475 mèt. x 9.50 mèt.) stretches before 

you, flanked on either side by the tree-cleared 

Angkor Park, and at the end rises the Vat, tier 

upon tier, culminating in the tall central 

tower. There are three levels to this terrace. 

It is really hard to appreciate the immensity 

of this huge mass of sandstone; but once at the 

entrance of the first terrace, its magnitude is 

stupendous. Its towers gather in, above you, as 
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a pyramid, and to the north and south the 

cloisters of the first terrace reach far 

out toward the forest. Around the entire 

length of these galleries, distance of 

over 800 mètres, is carved in bas-relief 

a series of histories, etc. This is a 

most remarkable piece of work for the 

greatest care has attended the carvings 

and they are notably well done. 

The bas-reliefs of the first gallery 

recount the exploits of Vishnu, whom this 

cult preferred to Siva. The 

superintending artist must have been well 

versed in the religious literature for throughout a ppear the principal scenes 

from the Mahâbhârata, the Bhâgavatapurâna, the Hari varnça and better still the 

great epic poem the Râmâyana composed by Vâlmîki. I n other parts, great armies at 

war, armed elephants, chariots, multitudes of warri ors, gods and demons—an 

endless masterpiece of art—dancers, animals, 

gods, warriors, men trampled underfoot by 

horses, the monkey army of the Ramayana, spears, 

swords, bows and arrows—you can almost hear the 

cries of the men mingled with the clash of 

steel. 

Steps lead to the second terrace 4 mètres above 

the first. Here the space is divided into four 

small courts encircled by cloisters. Here too 

are scores of old broken or worn images and in a 

cloister between two of the courts a small 

shrine has been set up. The yellow-robed monks 

come here to pray and burn their joss-sticks. 

To the east of this place, in a large court 

enclosed by covered and enclosed galleries, 

rises the third terrace, 13 mètres. The several 

staircases leading up to it are extremely steep, 

the acclivity being about like a step ladder—

steps a foot or more high and some four inches 

wide. This type of stairs fits in perfectly with 

the building, for it enhances the height and 
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keeps the slope of the walls even, for the edifice 

is constructed like a pyramid. This last terrace 

has also three courts encircled by cloisters. From 

here you have a fine view of the four corner towers  

of the 2nd terrace’s cloisters and the four smaller  

gateway towers leading down to the first terrace. 

Where the top terrace’s cloisters meet rises a tall  

central tower, tapering off as a pyramid toward the  

top, and, like Cambodian towers, richly sculptured.  

Under this, one on each side, are four small 

shrines, damp and foul-smelling. Splendid views of 

the park and forest may be had from here. In every 

direction the jungle hems you in. Angkor-Vat is a 

most impressive monument to the high artistic 

cultivation of the ancient Khmèrs, standing as it 

is and has stood for 6 or 7 centuries—abandoned—

swallowed up by the relentless jungles—left to 

disintegrate and crumble to pieces, at the mercy of  

vegetation and climate. 

Continuing east from the Vat, you at once plunge 

into a dense forest. A path leads to the outer gate  

where the ruined portal and building give ample 

testimony to the crushing force of the jungles. 

Following the path on into the cool undergrowth and  

giant vine-hung trees you meet with several 

diverging paths. I followed one to the north for a 

mile and still had come to nothing but a small 

empty clearing, so I veered west, and, after some 

time occasionally came upon a native dwelling of 

thatch raised on poles. The little naked kids seem 

to enjoy life to the fullest, playing around, 

yelling, shooting with small bows and arrows, 

splashing in a stream, etc. A combination of a 

number of paths finally brought me to the road 

leading from Angkor-Vat north to Angkor Thom. A 

passing shower drove me under the trees, then I 

took the bus back to Seim Reap, not caring to 

repeat the 4-mile walk of the morning in getting 

out to the Vat. 
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A little Chinese hash house put out an endless cour sed déjeuner for 2 piastres—

enough food for one day. A few minutes on the raili ng of my favorite old wooden 

bridge across the Seim Reap River, and I was on my way back to the ruins, this 

time to Angkor Thom, “Thom” meaning “city”. 

Shortly before coming to the gate, you pass a steep  hill on the left. On the top 

of this is Phnom Bakheng or “Mount of Indra”. The t ough climb is more than repaid 

by the view, unequaled, of the surrounding forests,  rice fields, distant hills 

and even to the Great Lake 15 miles south. The Vat lies in a clearing encircled 

by its broad moat. Then there is the great moat aro und the walls of Angkor Thom, 

only a small portion being visible through the tree s. 

One would never guess the existence of Angkor Thom.  With the exception of the low 

gray towers of one temple, nothing is to be seen bu t trees, trees, trees. The 

once great metropolis has fallen to ruins and has s lowly succumbed in a losing 

battle with the luxuriating 

vegetation. Even the tall 

gateway with its 4 big smiling 

faces, barely 300 yards away, 

cannot be seen from a height of 

over 250 ft. 

The Phnom Bakheng is built as a 

pyramid, having four narrow 

terraces surmounted by a once-

tall tower. Dedicated to Siva in 

the form of a lingam, it has 

numerous phallic stones in and about the temple. 

On three sides the vegetation has completely covere d the ruin, and has been 

partly cleared away on the 4th to permit climbing t o the top by the ladder-like 

stairs. Here damaged traces of Cambodian dancers st and out in relief from 

crumbling towers. 

Between Phnom Bakheng  and the south gate is still another ruin—a pyramid-shaped 

tower, interesting because it is one of the rare Kh mer constructions in bricks. 

Angkor Thom is bisected into four equal squares by roads leading into the old 

city from the four cardinal points, meeting at the exact center in the great 

Bayon Temple, dedicated to Siva in the form of a li ngam. It is the most 

celebrated of the Angkor Thom temples and is 2 or 3  centuries older than is 

Angkor-Vat. The Bayon arouses singular interest, wi th its 51 towers of stone, 
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each decorated with the divine face on all four 

sides—three terraces culminating in a 48 mètre 

central tower. On the east are the remains of a 

once beautiful naga terrace. You come across many 

things of interest while wandering about in the 

exterior and interior cloisters, small courts, 

rooms, dark, damp, musty, a putrid atmosphere, the 

floor a carpet of bat droppings, the walls often 

mossy, sometimes all green and damp. The smell is 

fierce, but if you can go that, your efforts will 

be rewarded by finding interesting statues, mostly 

broken, a few carvings, etc. Standing on the third 

tower, you are in the midst of towers from which 

smiling stone faces peer. The sanctuary is under 

the central tower—dark, evil-smelling, damp—

harboring the worshipped lingam. The statue of god 

has been taken out by the enemy warriors to show 

that the divine protection of Cambodia is at its 

end. 

To the north of the Bayon stand the more important 

of the ruins, the huge Royal Palace fronting some 

300 mètres along the road, and numerous other 

buildings, all a mass of overgrown ruins. At one 

time this place must have presented a noble aspect.  

Today its extensive ruins extend back into the 

jumble of green and hide its true size. Still, 

after you have tramped around the terraces, towers,  

climbed the steps to the highest points, examined 

the fine sculptures of elephants, dancers, etc., 

your dogs begin to tell you how large the place is—

and by the time you have dodged another shower and 

walked some seven miles back to Seim Reap because 

you were too late for the buses, well, you decide 

to take it easy on the morrow. 

It was dark an hour before I reached the village. 

There is something that gives you a lot of 

satisfaction, a feeling of freedom and ease, when 

walking along the black winding road at dark—with 

blacker walls of jungles on either side; the croak 
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of frogs, swish of bats, last chirping of birds, an d an 

occasional cry of the monkey—a great feeling as I s aid 

before—till some lousy mosquito gives you a more ac ute 

feeling on your neck or arm—then you suddenly awake  to the 

fact that there are swarms of these pests buzzing a bout your 

head. 

But the hotel and bed were life-savers—theoreticall y! As 

usual after crawling in the net and tucking it in I  waged a 

war on the mosquitoes and other variety of bugs tha t 

happened to be within—then lay down for a good nigh t’s rest. 

But as the preceding night I could not get to sleep —just 

rolled over and tossed for six hours, getting bit b ut never able to hear or find 

mosquitoes. But at last I began to have a dirty sus picion and a dirtier distrust 

of Chinese hotels in general. Turning on the light,  I dove under the sheet to 

find the mattress lousy with beloved bed-bugs and a n extra large breed. That 

explained two sleepless nights and I wasn’t going t o let it explain a third. As I 

completed my study of animals in Karachi and Europe , I did not care to further 

investigations or bites, so got dressed and at 2:30 AM began a promenade de bonne 

heure till daylight at 6, not being able to sit 

down or stop because of mosquitoes. 
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his predicament put me in a devil of a fix—

only one European Hotel, the Bungalow, and 

it charging $6.50 a day or $3.50 sans répas —

which I could not go; and the best Chinese hotel a 

revelation for a biologist. Mosquitoes on the 

outside and worse in. Heaven help Mort and Frank. 

[Hall doesn't ever explain the boys' travel plans, 

but apparently they were following his route. They 

would not meet up again until they were all back 

in the USA.] I rented a bum bike after some 

difficulty, for I couldn’t jabber in Chinese, and 

with a guide book and camera started out at 6AM on 

a hot 20-mile circuit embracing the outlying ruins 

of Angkor, Pré Rup, Mébôn, Tà-Sorn, Prah Kahn, and 

others. Both large and tall told the same tale—of 

T
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a one-time glory and grandeur in 

their zenith of power—then 

abandonment and slow crushing by the 

forces of nature. But even in their 

downfall they are worthy monuments. 

The terraces may be overgrown with 

bushes and grass, the steps may be 

broken and moss-covered, the towers 

may be crumbling, falling, walls may 

be uprooted by snaky-twisting tree-

roots, shrines may be dark, foul, 

even filled with debris, but 

everywhere are traces of the noble 

past—a life-size stone lion or 

elephant, an exquisitely sculptured 

doorway, a tower, ����	��  of a gate 

built of huge slabs of sandstone, 

images of Buddha, fine grilled-

barred windows, a lake, extensive 

cloisters, wide moats, a massive 

pyramidal temple. Great must have 

been the kingdom of the Khmèrs in 

the XII and XIII centuries when at 

its zenith. The only comparison I 

can make is that of ancient Thebes, 

already in decay a score of 

centuries torn and uprooted by the 

jungle. A tall, masterful gate in 

the outer wall, unsafe to walk 

under, a big outer wall broken and 

covered with bushes, etc. Winding 

along a narrow path through the 

jungle, we soon come upon evidence 

of a raised causeway. Two hundred 

yards and you emerge suddenly upon a half-ruined ou ter building or entrance to 

the inner and upper terraces. The somber giant slab s, tumbled, leaning, broken, 

seem to blend in with the dark green verdure. Progr essing farther, climbing over 
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debris, wading through weeds and 

bushes, crawling through windows, you 

are soon lost in a desolation of 

wilderness and quiet. Here the 

monkeys do not throw crab apples down 

upon you nor do you hear anything 

except the particularly sweet singing 

of birds and a constant hum of 

insects. It is truly a tomb of a lost 

race of conquerors. Beautiful little 

buildings are debris-filled, crushed—

the dancers pose grotesquely to 

giants who have taken root upon the 

walls and roofs, who have forced 

their long roots deep between the 

stone slabs, heaving them aside as 

nothing, smothering them. Here you 

see all sorts of interesting plants 

and insects, etc. but very few 

flowers. A fern-like plant that is so 

sensitive that even blowing on it 

will cause the leaves to quickly fold 

together; worms nearly a foot long; 

snails as large as your fist; a 

crawfish-like land animal, jet black, 

with curved-up tail, pincers, and 

rather large [scorpion?]; monkeys, a 

great variety of birds. The deadly 

cobra that once infested the Angkor ruins and I sup pose still does to some extent 

kept well out of my sight though I had my eyes peel ed for his flat head to pop up 

from among the. The most interesting of the ruins I  found to be Prah Khan, 

hopelessly ruins. 

Had a late déjeuner and then messed around a while before packing. The natives 

take great delight in seeing me sit on my favorite bridge, usually picking tons 

of stickers from my socks. I inquired about the bus  leaving on the morrow and 

also about the Chinese buses, which I found were 4 pluncks cheaper than the 

courier camion to Phnom Penh. I decided to spend th e night in a little veranda on 

the river bank and so checked it out—but seeing a C hinese bus just weighing 

angkor, I hopped on and was soon tearing along in t he gathering darkness. 
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It was pretty crowded, but they insisted I ride in the front seat with the 

“elite” 3, the driver and two Cambodians, one a ver y nice old man off for a 

visit. He is a guide to the Angkor Ruins and told m e who lived where in the 

French sections of Seim Reap as we passed. Thus I h ad a tough workout in French. 

His young daughter and her friend got the biggest k ick out of everything I did—

always giggling at me and sometimes venturing a few  words. One time they knocked 

me flat by asking for a match with which to light t heir cigarette. Smoking is 

universal here—tiny children, men, and women. 

The idea was to spend the night at Kg. Thom, half-w ay stop. We were held up a bit 

by a fierce cloudburst and arrived about ten. Every body became very concerned and 

intensely interested when I couldn’t see putting ou t 7 piastres or so on the 

Bungalow. They hatched up a lot of places where I w as to sleep, but I decided on 

a seat of the bus and 

stuck to it. Got all 

settled, but soon nearly 

roasted to death and was 

more than bitten by 

mosquitoes, from a huge 

egg-sized lump on my 

scalp, 2 on my arms, to 

scores of minor bites all 

over. These larger bumps 

took two days for the 

swelling to go down. 

Finally hauled out and 

again took to walking till 

6 AM when we left. Not a 

bad town at all. On the 

river traveled by boats going to the Great Lake and  Angkor. The long bridge 

seemed the freest of mosquitoes, so I paraded back and forth, 5 minutes each way. 

Often I stretched out on the concrete-covered girde rs for a snooze, but cut it 

when I came out of a doze once and rolled the wrong  way, nearly going down into 

the river. 

 
 


