
Siem Reap . Cambodia 

. 
Night Market + Stuff 



It all feels more like 

Thailand. 
We are back in the land of the 

Wai... 

And I cannot say  
hello be understood.. 

Suosday!!! 





Rarely Used Royal Residence, 
Grounds Maintained by a Hotel 







I think I see 
a bird, but 

no, Mike tells 
me. They are 

bats!!! 











Kinda Freaky Window Displays 













































Fancy Tuk-tuk! 



















Walk In Restaurant Bar 









































Mike’s 
lovely 

acquisition 

. 

A beautiful 
Ganesh 

. 













We love, 
laugh, joke 

and play with 
the red-
shirted 
massage 
ladies! 

. 

I give their 
leader a neck 
massage! She 
loves it! 

 













We think this is bizarre 
and hilarious. 

































Total Craziness!!!!! 
We love the night markets—Night, Pub Street, Noon (why this 
is a name for a night market, I do not know, but maybe it isn’t 
English) whatever—they all meld, merge and blur together 
wonderfully. 
 
So we go back again in our last night in Cambodia. “You know,” 
I say to Mike, “I’ve been in all these countries now where 
massage is a big thing, and I’ve never had one. Let’s do it!” 
 
We go searching for our sweet tranny girl and the other ladies 
in red we joked around with the night before, but cannot find 
them! (I think we are too early.) 
 
So we decide to repeat a fantastic meal at Walk In 
Restaurant… 



Total Craziness!!!!! 
We love this place. We order a bunch of food. We order a couple of 
beers each. Contented sigh. Our plates are removed. We lean back to 
enjoy finishing our beers as our cards are rung up. 
 
“You must go now,” our server tells us.  
 
“What??!?!?” 
 
He makes a shooing motion. 
 
We point to our half-full beers in confusion. (The restaurant is not full 
and no one is waiting.) 
 
Oh, no!  I recognize those hand movements! It’s Linh’s motion for, “Đi 
đi!!! Xa rắn!!! Xa rắn!!!” We leave in perfect puzzlement, heads 
craned, seeking an answer the entire time. 
 



Total Craziness!!!!! 
Out on the street, we shake our heads.  Well, time to move on, we 
guess (?!?!?) and there’s still the goal of massage.  Still no sign of our 
favorite red-shirted ladies, however, I see next door to the restaurant is 
a massage place. “Okay,” I tell Mike, “I’m doin’ it!” 
 
He decides too as well. We are given the choice of foot or body. He 
goes for the feet. I love a good back massage, so I go for body. When 
that happens, they separate us.  (Oh no!) 
 
My masseur is a young man from Phnom Penh who clearly misses his 
city and family. The pressure he puts on my calves brings tears to my 
eyes. “Too much?” he asks. He cannot see the tear dripping down my 
nose as I am face down. “Oh, no!” I squeak! I can’t wait to get this 
torture over with. 
 
When I leave the massage room, I am completely shocked to see Mike 
having a beer with a Cambodian man, with his feet in a fish tank! 
Meaning not that man, but Mike!!! 
 
 
 



Total Craziness!!!!! 
“What are you doing!??!” I ask him. 

 

“Go ahead!” the Cambodian man offers, pointing to 
another tank. 

 

“Seriously!?!?” 

 

Mike says, “Yeah, it’s fun.” 

 

Whereupon, I next experience one of the weirdest 
sensations of my life. 

 

 

 



“They are kissing your 
feet.” 



Total Craziness!!!!! 
Our new Cambodian friend is Narith (means “masculine” in Cambodian—oh, my!) 
and he is hilarious, a sweetheart and a charmer. 
 
As it turns out, he owns not only the massage place we are now at, but also—ta 
da!—the Walk In Restaurant. 
 
Evidently, he heard the story of our enforced restaurant departure, and he rolled 
his eyes, shook his head and brought Mike a beer the minute he saw him in the 
massage chair. When the feet were done,  he said, “Try the fish tank! On me!”  
 
So that’s how I found them. O wondrous day! 
 
So before long, I too am slinging a beer with nibbled feet. “So what explains the 
restaurant drama?” I ask. 
 
He shrugs, looking puzzled himself. “New server.” He smiles. You roll with it… 
 
Narith, too, is from Phnom Penh. “What brings you here?” I ask. “A woman,” he 
tells me.  “My wife is from here.”  Ahhhh…  
 



Hanging 
Out 
With 

Owner, 
Narith 















Mike fails to bargain well. 

“This is a dollar more than 
we paid to get here,” he 
tells our driver. “Why the 
difference?” 

Explanation: “Long night…” 









I have 
bargained 
+ won 

“Fish,” 
and I 

love him! 





Mike  

+  

beloved 
Ganesh… 



“Kinda 
Freaky 
Window 

Displays” 
shows up at 
the airport 

. 

All good! 


