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Greetings from Cambodia!Greetings from Cambodia!Greetings from Cambodia!Greetings from Cambodia!

My sadness at leaving Thailand was alleviated by the chance to join back up with 
another friend from Myanmar in Cambodia. The week and country flew by. I started 
in Siem Reap and finished in Phnom Penh.

Siem Reap is the jumping off point to visit the incredible Angkor Wat. I had gotten a 
sinus/eye infection that had the potential to sideline me, but there are some things 
you just have to suck it up and get through. Angkor Wat is one of them. I met another 
traveler in my hostel who joined, so we shared a tuk tuk and hopped around the sites. 
On the ride there I was bumming. It was 4:45 in the morning. I could barely open my 
left eye and just wanted to sleep. I could see the lights of all the other tuk tuks, 
meaning that it was going to be C.R.O.W.D.E.D. We waited for the sunrise as other 
tourists shoved their way around to find the right spot for their sunrise picture. I 
was annoyed at the tourists and at myself, for being sick and "templed out" at one of 
the most renowned sites in the world.

Then the sun came up.

And I still felt like hell and hated everyone around me and was miserable, but I was 
at Angkor Wat. The structures are incredible. You can find moments of solitude and 
peace. The light sneaks in through windows and crevices in ways that splash across 
the stone, stopping you mid-stride. TREES GROW ON BUILDINGS.
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1/5/16 The second stop was Phnom Penh and the main draw there is the killing 
fields. Before visiting Phnom Penh, I had heard of the killing fields and I 
knew that the name Pol Pot was one of a bad guy. But that was about it. 
Two other girls had arrived on the same night bus as I did, so we decided 
to have a quick nap and head out. It is very strange to experience 
something so intense with strangers, but I'm so happy to have had them 
with me.
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The most shocking moments of the day came not at the museum or at the 
killing fields, but on the ride home. Soaking in sorrow from the day, I couldn't 
help but be amazed as we rode through the city - bustling, growing, laughing. 
To think that every single person in Cambodia 36 years old and older has lived 
through REAL and HORRIFIC events, yet the country is full of spirit. There are all 
the signs of a city growing - new construction, traffic, people going to and fro. It 
was a Saturday and the ride was dotted with weddings. We passed one tuk tuk 
with 7 women headed to a wedding, all decked out, all smiling and waving at us. 
Laughing with us. To think about all of what we saw during the day, contrasted 
with the incredible spirit at dusk, is incomprehensible. 
Cheers!         Cheers!         Cheers!         Cheers!         Lovingly, Jess


