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The Bear, the Coconut Shell, and the Buddhist Doctor


Who are you going to believe, me or your own eyes?







​      –Groucho Marx


Three Thai women came by and walked in the same direction I was headed. Balance poles on their shoulders held loads dangling from each end that gracefully bounced to their cadence. Their bodies were wrapped in colorful cotton, and they wore the traditional Thai lampshade hats. They swayed to the beat of the hot sun, and I found myself naturally falling into their rhythm in the heat as I followed them along the path that soon divided. They went to the left, and I remained on the main trail.


But I shared their listless, sleepy pace as we made way on parallel paths that headed toward the temple. Their course eventually veered off, and I continued toward the spire.

