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	ATTENTION:
	Judge Haeng Somboun
C/0: Department of Justice,
People’s Democratic Republic of Laos



	FROM:
	Dr Siri Paiboun



	RE:
	National Coroner



	DATE:
	13/6/1976






	RESUME:
	



	1904
	Plus or minus a year - years didn’t have such clear boundaries in those days. Born in Khamuan Province, purportedly to Hmong parents. I don’t recall it myself.



	1908
	Whisked off to live with a wicked aunt.



	1914
	Dumped in a temple in Savanaketh and left to the will of the Lord Buddha.



	1920
	Graduate from the temple high school. No great feat.



	1921
	Buddha investment pays off: shipped to Paris by kindly French sponsor intent on making something of me. The French make me start high school all over again just to prove it wasn’t a fluke the first time.



	1928
	Enroll at Ancienne Medical School.



	1931
	Meet and marry Bouasawan in Paris and join the Communist Party for a lark.



	1934
	Begin internship at Hotel Dieu Hospital. Decide I might want to become a doctor after all.



	1939
	Return to Laos.



	1940
	Frolic in the jungles of Laos and Vietnam.
Reassemble broken soldiers and avoid bombs.



	1975
	Come to Vientiane hoping for a peaceful retirement.



	1976
	Kidnapped by the Party and appointed national coroner. (I often weep at the thought of the great honour bestowed upon me.)




Sincerely,
Dr Siri Paiboun




PEOPLE’S DEMOCRATIC REPUBLIC OF LAOS, OCTOBER 1976

Tran, Tran, and Hok broke through the heavy end-of-wet-season clouds. The warm night air rushed against their reluctant smiles and yanked their hair vertical. They fell in a neat formation, like sleet. There was no time for elegant floating or fancy aerobatics; they just followed the rusty bombshells that were tied to their feet with pink nylon string.

Tran the elder led the charge. He was the heaviest of the three. By the time he reached the surface of Nam Ngum reservoir, he was already ahead by two seconds. If this had been the Olympics, he would have scored a 9.98 or thereabouts. There was barely a splash. Tran the younger and Hok-the-twice-dead pierced the water without so much as a pulse-beat between them.

A quarter of a ton of unarmed ordnance dragged all three men quickly to the smooth muddy bottom of the lake and anchored them there. For two weeks, Tran, Tran, and Hok swayed gently back and forth in the current and entertained the fish and algae that fed on them like diners at a slow-moving noodle stall.
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