
People come from all over the world to stay at The Mandrake. The building 
is an architectural marvel. Hidden passageways, secret hallways, doors 
that lead to nowhere, windows to the soul, stairs that wind like windmills, 
rotating walls, beds disguised as couches, sink handles that open doors, 
elevators that double as community showers, a dungeon, a torture 
chamber, and even a screening room that plays an endless loop of the 
movie “Battlefield Earth.”   
 
Though more people rent out the torture chamber every year than the 
screening room, the screening room is booked for two weeks solid every 
year in June for the annual Scientology Convention. The Scientologists 
also rent out the dungeon and the torture chamber, presumably for training 
purposes.   
 
The Mandrake is a boutique hotel and resort that caters to the passionate 
enthusiast. Every room is themed, and targeted to a hobbyist of some 
specific sort. So let’s say you’re an avid golfer, and instead of 
sleepwalking, you sleep putt. Well, The Mandrake has a room for you. 
Room 1422 to be specific.  
 
Room 1422 has one king sized bed with green sheets, green pillows, and 
a green duvet, one green dresser, two green nightstands, and not 
including the walk-in closet or bathroom, the room has the square footage 
of Monaco.   
 
The room has two lakes, one with an island hole (par 5), hills, dunes, sand 
traps, bunkers, greens, fairways, waterfalls that loop around endlessly like 
escalators, and even a couple of alligators and a fog machine.   
 
Room 1422 is particularly challenging for the housekeepers, because 
some of them are never quite sure whether they should be mowing the 
grass—or vacuuming it. One elderly gentleman even spent his entire shift 
trying to sweep up the sand trap using a broom and dustpan. He was 
almost done too, when James Braid walked in and explained the game of 
golf to him. I wasn’t there, but the conversation probably went something 
like this:  
 
James: A man who has gathered that much sand must have a lot of time in 
his hourglass.   
 
Housekeeper: Who are you?  
 



James: I have been asking myself that question my whole life. Who I am is 
a mystery to me. The closest I have come to answering it is I am a being of 
love, with a body built for golf, and a mustache that I wouldn’t want to take 
a chip shot out of.   
 
Housekeeper: I haven’t been able to grow facial hair since my father died. I 
was more of a farmer, and I grew all my hair on his face. Who handles 
your facial irrigation?  
 
James: It seems you not only have all the sand in all the hourglasses in the 
world, but you also have all the time. Well, I don’t. I’m a busy mustache 
attached to a golfing machine, and I came to perfect my craft before the 
Masters next month. So if you don’t mind, unsweep all you’ve swept, and 
I’ll swoop off and sweep this whole conversation under the rugby match I’m 
off to see. Don’t be affronted, but when I come back, all this better be back 
the way you found it. Incidentally, which way is the closest trap door to get 
back to the lobby?  
 
Housekeeper: It’s right under the very spot where I’m going to put all this 
sand back.  
 
James: So the trap door is under the sand trap? Clever.   
 
Housekeeper: What’s all this sand for anyway?  
 
James: The better question is, What’s the sand not for? It’s not for hitting 
your ball into. But it’s there to hit your ball into.  
 
Housekeeper: So the sand is there to hit the ball into, and not hit the ball 
into?  
 
James: Precisely. A sand trap is like a politician in its duality. It represents 
two opposing viewpoints. You see, it was designed to trap your ball. So it 
exists to have balls land in it. But it was also designed to be avoided. So it 
also exists to not have balls land in it. This is the beauty of golf. The game 
of golf is a Zen koan in action.  
 


