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THE GLOBAL GUIDE FOR THE ADVENTUROUS TRAVELER
Biking to Boomtown n
Ho Chi Minh Grty

Journey to the
Genter of Tibet

Bargaming for. More
Vacation Time
Bolivia’s Withering
Meights
T Tailing Tigersiim
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PLUS: TRANS-SAHARA USED GAR SALES - WORLD M'u'sgc
. GETTING NAKED IN FINLAND. - FLY-BY-NIGHT FLIGHT
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WiTH THE TRADE EMBARGO OVER, HO CHi MiNH CITY IS ON
THE MOVE. SO 18 WiINK DULLES, ESCAPE’S WINDED SENIOR
EDITOR, TRYING TO KEEP UP ON A ONE-SPEED BIKE. IT°s A
COLLISION COURSE OF MOPEDS, CYCLOS, MOTORBIKES AND
CARTS SPEEDING TOWARD A CAPITALIST PAYDAY

All Stops Out. VeloAsia’s
Patrick Morris (left) and
Dulles brace themselves for a
four-way intersection with no Cardboard factory
traffic sign or light in sight. on wheels gets assist
ffom our man in HCM. |
| Boxman’s overloaded |
! cyclo is part of massive
| incursion of products ‘
| from Taiwan; Japast
‘ and Hong Kong.
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Cruisers stage mass drive-ins outside Rex in Sedrch of non<gxistent malf shops.

Wil

here are about as magly communifs in Ho Chi Minh City

as there are in Boise, Idaho. The immigration officials at

Tan Son Nhat airport looked a little threatening in their

drab green military uniforms and red epaulets. But I'd seen
worse. In places like Dallas and San Francisco. Passport stampers
the world over look like communists. Except in Cambodia,
where they look like barbers and cyels: drivers.

Waiting to get my papers checked, I glanced around at the
other travelers who'd made the trip to the former Saigon with me
from Bangkok. Besides a couple of frightened-looking, backpack-
I toting girls from Canada, most of the passengers were Asian. I
‘ tigured Chinese or rich Thais, but I was quite wrang. These trav-
/ elers spoke to the customs people in

Vietnamese and surrendered their American,
Canadian, Australian and Germats passports.
I'he guy in {r@nt of me had an animated argu-
ment with a customs clerk in Vietnamese. I
could see from his passport that he was
Canadian and lived in Vanrcouver. But his Visa
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application was writign in Vietnamese.

Twa young Asiat men, hooked in the arms of theix girl-
friends, approached me. “American?” one of them said in clipped
Asian English.

“Yeah. What gave me away, the Nikes?” I replied.

“T think I saw you at a bar in Venice a couple of times,” he
said, hugging his lady friend, whom I was convinced couldn’t
discern a word being said. “Yeah, me and my friends, we live in
L.A,, too. Westminister.”

“Little Saigon,” 1 said.

“Yeah, yeah,” he agreed excitedly.

There are about as many communists in Ho
Chi Minh City as there are in Westminister,
California. Outside the airport, hundreds of
screaming Vietnamese waited behind
fences, like extras in an Oliver Sténe film,
for their relatives from Westminister,
Svdney and Vancouver—<oming bacK to
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