
Sai Gon 



Family of Linh Lanzadoro: 
So Gracious to Us!!!  



We spent big money for 
a driver from Can Tho 
to Saigon because of 
the horrible bus ride 
we had from Saigon to 
Can Tho on our way 
back from Cambodia… 
 
The bus station was 
hell… 
 
The ride was hellish… 
 
The confusion 
extreme… 
 
And there were little 
tortures along the 
way…not terrible, but 
yet… 

But first! 
We have to get there… 



It was clean. The drive wasn’t crazy. No cliffs to plummet off. No, nothing like that, but omg… 

Our travels took us from North then Central Viet Nam to Cambodia. From there, we flew to 
Saigon, planning to bus to the Mekong Delta where we were going to stay in An Binh near 
Can Tho. From there it would be back to Saigon to stay for several days and then fly home. 

Our first impressions of Saigon were not the most happy. Immediately, we are not charmed 
by our taxi driver to the bus station. (And we like pretty much everybody.) I greet him 
cheerfully in Viet, and he looks at me and grunts. I already know that tipping drivers in Viet 
Nam is optional. We get out of the taxi, and he thrusts his hand out at me and says, “Tip.” 
Twice. As I am not carrying any money, I rather clumsily pass him on to Mike. (Sorry, Mike…) 

During the entirety of our trip, we were never super smooth with the currency conversion. 
But tossing in a little interlude in Cambodia with a whole new set of maths undid the small 
gains we had made before we left Viet Nam. 

Mike, looking a wee bit stressed, makes a disorderly pass through his wallet, hesitates, and 
then pulls out a $1,000 dong bill. The man looks at Mike in sheer disgust, refuses it and 
drives away. 

In my head, I realize Mike has just offered him something just under 50 cents. Kinda like 
leaving a penny in your water glass for your server, I guess. And then… 

   

Bus From Hell; Happy Taxi 



Bus From Hell; No Free Lunch  

Doesn’t’ this look like we are getting a free ride to our hotel? 
Granted, it is 3 hours away (oh, no—5 hours, I later learn!) 



I wait forever to get to a ticket agent. There are 1 million people here. When I 
finally am next in line, someone walks right in front of me. (Were they in an 
earlier process of being helped? Or did I just lose my place in line.)  

Violating my own personal sense of space, I cozy right on up behind them. I show 
the agent the email for our free bus ride. She directs me to a different line. 
Hmmm. 

Finally I get to the head of that line. A young man joins me. I look at him in 
complete puzzlement. This is stressing me. The agent looks at my email in 
complete puzzlement. She asks for money. I see the amount. It’s something like a 
whopping $14 for each of us. “Oh, hang it,” I think. I turn to the young man 
beside me whose presence at my side is a complete mystery to me. “Can you 
please move so I can bring my partner here to pay?” I do say this nicely, despite 
my stress—and oh, am I ever so glad I did.   

Mike takes his place and gives me the money. We take our tickets and go around 
the corner to find our bus…o! 

   

Bus From Hell; Line Jumpers 



As we come around the corner, I cannot believe my eyes. I have never seen so 
many people packed together—and moving—in one place in my life—that 
includes rock concerts. We are jostled so thoroughly that we get turned around 
as if we are going to be swept out of the bus waiting grounds—quite a trick given 
that we are thoroughly weighted with our suitcases. 

Amazingly, the young man who joined me at the head of the ticket line sees us 
and rescues us! (I am sooooo glad I was nice to him!) “I, too, am going to Can 
Tho,” he tells us. I swear there was absolutely no way we otherwise could have 
known what bus to get on without him. 

Hoards of people flood on the bus before us. I am just hoping I can get a seat with 
Mike. We just can’t make ourselves push people (as is happening to us—I feel like 
I’m back in China). And finally, we do get on, and oh, I am so happy—right away, I 
see two empty seat—together! 

   

Bus From Hell; Crowds of India 







Notice how the seats recline? Seems like a good thing, right? Like when we are all 
on planes and can’t wait for the “right height” bell so we can lean back? 

I promise you that a permanently reclined seat—and at this angle—ends up 
being a miserable thing. Both of us had neck strain when we debarked. 

Neither Mike nor I are big people. But in Viet Nam, we look like we’ve been living 
on a diet of Big Macs. We roll sideways into our seats with difficulty. With the 
angle of the seat in front of us, it’s tough to get our things situated. But finally we 
do and lean back. 

There are a couple of young women seated across the aisle from us. The farthest 
over leans up and calls to us, “What is your seat number?” 

We have seat numbers!?!? It is a grand struggle to find our tickets. I am starting 
to panic at this point. Finally, we find them and produce them. 

“Those are not your seats,” she tells us. “You should be sitting here.” 

 

   

Bus From Hell; Musical Chairs 



WTF! I think. Switching over the aisle with all our stuff (and gargantuan selves) 
seems crazy. But maybe she really, really wants that streetside view to the right, I 
think—though why, if SHE knew there were seat numbers—didn’t she just take her 
rightful seat from the get go. I try and hide a wince and gather our belongings. 

The shuffle is nasty, further complicated by the fact that other people are still 
boarding. This creates a stalemate where no one can move. (We saw this once on 
the streets of Hanoi where motos were so enmeshed all traffic stalled.) 

Finally, we struggle into our new seats, sweating. I look over and see her in my old 
seat. She is kneeling on the seat, facing backward and she is addressing the two 
young Australian men who had been sitting behind us. “What are your seat 
numbers?” she asks them.  

It turns out THEY and not she are “supposed” to be in the seats we once inhabited. 
One of the young men and I make eye contact. I shake my head. He rolls his eyes 
and kind of grins. And away they go to do the next dance. 

When I next see her hours later, I discover she is actually seated at the back of the 
bus. 

 

   

Bus From Hell; Musical Chairs 





In the previous photo, I show the front of the bus—and you can see our fairly 
forward location. 

I lower my book and notice a screen and think, oh, oh. I am reminded of bus rides 
through Mexico where you are forced to hear a movie dubbed in English. 

Happily, they play music. It’s kind of a Vietnamese version of Robert Goulet, but I 
can read through it—so I’m okay. 

Three hours roll by. The recline has been very uncomfortable, especially holding 
book at this height. We are thrilled to be getting off. 

That’s when I see our busy little bus organizer coming up from far rear. “To wash 
face,” she tells us. I seek out the driver. This is when I learn we have two more 
hours to go. (Oy.) 

And then—the worst.  Music comes off; comedy comes on. (And something like 
1950’s hillbilly—totally inane.) Now I cannot read and poor Mike is completely 
tortured.  

We gladly + gratefully hire a car for our return to good old Saigon. 

   

Bus From Hell; Musica, Musica 











I am 
actually 
scared to 
know what 
this is all 
about, so I 
don’t ask. 

But we love 
this place 
so much, we 
come back 
again! 







Is this 
decoration, I 
wonder? 

This, I do ask 
about. 

No, it is edible! 

And it is 
delicious! I love 
the Viet way with 
all things herbal! 

I do not know what 
this is—could it 
be an edible 
Chrysanthemum 
leaf?

 
 



Our Hotel 

. 

The Hai Long 
5 Hotel 

. 

Great 
location! 

Nice place… 

 



Minibar 
Find 



Trans-
lation 









Linh’s nephew, 
Duc Le 

. 
Sweetest young 

man… 
. 

He takes us to the 
Pagoda of the Jade 

Emperor 
. 

Chùa Phước Hải or 
Điện Ngọc Hoàng 
Why 2 names, I do 

not know
 

And Then  
We Get to Meet Duc 





Chinese 
Taoist/Buddhist 

Temple  

. 

Fun to read 
about here: 

 

http://www.lonel
yplanet.com/viet
nam/ho-chi-minh-
city/sights/reli
gious/jade-
emperor-
pagodaand  







Statues are 
made from 
papier 
mâché! 









We are joined by Duc’s 
wonderful friends: An + Nghị  



Opera House 





Một, hai, ba, YO! 



Stephen 
= Nghị  

 
Nic  
= An  
 

Quail 
eggs  

= snack 







Post Office 
Designed by 
Gustav Eiffel 

As in Eiffel Tower 

Being repainted to its original color… 







Pacharan 
Tapas  Bodega 













































Chợ Bình Tây  
or Chợ Lớn Mới 

Market in 
Chinatown 

. 
We are told 
we will like 
this best 
because it 

is authentic 
and not for 
tourists. 

. 
Actually, we 
find we like 

the 
“tourist” 
one better. 
Less hectic! 

 

Photo by Lerdsuwa 



Photo by Lerdsuwa 

Bến Thành Market 



Mike drives a hard mặc 
cả session for a chess 
set. 
 
It is hilarious. I am 
fanned by a sweet 
young thing who laughs 
as I joke with her. 
 
Madame gets a wee 
frustrated with him. 
“It’s alright,” I tell 
her. “Fight with him. 
He’s a crabby man.” 
 
“Crappy?” she asks me? 
 
“That too!”I answer. 
We explain, and we all 
fall down with 
laughter. 
 



“What do you think?” 
he asks me. 
 
I tell him, “It’s up 
to you.” 
 
Bargain, bargain... 
 
Asks me again. I 
repeat, “It’s up to 
YOU.” 
 
Damn, if he doesn’t 
ask me again.  
 
But now it is a new 
English lesson. We 
all laugh and 
chorus, “IT’S UP TO 
YOU!” 
 
 



4X! Yikes! 
Linh tells me I must get a 
traditional trouser dress—
ao dai. 

 

But everyone is so tiny! I 
find 2 I like, but I tell 
the woman at the market, I 
am too big to fit. 

 

No, she says, and goes to 
get another size. To my 
horror, in Viet Nam, I wear 
a size 4X! 

 

I am too big!” I tell her. 

 

She pats my stomach and 
says, “Lucky!” Ooh! That, I 
am, but that just hurt! 



Gift for 
a Dear 
Friend 



Gift for 
Duc’s 
Lovely 
Mother, 
Quyen, 
who 

invites 
us to a 
feast she 
prepares. 



It is fabulous! 
Among the best meals ever! 



Lovely 

spring rolls 

with crab + 

beautiful 

little 

pancakes 

with shrimp 

and squid, 

and of 

course, the 

bountiful 

herbs and 

noodles… 



Lovely Hospitality 
Quyen, Uncle + Duc 

Later Duc takes us to the Southern Women’s Museum—it starts raining “cats + dogs!” 



Compare to the next 
picture… 





As are all of our lives and 
viewpoints—wise placement and true… 







We discover right across the 
street from our hotel! 











My mystery 
herb! 
 
I still do 
not know what 
this is? 
 
And photo not 
taken well 
enough to 
read label… 



Walking Back to Koi for 
Some Horny Seabass + Beep 







More excited than he looks. 
We are hot and always sweating, and 
the Viet never sweat…ever… 















Some Very Nice Beep . 
Keep in mind Duc loves to hear foreigners speak 
his name because it makes him laugh… 



Because so 
much of it is 
really magical 

+ 

 wonderful  

+  

funny 

. 

That really IS 
the best 

life“novel” 
for me… 





Bến Thành Market Redux! 
And the universe 
decides to reinforce 
the idea of “life as 
comedy” for me. 
 
Day of departure, 
suitcase zipper 
splits. 
 
Happily, we have a 
couple of hours. Off 
to mặc cả at the 
market we go!  
 
 



I   Viet Nam!  


