Great Escapes

Sojourn
in the
Land of Smiles

by Linda Hagen Miller

he term sweatshop takes on

a whole new meaning in the

airless alleys of Bangkol's
Chatuchak Market. My tank top
is plastered to my back, I've gone
through two bottles of water in an
hour, and I think I've lost my husband
in the 8,000-stall equivalent of the
Aloha Stadium Flea Market. Bob will
eventually turn up. In the meantime, 1
couldn’t be happier.

Around 200,000 Thais and tourists
prowl this weekend bazaar in search
of everything from antiques to zoris.
Stuffed in floorto-ceiling stalls the
size of a bathroom are crafts, textiles,
leather, lace, exotic reptiles, aquarium
fish and much more. Foed vendors
supply snacks, and massage therapists
pummel and stroke shoppérs’ weary
legs and feet in open-air studios.

Two smiling silk vendors—maother -
and daughter—wave me into a tiny
booth where diaphanous fabric
hangs from the ceiling. Instantly, I'm
surrounded by colorsaturated lengths
costing less that $10 apiece. Next door,
the silk has been fashioned into table

runners, pillow covers, boxes. purses and













