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BY TED CONOVER
IT HAD a nice self-contradictory ring, this mountain-
biking expedition in India. Sort of like camping in war-
torn Namibia, another trip currently offered by one of
the adventure outfitters, a why-would-you-want-tO'do'
that? appeal. Real adventure is hard to buy, after all-
real adventure involves finding yourself in a fix and
using your resources to somehow get out of it. But trips
like these seem to have a fix built in. Bicycling through
India? How about Rollerblading the Alps?

The reason I felt there was genius and not stupidity
behind the offering was that, as a $100 option, you could
elect to do your pedaling on a Hero, an Indian-made
mountain bike. It was $100 because that is how much a
Hero costs. Others might choose to bring their $1,500
Treks, with aluminum frame, alloy rims and Shimano
Deore XT four-lever, twenty-one-speed rapid-fire shift
ers, but I would ride a five-speed Hero, simplicity incar
nate, no sweat if it got stolen. Mainly, it appealed to my Along the way
love of hardship. I ordered a red one. (he group cur ' r ied

The clincher was that Bernard suggested the trip. My
previous trip with Bernard had been a year befor*
he'd finagled us two free seats on a 747 cargo jet that was
bound for Australia—with a cargo of eighty-seven thor- CoorS' women,
oughbred racehorses, six bison and some tiny Spanish n8ht' and a stick
ponies. He is that rarest of creatures, an American dancer, below,
eccentric. Flamboyant, irreverent and utterly spontane- Below, right,
ous, he works as a photographer, supporting two chil- assembling the
dren and a saintly wife, who, amazingly, seems to like bikes.
him just as he is.

With his billowing Indonesian print shirt,
green silk scarf and walking stick, Bernard
was easy to spot at the crowded Air India
check-in counter at New York's JFK airport.
He was haggling with the ticket agent over
his two extra bags, at least one of which, you
could be fairly certain, contained mostly
cowboy boots, jodhpurs and berets. Through
alternately charming and bullying the man,
Bernard finally succeeded in bending the
rules and saving $246. But the persuasion
required more work than usual, and he took
it as a bad sign.

India began on-board, with pungently
perfumed travel kits, curry and after-dinner
betel nuts and sounf (fennel-seed digestive
served by flight attendants whose bindis (the
dot between the eyebrows) matched their
saris. My seatmate, an Indian banker, urged
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had gotten many more than I.
"What, you didn't get the meningitis

vaccination?"
"You haven't started taking chloroquine

for malaria?"
One woman, Felice, a boutique owner in

her sixties, had even begun rabies shots.
"In advance?" I asked nervously.
"More than 15,000 people died of rabies

in India last year," she said. "You think
dogs aren't going to chase us?"

"I. . .1 don't know." In the lounge at
Heathrow, our group huddled around a
copy of The Hindustan Times. India, we
learned, had the (continued on page 162)








