Journey to China

June 20, 2006


The day dawned sunny and warm. I was instantly awake and ready to start. This was the day the adventure would begin. We were to meet at O’Hare airport at 5pm for dinner. I was scheduled to leave at 2pm to be dropped off at the airport.

The day began with prayer. I had been prayed for aloud at Sunday services and again this morning. Everyone I met asked, “When do you leave? Have a safe trip.” China! Everyone I know is as amazed as I am that I would be going to China.


I had had a week to get ready so by the Sunday, two days ago, the anxiety of being prepared on time was replaced with delight that I was really about to travel to China.


I took the whole morning to pack and repack my suitcase, carry-on, and purse, frequently referring to my lists to be sure I had everything I needed. The suitcase had to pass three tests: one, could I close it; two, could I carry it; and three, did it weigh less than 44 pounds. By unzipping the expandable inch or so, I could close the suitcase! Test One passed! Then I lifted the suitcase! Test Two passed! Then I weighed the suitcase and it was 50 pounds. Failed Test Three! I went through all my toiletries and took out the heaviest ones and extras and weighed the suitcase again and then I repeated the process. The suitcase ended up at 45 pounds. Oh well, I have four days in Beijing to get another pound out of my suitcase. 


I got to the O’Hare Hilton Hotel and checked in. My roommate, Leila, had already checked in and her luggage was in the room, but she was out. I had a quiet half hour to relax and catch my breath, to let go of home and begin to savor the adventure.

Leila and Amber come in, and we chatted about schools and our amazement that we were going to China; how little we expected to be chosen to go to China, when we applied; our surprise and joy that we were chosen. 


Before 5pm we went down to the restaurant in the lobby where we had our first test of flexibility. The restaurant had misplaced our reservation for 24 people and was unprepared for us. We would have to wait. As it happened we waited a little over half an hour. Good thing we didn’t have a plane to catch! No matter. It was like a cocktail party without the drinks. We greeted one another, exchanged preparation and arrival stories, and shared our joy in the coming journey. Our excitement provided the bubbly.


The dinner was lovely: the service was deft and prompt, the food delicious, the portions beyond ample. And, in apology for losing our reservation, plates of exquisite sweets were served.

Off we went to get ready for our meeting. At 7pm in a small conference room, we had our first count-off experience. Everyone has a number and to make sure everyone is present and accounted for, we callout our number, each in order. The first go around was a little rough around the edges. Not everyone realized what was happening or knew their number. I have a feeling that that we are going to end up counting off so many times throughout the trip, that we will get very good at it.


John had us give a short description of our curriculum projects. There were many great ideas. I wrote down the ones that would be most useful to me. I will try to do something with these myself throughout the trip. This was a very useful process.


Anne gave us an update on the itinerary. Every step like this makes the trip seem more real, but also points up how unreal it still seems thus far.


Jim answered questions and gave us some cultural reminders. He discussed transportation practicalities and food cautions. Most of all, he encouraged us to be adventurous. 


To end the meeting, John proposed a toast with a traditional Chinese liquor for toasting. We each added an adjective to the toast and finished the meeting in fine form. 


As we left the meeting to return to our rooms, I felt very tired and others looked tired, too. Some had just finished teaching and doing grades on Friday. Some had traveled for several days or even weeks on other trips. Some had recently come from family events: a wedding, a baby shower, Mother’s Day. Many had other people to take care of, as well as getting themselves ready for this trip to China. All had been excited and busy. All were probably to some degree exhausted. Now we had nothing we had to do but get a good night’s sleep and dream of China.

June 21, 2006


Get up, get out of bed, drag a comb across our head…step out into the freeze zone and watch the group wake up as we make our way down to the last (pre-Beijing beautiful buffet) breakfast. Drop below to Jim’s bottom floor until Anne gathers the troops and smoothly makes way to the United counter. A small change of plans—stormy weather—a few hours delay…do we care? Of course not—we’re on our way to China! We load up on a gigantic 747, with smiles across the rows. Let’s just see what random thoughts are going through these minds at 32,000 feet…
· 7:05am Eastern time

We are leaving the East and heading West into a day with no night. How did we miss the night going West to visit the Far East—perspective changes things. 


Had a great day visiting with people in the airport lobby while waiting to fly out of Chicago. It seemed like a very small world with families, students, people on business, teachers, grandparents and airline personnel.

· It is 7pm, on the plane to Beijing. Two glasses of wine, blood shot eyes already? Wait until tomorrow. 

· What fun to be getting to know all these terrific people! Hard to believe its been so enjoyable and we’re not even there yet!

· King Kong with Chinese subtitles is a rare experience.

June 22, 2006

At some point in time (I don’t know when) Thursday arrived on Flight 851.  The flight was pretty good considering our tight accommodations.  Seats were close so we got to know those around us.  Food and drink were plentiful, I think that I ate six times today!
We arrived at the Beijing Capital Airport and believe that all arrived intact with luggage.  We seem to have some difficulty counting, but I think by tomorrow we will figure it out.  Fortunately for us, Anne isn’t having us do it in Chinese, we would certainly fail since it has been such a task in English.
Henry is our tour guide in Beijing.  He did an excellent job pointing out the sites of the new airport to be completed for the 2008 Olympics and the associated logos.
We arrived at the New World Courtyard Hotel and had a wonderful Group Dinner.  All was very good, including the new entrees we tried some of these were jellyfish and squid.  All tasted fine and introduced new flavors and textures to our pallet.
It was an enjoyable evening spent together.  After dinner many went to email home or attempt to exchange for yuan,  Most were very tired and retreated to their rooms for a shower and a good night’s sleep.

June 23, 2006
Beijing

· First full day in Beijing!  John led a group out at 4:00 A.M. to Tiananmen Square to watch the flag raising.  Most of the group slept in, as we didn’t leave until 9:30.

· Hotel breakfast in the “Western” restaurant.  A good assortment of food typical for us—eggs, sausage, breads, cereal--and for Chinese noodles, warm soy milk, baozi and lots of fruit.  The watermelon has been awesome.
· Henry was full of lots of good information on our way to Tiananmen Square—when it was built and the size.  As soon as we stepped off the bus we were “assaulted” by people trying to sell us 2008 Olympic hats, postcard sets, book with pictures of Beijing and “Rolexes.”  We all responded with lots of “bu yao.”
· Our group was seen as interesting to watch—we listened to Henry and looked around while a group of men stared at us.  A family from outside Beijing even got Willie to pose for pictures with each family member.
· The line to see Mao Zidong was very long—looked to be an hour wait to get in.  Lots of people in the square; we couldn’t go into the middle because it had closed off and the gate was covered in scaffolding—a little disappointing.
· A group picture was taken in front of the gate to the Forbidden City, and we will get them at the hotel tonight in a book of Beijing pictures for 100 yuan.  
· On to the Forbidden City—which went on forever!  Hard to count how many gates and courtyards we went through.  A good background given by Henry and Jim and lots of picture taking.  A few buildings “under wraps for renovation” but some already done—especially re-painting with Imperial red.  Many large bronze vessels used to store water in case of fire scattered around.
· About this time we started to feel the heat; it was an overcast and smoggy morning—at least the sun didn’t shine through to make us hotter but it would have been nice to have a blue sky background for pictures.
· Good report on the toilets—perhaps 4 stars.
· We saw the emperor’s quarters and heard all about the Dowager Empress Cixi.  The large piece of jade with a hole in it for archery practice was interesting.  It was hard to see through the glass to the rooms but you could see they were pretty ornate.
· It is an amazing place, 999½ rooms, each door studded with 81 (9/9) studs, dragons “climbing” up the stairs (the emperor was carn’ed over the carving), tile roofs and lots of Imperial red paint.
· We exited out a different gate, walked through the emperor’s garden with cypress trees and rocks (massive ones) from the sea.   We walked along the moat and were met by beggars who looked like they might have been in industrial accidents.

· Hopped on the bus and were taken to a “Lotus Flower” restaurant where we split into 3 groups for a delicious lunch.  This helped rejuvenate for not only was it food—it was air conditioned too.
· A short drive to the Temple of Heaven, which was built by a Ming emperor but only used 2 times a year.  Looked better than it does in the pictures!  This is where the emperor could re-affirm the mandate of heaven and pray for good harvests.
· As we walked in—there were many retired people playing cards, music, and mahjong.  They are allowed in free each day.

· Back to the hotel to freshen up (and hopefully exchange money for some) and then off to our Peking Duck dinner at a restaurant that was built in the 1800s.  The whole street will be demolished to widen it in time for the 2008 Olympics, but the restaurant will stay!

· Henry explained how Peking Duck was made and then cut into 120 pieces.  He also explained how we would eat it.  We had appetizers, some awesome lemon chicken, duck, duck soup, pressed duck, and finally Peking Duck which is dipped in a sauce and rolled in a very thin pancake.  Very good.

· We practiced counting in Chinese on the way back to the hotel where we picked up our group picture, said good night to Henry and then split up to shop for water, write in journals, sit and chat, or sleep.

· Amazing to think we are in Beijing, China, walked where protestors and emperors did, and greatly added to our knowledge of Chinese history.
Saturday, June 24, 2006

· Light drizzle starting day.   Group members organizing trip to Peking Opera.  Henry the CT Guide assisting in planning.
· Bus ride to Great Wall at 1½ hours.  Henry, CT guide, entertaining us with historical facts at Tibetan-Buddhist Enclave, colloquialisms, etc.  Also doing Chinese characters.
· Great Wall:  what a steep incline.  Amazing, impressive, Wow!  How many workers, years, materials to build?  What grandeur, what engineering without modern equipment.

· Went to Y. D. Restaurant for lunch—similarities in varieties stating to occur except with different spices.

· Stopped at Friendship Store adjacent to restaurant.  Everyone was grousing or beginning to investigate prices of goods to compare with street vendors.  Vendors definitely have a great marketing aggressiveness.  

· From here we went to the Ming Tombs.  13 different emperors and some family members buried there.  The tomb we saw was of the 13th emperor who lived from 1560 to 1620.  He chose the area due to the site surrounded by mountains and water.  The Two Entry mountains are called the Dragon and Tiger to protect the entrance to the tomb, with the mountain on back called Longevity.  This tomb was excavated between 1954 and 1956 with about 3000 plus artifacts.  Numbs of these were lost due to the lack of modern technology to maintain these pieces.
· From here back to have a meeting about times for leaving for 8am plus aiding everyone in planning their Study Day.

Sunday, July 25, 2006

· My feet are screaming at me!  Woke up today at 5:30 and had another monster breakfast.  The continued debate is—eat grains and fruit to kept he feet happy or justify the gluttony for fear of lapsing into a miserable fatigue while on the march.  The food here is too good—I’ll take the latter option.  At times I could weep as we twirl the Lazy Susan:  every dish is wonderful. 
· I thought I would make today a “Communism Day” and go off on a Long March to explore the world of Chairman Mao and the government he created for his people.  My fist goal was to set my eyes on the very face of one of the most nefarious figures of the Twentieth Century (and, perhaps for a t least 50,000,000, the most heinous of all time).  Well, mission accomplished!  After breezing through the continuously shuffling queue, I set foot into the mausoleum chamber and caught sight of the waxen chairman.  After reading Ji Lijiang’s account of the Cultural Revolution, I was bewildered at the throngs of people buying roses to place at the marble effigy of the founding father of modern China.  Of all the thousands with whom I waited in line today, I was the only Caucasian—surprising, given that old Mao must draw loads of foreign tourists!  

· As I set off toward the Great Hall of the People, I remembered seeing friends’ pictures of the façade of this gargantuan structure.  For years I thought that the hall must be closed to tourists and would only open its doors to the card-carrying elite.  A stroll up to the ticket office of China’s parliamentary nerve center proved otherwise—visitors are welcome and you can even take pictures!  
· On the way back to the Mausoleum bag check, a Chinese boy stopped me and wanted to speak English.  At first my impression was that this was only another vendor hawking little red books or other souvenirs.  Cui Ning was a school boy from Shandong living with his aunt in Beijing.  We started a conversation that lasted all the way to the baggage depot.  Ning’s parents are farmers in Shandong.  Luckily for Ning, his parents were wiling to pay the 500 yuan fee to have him.  His sister had been born 3 years previously.  
· Ning told me that he had never been to the Great Hall of the People.  I told him that it would be a real shame for him to miss the site—it is, after all, the nerve center for his country’s government.  We took the way back to the Great Hall.   I bought Ning a ticket and we entered, cameras and all.  As we proceeded into the dark vastness of this mammoth structure, I recalled visions of Nixon and Mao, Deng Xiao Ping, and gatherings of the some 5000 representatives throughout China.  Ning and I snapped pictures of each other in the Hunan Hall and proceeded upstairs to the gallery of the massive meeting hall.  Here we were in the Chinese parliament!  Ning and I tried out some of the gallery seats.  I took one shot of him pretending to clap at some imaginary party mandate.  What fun! 
· Speaking of fun, I taught Ning the word “fun.”  He knew “funny” but not “fun.”  Ning and I moved clockwise around Tiananmen.  I had wanted to see the very site where Chairman Mao declared the founding of the People’s Republic on October 1, 1949.  Having taken the shots of ourselves under the Chairman’s portrait, we proceeded up to the top of the Gate of Heavenly Peace.  There we looked out on Tiananmen and even spied a family from Tibet in their folk garb.  Time for a rest!  Ning and I broke for water and chat.  I wondered what he thought of Chairman Mao.  Ning thought that Chairman Mao was a great leader.  In school he had learned about all the good things Mao had done and had spent a great deal of time studying the Chairman’s early years before becoming China’s leader.  
· We then set off for the National Museum.  The wax museum here was eye-opening.  Yao Ming is huge!  Ning was able to tell me quite a lot about many of the figures—Qin Shihuang, Lu Xun, Zhou Enlai.  The grand finale proved to be a delightful shadow puppet show of the Monkey King;  Ning had never seen such a show and neither had I.  As Ning saw me off in my cab to the Daoist temple, I thought that he was such a bright young man and that the 500 RMB price his parents paid must have been some of the best-spent money ever.
Monday, June 26, 2006
Beijing to XiAn

· Although I was a little worried that my legs and feet might never recover from our study day, when I awoke I found I could stand and even walk!  We had to say our goodbyes to the 2nd best driver in Beijing and the best guide, Henry.

· Our first flight within China was an adventure.  We even came up with a name for the experience, “Stranded on the Tarmac.”  (It sounds like a horrible soap opera title involving a lonely widow and a young mysterious stranger!)  Once we could flag down a bus (those seem to be harder to come by than the airplanes) we made it to the arrival area and met our new guide, Lily.

· Our first bus ride with our new driver and in a new city proved a universal truth in China—there really seem to be no traffic laws, at least ones that anyone follows.  Some of our driver’s maneuvers almost matched the infamous U-turn in a busy Beijing intersection.*  Still, despite the terror of actually watching while riding in the bus, I still enjoyed the different countryside on the way to see the Terra Cotta Warriors.  [*Side note:  we did see our first traffic accident today!]
· I can compare my reaction upon seeing the Terra Cotta Warriors to my reaction the first time I saw the Grand Canyon (which was only 2 years ago)—no amount of pictures or movies I have seen about these warriors could do justice (or even come close) to the majesty of seeing all of those soldiers lined up like that.  It was beautiful and amazing and I truly felt a part of a great historical period just standing and looking out at that sea of soldiers.  How time and labor-consuming the building of those warriors must have been.  We thought we worked hard under pressure.  Just imagine if your principal said, “Wow, you did such a great job teaching that we’re going to kill you at the end of the year so no other schools can get your teaching secrets!”   

· In addition to seeing the warriors, we also saw a chef stretching hand-made noodles.  (Now, I am an English teacher—not Art!)  I can’t draw or sing, but I still do both—much to the delight of my students.  [She sketched the Noodle-Making Guy in the journal.]
· After the warriors, we traveled to our beautiful hotel, which sits across from the city’s Bell Tower.  It’s beautiful.  Some of us ate at what was called “Chinese Fast Food.”  Think MCL Cafeteria with more grease.  It turns out that not all food in China is so healthy—still good though.  We finished with our usual “water run” and found our way just fine.  Even if we went home tomorrow, this has been a once-in-a-lifetime experience for me.

· [Sketch of eyes wide open]  Still wide awake at 9:30 P.M.—unheard of!!!

Thursday, June 27, 2006

Xi’an City Tour

· Another amazing day.  Really, every day is a blast!
· We started out the day with a great breakfast buffet, combination of Chinese and American breakfasts.  Then off to the bus tour.  Within 15-20 minutes we were at the 1st destination, city wall.  Stone brick wall surrounds the center area of the city.  Each direction has an impressive gate.  Somehow reminds me of Imperial Palace in Tokyo.  There was a bike rental shop on the top of the wall.  I thought that was a good idea to ride around the wall.

· On the way to the Dao Temple, Deana talked about ethnic minority in China, mainly Muslims, which gave me useful background knowledge to the afternoon visit to the Great Mosque.

· Daoism Temple was very, very interesting.  I felt very weird at first because the way people worship is very similar to the Buddhism, yet they are worshiping different icons.  The belief is also similar to the Buddhism:  Harmony to nature and seeking the balance in universe.  No wonder Japanese embraced this as a way of life.  Ann and a few other girls were trying to stick the coin to a letter of inscription so that the meaning of the letter will make the wish come true.  Well, who told that?  
· Lunch was at another amazing place.  Who would have thought Jiaozi (Gyoza-Japanese, Yakumundu-Korean) had more than 18 kinds.  After all, it is a dumpling but they were amazing!  It was delicious and fun.

· Afternoon, we visited the Great Mosque.  Again, I thought very strange first because temple buildings looked exactly like Buddhism temples.  Then I found inscriptions were Arabic.  After we went around the temple campus, we went to see Mr. Bai who is a head of Moslem Associates and manages the mosque.  He explained how the religious of Islam came to China via Silk Road and how Xi’an became the large Muslim concentration.  He described life of Muslim families and their children as well.  Then he answered questions from us.  This was truly informative.  
· The last stop of the day was at Shaanxi History Museum.   We spent 2 hours to go through 4000 years of progress of China.  Then we stopped by Wild Goose Pagoda because there, supposedly, the sutra from India that Monkey King’s master priest brought back is stored.
· The group tour was over, but most of us went back to Moslem district to bargain down the treasure.

· Well, this pretty much concludes another amazing day.

June 28, 2006
Xian

· Today I made trip to the China Post and mailed heavy books back.  So glad.  My new friend Katie Hummingbird helped me.  This trip has been a great friendship experience.  I have so few women friends at home.  I will treasure these new friends.
· The bus trip to the country began early.   The people on the bus go up and down.  [sketch of bus going forward with passengers waving through the windows]  This rural trip by far was the China experience I was hoping to see.  The farms were abundant with crops of corn, flowers (trees were few along the road only).  Crops were dry.  I saw the farmer actually pouring water from a small basin on each group of plants by hand.
· Our visit was to Huxian  province.  We stopped at a village to visit a farmer’s home.  He had pigs and roosters, a goat, and a dog.  He wouldn’t allow pictures.  He was 80 years old.
· We walked the street taking pictures and waving.  Then we were the guests of area farmers to partake in a typical farmers’ meal. The food and the family were wonderful.  The couple had two daughters, 16 and 17 years.
· The people on the bus go ride back up and down.  [sketch of bus going backward with passengers waving through the windows]
· Rush to room—wash quick.  Slip into clothes level 3 dress up for school.
· Visit the 78th Middle School, a once in a lifetime, one-on-one visit with our own special Chinese guides who are the teachers at our school.
· The visit allowed us to learn so much information—too much to list.   I did find out they have a teacher like me—who teaches sewing, needlework, crafts, and housekeeping.  They teach from personal experience with no book (similar to me).
· We talked about so much but she did seem sad that the kids did not see their parents all week and she missed her child.  May was a primary teacher and the only teacher in her family.  Our evening meeting was a sharing of some of the things we learned.  (
· Great experience
June 29, 2006

· We left this morning from Xian for Shanghai.  Xian was a beautiful experience, then country visit was refreshing and gave a different feel for us on this adventures.   Our flight went well and we had no visit to the tarmac.  I will miss Lily’s sweet, soft singing, but the Muslim quarter and the call to prayer were definitely a highlight.  I am so happy with how comfortable everyone is with each other.  I have seen so many people reaffirm another’s value.   The lessons have been great, informative.  
· Today we had four more interesting presentations from porcelain to Civil Servant examinations.  What fun it would e to be in each of these teachers’ classrooms.  Both museums today were fantastic.  Sitting in the virtual theater on the rail, I hoped that our tour through Shanghai would not hit a bump.  The Ethnic-Minority room and the calligraphy room were impressive.  Jenna and I found items of the Dong groups and Jenna was able to locate where they were by using the characters from the woman in the Moslem Quarter where we both purchased Dong hats.
· Later we arrived at the Peace Hotel.  You get the feeling that some great ‘40s movie star might be staying down the hall from you.  What a wonderful ambience, not to mention the jazz bar!  
· Several of us roamed down the street toward a pedestrian area.  We thought about eating Japanese noodles again when we spied a dumpling restaurant.  It could have been a desperate experience but Jenna was able to maneuver through the “land mines.”  When our food arrived, so did Sara with a story to tell of her adventure along the street with the dumpling lady.  I wonder what she was thinking when she refused to serve Sara?!  We were so glad to have her join us, as she has a knack for getting people to talk.  When we had finished with our pork and vegetable dumplings, we headed for Watsons—gum and water were needed.
· At 7:30 we arrived at the hotel lobby, where a group of us met to catch a boat for a river cruise.  Shanghai at night was magical.  The lights, the moon, the futuristic buildings all add to the effect.  The boat seemed to glide over the water and a gentle breeze almost sent some of us to dreamland.  I never thought I would visit here.  This trip has been life affirming and reinvigorating.  I am really amazed with my colleagues and the wonderful people of China.
June 30, 2006

· It’s Friday, our 2nd day in Shanghai, and it’s going too fast.  Last night’s boat trip was such a high point—not only in the wonderful light show of Pudong’s neon and the colonial lighting on the Bund but also the evening breeze, the families on the boat and, for me, the ironic juxtaposition between the colonial Shanghai and the booming China represented in the juxtaposition of the 2 sides of the river.

· Another full day—in the morning a visit to Shanghai Girls’ School #3, which could have been Rosemary Hall or Emma Willard or even Chapen School in the  U.S.  Similar ethos—not surprising as it was started by Presbyterian missionaries in 1881 as St. Mary’s Hall for rich families to educate girls proficient in English and music to be good wives.  The Song sisters graduated from this school.
· Today    there is a United Board for Christian Education, funded by government reparations for seized property in the 1970s.

· It as a very interesting visit as we toured an impressive campus with a modern science building with images of famous female scientists, saw an assembly for, I believe, graduation exercises and had a question and answer period with the young headmaster.

· 2007 will be the 115th anniversary.  He indicated that the mission is to produce “people of great quality and ability.”  The curriculum seems demanding with core subjects but allows for extra curricular activities including sports.  It is clearly an elite school with exchanges with U.S., Australian, and Japanese schools.  Three U.S. schools, including Darien, Connecticut.  Approximately 96% go on to university.
· The meeting with the girls, about 10th graders, was charming as they introduced themselves.  We learned that one of them had directed a student production of Hamlet and that they all feel validated and enhanced by being in a “boy free” school.

· This was followed by a visit to an elementary school, which had moved from the campus of the Shanghai #3 Girls’ School.  The headmaster spoke at some length in Chinese about the progressive attitude / curriculum of the school.  It sounded like an American school in the increased concern for the whole child.  It also began early English teaching.  He emphasized “reflection” and need to understand/participate in research in order to improve school quality.  The school depends not on one administrator!   The goal is to have children have a sense of responsibility to society as a whole at an early age.
· Students are local and the parents do volunteer and participate in the school.  School facilities, like the playground, are made available to the community.
· Elements of the Young Pioneers appear in the school with the green and red scarves, reflected in the school flag.  One question about special needs students elicited the answer that there is inclusion.  There are teachers who give special assistance.  Likewise, discipline problems are addressed by counselors.  Student receive report cards—grades, skills, life skills, which seem to be given at parent-teacher conferences.
· The time flew by—fascinating to see the significance of English teaching and the implementation of educational reforms.

· On our own, 12:30-2:45, I went off in search of Olel Rachel Synagogue (Shenxi Beihu 500) built in 1920 by a Sassoon is closed and on the property of the Shanghai Education Association.  Frommer says it is one of the world’s 100 endangered monuments.  While I wasn’t allowed inside, the guard allowed me to photograph it—it’s a classical grey stoned building quite ivy covered.  The history of the Jewish Community in Shanghai begins long before the Holocaust.

· I wandered far afield from the glitzy Shanghai Center and other high rises along West Nanjing Road and found shoemakers on the street, hutongs and very different lives in the shadow of these big buildings.
· Lunch at a chain which our guide said was very popular—lots of students and workers, no English spoken but ultimately chicken and soup.
· Back to the Portman Ritz Carlton, light years away, for a meeting with the commercial, cultural, and political officers.  Lively exchange, good humor, keen observations about China’s growth and progress as well as observations about corruption.  Direct statements about “centers of turbulence” characterized as environmental and social.
· The cultural attaché, Barry?, had spent a lot of time in the Far East—a character out of a novel of intrigue and seemingly a burnt out case.  Their task is to influence China’s opinion in a positive way and to be attuned to what’s going on.

· Surprisingly, they do not seem to control, command, or connect even to Americans who want to do things in China.  Connections are done privately these days—it’s a very different China.  

· They also characterized the government as autocratic and socialist rather than Communistic.  We did discuss press censorship briefly.  They made clear that there was no such thing as a free press.  Too short a session.

· Back to the hotel.  Quick change and out exploring.  Despite the heat, so many people strolling and working along the Bund.  Traffic backed up along the raised highway as more and more cars are on the road.  Like the U.S. bicyclists do not consider themselves vehicles, a fact of great significance as there are thousands on the roads who are anarchists!  It’s dangerous to cross the street even with the light.
· In our walking, we discovered a street of buttons, lace, and trim — fantastic shops cheek by jowl with each other and fabric stores.  This was followed by a large jewelry area that was tarted up for the tourists—inside mall, Starbucks, Dairy Queen, KFC, McDonalds.  But not many Caucasians visible and not many buyers visible at all—puzzling.

· Good Internet connection at the hotel—nice to get news from home.  Early rise (5:30) for a walk along the Bund.
July 1, 2006
Shanghai

· Having become accustomed to my Chinese insomnia, getting up at 5:30 for a walk seemed perfectly normal.  As always, it turned out to be one of my favorite times in China—strolling along different streets (The Bund—am I really here??),  experiencing some new sight, sound or smell around every corner, and sharing it all with a friend who fits like an old shoe after only 1½ weeks.  Highlights of this morning’s Bund stroll were watching a tai chi group who each held 2 large red fans, and a kite flyer (one of many) using a fishing pole as a base.

· Yu Yuan Gardens were fun for me, since I wrote about them in my application question about where you would spend a free afternoon in Shanghai.  Being a gardener, green is glorious.  Gingko trees that are 400 years old settled in next to a 100-year-old magnolia reading for the sky—now that’s cool!

· After lunch, it was fun to visit the “village” of 90,000 residents.  Sounds like Chinese senior citizens are citizens are an active bunch at this locale, with many activities to choose from.  We all seemed to enjoy our shopping for the handiwork they’ve done.  The scrolls and embroidered scenes were popular.

· Visiting families and their homes here was quite a treat.  In our group, we spoke with a former chemical engineer and his wife and 8-year-old granddaughter.  He had such a sense of fun and energy at 68, 8 years into his retirement.  His wife had retired at 50, which had been the specified age for women (10 years younger than men).  Now women work to age 55.  Our host confirmed Lindy’s view of Shanghainese men as “hen pecked.”  He said his wife was the boss and the one controlling the money.  His job is to do the dishes and clean up the house.  He also joked about John’s handsome bald head, saying it showed his brain was well used.  “Grass can’t grow on a driveway.”

·  A number of us took in the tea house at Yu Yuan.  Many had attended the tea ceremony earlier.  Quail eggs and jasmine or chrysanthemum tea served up with a trio of traditional musicians made for a couple of relaxing hours.  The erhu, Chinese flute and hammer dulcimer were very pretty.
· We finished the day with  a stroll on Nanjing Road to a downstairs family-style restaurant with great jiaozi and beer.  We’re all planning for our free day tomorrow – many exciting adventures ahead!

July 3, 2006 for July 2, 2006
· Super Shopper Gadget Gal Chats about China: Country of Contrasts, Contradictions, and Change
· Study Day

· After a western breakfast, we headed out to front door en masse to the taxi stop, as always greeted with sights, sounds, and smells both foreign and familiar.  A man walked by with a tee shirt with “Surfer Dreams Wet” on it.  I can never stop looking and marveling.  My seat on the soft seat train to Suzhou was seat #4, one row away from the toilet. Use your imagination here.  As I reflect on our tour, I hardly know where to begin to describe it.  As we spend our days in “non-routine” time, as we experience it, time distorts itself, alternately creeping to a standstill as slowly as the tarmac wait or flying as fast as the meals take on their own dimension, hopefully not adding as much to ours as well.  But not to fear, our red book keeps us grounded in time and place.  Using the “monopoly” money lends to the fantastic.  Some fantastic adventures yesterday from our study day included rides by Todd, Amber, Deb C., and me.  Todd made a super (and fast) video for his students.  Lori and Claire went to the Jewish historical section and encountered an elderly Chinese man who offered up a history of China from 1906 on.  MaryAnn and John again went to Mass.  Mary Ann enjoyed the museum as did Deb C. and Yuki.  Anita and I wandered around observing local color.  At least that’s one of our stories.  Actually we left home without our phrase book and destination written in Chinese, but we ended up salvaging the morning by shopping for pearls where we ran into Susan, Linda, Amber, and Lula.  The monopoly money was circulating like bikers on a Shanghai street in rush-hour traffic.  Speaking of traffic, Deb C. and I found out how easily the subway is to navigate.  The shopping underground is lower priced than the Super Brand Mall but without guarantee.  But what kind of guarantees are there anyway?  Especially with health.  Think Traveler’s Diarrhea (TD) here.  Need I say more?   No, I don’t have to, but if you’ve gotten to know me, you know I will.  TD has gone through several of us faster than you can say “Bu Yao” to a Rolex street vendor.  Our group news travels fast too like a taxi going from the Peace Hotel to Old Town honking its horn along the way.  By the time I arrive to breakfast everyday, the group seems to know both the mundane and outrageous things we all have done the day before.  What other kind of communication could you expect from this great bunch of teachers though!  And it is a great bunch.  I have to write no more.  I know you are smiling and agreeing.  Other things this great bunch did on this Shanghai study day—visiting residences of  historical and famous, ascending the Pearl Tower and visiting its museum, eating at Pizza Hut and “the” dumpling restaurant, walking about, shopping, fending off street vendors  (Ask me about my friend I made, you know, the one who calls, “Gucci, Lady.”), and meeting people.  Willie’s chance encounter catapulted him to the University of Tonggi where he was treated like the gentle king we all know he is.  He was embraced by fellow brothers and treated to an educational afternoon and wonderful meal.  Deb C., can you believe it, wandered from the beaten track and landed in a Pentecostal Church, observing the fervor of Christianity with Chinese characteristics.   She was in awe as were several who rode through that tunnel thing form the Bund.  I haven’t been but am going tonight.  Sara observed that the ride was like Epcot Center.  They (the tunnel piped commentator) said bizarre things like “Hell at Paradise.”  Ask Sara for details.  Anne said it was like “an out-of-body experience.”   I ‘m sorry that I didn’t get to check with everybody to find out what they did.  Maybe they will report later.  As for me, I could write on and on and plan to write some articles for the newspaper, but for now, since I’ve been sweating like the proverbial sweat hog and smelling as nasty as a toilet trench (I mistakenly called it a rough before—how gauche) I’m heading for a Navy shower and back out to get as much left of Shanghai as I can in our last night here.  I highly recommend the drink, The Shanghai (gin, white wine, and costreau, I believe) in the Peace Hotel Jazz Club.  Sipping one with friends after a long day eases the muscles and relaxes the mind.  Peace from the Peace Hotel in Shanghai!

July 3, 2006
The “group of nine” and some spent the day in lovely Suzhou.  We all left the hotel early and hopped in four different cabs headed for the Shanghai train station.  Once there we had a short wait and then we boarded the train for Suzhou and Nanjing.  Besides Ann and Lindy, the two Debs, Amber, Kathy, Linda, Leila, Sara and Anita.  Did I forget anyone?  Sorry if I did.  All women—very cool women at that.  We disembarked in Suzhou and went to the first of our two gardens.

1. The Humble Administrator’s Garden—

2. The Masters of Nets Garden—
· We wandered around pavilions and lily pads (the size of a wok) Pink lotus blossoms and stone (uneven) steps.  Moon gates were the entrances from one garden area to another—white-washed walls with tile roofing.  The gardens were not so crowded as the Yuan gardens and there were more canals.  Really very lovely.  I imagined how peaceful the gardens must be in the autumn or spring!  

· We all sweated a lot.  Ann saw someone from Indiana University, and we generally had a pleasant time.

· We left the gardens, drove through beautiful Suzhou, the city, along a canal and through busy streets, many lined with gardens and landscaping.

· The lunch place—connected to the Number One Silk Factory was g eared to Westerners but had some Chinese food.  For dessert threw was a choice of puddings, cookies, and fruit cake (including tomatoes which I suppose technically are a fruit)—interesting to see the tomatoes on the icing of the cake along with strawberries and kiwi fruits.

· The #1 Silk Factory:
· We first were ushered into a reception room and learned, from the factory guide, about the life cycle of a silk worm, single and double cocoons, and how silk is made from the filaments.  It is not surprising that the double cocoons with two pupas—called the lovers—produce silk that is used to make bedding.  Basically the process is as follows:

1. Male and female mess around. Female lays 400 eggs—wow what libido! 400 eggs sit for winter—can’t hatch until spring then in spring 400 baby worms!!

2. They eat mulberry leaves and grow to full size, about 2.5 inches, fat and plump in a few short weeks.

3. The cocoons are spun. Sometimes two spin a cocoon together. Those are called lovers, or double cocoons. Most are single cocoons.

4. If the cocoons were left, a moth would emerge, but most are the worm inside (which has shrunk in the spinning process) is killed and after that they hit the factory where the silk making process unfolds. 

5. Sorting cocoons, extracting dead worms, finding the end of the filament, unraveling it with bobbins, etc, winding and finally weaving.

6. Huge Jacquard—type loom run by machines with the pattern recorded and regulating the design on gigantic paper rolls that look like the old IBM punch cards (sorry to all you young kids—you won’t know what I’m talking about.)
7. Then on to shops where we all spent megabucks!! (Especially Kathy ( )

· Scarves, comforters, jackets, dresses—the ties for men were ugly and wide, so don’t worry boys, you didn’t miss a shopping experience.

· Back on the cool van where we showed all our new purchases and then clear sailing to Shanghai. No traffic.

· We presented Lindy with notecard stationary from the States—scenes of Ohio—and I gave the bus driver an Indianapolis Motor Speedway flag!

· In the evening Kathy and I went to find something to eat and ended up in the umbrella store. We just had to go back home with a parasol from East Asia. Pretty teens dressed in black hovered and helped. They were not obnoxious, (as others have been), but cute young girls. Very helpful. Probably every umbrella in the store was opened and closed before we made our purchase. I was getting mixed up about the prices of each 99RMB, 199RMB, 299RMB. At the point I thought I’d bargain and deal and I gave a definite “150” for a 199RMB umbrella—it was called reverse bargaining. Kathy thought I was gold to then retract back to 50RMB when I found out my mistake. But I have no shame.

· Upon checkout, we started “talking” with the young women who waited on us. We had someone take our picture with them and they were so excited by that, and especially seeing the preview of it. Before long all the clerks came up excitedly and the store became one huge photo op—the girls opened umbrellas and posed with us, then other clerks wanted to join us and ran from the front of the store to where this action was taking place. Things got crazy with umbrellas and scarves and photos and translations via the dictionary Kathy had. They started wrapping scarves around us “just so” and wanted more and more photos—looking up words and telling us—“pretty” pointing to us—which was quite ludicrous given the fact that Kathy and I are both over 50 and we had just walked around sweating for the day and here were these very pretty young women of 17 or 18 years of age—But we accepted the compliments and returned them with emphasis.
· The conversation that lasted, mixed with photos (both still and video), was all about trying to get their email so we could send them the pictures.

· We got QQ numbers and tried to have them write “@something” but they didn’t’ understand. We gave them our email addresses ad tried to tell them to write us and then we would send the pictures. However, when you are translating by pointing to one word at a time, I thing things got lost in translation. We did point to “teacher” in the book and they were in awe and bowed to us. Well, not all the way to the floor, but you know what I mean—prayerful hands and bowing the head. Oh to be oh so revered in the USA. 

July 4, 2006

· Good morning exhausted one! I’m supposed to reflect/retell the Nanjing experience. So here goes…
· We started rather early today arriving at the train station around 8am, I wasn’t quite sure what to expect from our day. A couple of hours in the train and we made it to Nanjing. We were met by our Professor Winship’s former student, Donglai. Donglai was extremely excited to show off his city and give us his ground tour. Despite the sweltering heat and the closing of the massacre museum, we had a fruitful day.
· Upon arriving we walked about 3 blocks to our tour bus and on the way we received the usual freak show stares. I was expecting more of the freak show stares today because I figured Nanjing probably isn’t so heavily visited by Westerners like other sites we’ve been to in China.
· First we headed to an amazing bridge, the Nanjing Yangzi river bridge. This project was started by the Soviets in the 50’s. In 1960 a gift between China and Soviet relations drove the Soviets off of the project and it was eventually finished in 1968. The completed bridge, as Donglai reported was a great triumph in China’s development and modernization. Upon first arriving, I wasn’t too impressed by the bridge. We’ve already been on the road for almost two weeks so now it’s taking a little more to wow me! But what I was really impressed with is how this bridge really marked a point in Chinese development. It might only be just over 2 miles long, but it is a stop in the modernization of China. Sometimes in the States we might take some of our own infrastructural and modern development for granted. But here you can see from looking at the small scale model and Donglai’s interpretation that the bridge really has symbolic and historic significance in the development of China’s modern cities. I snapped a couple of photos from on top and also snapped a few shots of the Communist sculpture on either side of the bridge. 
· After the Yangzi Bridge we hit McDonalds. Unfortunately I have eaten there more on this trip than I have in the last ten years! Honestly!

· From my ketchup stains and burger breath we went to the presidential palace and Sun Yat-sen’s memorial. Despite the brutal heat and lack of stamina some of us made it through the day with only a little self-talk and a quick 15 second timeout. From the palace and memorial I was really intrigued by Dr. Sun Yatsen’s reverence from the state. I was a little surprised that he was so revered. Eventually I started to see and make analogies of him truly being a founding father kind of figure. He is a symbol of a break from the feudal days. The father of the republic and that is why his memorial is on such a massive scale. Also it was built in the late 20’s.
· After our long day of touring we geared up for our 3 hour train ride. I sat right next to the toilet and it wasn’t pleasant. A rather repugnant and vile odor was intruding our comfort. So I took the bull by the horns and continuously made sure the door was airtight to protect our nose from the evil urine smell intrusion. As bad as I make it sound, it kept me busy and made the ride go quicker.

July 5, 2006

· Today is the 5th, but it seems like the 4th hasn’t been written about, so I’ll focus on that.
· Yesterday was a travel day. Before we left in the morning, I walked around the Nanjing Road area one more time and got some great footage of the mass of people, bikes, cars, motorbikes. I want to capture some of those everyday scenes.

· Our flight from Shanghai to Shenzhen was uneventful and smooth. We met our guide Anna and she gave us some basic background on the city. I always like that first bus ride from the airport into a new city, taking in the environment. Shenzhen is so different since it has been built up only since 1980 when it became a Special Economic Zone.

· We passed theme parks, endless high rises, a billboard of Deng Xiaoping, and some wild architecture. One of the city buildings (civic or cultural center) stood out in bold colors, shaped as if it might take flight.

· On our way to our hotel, we stopped by a park (Lychee Park, I think). We had a good, sweaty hike up a hill and were rewarded with the view. Space stretched out all around us with blue skies, buildings, hills. I loved it! Plus there was a monument to Deng Xiaoping. Lots of people got good panoramic shots there.
· Shortly after arriving at the hotel, we had dinner together there. People shared wine and beer and tea and laughter and food! At many meals it seems like the dishes of food just keep coming. We ate squid, tofu, beef, fish, pork, chicken—all cooked in a unique way. We started to observe some of the differences between northern and southern China with more Cantonese being spoken and more seafood.
· After dinner, some people went to Walmart, others to the Hong Kong border, and some of us swam. The pool was outside on the 5th floor and it was a surreal experience to swim amidst skyscrapers and fluorescent signs. Amber even spotted a few stars. We toasted to the 4th of July and many of us finished the night with music and fun in Megan and Amber’s room. One problem however was the club on the 5th floor. The music kept some people from sleeping, but most parked up with the interesting tour of the city the next morning---which I’ll let someone else tell you about.

· It’s hard to believe our trip is almost over. I feel so lucky to have visited all the places mentioned in this journal and to have connected with all the people in our group. We came from such diverse backgrounds and I have loved witnessing how each person is important to how we are learning and how we are having fun. I like traveling with all of you!
July 5, 2006

· Today began with our second half-day in Shenzhen and the tour with Urban Planner, Michael Gallagher. His first-hand, but at the same time “outsider” point of view helped us to understand Shenzhen’s hyper-development better—both positives and negatives. The contrast between Portofino and the urban village was striking—not so much financially, even, but just the different feelings. Portofino, while beautiful and elegant, had a sterile, showy atmosphere. The urban village felt more like a vibrant, exciting neighborhood community. I was surprised Michael said people with more money were embarrassed by these areas because they don’t look as nice as the high rise apartment buildings. 
· After an independent lunch, (Indian food—yum!) we made the journey to Hong Kong. Surprisingly, perhaps, we all made it in one big piece without anyone getting lost or hit by a bus.
· Luckily, the authorities even let Yuki pass the border!
· A few of us went on the ferry across the harbor to Victoria Peak. We rode on the front seat of the funicular to the top—Deana was afraid of plunging to our deaths, but we made it! At first, the crowds were huge, but after walking farther down the path, we found gorgeous nighttime views through lush vegetation. We passed on dinner on the peak, and explored Hong Kong Island finding a lively street filled with restaurants and watering holes. We ate delicious Thai and Malaysian food, then rushed to catch the ferry back to the hotel. Good times, good people, good places!! ( 
July 6, 2006

· Today began with a trip to the Hong Kong Museum. Before we entered, Megan and Kathy gave their presentation on Opium Trade and Feng Shui which left me to ponder how much chi blockage I have due to the placement of my dining room set.
· The museum was a first class, “5 star” experience. I am impressed with the visual and written documentation of Hong Kong’s history. Any institution that can engage 5 year olds and adults with history is a winner. My favorite was the Hakka model house; it reminded me of the series Little House on the Prairie (Little Hakka on the Prairie ( ).

· We had lunch/dim sum at the lovely Jade Garden. It had spectacular views of Hong Kong harbor and jiaozi that reminded us of stove top stuffing (in a good way). 

· Quote: “Stove top jiaozi instead of potatoes.”—Eli

· We were set free for the afternoon, and Megan, Sara, and I decided to venture to Macau via a ferry.

· Macau is a Portuguese version of Hong Kong that became an SAR in 1998. The Portuguese influence is still evident in the architecture, street signs, and physical features of the population. Evidently, Macau is known for its food.

· After walking through the quaint central area, we boarded public transportation to Macau’s Tiapia Island. We were 3 of 25 passengers on a bus built for 15. It was also one of those moments in travel when you’re not quite sure where you’re going, you’re the only Westerner, and you realize your deodorant expired long ago. A low point for me was Megan announcing that we should get off the bus as I looked out at a granite quarry! Megan’s internal compass was correct—who knew fashionable cafes could exist adjacent to strip mining? The café was not open yet and this led us to explore the streets of Tiapia. While crossing through an alley, we stumbled upon an Irish pub serving free drinks!

· Our dinner at Café Estalagem was sublime—we had cheeses, shrimp, Portuguese wine, steaks, and fish. Despite our nervousness about the initial bus ride, it turned out to be a charmed evening. We even were allowed to travel back to Hong Kong Island an hour earlier than we were ticketed.
· 12:00am—we arrive on Hong Kong Island and because Megan and Sara share the genetic coding of energizer bunnies, we continue our evening…

· We’ve made our way to D’Aguliar Street which is an avenue of restaurants, shops, and watering holes. As we settled in to our sidewalk table and red velvet chairs we noticed several men accompanied by gorgeous Asian women. As our voyeurism continued we noticed that the men were not strikingly handsome. When one gentlemen approached with 9 women at his side we knew that D’Aguliar Street is a venue for prostitution and the Westerners who gawk, point, and giggle at them. Due to us taking several pictures, we were mistaken for journalists!

· 3:30am—safe and sound in the Marriott.

· Some tips for future travel to Macau and D’Aguliar Street:

1. Customs lines get long—plan an hour for the ferry and up to 45 minutes for customs.
2. Don’t mistakenly at customs enter the Hong Kong line for residents and then exclaim (loudly) that you’re not from Hong Kong. (Sara did this ()

3. The ferry ride is smoother with a full boat.

4. Be prepared to wait for a spot on a ferry to return to Hong Kong.

5. You may meet the son of Bobby Moore—member of England’s 1966 World Cup champion soccer team who is traveling the world on his mother’s money.

6. You may meet a Scottish man that wants to look like David Bowie circa 1985, Megan will not be able to translate any Scottish accent.

· General China Travel Tips:

1. You may realize you’ve been in more malls in 18 days than you have in 18 years.

2. If you go on a “teacher tour” you may realize that you’ve never met so many caring, interesting, and fun people in such a short time.

3. Lastly, as the end of the journey approaches and you’re anything like me—you may realize that the memories of the places, people, and laughter have been truly priceless!

· It’s been wonderful getting to know you all!

July 7, 2006

· We finished the trip by taking a cruise on the South China Sea. The water was choppy and the bay was crisscrossed with boat traffic—the Star Ferry crossing from Kowloon to the Central Hong Kong district, Cosco steamers stocked with cargo for ports around the world, pleasure boats with tourists—and a speed boat pulling ski boarders. 

· We dined at the Rainbow Restaurant on Lamma Island—12 people, elbow to elbow around a table with a lazy Susan filled with seafood. There was grouper, lobster, crab, lemon chicken, rice, noodles, and beer.
· We lost four of our group on the way home to motion sickness after tossing their cookies on the way over. They returned on the fast ferry as VIPs. 

· The rest of us returned on the scenic cruise that traversed the area between Hong Kong Island and the mainland the Chinese know how to light up the night sky, laser lights replace fireworks. 

July 8, 2006

· We awoke to our final breakfast at the Kowloon Renaissance Hotel. They had a delightful buffet of breakfast foods to meet the palates of Asians, Europeans, and Americans.
· We bid adieu to our comrades that were not traveling back to Chicago, boarded the bus to Hong Kong airport and learned the following:
1. The airport rated best in the world for two years.

2. The airport was built on landfill connected to an island.

3. 50% of Hong Kong residents live in government subsidized housing.

4. Disney is nearby the airport.

5. Shopping at the airport is good. 

· Hong Kong appeared to be a jewel in the China crown. From a Westerners point of view it was less foreign. Service was excellent and friendly. Signs were clear and easy to understand for the ferry and buses. In closing some top ten items I enjoyed.

1. Best breakfast food: yogurt in Beijing

2. Best breakfast buffet: Hong Kong and Beijing

3. Best group dinners: Peking duck and dumplings in Xian

4. Best museums: Hong Kong History and Shanghai Urban Planning

5. Best guides: Lindy and Henry

6. Best shopping, most fun: Muslim quarter, Stanley Market

7. Best items to buy: pearls, jade, silk, instruments

8. Best topic of interest to learn about: Mosque—Mr. Bai with report on minorities from Deana

9. Best experience: tea ceremony in Shanghai, Beijing opera, laser light show

10. Best tourist attraction: tram to Victoria Peak, cruise on the Bund, Pearl Tower and the tourist tunnel

11. Best CCP experience: exhibition of 85 years of CCP in Shanghai, Tiananmen Square flag raising

12. Best film clips: return of Hong Kong to China ceremony

13. Most informative: Nanjing with Jim’s friend, Chinese professor in Shanghai Jewish memorial

14. Strangest airline food: Chinese pickles with cake

· Reflections/observations:

Things that concerned me:
1. Air pollution

2. No drinking water
3. Over taxed sewage systems

4. Lack of green space

5. Glut of consumer products

6. Handicapped people

7. Beggars

8. Distribution of wealth

9. Lack of rain in the north

10. Over worked employees

11. Tired people

12. Congested streets

13. Pesticide residue

Things that impressed me:
1. Really industrious people

2. Attractive, well dressed employees

3. Impressive buildings

4. Attendance at church, temple

5. School children

6. Friendly people wanting to speak English

7. Proud families

8. Variety of fruits and vegetables

9. Bridges

10. Public transportation

11. Bicycle paths

12. Use of lighting

13. Safety

14. Nighttime strolls
