Globetrotter Reporting from China

By Cathy DeVito

(These reports were written by Cathy DeVito who graduated with a master degree in International Commerce and Policy from VU in summer 2004 and was a member of the 2004 Summer Courses in China Program. We thank her for her willingness to share her insights of and perspectives on the trip to China.)

Chapter 1 (5/19/2004)
Hello All!

This is Cathy DeVito, your friendly globetrotter, reporting in from abroad. As many of you may or may not know, I officially graduated from Valparaiso University with a Master of Science degree in International Commerce and Policy on May 16th, 2004. Many of you also may not know that I write to you today from China; I left for a five-week study trip on May 17th. This is the first of various mass emails outlining my adventures in the Far East. 

We arrived in China on May 18th at around 6 p.m. We left the United States on May 17th at 10 a.m. The initial flight to San Francisco looked harmless enough. Famous last words, regretted an hour and a half into the 2-hour wait to take off. We arrived in San Francisco 2 hours late to find that they had decided to hold the plane to Shanghai for us because there were so many people who were changing planes to go (there was also a flight from Seattle that was late, so that helped too). Instead of missing our flight completely (which would have been bad), we just went from one 6-hour stint on a plane to another 13 hour one. It was fun. The plane was totally full – not an empty seat in the house – so it was nice and cozy for 13 hours to Shanghai. 

We arrived at our hotel, EduShanghai, after about an hour and a half bus ride (Total travel time = 19+ hours). I was planning on going out to browse the local sights, but after showering and sitting down momentarily on the bed, the sudden urge to sleep overruled both hunger and the need to wander. So at 10 p.m. (9 a.m. on May 18th in the U.S.), I hit the sack. Joy, my roommate for the trip decided to do the same. It was at this juncture that we had our first introduction to China. We were looking for the light switch to turn out the light, but couldn’t read the labels to tell what each controlled. Welcome to China. 

We woke up at 4 a.m. the first full day in Shanghai (thank you jetlag) and just sat around partially snoozing until 7. Then we ventured out for breakfast. Shanghai in the morning is a sea of humanity that fairly throbs with energy. We walked down the street, probably too slowly, being jostled by Chinese attempting to wade through the mobs to get to work on time. We were almost hit by bikes and mopeds (which have their own traffic lane), bumped and nudged by passersby in their haste to get by us, even yelled at, in Chinese, by a local traffic official when we stepped off the curb on a “Don’t Walk” sign. Unable to read any of the storefront signs, we headed straight for the most familiar site we could find: a McDonald’s for breakfast. Unadventurous, I know, but it seemed the safest route given our relative inability to speak or read Chinese and our status as new arrivals in the country. Of course, that idea was promptly squashed by the fact that the ENTIRE menu was in Chinese as well (go figure, Chinese in China!). Joy ordered pictorially, pointing at what looked like a ham and cheese muffin of some sort. I walked across the street to the Starbucks; I liked the idea of fresh fruit and muffins better. We met up with Prof. S and her husband. After changing money, we embarked on our sightseeing trip for the day, which included the Yuyuan Gardens and Bazaar/silk market, the Huangpu River in Shanghai, and China’s Museum of Technology. The silk market at Yuyuan Gardens was really cool; we wandered from small shop to small shop, housed in stereotypically Chinese-looking buildings with upward arching roofs and red tile shingles. Large statues of dragons and lions that scowled completed the traditional aura of the site. There was also a beautiful garden, the Yuyuan Garden, of traditional Chinese architecture and plants. At the market you could buy everything from fans to silk ties to native Chinese shirts and dresses to ornate chopsticks and jade figurines (which look really cool too).  The 9 Corners Bridge (a zigzag bridge with 9 corners) was really cool too. It traversed a large pond/lake that was teeming with koi that wanted to be fed. They were schooling at the top of the water, fairly jumping out in their hunt for food. Interestingly enough, the Chinese believed that evil spirits could only move in straight lines and couldn’t turn corners, thus the cultural and spiritual importance of having a zigzag bridge with corners. The Huangpu River, home to one of the most important ports in the world, was somewhat of a disappointment. It was dirty (partially due to China’s lack of environmental regulations and dumping restrictions), not very scenic because of the mostly urban landscape surrounding it, and it accentuated the smog that settles over Shanghai, as the view of the Shanghai’s skyline was partially obscured by the brown colored mist visible from along the river bank as far as the eye could see. The third stop, China’s Museum of Technology, was basically akin to Chicago’s Museum of Science and Technology. After viewing the enormous building with very few exhibits, most of us came to the conclusion that it was built primarily for the glorification of the current administration as opposed to having much value as a learning/cultural tool for the masses.  China, like many other authoritarian countries, has a history of building massive public works projects as monuments to certain leaders’ tenures in office. In my opinion, this museum closely echoed that tradition. There was simply too much building and too little museum. In any case, most of us were exhausted by this point and the hotel and a nap before dinner sounded more than just slightly appealing. 

Day two in Shanghai turned out to be equally exhausting. Woke up at 4 in the morning, once again battling jet lag. But this time I was able to go back to sleep for a couple hours. Leaving our hotel at 10, we stopped first at the Shanghai Museum. The Museum had exhibits on most of the cultural history of China, including Calligraphy, Pottery, State Seals and Money, and various dynasties and eras. While all of those sites were really cool and very educational, the highlight of the museum was an exhibit on a jeweler named Cartier, who designed some of the most exquisite and pricey jewelry of the last 3 centuries. He began his work in 1847 at the age of 28, and by his forties was making pieces for the royal families of Europe. I have never, in all my life, been in the presence of so many precious and semi-precious stones, gold, silver, and platinum. There was over a billion dollars of jewelry in this single room without question. It was incredible. I think my favorite was a sapphire and diamond necklace. I wouldn’t wear it, of course, but it was very cool to admire. After the museum, we took a tour of the Shanghai University of Finance and Economics (SUFE). SUFE has an exchange agreement with Valpo, so we met with about 30 Chinese students that were taking English and spent an hour talking with them and helping them practice, as kind of an intercultural exchange. We had a nice time. After a brief stop back at the hotel, we went out for a group dinner to a Chinese restaurant before going to see an acrobat show at the Shanghai Ritz-Carlton. Dinner was our first authentic Chinese food experience since arriving. It consisted of rice, sweet and sour pork (absolutely awesome), this veggie that tasted a lot like broccoli stalks (also very good), cold pigeon (complete with the bones, head and beak – I wasn’t too impressed with that one), cold roast chicken (pretty good), boiled chestnuts and roots, and fried Peking duck. Desert included these rolls with a sweet milky sauce on top, and a sweet rice pudding that looked like rice floating in thick water. It had a slightly alcoholic taste, but it was really pretty good. All in all, it was an interesting experience. Finally we went to the acrobatic show. I have never, in my life, seen people bend like the contortionists in the show, nor have I ever seen 7 Chinamen each with a chair, balancing on top of a 3-chair platform on their hands. I know…I didn’t believe it either. But it’s true. It was a neat show. I thought the neatest part was the contortionists. By the time the show ended, though, all of us were exhausted. Jet lag was taking its toll again. 

Tomorrow we have a free day. The plan, as it now exists, is to visit the highest point in Shanghai – the Hyatt Regency Tower – to eat dinner and see the city-escape at night, the markets (Nanjing Road and a local one close to our hotel), and to take several naps to catch up. 

In summary, these last few days have been, to say the least, educational. Initial discoveries include:

1) The whole “not knowing how to read Chinese with any kind of consistency” thing is a problem. Everything is in Chinese. These next five weeks will be interesting for that reason alone!

2) Tables in China are made for the Chinese. They are often short and hit about knee level, resulting in nasty knee bruises. Found that one out at breakfast at Starbuck’s. I never thought I would feel tall, but I definitely do here!

3) Professor S and I (as well as several others in the group) are oddities in China. We are tall (comparatively speaking), blonde, and white – thus warranting constant ogles from just about everyone. 

4) Public restrooms are risky endeavors. While some are normal restrooms, similar to what we have in the U.S., others are not. They are urinals – basically just holes in the floor over which you stand. Now, a guy wouldn’t have any problem with this. A woman, however, has considerably more difficulty, as I’m sure all of you can picture. I would like to know how the logistics of the process work if you are wearing pants. We have taken to naming such restrooms “squattie potties”. The challenge exists in hitting the hole, in not peeing on yourself or splattering on your feet, in staying upright, etc. Okay…. switching to less crude conversation…

5) Where are the gas stations? We’ve seen relatively few. More on that later. Not that it would do any good, seeing as though we can’t read the gas prices!

6) The Chinese are obsessed (at least in Shanghai), with neon lights. To be perfectly honest, the obsession is driving me nuts. They are everywhere, on everything. Especially at night. It assails the senses and is bordering on seriously excessive. Think Las Vegas, and then multiply by 100. Keep in mind, however, that I’m a country type o’ girl, so I’m not much of a fan of neon. I’m hoping that Hangzhou will be different.  

7) In China, there is no such thing as personal space. I guess with a few billion people, I shouldn’t be surprised. But at the same time, people brush by and don’t think anything of being in such close contact. If someone stops to talk to you, they talk to you from an inch away, and its not because they like you. Its because if they talk to you from the normal 3 feet away, there is automatically 5 other people between you and the person with whom you are talking. So I’m finding that it is necessary to adapt to a new concept of personal space. 

8) People in China take their parents for walks. No, I’m not kidding. They bundle them up, wheelchair and all, and take them for a cruise in the morning. I must have seen 10 separate incidences of this on one morning alone. I guess this is a reflection of the cultural differences in regards to family ties and familial loyalty. Children do not move away from home, parents are not put in nursing homes as they become older and frailer. It is not unusual to find 3 generations plus extended family living under the same roof, whereas children and parents in the U.S. dream about having the kids move out, and usually don’t move back in together, even when parents have reached old age. In the U.S., invalids are put in nursing homes, and not cared for by immediate family nearly as often. Interesting cultural difference there.  

9) The Chinese have a problem with spitting and hocking loogies. This is not to say that the Chinese are bad; the Americans are known for their lack of courtesy, the Latin Americans for their wolf whistles and bribes, and the French for being stuck-up. For China, however, even the tour guide books have commented on it. Apparently, it has become a public health issue since the outbreak of SARS, and the government of China has instituted a “No Spitting” campaign. We still see people spitting all over the place. China also has an incredible amount of smokers. 

10) I have been here for various days, and in that time, I have seen ZERO obese Chinese people. They have fast food all over the place, and use oil in everything, but no one is fat. I can’t figure it out. It must be the lifestyle. Joy and I, on one of our early morning excursions, ventured into a park where we found hundreds of older Chinese doing Tai Chi and other martial arts. Maybe a history of activity contributes to this unbelievable phenomenon. 

Thus ends my report of my first days in China. Hope everyone at home is doing well. I’ll be temporarily out of touch again as we won’t get to Hangzhou until Saturday. Permanent internet connectivity will take place there. Keep in touch!

This is Globetrotter, signing off. 

Chapter Two (5/21/2004)

Hello All,

This is your friendly neighborhood globetrotter reporting in from China with chapter 2. Hope this email finds everyone well, and enjoying life in the United States (or Mexico and Honduras where appropriate). 

Friday, our last day in Shanghai, was a great day. First, there were no set plans. We were on our own for the day. Secondly, it was the first day that I didn’t wake up at four in the morning. I slept until 8. I was ecstatic. We (Gavin, John and I took the opportunity to explore a market about a block away from our hotel. It was a large market, with separate sections for clothes, food, and other items. For those of you who visited me in Puebla, Mexico, it resembled the Cholula marketplace very closely. We browsed through rows of raw meat hanging on hooks, and pig’s feet newly severed and put on display. John was less than amused. The vegetables and fruits looked, and smelled, freshly picked, and it was oh-so-tempting to want to dump half a ton of them into a stir-fry right then and there. The fish section was the most interesting part, boasting huge tubs of crayfish, shrimp, squid, turtles, huge frogs, fish of all shapes and sizes, and eels (all in various states of alive and freshly killed). It smelled like fish. Go figure. It was an interesting journey to the heart of Chinese culinary preferences. Then, we headed out to Nanjing Road in downtown Shanghai (another collection of little shops and restaurants) and just wandered around for a couple of hours while the sky clouded over. We caught a cab (an enlightening endeavor when you don’t speak Chinese, involving hand gestures, broken descriptions, and lots of furious nodding) and headed back to the hotel to get dressed for dinner. Dinner was an interesting experience. A couple of students and I had decided to visit the Hyatt Regency in Shanghai, one of the tallest buildings in the city with observations decks and classy restaurants on the 46 through the 56 floors. A couple of things made this visit worth mentioning. First, in all my travels, I have never had more difficulty catching a cab. Cabbies would pull up, realize that we were waiting for a cab, and quickly pull away from the curb before we could grab hold of the door. We were really mad at first, just because the first thing that popped into our minds was blatant racism. We wondered, with our lack of information on the outside world, if something else had happened in Iraq since Monday that pissed everyone off. With some consideration, however, clarity prevailed. We decided that cabbies were being economical. Foreigners that don’t speak enough Chinese to clearly dictate where they are going are a liability, wasting time and preventing the cabbies from making additional pickups and extra money. With that new perspective, 45 minutes to get a cab in Shanghai wasn’t nearly so upsetting. When we finally arrived at the Hyatt Regency’s Jin Mao Tower after a 45 minute cab ride through the heart of Shanghai rush hour, we hustled up to the 44th floor only to be told in very broken English at the door that we didn’t have reservations and couldn’t b e accommodated. Funny as heck, given the fact that none of us spoke Chinese well enough to call and make reservations, even if we had known that they were necessary. We decided to go to a Japanese restaurant called Kobachi on the 56th floor instead. Being a fairly pricey restaurant (and by pricey I mean several hundred dollars for the best wine on the menu), we ordered conservatively. Of course the restaurant was conservative too…the entrees turned out to be 2 small pieces of absolutely to-die-for chicken. As Joy so eloquently put it, “never have so few received so little for so much”. Isn’t that the truth? But what we did receive was absolutely excellent. And so was the view. The lights of Shanghai stretched as far as the eye could see in all directions. . The view was complemented by nature’s very own light show: the cloud to ground lightning that accompanied Friday night’s thunderstorm. It was beautiful. The cab ride back was much smoother, and I collapsed quite happily into bed shortly after arriving back at our hotel. 

As we left Shanghai very early the next morning, I will close out this Shanghai chapter with my traditional observations. Please keep in mind as you read these and others which will follow, that these observations are also broad generalizations; there are sure to be exceptions to the rule and externalities creating deviations.

1) Most people here take their jobs very seriously. It has been suggested that company loyalty and enthusiasm for and commitment to a job is part of what has driven the success of Chinese industry and business in recent years. After seeing the way people function here, I am a whole-hearted believer in that hypothesis. From the person sweeping the floor and scrubbing the bathrooms to the traffic cops (who have personally lectured me – although about what I can’t be sure - and whom I have seen direct little old ladies back to the curb for crossing on a red light), each person in this society seems to recognize that he/she has a role to play, regards that role as vital in the society’s success, and fulfills it to the best of his/her ability. No one seems to be sub par or subordinate, everyone is necessary; it’s kind of utopian in a strange way. I’m sure that to a certain degree, remnants of communistic thought are at work here (whoever said that communism was a horrible thing?). While I’m sure that there are exceptions to this observation, this generalization regarding commitment appears to characterize the Chinese workplace.  

2) Crime (at least in Shanghai) seems to be minimal or non-existent. After wandering around Shanghai for the last three days, we have seen no visible evidence of crime, no graffiti, no pornography, no adult bookstores, no prostitution, etc. Granted, I have not scoured every inch of the city looking for it, nor have I looked up the nearest Chinese Triad member to congratulate him on leaving the realm of organized crime. I’m sure it exists in plentiful amounts somewhere. My point, however, is that garden variety crime seems to be conspicuously absent. Women walk around on the streets of Shanghai after dark and completely unescorted. In other countries where I have spent time, even countries in Europe, this has not been the case. I wouldn’t even do it at home on the streets of Chicago.  No one with automatic weapons guard banks, as they do in Mexico. There is no increased police presence for deterrence purposes. I have to wonder if the threat of punishment by a historically authoritarian government in Chinese society has been enough to deter, to a certain extent, the more visible examples of petty crime. Rest assured that having said this, I will be the first victim. 

3) The cabbies are coming, the cabbies are coming…. or not. For a city as large as Shanghai, I have been relatively surprised by the number of taxis in the city. There are not nearly enough to accommodate the needs of 13 million inhabitants plus travelers. The only thing I can assume is that, as a foreigner who doesn’t speak fluent Chinese, I missed the boat. They must be radio dispatched or something, thus creating even more of a problem because I couldn’t call to get one dispatched if my life depended on it!

4) “Hallo – watches?? DVDs?? One dollah” Okay. I thought the street vendors in Mexico were persistent! They are rivaled in tenacity only by the street vendors of China. It is virtually impossible to go anywhere in Mexico without being approached by a small child selling a trinket, or by a vendor hocking his/her wares. Whereas it is virtually impossible in Mexico, it is downright impossible in China. And they will follow you along for a block after you’ve said no; just to make sure you don’t change your mind. The main difference between the two, however, seems to be the goods being sold. In Mexico, wares are primarily indigenous crafts and trinkets. Black market technology, etc. tends to be sold at the black markets almost exclusively. In China, however, street vendors sell Rolex watches, pirated CDs and DVDs, cameras, and the like. All, ironically enough, are built/produced in China by the lowest bidding, labor-providing Chinese firm for American companies, who then complain about profits lost and intellectual copyright violations from materials stolen/swiped/pilfered/borrowed/copied/etc. by people who are looking to make a living. Don’t get me wrong; I am not advocating the theft of technology or the violation of copyright laws. And make no mistake about it; I am a consumer that reaps the benefits of low labor costs and economies of mass production. I am also well aware of the business interests in this case: the bottom line, the creation of profits and the minimization of costs and losses. But it seems to me, American Big Business that in this case you are getting what you paid for. In any case, I digress. China has a huge gray/black market and informal economy that probably rivals certain sectors in the legitimate economy. Millions depend on it for their livelihoods.

5) Western influence in China, especially in Shanghai, is blatantly obvious. But it extends farther than the sudden influx and the success of western fast food chains like McDonald’s, KFC, Haagen Daas, Pizza Hut and Starbucks. It is reflected in clothing (Gucci, Ralph Lauren, Elizabeth Arden, etc.), cosmetics (Maybelline, Mary Kay and Cover Girl), candy (Skittles and Nestle), and music (I was hoping to escape the Backstreet Boys and Britney, but I guess not. We also arrived at Shanghai Airport and walked off the plane just in time to hear a rousing piano rendition of “Take My Breath Away” from the Top Gun soundtrack). To give you an idea of the extent that I see American/European icons, we were in a KFC and found ourselves fact to face with life-sized posters of Audrey Hepburn, Sean Connery, and Harrison Ford.  Western influence and bias is especially obvious in the media. While walking around Shanghai, I noticed how many models depicted on advertisements are European. If they aren’t European, they seem to lack the distinctive Chinese facial characteristics to some degree. They look, for lack of a better way to put it, like watered-down Chinese. They are the stereotypical long-haired (usually blond), stick-thin, made-up, scantily clad, smiling, sexy, fun-loving and scandalous vixens that appear in the Western world. Even in the short amount of time I have spent here, it is totally obvious to me that this image does not mesh with the reserved, respectful, classy, courteous, hospitable, and reverent Chinese history or reality. In fact, it is totally the opposite. Yet, it seems that everywhere I look, the media is trying to convey the idea that it is better to look Western, wear Western, and be Western that it is to be Chinese.  I would like to know if the media reflects the true values and emphasis of the Chinese people, if it simply reacts to what it feels the consumer in China will buy based on current/popular trends and sudden availability of new Western goods, or if just ignores the values of the Chinese masses and hopes for the best (unlikely).  I am curious to know why this emphasis on Western culture exists, when the Chinese have a culture with its own identity, beauty, history and appeal of which they should be particularly proud. Who is the target of these campaigns? And how do the older generations feel about these trends? Given my limited knowledge, inability to ask anyone, and based only on my powers of observation, I would say that the older generations are probably not too pleased with what they are seeing. And it isn’t based on the fact that they don’t want change or don’t like America or Europe, rather on the idea that Chinese culture is being compared to Western culture and being found wanting, not different. While the connection is probably economically motivated to a certain degree, the emphasis on what I see as “becoming Western” is disturbing because it challenges the worth and individuality of a unique ethnic group instead of complementing it and making people more aware and appreciative of the differences between two different cultures. 

6) The sheltered world of Jon phenomenon. Jon, one of the members of our group, had his first visit to an open air market and was particularly appalled by the raw, freshly slaughtered meat hanging in the market, amongst other things. Jon’s plight, in my opinion, is not unusual. In fact, most Americans suffer from it for the vast majority of their lives. We live, as a society, in a very protected little bubble from which we seldom venture. I support this hypothesis with the normal American’s grocery store experience. We walk in, grab a cart, and head for the meat counter – where everything is sterile, prepackaged, cleaned, gutted, and ready for consumption. How often does the average American kill, pluck and clean his/her own chicken for dinner?   We pick up packaged meat at the store and don’t stop to think about the animal that was killed to provide us with that meal, the process that the meat took to get to the counter, or the people who work in the industry that make it possible for us to enjoy such conveniences as not killing and plucking our own chickens. We are, in reality, quite detached from the reality more painful, brutal, ugly and necessary realities of life. There is nothing that reminds me more of what I will call the “Jon Phenomenon” than a little bit of time abroad, in a country that doesn’t live and die by American conventions. I am grateful to have the opportunity to view reality every once in a while. It reminds me of the luxuries that I enjoy in the United States that so many take for granted. This thought applies to many situations - too many to mention.

In any case, this email is long enough. More to come from China as it unfolds. Wishing everyone back in the States a wonderful week. This is Globetrotter, signing off. 

Cathy

Chapter Three (5/24/2004)

Greetings All, 

Your own personal globetrotter here, checking in from Hangzhou, China. Yes, we have finally arrived and are settled in at Zhejiang University. Saturday started with a three-hour bus ride to Hangzhou, China. I have an amusing story to insert here – which may not be nearly as funny as it was being there and witnessing it. Our bus left Saturday at 9. But it took some time to load up the luggage for 25 people. We all stood around on the sidewalk while the bus guys did it. As we stood there, I noticed this security guard standing behind the group, just looking at us (especially me, Leslie and Prof. Steinwart). Of course, the three of us are taller (comparatively speaking), and very blonde. Gavin, who is 6’5’’, has also been drawing some pretty significant second glances. I pointed the guard out to everyone, we all laughed about it, and life went on. Two minutes later, three construction guys were staring at the group from across the street. And two minutes after that, 3 more people who had just pulled up to stare. By the time we got on the bus, we had drawn a crowd of onlookers, some trying harder than others to be discreet, whispering, pointing and watching us. I felt like I was in a fishbowl. I had this horribly unreasonable urge to turn to one of them and say “Take me to your leader – Meep, Meep”. A funny way to start the morning, if nothing else. 

We arrived in Hangzhou in about 3 hours. I liked the city immediately. It is significantly smaller than Shanghai (6 million people vs. 13 million or so, for more information check out this website: http://www.chinapages.com/zhejiang/hangzhou/jg/) and absolutely beautiful, with unbelievable history. Marco Polo once called it the "most beautiful and luxurious city in the world". The Hangzhou area can be traced as far back as the Upper Paleolithic Period (some 50,000 years ago), with the evidence of organized, permanent settlements by the Jiande people in the Neolithic Period (some 5,000 years ago). The city of Hangzhou began around 2200 B.C. It gained major economic and cultural importance with the construction of the Grand Canal (581-618 A.D.), which connected Beijing to Hangzhou. Hangzhou was the capital city of China during the Five Dynasty period (907-970 A.D) as well as during the Southern Song Dynasty (1127-1279 A.D. For more information on the various dynasties of China, check out http://www-chaos.umd.edu/history/ancient1.html. The site includes a timeline for quick reference). Although the capital was moved in 1279, Hangzhou is one of the seven cities in China where the capital has resided. The city still retains all of its cultural, economic and political importance today. The downtown part of Hangzhou on one side of West Lake is pretty standard and very modern as far as downtowns go; it boasts a soccer stadium and athletic complex and all of the major hotels and business centers of any major metropolitan area. It seems more spacious than Shanghai did. The streets are tree-lined and usually dotted with bright patches of well-tended flowers and shrubbery. The sidewalks are wide, the people not as numerous and not as rushed, and the city cleaner.  The rest of the city is gorgeous. West Lake (www.stevechong.com/ghtml/WeskLakeChinaPano.htm, www.chinapages.com/zhejiang/hzwest.htm) is the main attraction; it is a large lake located next to downtown, which is surrounded on all its other shores by small mountains and national park. 

West Lake has various cultural sites located in close proximity. We visited several (though not all) on Monday. The highlights included the Lotus Gardens, The Tomb and Temple of Yuefei, the Su Causeway, and Leifeng Pagoda.  The Lotus Garden was a water lily garden, filled with bridges and beautifully kept, peaceful gardens. The Su Causeway connected one side of the lake to the other. It took us four hours to walk across it. The Lotus Garden and Yuefei’s temple were on one side of the lake, and the Leifeng Pagoda was on the other, so you can imagine how much walking we did to get from one to the other. Leifeng Pagoda was originally constructed in 975 A.D. The structure, which now stands on the edge of West Lake, however, is not the original pagoda. The original Leifeng (http://www.china.org.cn/english/TR-e/43394.htm), however, has an interesting story behind it. It was originally built by the king of Wuyue, Qian Hongchu, to celebrate his son’s birth. The pagoda changed names as leadership changed, but always stood guard over West Lake. Over the course of its history, it became a library of sorts as well; some 80,000+ volumes of Buddhist scripture were stored there, in addition to the Huayan Scriptures inlaid on the inner walls of the pagoda. During the Ming Dynasty (somewhere around 1522-1566), however, the pagoda was pillaged and burnt by Japanese invaders (just one of the many incidents that has permanently marred Sino-Japanese relations). The brick skeleton of the temple was all that remained. Local Chinese lore said that two pagodas (Leifeng, and a neighboring one on a nearby peak called Bauchu Pagoda) watched over West Lake. After this incident, the two pagodas received the unofficial titles, “old monk” and “beautiful youth”, who still faithfully guarded the West Lake and Hangzhou. Of course, the bricks of the pagoda were also considered magical, with the power to cure diseases and protect children. Thus, the pagoda was further damaged by those talking pieces back to their homes to serve either of those two purposes. In August of 1924, the pagoda finally collapsed after centuries of neglect and abuse. As an important part of Chinese history, the government of China rebuilt the site, and it reopened in 2002. It stands at just over 71 meters in height. The fallen skeleton of the old pagoda rests in the base of the new one, as a monument to the past. From the top of Leifeng, we could see the entire Hangzhou skyline, the lake with the glistening sun, and the green rolling hills that surround it. I was speechless. 
We also visited the tomb and temple of Yuefei. Yuefei (1103-1142 A.D.) was a Chinese war hero and general that lived during the Southern Song Dynasty. An accomplished military man, he was hailed as the reason that the dynasty was able to defend itself against various tribes that invaded central China during this time. His loyalty, however, was eventually questioned in the Chinese high court, and he was imprisoned and executed at 39 years of age. When a new emperor, Xiao Zong, rose to power, Yue Fei was cleared posthumously and a temple and monument were constructed in his honor. His tomb, constructed in 1221, is located in the garden outside the temple and is marked by a large grass mound. In front of the tomb are four cast iron statues, kneeling in submission, which represent the four people responsible for framing him and having him executed. Yuefei, through his actions in life, the events surrounding his death, and the image that has been cultivated by storytellers, commoners and emperors alike, has been elevated to the status of national hero. His story is told to Chinese children, emphasizing the Confucian tradition of courage and tenacity. Today, his temple is a picture of tranquility, with large statues commemorating him as one of China’s greatest generals. The gardens that surround the tomb and the whole temple complex are quiet and peaceful, despite the fact that a city of 6 million is functioning outside the walls of the temples. The temples themselves are beautiful, boasting ornate woodwork, floor-to-ceiling murals and calligraphy telling the story of Yuefei, and inlaid gold sprinkled throughout. 

Moving along, Zhejiang University, interestingly enough, is one of the top three universities in China (probably because of its location in Zhejiang province (one of the richest and most industrialized in China, please see http://english.peopledaily.com.cn/data/province/Zhejiang.html). Zhejiang University has 5 campuses, all quite large, spread throughout the city of Hangzhou with facilities that rival those of universities in the United States. We are at the Yuquan campus. For a campus tour and more information, check out the Zhejiang University website at http://www.zju.edu.cn/english/. We are staying in the International College, which houses international students, as well as some Chinese students. We each have single rooms, complete with our own bathrooms, making the dorm more hotel-like than anything else. It’s really nice. The campus is beautiful. It is nestled in the green foothills that surround the city. When I wake up in the morning to run, the hills are shrouded in a thick fog, giving everything a very ghostly but absolutely breath-taking aura. An overcast sky and cool breeze characterize the morning here, often lasting until the sun comes out and heats everything up around midday. The humidity is unreal. Tall, arching trees line the streets and contribute to the surreal feel of the campus, especially in the morning. Streets on the campus run parallel and perpendicular, so it is very easy to navigate, and the entire campus is fenced in. Perhaps the most striking part of campus is the GIANT statue of Chairman Mao that is located in the central square. We salute as we pass every day. 

As always, I have observations to make.

1) One of the first pieces of advice that existing Hangzhou students gave to us was to warn us of electricity consumption. Interestingly enough, each dorm room has it’s own electric meter that monitors electric usage and each student has their own quota for a month. This somewhat anal emphasis on electricity usage stems from the current power supply shortages, caused in part by the cancellation of various power plant construction operations. The plants were sacrificed and plans scrapped to make way and help pay for the Three Gorges Dam project, resulting in the power shortages now present in the city. For those of you who are not up to date, I’ll briefly elaborate. The Chinese are in the process of building the world’s largest dam – a true feat of modern engineering. The dam, however, has been and continues to be highly controversial for many reasons. While the dam provides the ability to utilize the power of running water to provide clean electricity, economic incentives (including the prospect of economically stimulating many of China’s poorest inland provinces, increasing shipping, encouraging foreign investment and development due to better transportation/port systems) improved navigation on the Yangtze River, and downstream protection from yearly floods that devastate cities downstream financially, culturally and socially, there are some definite issues with the project. They include the logistics of moving millions of people from their homes, the destruction of culturally important sites, environmental implications including the extinction of various animal and plant species and the transition of the Yangtze from a swiftly moving, highly polluted river to a standing cesspool from which disease is borne, the loss of some of the most valuable farm land in China, and the implications of large-scale dam failure. As China already holds the world record for the largest dam failure, it runs the risk of maintaining this somewhat dubious honor. For more information on the Three Gorges Dam, check out http://www.irn.org/programs/threeg/dragon.html, http://www.threegorgesprobe.org/tgp/index.cfm, www.cnn.com/SPECIALS/1999/china.50/asian.superpower/three.gorges/, and www.china-embassy.org (bear in mind that each of these sources is biased from one side or the other.) 
2) What is it about me and going to countries where women don’t sweat? I really stick out like a sore thumb in places like that!

3) In the States, I’m an early riser; my day normally starts around 5:30 or 6. The Chinese are up earlier than that! Stores don’t open until after 9, but the streets are full at 5 and 5:30 in the morning. I attribute this to work ethic – something with which the Chinese have been well endowed. 

4) I have various observations on the food phenomenon in China. First, eating and meals are a family affair. No one eats alone, and what gets eaten is shared. Secondly, all the food is on a Lazy Susan or just sitting in the middle of the table. When you eat, you place two or three pieces on a small plate in front of you. Nothing is shoveled out of the bowls or heaped on a plate. It is almost a bite-by-bite process to get food from the serving plate to your plate to your mouth. This of course, creates a much slower and more relaxed eating environment than in the U.S. It also prevents overeating, because you don’t stuff yourself and afterwards realize that you ate too much. No wonder no one here is fat! Of course, that is not taking into account that eating with chopsticks is much more complicated and is a calorie-burning activity in and of itself! Finally, meals are eaten in courses. Cold food, then hot food, then soup, then staples (rice, dumplings, etc.), then desert. Two or three dishes come out at once, and more dishes are added as empty ones are removed. And they just keep coming! Rice, interestingly enough, is last on the table before desert. It serves to fill in the gaps. Chinese food in China is not all that different from Chinese food in the U.S., except they use a ton more seafood/seaweed and tofu (for which I am actually acquiring a taste!). Just a side note, chopstick use is something that I am considering importing from China. I’m absolutely addicted to it. 

Class started on Monday, so I haven’t had a chance to get out much and do any more exploring. But more will be coming. This is Globetrotter, signing off. 

Cathy

Chapter 4 (5/29/2004)

Hello All, 
Your friendly neighborhood Globetrotter has been busy trotting again, so here is another chapter of the Globetrotter Report, brought to you directly from China. 

Wednesday is normally my heavy class day (I have Personal Finance in the morning, and the Communcations class that I am T.A.ing for in the afternoon). But class ended a little early, so I went walk-about immediately afterwards. First stop on my agenda for the day was the Yellow Dragon Cave in Hangzhou. The Yellow Dragon Cave probably should have been called the Yellow Dragon Cove ¡V the idea probably didn't translate well. But it was a beautiful waterfall, set in a bamboo forest, and had a huge yellow dragon head built over the edge of the cliff. Not sure what was up with the yellow dragon, but it looked cool (http://www.hzwestlake.com/english/hltce.htm). Afterwards, I decided to walk down to West Lake and see if I could find the Baochu Pagoda, which I had seen from the Leifeng Pagoda across the lake. Baochu, if you'll recall from an earlier email, was nicknamed the ¡§beautiful youth¡¨ in Chinese lore. (http://www.hzwestlake.com/english/bslxe.htm). Of course, I had a little trouble finding the place. I ended up picking a side street and just hoping that I was going in the right direction. The pagoda was on the top of the hill and I could see it; I just had to figure out how to get to it! So I ended up traipsing up paths surrounded by dense woods and through a little village trying to find the stairs going up, where the locals laughed at my horns (pigtails, for those who haven't seen my now-trademark hairstyle) and invited me to play a board game with them. It looked a lot like pool. The board was about 2¡¦ by 2¡¦, and had sides and four holes, one in each corner. Then there were checkers lined up along both edges in different colors and with point values on them. As far as I could gather, based on the MAJOR language barrier preventing communication and from watching them play, the idea of the game was to use two sticks to shoot one of the checkers into the other checkers lined up along the board. They would rebound off the sides of the game board, and the first one that could knock all of their checkers into the holes at the board corners would win. It was really quite entertaining. I think it was an interesting cultural exchange. So I left the natives, kept walking through the village, and did happen to find the stairs up to the pagoda. At the top, I found a 30-meter edifice overlooking both West Lake and all of downtown Hangzhou. The view of Hangzhou was better from Baochu Pagoda than from Leifeng because it was closer. But either way, the view was still incredible. Baochu pagoda is solid ¡V it wasn't possible to climb to the top, but just seeing the building, built over 700 years ago, was great. Then I followed a path to the next hilltop over, called Gee Hill, where Chuan Pavilion, a Taoist temple, stands. As I approached, I could hear the monks inside singing and playing bells (for a good overview of Taoism, check out http://www.chebucto.ns.ca/Philosophy/Taichi/taoism.html). I meandered around, listening to the monks chant and checking out the three statutes in the adjoining temple. I couldn't figure out who they were supposed to be, but I think they were meant to correspond to the three officials in the Taoist religion. T'ien-kuan, the Ruler of Heaven, grants happiness. Ti-kuan, Ruler of Earth, grants forgiveness of sins, and Shui-kuan, Ruler of Water, averts all evil.  All three can award good or bad fortune as they see fit. That also explains the guy at this particular temple selling candles and other offerings. The temple was very ornate, with elaborate woodcarving and inlaid gold all over. It was also very brightly painted. Nestled in the trees at the top of the hill in this temple listening to the monks was extremely surreal. But well worth the trip. I headed back down to the lake. At this point, I had been walking for four hours. I figured one more wouldn't be a big deal, and walked along West Lake all the way back to Zhejiang University, where I ran into a group of exchange students from Canada, Australia, England and the U.S. playing ultimate Frisbee. So I joined in, jumping right into another fishbowl-like situation. Apparently the Chinese have never seen Frisbee. So a crowd gathered to watch the foreigners run themselves into the ground. One little Chinese woman decided that it looked like fun, grabbed the Frisbee when it went out of bounds, and brought it back, wanting to know how to play. So we taught her to throw a Frisbee. Thus ended that day, because by the time Frisbee was over, we'd played for 2 hours, plus the 5 hours I'd walked. I slept like a rock. 

Thursday proved to be equally as entertaining and exhausting. I visited a Buddhist stronghold in Hangzhou, which doubles as one of Hangzhou's more famous archaeological sites: the Peak Flying from Afar. The name is taken from one of the inscriptions carved into the limestone peak, standing 219 meters in height. The cliff looks a lot like Swiss cheese on a huge scale. Various caves and crags dot the face of the cliff, resembling burrow holes made by medium-sized animals. Inside the caves and on the face of the cliffs are over 300 figures chiseled into the stone. Carved from around 907 to 1368 A.D. (primarily during the Five Dynasties, the Song Dynasty and the Yuan Dynasty), they depict Buddha in various forms (see http://www.chinaculture.org/gb/en_travel/2003-09/24/content_32484.htm).  All are very detailed, even showing some characteristics that are not distinctively Chinese, suggesting influence from surrounding countries and tribes. Each of the Buddhas is different. The cliff has pathways and stairs all over the place, permitting close viewing of the carvings as well as hiking on top of the limestone cliff. I did some of that in addition to admiring the handiwork created hundreds of years ago. This site was one of my favorites thus far. I didn't get to check out the Lingyin Temple, directly opposite the cliff. It was closed. But I'll see that next week.  It took an hour to walk back to Zhejiang University though and I managed to take a detour through the Hangzhou Botanical Gardens, which were very pretty too. 

Friday we had our first group trip to a small town 2 hours south of Hangzhou, called Xinchang. Our first stop was Xinchang High School, a high school of about 1500 students. The students at Xinchang live there, returning home to see their families once a week or so. It is one of the top high schools in China; most of Xinchang's students pass the national college entrance exams and go to universities throughout the country. They win national prizes every year. I was surprised to find out that several students have had their projects and inventions patented. We each were paired up with a classroom of 35-45 students and had question and answer sessions with our respective classes. The reception was amazing. Each of us was quite surprised to walk into our respective classrooms and receive standing ovations. Of course, none of us knew that we were supposed to be giving presentations, so no one was really prepared to do so. It didn't matter much, though, because the students had so many questions that we barely had enough time to answer those. In each classroom, a class spokesperson presented us with gifts, and in many cases the class sung us a song. It was pretty unbelievable. In between classroom presentations, we visited a commune in Xinchang. We met with the commune manager, who took us out and walked us through the neighborhood where its 2000 members live. He showed us an original farmhouse, and then proudly showed us the new apartment complexes being built all over the neighborhood. Apparently, per capita income has increased significantly in recent years (as it has throughout China with the opening of the economy) permitting commune workers to raise their standard of living significantly. We had the opportunity to try some of the commune's produce, including Lichi, a small, red fruit that you peel to eat, revealing a white, juicy, orange-textured inside that is sweeter than anything I have ever tasted. Then, the commune manager invited us to tour the peach orchards. After the 30-minute bus ride out to the location, he handed us all bags and told us to pick as much fruit as we wanted. So we went peach-picking in the Xinchang orchards in the Chinese countryside. The orchard was located in the mountains; tree-covered slopes surrounded us. I found myself standing in the middle of a peach orchard in Asia, eating a peach freshly picked from the nearest tree, and absolutely awed by the view in front of me. The pictures will not do it justice. We each picked a few pieces, not wanting to take advantage of the hospitality being shown us. The manager, however, felt we had not picked enough, and we left the orchard laden with a huge box filled with more peaches than we could eat in a month. The horizon glowed orange on the way home as the sunset, complete with wispy clouds that swirled around the peaks. All in all, the day was incredible. 

My final destinations for this week included a trip to Six Harmonies (Liuhe) Pagoda on the outskirts of Hangzhou. The pagoda overlooks the Qiantang River. Both have played important roles in Hangzhou's history. In order to understand the pagoda's importance (both historically and culturally), a little background about the river is needed. The Qiantang River is known worldwide because of its connection to the Qiantang River Tidal Bore: one of the most awesome spectacles nature provides. During certain times of the year, primarily the autumn equinox in mid-August, the tide backs up into the river, creating a dangerous wall of seawater that rushes the Qiantang River (http://www.usc.edu/dept/tsunamis/video/china/). Waves have been measured at 30 feet in height and moving at 15 miles per hour. They are accompanied by thunderous amounts of noise, and deadly flooding. The influence of this marvel gave the Qiantang it's name. Chinese legend says that King Qian Lu, of the Five Dynasties¡¦ Wuyue kingdom (852-932 A.D.), had established his capital in Hangzhou and was attempting to harness the power of the river by building dykes to control the water flow. Of course, the tidal bores discussed above ruined the dykes every time Qian tried to construct them. Qian decided that the God of the Tides was to be blamed, as his birthday was celebrated every year around the time that the tidal bores came (this corresponded to the autumn equinox, when the pull of the moon and its effect on tides is strongest and causes the bores). King Qian had his archers shoot ten thousand arrows into the God of the Tides, who rode the waves up the river. The arrows ¡§killed¡¨ him, and permitted the dykes to be built on the river. Thus, the river was named Qiantang, or Qian's Dykes¨. The tidal bore has also played a part in the history of Liuhe (Six Harmonies) Pagoda. Also according to legend, there was once a young boy named Liuhe (Six Harmonies), who lost his father (a fisherman) to the God of the Tides on the Qiantang River. He was young and angry, and threw stones in the river every day to spite the God of the Tides and to demand his father back. The rocks, according to stories, hit the God of the Tides¡¦ palace every day, shaking it to its foundation. In order to stop Liuhe, the God of the Tides agreed not to take the lives of any more fishermen. A pagoda was supposedly erected in Liuhe's honor, for putting a stop to the destruction caused by the tidal waves. Obviously, this story is not entirely true. But it's a neat legend.  The Pagoda was built in 970 A.D. and stands 60 meters high (197 ft.) on Yuelun Mountain only a stone's throw from the river. It served as a lighthouse: a beacon and indicator of safe haven for ships traveling on the Qiantang. It was restored in the 1100s, then again in the 1300s, and most recently in the 1980s. It has 13 stories, though only 7 are climbable (http://www.travelchinaguide.com/attraction/zhejiang/hangzhou/liuhe_pagoda.htm). The view, of course, is spectacular. Behind the pagoda, we wandered through a miniature pagoda garden, with scale reproductions of China's famous pagodas. That was cool, because we got to choose the pagodas that we wanted to visit in Beijing, and admire the rest without traveling to all corners of the country. There was also a little blurb about each one, detailing history and other interesting facts. We also stumbled onto the Six Harmonies Bell, meant to be rung for celebrations. Yeah, we couldn’t resist. We rang it.  

After Six Harmonies, we hiked into the Xihu National Scenic Area, where we saw a huge bamboo forest. It was beautiful. And very surreal. The light came through the trees so differently than in other forests because of the color of the bamboo, the kinds of leaves on the trees, and the lack of large branches. What should have been a very dark forest was extremely bright, with a light mist settling on everything. We followed a path with 1462 stairs up to the top of the neighboring peak, Qipan Hill, where I chased chickens (which I couldn't catch) while Jon tried the famed Hangzhou Dragon Tea. None of us really liked it, but the hike up through the bamboo forests was really cool. We returned home by way of the bus system, which was thoroughly interesting because none of us speak Chinese. But we made it, and had a marvelous time on the way. 

For those of you who are interested, I'll be sending information to get to my O-foto site and see pictures. The kids with digital cameras on the trip have been sending photos out, so those of us with 35mm cameras don't have to wait until we get back to the States to get pictures. So enjoy, I'll have a ton more when I get home. Additional comments are still coming, but I actually need to do some homework for class right now. In the meantime, have a great week. Globetrotter from China, OUT! 

Cathy

Chapter Five (6/10/2004)

Hello All! 
Time for another installment of the Globetrotter Report. This one will be shorter, as class is taking up a lot of time now (I'm in class for roughly 5 hours on Monday and Wednesday, and another 3 on Tuesday and Thursday) so I haven't had a ton of time to explore the far corners of Hangzhou. I saw the vast majority of the cultural sights in Hangzhou though, so many of my activities after class have been repeat visits or just wandering. 

In terms of cultural things, I went back to the Peak Flying from Afar archaeological site and into Lingyin Temple, located directly across from the Peak Flying from Afar. It is a very famous Buddhist temple, as evidenced by both the figures on the limestone cliff directly across from the temple as well as the many who gathered in front of the gates of the temple to make offerings to Buddha himself (for information on Buddhism and the important figures in the religion, check out www.aboutbuddhism.org). The temple, though originally built in 326 A.D. by a Buddhist monk by the name of Huili, was restored in the early 1900s. There are two main halls, one housing a huge, wood carving of Buddha (http://www.hangzhou.com.cn/20030101/ca251537.htm) and the other a statue of Weituo, apparently one of the Buddha's main guardians.  This hall had one large carving in the middle, surrounded by places to kneel and lots of carvings. Along the side walls of the hall were huge statues, with alternating happy and angry faces. There were places to kneel in front of each. For someone accustomed to only one god, it was very different. The artistry inside the various temples was incredible Kinlaid gold and woodcarvings everywhere. Also surprising was the number of people here to pay homage to one of the many statues. There was even, in one of the side temples, a display of what appeared to be the patron saints for Buddhism. Strangely enough, one of the main emblems for Buddhism that we found all over the temple was the symbol that we know as a Swastika. I haven't been able to figure out the significance of the shape in the Buddhist religion just yet, but I'll figure that out as soon as I can. In the main hall, we found literally 30 monks singing and praying in front of the 2nd largest indoor statue of the Buddha in China. The statue was huge. And gold. The monks' chant was beautiful and almost hypnotic. It is impossible to describe. The site is still religiously important, as many were leaving offerings/incense on the statues carved into the limestone across from the temple, as well as on the inside of the temple. The pictures from Lingyin temple are already up in my Ofoto account if you didn't get the last email directing you to the appropriate site, let me know and I'll resend it to you. 

I also ventured out to the islands in the Middle of West Lake. There are four islands. We took a ferry out one afternoon, and wandered around the beautifully planted gardens, admiring the monster goldfish, rock gardens, bamboo clusters, and pavilions. Beautiful, peaceful, what more could you ask for?  The view of the Hangzhou skyline was definitely impressive too. 

Professor Jin, the director of our group, has been kind enough to set up all kinds of group activities for us, including a basketball game with some local students from Zhejiang University of Technology. That was this past Monday’s entertainment. We went to the gym where the game was going to be held and found a team, complete with uniforms and fans! Of course, it was a great game, but it was even better ¡¥cause we owned them 67-37. They were quite amazed, in addition to our B-ball skills, with the fact that there were three girls playing on our team (myself, Leslie and Anna). While Leslie and Anna play B-ball really well and definitely stood out, I kinda squeaked by on hustle. But it was fun and the other team was impressed anyway, simply because girls here don't really play sports. The game was quite good-natured - lots of yelling, school spirit and chuckles on both sides. Pictures coming soon. 

Additionally, in the last two weeks we have been visiting, as a group, various universities in and around Hangzhou. We are doing quite a bit of PR work, talking with Chinese students, telling them about Valpo and about the United States, answering tons of questions, and having mini cultural exchanges along the way. We have visited Zhejiang University of Technology and Zhejiang University of Finance and Economics most recently. At every turn, we are overwhelmed by the incredible hospitality of students and administrators alike. Each of the visits has been very enjoyable, and I have met some very interesting people. So that has been fun. We are also visiting local businesses and getting an idea of how the local economy functions, what consumer demands are here, and what the workplace environment is like. We went to Jindu Construction Company last week and toured their facility in downtown Hangzhou before moving on to see two of their housing developments. They were beautiful. When I make my first million, I think I'll buy an apartment by Jindu!) because that's about what they cost! After the tours, they took us out to lunch. The selections were interesting, including lots of seafood. Each dish the servers brought out was more extravagant than the last, and more expensive as well. I think the two highlights of the meal were the turtle soup (which was really good- kinda tasted like turkey), and the eel (which I was not a fan of at all... just a little too squishy). Today we visited the Coca-Cola bottling plant that they have outside of Hangzhou. Built in 1996, it supplies the Zhejiang Province with their Coke products by running 24 hours a day. It employs about 700 workers, and can turn out an impressive 60,000 bottles of Coke an hour (according to the sign on one of their machines). As part of the PR presentation we went to, we saw a recap of Coca-Cola commercials that have aired in China. It was amazing how familiar they were, in many cases, to the ones we've seen in the United States for the last several years. As an interesting side note given in the presentation, did you guys know that Coke was originally developed in the late 1800s by a pharmacist in Atlanta, Georgia? It infiltrated China as early as 1926, when the first bottling plant was built. By 1927, Coke was available in Asia. Cool, huh? 

In any case, I will leave you all today with a general summary of observations from China (Hangzhou and Shanghai primarily) entitled "The Commandments of China". Keep in mind that these are broad generalizations and observations, which do not represent nor characterize everyone in Chinese culture. Hope everyone is having a wonderful week! Globetrotter out! 

The Commandments of China 

1)    Thou shall...ogle at any and all foreigners, especially when they walk together in large groups. I feel like I'm in a fishbowl whenever I go out in public! This probably sounds strange to Americans, as we are used to a very multi-cultural environment, but there are people here who have never seen a Caucasian before. 
2)    Thou shall...loogie, loogie, loogie! I don't know what the deal is, but spitting seems to be a national sport. Adults, kids, women in skirts, men in business suits, and everyone in between does it. I don't know if they are trying for distance or what, but you can hear the trademark hack and spit from a mile away. 
3)    Thou shall...whistle while you work! Walk by someone on the street, and more often than not they are singing to themselves, whistling, humming or some other version of making music. The Chinese are a very musical people. I walked by a guy this morning that was singing opera while walking with his girlfriend. I'm finding myself doing the same thing now (not the opera part, just the humming or whistling part)! 
4)    Thou shall...hang unmentionables from any available space outside your window to dry them. Dryers to dry clothing are generally not used in China because they drain electricity and take up space. So people hang their clothes (underwear included) out to dry from their windows. Wash day seems to happen on a rolling basis, since there is always clothing hanging out to dry. In comparison to some of the unmentionables in the U.S., though, I don't find anything all that unmentionable about what the Chinese wear. Oh - speaking of laundry, you should have seen the laundry lady trying to explain to me that in China, some of the machines (including the one I was using) don't have an automatic spin cycle. You need to physically remove the clothes from the wash side of the machine, and put them in a separate compartment to spin. Took me a while to sort that little tidbit out of the mountain of information this woman gave me (all in Chinese, I might add). 
5)    Thou shall...take the bus! Doesn't matter if you speak Chinese or not, pick one that looks interesting and give it a try! They are cheap (1-3 yuan or about 20 cents), relatively fast, incredibly bumpy, and all over the place, making them a fairly reliable mode of transportation. Not to mention an interesting exercise in negotiation, adaptability, and sign language in order to figure out where to get on and off. Every ride is an adventure! 
6)    Thou shall...purchase a bike as soon as possible. Whereas in the United States, a car represents freedom, here a bike is your ticket to freedom. They are more common than cars. More often than not, they are rusty, old, dirty and rickety, but I'm sure that is because you wouldn't take an expensive bike out and leave it in front of work every day. Bikes have their own lanes on all the major thoroughfares, and parking lots often do not have more than two or three car spaces but have several bike racks. Of course, bikes are also easier to store in a country without much free space and cheaper than cars to buy and maintain - two other factors which contribute to their popularity. 
7)    Thou shall...go out for a little stroll every morning. Young, old, and everyone in between take morning walks here. There's always time for a good stretch of the legs. 
8)    Thou shall...say "hallo?" to the foreigners as they pass. The Chinese (even the adults), seem to regard this as some type of game. Kind of like the "make the truckers honk" game that U.S. kids play. They get these big smiles on their faces, wait for you to arrive, and then say "Hallo?" and wait for the response that they hope is coming. For the ones that know a bit of English, they will come up to you on the street and just start talking; you are a captive audience for practicing English. It's really very entertaining. Culturally, they are just as interested in us as we are in them - especially given all the nasty rumors that float around. I even met one girl who thought all Americans were gun-toting cowboys that would whip out their 45s at the first sign of trouble and shoot everything in sight. I told her, "only in some neighborhoods". 
9)    Thou shall not...sweat. I don't know what is up with the Chinese, but they seem to be missing sweat glands! The foreigners wander around literally dripping with sweat, and the Chinese barely glisten. We have taken to saying that the Chinese glow and the Americans pour. 
10)    Thou shall not...own a house. In the weeks since our arrival, I can count on one hand the number of single family houses I have seen in China. Apartment complexes are the order of the day, mostly because of the space issue. The houses I have actually seen have been outside city limits, and are usually multiple family dwellings. That is not to say that there are no single family houses. They do exist - we actually toured a planned housing community with houses that rivaled those found in Barrington, IL. They are just not common. 
11)    Thou shall not...have more than one child. I know, I know, this shouldn't be mind-blowing. It's probably one of the most well known facts regarding Chinese culture. China has a population problem, which the government is attempting to remedy using population control measures. Due to China's policy of one child per family, pregnant women and babies are a rare site. According to China's national population control policies, families are allowed only one child per family, unless the one child has a birth defect or handicap or belongs to a minority group (of which there are 55 in China). Unauthorized second children do not receive education, health or any other kind of benefits to which only children are privy. There are major costs and financial penalties associated with exceeding the one child limit. Thus, babies and pregnant women are not seen frequently. Think about the possible implications for extended family: no aunts, uncles, nieces, nephews, etc. WOW. 
12)    Thou shall not...take your elbows off of the table. Chinese etiquette states that hands should be visible at all times during the meal. Why you ask??  Because in Chinese history, assassinations were conducted by inviting the victim to dinner and arranging for them to be killed there. As a result, having the hands visible at all times was ingrained into the collective Chinese psyche. So keep your elbows on the table - its good manners. In terms of other table manners worth knowing, you should not tap the edge of your bowl with your chopsticks, as it is more or less a complaint that the food is not arriving quickly enough. In someone's home, it is particularly insulting for obvious reasons. You also should not stick your chopsticks upright in your rice bowl. In China, shrines to the dead include bowls of sand or rice with incense sticks set upright. Doing the same thing with your chopsticks in the rice bowl imitates this death ritual and is equivalent to either disrespecting the dead, or to wishing your host was dead. Definitely a sure-fire way to avoid a second invitation to dinner. Type Chinese table manners into Google for more interesting facts. 
13)    Thou shall not...leave ANY skin exposed. The mosquitoes will eat you alive. Those of you who know me know that I have a problem with mosquitoes. They like me. I don't like them. It is not possible for us to cohabitate. This said, I don't know what they feed the mosquitoes in China (Hangzhou especially), but they are monsters. I have, at any given time, at least twenty bites, and they aren't small. They are welts. We tried the cohabitation thing, but one of us has to go. I'm figuring that it will be me. 
14)    Thou shall not...receive a business card and promptly put it in your back pocket. Although a common occurrence in the States, most Asian countries (China included) regard business cards as an extension of their person. Thus, putting a business card in your back pocket and then sitting on it is quite disrespectful. Etiquette states that you must receive a business card with both hands, squarely facing the person doing the giving, and place the card in a business card holder in order to show the giver the appropriate respect and reverence. The card should be treated in the same manner as you would treat the individual. 

And last, but not least... 
15)    Thou shall not...put your teeth in every morning if you are over the age of 65! (See attachment)

Chapter Six (6/17/2004)

Hello all! 
This is Globetrotter reporting with Globetrotter Report number 6. Once again, it’s going to be a shorter report, as we are wrapping up classes, writing papers, and taking finals, so we haven’t had much time to travel. But I do have some interesting news. 

We spent Friday touring an ancient Chinese water village by the name of Wuzhen. The International Affairs Office at Zhejiang University of Finance and Economics arranged the tour on our behalf. A huge thank you is in order for them, both for taking the time to put the event together, and for a thoroughly enjoyable experience. Wuzhen is a small village located about 2 hours outside of Hangzhou. It was originally settled about 6,000 years ago, and has changed hands, survived and developed since then. In the process, it has become a center of cultural heritage. The village, which we toured, was obviously not the one built 6,000 years ago, but most of its buildings were constructed during the Ming Dynasty (1368-1644) and the early Qing Dynasty (1616-1911). It is criss-crossed by several tributaries of the Grand Canal. All the buildings back up to the water, and all have steps that lead right into it. The streets between the buildings are cobblestone, and the buildings are made entirely of wood (although in recent years they have been wired for electricity and indoor plumbing). They appear exactly as they were built hundreds of years ago, with absolutely exquisite woodcarvings under the eaves and inside of all the homes (http://www.china.org.cn/features/photos/zhejiang/zjview1.htm#). We meandered through the narrow streets, touring a rice wine shop with people making rice wine in traditional equipment that looked to be every bit as old as the buildings, watching people using traditional looms (also extremely old) to make cloth and viewing various museums located inside buildings along the way that showed the dress and customs of the town. A Buddhist temple completed the site. It was really nice. The coolest part for me was seeing that people still live in these homes and still work in the shops, all of which have survived longer than the United States has been around. After walking out to the outskirts of Wuzhen, a few of us took a boat ride back through the canal to where we had started. All in all, it was a nice experience. I felt like I was wandering through a Chinese fairy tale. For a complete history of Wuzhen, check out the town web site at http://www.wuzhen.com.cn/wuzhen.eng/survey/gk_rwls2.htm. Interestingly enough, the United Nations Educational, Scientific and Cultural Organization (UNESCO) has recognized Wuzhen as a cultural relic.  For pics, check out Ofoto. 

Just as a side note, I’ve mentioned the Grand Canal a few times in these emails. I thought I would take this opportunity to expand a little on its place and importance in Chinese history. The Grand Canal, connecting Beijing in the North of China to Hangzhou in the South of China, is not only the world’s oldest canal, but also it’s longest, stretching approximately 1,600 kilometers across China (http://www.icivilengineer.com/Landmarks/Canals/Grand_Canal_of_China/). Construction began in 486 B.C. during the Zhou Dynasty and was completed during the Sui Dynasty around 605 or 610 A.D. The Qi Dynasty also made major contributions. The canal was built in chunks; throughout the rather extensive building process that lasted hundreds of years, the smaller portions were expanded and, starting around 584 A.D, connected. Part of the canal’s importance lies in the fact that it is the only major waterway in China that flows north to south, connecting the Yangtze River valley and the Yellow River valley, as well as various other, smaller river systems (http://library.thinkquest.org/20443/grandcanal.html?tqskip1=1). It provided a means to move foodstuffs and other products, acted as a supply line for China’s early military forces on the outskirts of the territory and helped to begin the process of establishing an integrated and unified national economy in China by connecting the north and the south. The canal remains in use in various capacities today. 

Other than that, I haven’t much to report for this week. We are leaving Hangzhou on Saturday and traveling to Beijing to see the Great Wall, Tiannamen Square, the Summer Palace, and the Forbidden City before flying back to the States next Wednesday. So I will spare everyone an incredibly long mass email, bid you all a wonderful weekend, and promise to share my final adventures in China as soon as I can. This is Globetrotter, out.

Cathy

Chapter Seven (6/22/2004)

Hello all, 

This is Globetrotter reporting, with the final update on my China trip. I am on my way back in the States as you read this. But here is my account of our trip to Beijing. Beijing was, in my opinion, the highlight of this trip. 


We hopped a 6 p.m. train to Beijing on Saturday night; it took about 13 hours to get there. The train flew for most of the time, traveling right about 117 K.M. per hour. The train itself was very high-tech: one of China’s newest contraptions. Smooth as silk on the tracks, we hardly realized that we were moving, except for the very occasional jolt. The accommodations inside were equally nice, with the exception of the fact that the seats didn’t recline all the way, making for a fairly horrible night of sleep once “bedtime” rolled around. As for the view, it was only light enough to see out the window for about two hours, but it was captivating none-the-less. We flew by mansions and shacks, fields teeming with life and fields long dead, roads paved and muddy country ruts that had been worn by nothing more than feet, centuries, and maybe an occasional bike. As we rumbled farther away from the city, the contrast between the more modern, westernized cities and rural China became starker. No office buildings, billboards, busses or unending rows of apartment complexes that could have been mistaken for a neighborhood in any city on earth by an uninformed tourist. Even more obvious: no lumbering farm equipment rested in the fields, no vast expanses of corn or beans like you would find in the flatlands of the central United States. Just small family plots planted in neat rows and tended by hand, representing, in my opinion, the life-blood of the majority of the population and the heart and soul of China. In a country of 1.3 billion, only a percentage lives in the cities. The rest carve their existence from the land, and various more visible examples watched our train fly by from the fields. I felt like I was seeing the country from a different light, having seen, for the most part, only city. The man picking rice in his fields wearing a traditional triangle-shaped hat, and another, riding his bike down an unpaved lane at 4 in the morning, watching the train go by were equally revealing as the hustling and bustling crowds of Shanghai (and Hangzhou to a lesser degree). Upon awaking, I found myself looking out over the countryside again, this time layered with heavy fog. While the fields here were bigger and the possibility of mechanized planting looked more realistic, I saw zero evidence of its use. Only a farmer, walking away from a beautiful little temple nestled in his field with a donkey, a hand plow, and a hoe, going out to tend his fields as I imagine that his ancestors have done for centuries before him. As I have at so many times during my travels, I felt a part of a very young society. For the first time in China as well, I saw evidence of individual history in the tombstones that occasionally dotted the landscape. In the cities, there is little space for burial, thus evidence of death, dying, and the Chinese reaction to it is minimal. My understanding is that cremation is the common solution, resulting from a simple lack of space. In the country, however, white tombstones, lettered in Chinese and shaded with moss and time, sat at the head of grassy burial mounds and occupied a plot in the center of a crop or lined the paths to the fields: a brief remembrance of history long-gone every morning and every night to a farmer and a family in a culture that reveres both history and ancestry. As we approached Beijing, we left the fields behind and once again entered a bustling city of the modernized world. But the city, like Hangzhou and all of China, had it’s own breathtaking connections to the past. 

Tiananmen Square was our first stop in Beijing. It is HUGE. The People’s Congress building is located on one side of it, the National Museum of China can be found immediately across the street, and Mao’s Mausoleum stands on the far side of the square facing the Forbidden City. The Monument to the People’s Heroes, a large obelisk built in 1957, resides in the middle of the square. As we wandered the square, it was hard to believe that the 1989 Tiananmen Square Massacre occurred there. Thousands of people milled about as if nothing had happened here. No monuments to the dead exist, nor has the People’s Republic of China recognized the event. In fact, on its 15th anniversary on June 4, all media broadcasts from CNN and the major American networks carrying stories about it were blocked from Chinese media. Interesting. The long and short of it was that the Chinese government got tired of the pro-democracy demonstrations of students that were taking place in the square. They rolled tanks and weapons in, and killed many (exactly how many is not known, and probably never will be). Tiananmen Square is still heavily guarded with very visible personnel (http://edition.cnn.com/SPECIALS/2001/tiananmen/). But it was very cool. 

Our next stop was the Forbidden City. The Forbidden City lies in the very center of Beijing, just north of Tiananmen Square. Built during the early 1400s (1407-1420) during the Ming Dynasty, it is considered to be the world’s largest palace complex and received its name because it was exactly that - forbidden. During the rule of the dynasties of China, no one other than the emperor, his family, and his staff and servants entered the city. There are two parts to the Forbidden City – the outer court and the inner court. The outer court was where the emperors and staffs completed their administrative work, exercised power, and made policy. The inner court was the personal quarters of the royal family. All in all, a grand total of 24 emperors lived in the Forbidden City (14 from the Ming Dynasty and 10 from the Qing Dynasty). The last was driven out of the Forbidden City in 1911 with the fall of the last dynasty of China. The Forbidden City has been listed by United Nations as World Cultural Heritage since 1987.  The city is surrounded by a moat, so in order to enter the outer court, you cross a stone bridge with dragons on it. The outer court is very open, with lots of space and buildings lining the outside walls. Everything is painted a reddish-orange color: the color that represents royalty in China. But once you enter the inner court, the place exudes majesty on a grand scale. There are four or five throne rooms, all inlaid with gold on the inside. Brightly colored and carved wood abounds, dragonheads and snarling lions peak out from their positions along railings, next to stairs, and on roofs, and all of the buildings have multicolored roof tiles laid out in traditional Chinese style. Everything is still big (almost larger than life) and bright, even though it was built so long ago.  It was amazing to think about the decisions that were once made here, as it was the symbolic and actual seat of power for the dynasties of the past. For more information, check out these web sites. There is even a virtual tour at one of them!
http://www.beijingtrip.com/attractions/forbidden/ 

http://www.museumca.org/exhibit/exhib_forbiddencity.html 

The Great Wall of China was, by far, the highlight of this trip. Winding across the Chinese countryside, it is one of the great wonders of the world. Length estimates vary, though somewhere between 6,000 kilometers and 7,300 kilometers seems to be commonly accepted. As portions of the Wall have been destroyed and it is thought that not all of it has actually been found, distances seem to vary. It is not known when construction began on the Great Wall, but historians believe that it started during the early Zhou Dynasty (770 B.C.- 476 B.C) as a defense tool against invasions from tribes outside of China. The early “Great Wall” was actually a series of individual walls, and was not connected until the Qin Dynasty when the Qin, Yan and Zhao kingdoms walled off their northern border. Emperor Wu of the Han Dynasty extended the Wall at various times around 100 B.C. The Northern Wei, Norther Qi, and Sui Dynasties, and later the Ming Dynasty (1368 - 1644) continued to add to the Wall, creating the wonder that exists today. The Ming Dynasty was a major contributor to the Wall, adding defensive fortifications along it’s length, dividing their armies into garrisons stationed at intervals, using advanced civil engineering techniques to strengthen existing portions, and building watchtowers. For a chronology, see http://www.travelchinaguide.com/china_great_wall/history/chronology.htm. The bottom line is that the Wall was not built overnight, nor in a few years. Instead, it has been a collective effort that extended across generations and dynasties, which has affected Chinese culture, politics, and economics in countless ways. And I had the incredible opportunity to see this marvel, built so long ago and still surviving alongside the Chinese culture today. The section we visited was in a more mountainous region outside of Beijing, called Juyongguan – The Juyong Pass. This specific section was built around the 5th century A.D., maintained by the Ming Dynasty because of its proximity to Beijing, and further renovated in recent years. As a result, the site didn’t look quite as old as it was. We climbed to the highest watchtower (a grand total of 1612 steps – one way - if we counted correctly). As we only spent two hours there, we didn’t have much time to walk along more of the Wall, but it curved around to the top of the next ridge as well, and off into the distance if we could have seen it through the thick fog. But it was one of those experiences that I will never be able to explain adequately to anyone. Although we were unable to see much of the beauty of the valleys lying below the Wall as a result of the fog, what we could see was breathtaking – mountains clad in green and cliff faces in all directions. I could only imagine the view on a clear day. Even with the fog though, the wonder of the experience was not lost. As I climbed, wisps of fog enveloped me, leaving me feeling awed at the size and the history of the place, aware of the almost sacred nature of the Wall (both as a former means of protection and a cultural icon for an entire civilization as well as a living monument to the hundreds of thousands of Chinese who died building it), and totally isolated from modern civilization. I almost expected to see a Chinese warrior in full battle gear walking out of the mist in front of me. The only thing that emerged though, were more steps and watchtowers, which at some point must have been heavily fortified. As I say, there is only one word to describe it: incredible. This website has extensive information on the Great Wall, so check it out if you have time.  It even includes construction information over different dynasties and geographic locations. http://www.travelchinaguide.com/china_great_wall/
Next, we visited the Summer Palace, or Yiheyuan (the location of the Chinese Imperial Gardens). The gardens were constructed in 1750 by the reigning emperor as a gift to his mom on her birthday. 15 years later, construction finished, and the complex was christened “Qingyi Yuan” or the “Garden of Clear Ripples” (http://www.travelchinaguide.com/cityguides/beijing/summer.htm). The original construction, however, didn’t last long; the Anglo-French Allied Forces plundered the Summer Palace in 1860, destroying most of it. Regarded a national treasure (and a desirable locale for a summer palace too) by Empress Dowager Cixi, it was rebuilt in 1888 with funds misappropriated from the Imperial Navy. It was burned again by invaders in 1900, and restored once again by Empress Cixi. All in all, the garden covers approximately 294 hectares, and almost 75% of it is water (http://www.beijingtrip.com/attractions/summer/intro.htm). After the last emperor left power, the garden became a park, and remains open to visitors today.  We spent Monday afternoon after the Great Wall looking around the gardens. They were quite beautiful, and definitely a perfect example of the Chinese culture’s method of gardening – harmony between that which is man-made and that which nature has provided. It’s no wonder that the Empress Dowager made this her summer palace. 

Tuesday was our final full day in China, and we spent it doing miscellaneous outings around Beijing. As a group on Tuesday morning, we went to the Temple of Heaven.  The temple of Heaven was constructed in 1420, during the Ming Dynasty. The entire temple complex covers roughly 2.7 million square meters, making it substantially bigger than the Forbidden City complex. The Chinese emperors considered themselves “sons of heaven”, thus, even they paid homage to the heavens. Emperors went to the temple during the winter solstice to worship and make sacrifices, asking the gods for a fruitful harvest and productive year. The complex includes various altars and other additional buildings with various purposes, all related to the solemn ceremonies involved in worshipping the heavens (for more information, check out http://www.travelchinaguide.com/attraction/beijing/heaven/). The park, though, is impressive to say the least. It has more grass than I’ve seen anywhere in China, with literally thousands of people playing catch, dancing, singing, sitting, reading, knitting, etc. It appears to be a thriving social center today; much different from the past when access was restricted to the emperor and his staff. The temple is circular, located in the center of the park and surrounded by a large wall. Within the courtyard, all the buildings are brightly painted with blue, green and gold. Again, stone dragons jutted out from everywhere; the rooftops, the staircases, and even the base of the altar on which the temple stood. 

The Lama Temple was our final destination. It was a little less touristy, a little more out of the way, and absolutely amazing. Constructed in 1694, it was originally the palace of the emperor-to-be Yongzheng. In 1744, the residence was changed to a lamasery (which I will explain shortly) (http://www.travelchinaguide.com/attraction/beijing/yonghe.htm).  The temple was renamed the Yonghe Lamasery. It is extremely important to note that this temple is representative of Tibetan Buddhism. The Lama system is a means of choosing spiritual leaders for the Tibetan Buddhists (example: the Dalai Lama). Based on limited reading, my understanding of the system is that “lamas” are the Buddhist equivalents of priests. They are teachers, friends, mentors, advisors, leaders, and above all, guides on the road to “enlightenment”. For those of you who would like more information, I would highly suggest looking on http://www.sacred-texts.com/bud/tib/; they have an extensive listing of very interesting documents and insights on Tibetan Buddhism, including an FAQ at http://www.sacred-texts.com/bud/tib/tib-faq.htm that hits the basic need-to-know points about Tibetan Buddhism. In any case, the Lama Temple was one of the primary sources of Lamas. The temple complex was gorgeous (although somewhat unorthodox, given that it was a residence before a temple). The buildings were all ornately decorated with carvings, bright paintings, and, of course, hundreds of thousands of Buddhas (including one HUGE Buddha, approximately three stories high, in the last hall). The entire compound was really smoggy though; the incense lit by many worshippers making offerings at the various altars was almost stifling.  But a very cool destination and well worth the trip. After browsing through a couple of markets on the way back to the hotel, my trip to China was more or less complete. 

In any case, these last five weeks have been extremely enjoyable and remarkably educational as I experienced the Chinese culture first-hand. I congratulate Valpo on another excellent program, and look forward to another trip to see more of China sometime in the future. I hope that you have all enjoyed my commentary (extensive as it may have been) and that you have learned something that has piqued your interest in another culture. I will be arriving at home in Mt. Prospect sometime Wednesday night, and hope to hear from everyone soon. Have a great week and keep in touch! This is Globetrotter, signing off. 

Cathy
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