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Upon stepping off of the plane and away from the gate in the terminal, I am seemingly herded to the foreigner entry check-in line to notify China of my official arrival into the country; after which I am then screened by a temperature scanning machine to make certain that I am not bringing any contagious diseases into the country. After my satisfactory completion of The Beijing International Airport’s version of the hokey-pokey, I make my way outside uncertain of how I am supposed to get to my new institution of higher learning, luckily I arrived right around the Olympics, so there were plenty of Chinese English speaking assistants at the airport. The assistant gives me notice that there is a charter bus that can take me to my desired destination, but that the bus attendant would only take Chinese currency, thus I am directed back into the airport for a trip to the ATM. After acquiring the necessary type of funds, I am then loaded onto the bus and whisked away to the neighborhood said to be housing my new school. 
After the bus finally comes to a complete stop, I step off, and with very poor Chinese, attempt to ask for directions to the school from some of the locals. After a few times of repeating the same question over and over again, the locals begin to yell at me out of frustration. Later I would discover that their frustration came due to the fact that I was standing right in front of the school to which I was asking directions. Now that I knew how to get to school, my next concern was finding a place to sleep, and although it was hot outside, sleeping outdoors didn’t seem as though it would be very accommodating. Prior to leaving the States, I was made privy to a very nice hostel in close vicinity to the school. The person suggesting the hostel even went so far as to draw me a map to take the hassle out of trying to find the place, but given my sharp sense of direction, I would spend the next 6 hours trying to find the building. (Suddenly my previous ill-desire to sleep outside didn’t seem like such a bad idea.) Fortunately, I managed to find someone who could speak both Chinese and English, and they then asked a local about the hostel, at which point I narrowly avoided being homeless for the night.

In days to come I would inevitably make my way to school and be briefed by the resident director for CSU in regards to what to expect from both the school, and China itself. I am first forewarned that my classes will be very demanding, to the degree that our teachers essentially padlocked the door to our classrooms for 4 hours a day intent on their students grasping the fundamentals of Chinese. Although the classes were very strenuous, I do have a better grasp of the Chinese language as evident from the reduction of frustration of those I attempt to communicate with native to China. In relation to life outside of the campus, China apparently has very many market places great for shopping, but they are not very accommodating to foreigners given the foreigner is suspected of having a lot of money and to be very naïve as to the true price of the items being sold, so I am told that I will need to be poised to fight and argue with the sellers for a reasonable price. Food on the other hand is very, very cheap and I find that there is a lot less work necessary in relation to the price tag. 
In relation to food, while on my many excursions of wandering aimlessly through the streets of China, people often ask have you eaten yet? In the States, where you live is more important than what you eat, but apparently in China what you eat is more important than where you live, which would explain the serious lack of chrome rims, I mean absolutely none. Apparently extravagant material goods such as big high priced residences and vehicle customization comparatively lack value in relation to the States, and certainly do not take precedence over food. And should you not maintain a steady schedule of eating or insist on consuming items that have a lack of healthy dietary supplements such as McDonalds, you can expect to be duly scolded. The influence that this portion of Chinese culture has had on my particular mindset has called for a reevaluation of my own system of values, which until this point has had no other bearing than America and its culture. I look forward to the other influences that lay ahead while I am here in China.
Mimi Chi
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Since arriving in Beijing, I have felt a whirlwind of emotions ranging from pure frustration to feelings of contentment beyond words.  The frustration mostly stemmed from miscommunication and misunderstanding of many of the societal and cultural differences.  Beijing is definitely a city I had to adjust to as the cultural differences stretch longer than the distance between California to China.  After adjusting, however, I had an easier time enjoying what one of the largest cities in China has to offer.      

The first week of Beijing was one of the most emotionally and physically draining experiences I have ever endured.  Upon arrival, we were told that we had two days to find a permanent place to live, so after dropping off our luggage in the hotel we went quickly to meet with a real estate agent who took us around the apartments in Hua Qing Jia Yuan.  We walked for hours in and out of apartment buildings on a typical Beijing hot, humid, summer night until exhaustion.  The next day, after making final decisions on which stranger you would prefer as a roommate for the next ten months, a collaborative decision was made on the apartment.  Shortly after this, we had to get physical exams, buy cell phones, pay rent months in advance, and open bank accounts – all while trying to get settled in Beijing.  It truly felt like a nightmare, given broad instructions, being often misinformed, feeling constantly rushed, trying to manage time to communicate with friends and family back home, and all the while dealing with a language barrier.  It was actually all quite frustrating to say the least.  

The IP Participant Guide and study abroad orientation did not fully prepare me for the reality of it all until the events played out in front of me.  The procedures for paying rent and for buying the internet connection seemed a bit suspicious because you pay with wads of cash instead of writing a single check.  And then you have to remember that China is a cash economy and credit cards are used at very few establishments.  Eating out is actually not any more expensive than cooking your own food when you dine at the more local restaurants.        

My first impression of Beijing was hardly impressive, it was the exact opposite.  I wasn't used to the huge crowds of people everywhere, the constant pushing and shoving when using the public transit and the occasional stares which I saw to be rude and creepy.  Traffic laws seemed non-existent, or at least not enforced.  Cars will continue to drive and will rarely wait for pedestrians to cross, while pedestrians pay no heed to the traffic signals and cross the street no matter what.  There were intimidating Chinese guys on the corners of the streets who would mumble things at me that I didn’t understand.  After a couple of weeks of adjusting, I was with everybody else crossing the streets when I wasn't supposed to.  And I finally realized that the intimidating Chinese guys on the corners were black taxi drivers who were asking if I wanted a ride.

I formed a close group of friends within the CSU program, which makes dealing with situations a lot easier since you realize that you are not the only one who is confused half the time.  It also helped to vent with other international students about their experiences in Beijing.  Things took a pleasant turn when housing and classes were finally settled.  I was finally able to relax in my own surroundings without worrying about meeting up with deadlines and registrations.  In just a couple of weeks of taking courses at Beida, I felt confident enough to wander into the many small shops in Beijing and converse with workers and natives.  Granted, they didn't understand me half the time but after a couple more weeks, I was able to hold pretty simple conversations with them with both parties fully understanding one another.  That in itself was gratifying and rewarding and worth all the frustration in the beginning. 

My impression of Beijing now is more accepting and friendlier than the first.  My tolerance for everything has greatly improved so things that bothered me before (the large crowds, the stares, the persistent honking from cars) no longer do.  I used to avoid sightseeing because the crowds felt unbearable until I realized that the crowds weren't going to lessen any sooner than my time in Beijing.  Living and studying in China has really broadened my horizons.  It has only been half a year and I already feel myself "changing" in ways described by other study abroad students.  Although I don't agree entirely with most of the Chinese culture, tradition and customs, I have developed an appreciation for it and am now intrigued by it.  The number of cultural differences are beyond me and I'm starting to seek understanding of them instead of being judgmental.

Khanh Lu

Wang Family Scholarship Recipient

China 2008-2009

Last semester passed in just a blink of an eye!  Upon arriving at the airport on my first day here in Beijing, I was relieved to see our resident director, Christian Jochim (aka Zhou Laoshi) and his wife, Lin Laoshi waiting for us at the baggage claim.  For the next two days, we stayed at a hotel just outside Beida’s East Gate, where we got acquainted with each other, accustomed to the environment, and listened in for information.  Those who needed housing hastily searched for apartments and potential housemates immediately after arrival.  As for me, I was more relaxed because my apartment number and meal plan was already determined since I embarked on this trip.  I was to stay at Shao Yuan, the dormitory for foreign students at Beida.

The first month in Beijing was very hectic and overwhelming because we had to file all kinds of paper work with impending deadlines.  The most complicated one was the Residence Permit, but everything was a breeze with Zhou Laoshi’s help.  I, along with all other CSUIP students, also took a Chinese placement exam and received our class schedule the following day.  Once we had our class schedule planned and figured out, everything started to move along smoothly.  During the week of registration, Beida organized Beijing tours and the Ikea tour for new incoming students.  After everyone was settled with their classes, living situations, and other necessities, we started to discuss our future plans, including group trips and other fun activities. 

We decided that every month we would designate a day for gathering at Zhou Laoshi’s house to celebrate birthdays.  My birthday was the first to be celebrated since I was born in September.  This was the first birthday that I spent away from home.  If it were not for my newly adopted family, who welcomed me as a friend and celebrated my birthday with me, I would have felt homesick and lonely.

Beida did not give many breaks between the semesters, but we utilized our time as best we could.  The first break was National Day.  Zhou Laoshi and Lin Laoshi took all CSU IP students on a four-hour train ride to Chengde.  That train ride was the first of many I would get to experience in China and it is one of my least favorite experiences.  Since it was my first time getting out of the crowded and polluted Beijing, I took my chance to breathe in the fresh air of Chengde before we left.  Our second group trip was our visit to the Great Wall.  It was a perfectly sunny day to climb one of the least crowded sections of the wall.  After all these years of just reading about it in magazines and watching it on TV, I finally set foot on and climbed the Great Wall!  I did not make it all the way to the top, but I managed to climb to a point where I could get a panoramic view of the mysterious and majestic architectural wonder that the Chinese take great pride in.  Climbing the Great Wall was no easy task since, in my estimate, one step on the Great Wall is equal to three regular steps.  I made it down, despite my fear of height, with the help of my friends.  The biggest group trip, though, was during the first week of Chinese New Year.  We went further into the south of China and visited many different cities such as:  Changsha, Guilin, Yangshuo and Guangzhou.  In each city, I got to enjoy the local specialty and their beautiful scenic spots.  My most memorable experience of the New Year trip was riding the boat along Li River while being mesmerized by the beautiful scenery of Yangshuo, and eating dim sum at one of the most famous dim sum restaurants in Guangzhou.  During each overnight train ride to different cities, I would encounter and befriend local Chinese folks going home for the New Year and the passengers in my rooms.  There were two little Chinese girls that I met that left a lasting impression on me.  They were so delighted to talk to us that they would repeatedly tell each other in Chinese that these foreigners were so amusing and it was so fun talking with them.  Their grandma also offered us the food she cooked and proudly smiled when we all praised her cooking.  After the trip, everyone traveled to different destinations for the remainder of the break.

The first semester passed with lots of excitement and some homesickness, but I am looking forward to the second semester and hope to make new friends and create even more memories.  
Ngo, Clay 
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When I arrived to Beijing, the Olympics had just concluded.  After arriving during the first day in my hotel, I eased back onto my bed, clicked on the TV, and was startled by a flashy music video, looped for the whole day, “北京欢迎你.” Little did I know this was the theme song to the Olympics, belting out “Beijing welcomes you!”  Full of trepidation, I really hoped Beijing would welcome me.  

Location:  北京大学（BeiJingDaXue), situated in 海淀区(HaiDian District) is located about an hour metro ride from the city center 天安门 (Tiananmen Square), but that’s mainly for tourists.  Regardless, the surrounding areas of the city center have most of the activities and sites worth visiting.  Most Ex-pats live in the Eastern side of the city, 朝阳区 (ChaoYangQu), where things are more “Westernized,” and fancy- schmancy.  Fret not, the surrounding areas of 北大 (BeiDa) does indeed have a life, and I don’t think it would be too presumptuous to say that it is located in 五道口 (WuDaoKou) <Check out a subway map- Line 13 [yellow]>, a 15 min walk from campus, or a 5 min bus ride .  Worth noting, 中关村 (ZhongGuanCun), the technology center of Beijing, is only a 5 minute walk from the school’s South Gate－ 南门(儿), and a metro is set to open in the Fall of 2009, so this might become “da spot,” but at the time of writing, WuDaoKou takes the cake.  
Housing:  Only a few students were given slots to live on-campus, so a group of us had to look for housing during our first week in Beijing.  This was probably the most stressful time, purely because major decisions were made for the entire year in such a short period of time.  I tried my best to get to know my fellow CSUers, as they were my only choices for housemates.  Some opted for the Internet classifieds, www.beijinger.com, but I was not so brave.    
I lived at the 华清嘉园 (HuaQingJiaYuan) complex, right by the 五道口 subway, supposedly luxury apartments for Beijing standards, but I would have to disagree- they were okay, but nowhere near luxury.  Other fellow CSUers chose to live by the 中关村 area. 
Some advantages/ disadvantages of living on/off-campus include:

Students live in the 勺园 (ShaoYuan) dormitories, numbered from 1-9.  It is important to take note of the numbers, because different numbers provide facilities of varying quality.  
The campus is a 15 minute walk to 五道口 (WuDaoKou), and like I’ve said, the most likely place to escape campus.  The BeiDa campus houses ALL, numbered in the thousands, local students, so alongside classrooms, and dorms, there is a thriving community within the campus-  about a dozen canteens, a handful of grocery stores, a hotel, and even barber shops, so it is almost too comfortable, and can likely inhibit students from ever leaving campus to explore the city.  Rent is cheaper, but you often get what you pay for.  If you are living anywhere else but #6, you will have to adjust to China’s unique sewage smell when using the restroom.  

Off campus housing is of course more expensive, but compared to California’s prices, decent.  You can get away with paying 1500-2500 yuan ($220-370)/ month for a room in a shared house with a bathroom, and kitchen.  Utilities are not included, but are not  expensive at all.  Water, gas, and electric vary by use, and are rechargeable by a card- charging system.  As you will most likely be sharing facilities with fellow CSUers, it will likely be more clean, and comfortable than the dorms. 

Social:  Making other international friends- Yes, living on campus may be more conducive to making friends, but this does not limit off campus residents from making friends.  I was surprised by the sense of community BeiDa provides.  Students usually congregate around the 勺园  complexes (#2), creating a space to meet people.  This space isn’t always friendly though.  Most groups generally formed according to nationality, which is natural due to language barriers.  Unfortunately, even though everybody was learning Chinese, mother tongue rules, and English is very prevalent.  Don’t worry though, when classes start, this is also a great way to meet people, whether in class, or during the break time.  The class environment is different from that of the US, where most classes are expected to go out and have dinner(s) together.  It is odd if a class does not bond during the semester.  And since you will have your CSUers by your side, they will be your extended family.  But it cannot be stressed enough- your first few weeks are the most crucial to making friends, and of course, having an open personality will go far as well.
Making Chinese friends- easy as pie.  If you are white, the local Chinese students will assume you speak English, and will practically run up to you and ask to be language partners, but only during the first crucial weeks.  Not guaranteed, but so I’ve heard.  Language programs are ubiquitous, so if you sign up for at least one, this can open a door to more Chinese friends.  Of course, it doesn’t hurt to sign up for all of them.  It should be noted that BeiDa students are not your typical, relaxed, “let’s get stoned” friends.  You will hear this more than once- BeiDa is the Harvard of China, the most prestigious university in China.  It might be embarrassing to tell local Chinese people that you are attending BeiDa, and have them assume that you are a genius (which I do not doubt!).  My point is that you will be dealing with nerds or, in lighter terms, the people who will be running China in the future.  Most BeiDa students are focused on their studies, and do indeed have a social life, but maybe not the same as American standards.  It wouldn’t hurt to say that you enjoy playing basketball (篮球) as it seems to be a national past time. 
Personally, I found it difficult to find a real bond with Chinese students due to a host of problems, or call them, excuses.  It wasn’t easy trying to have an extended conversation with them, and when I invited them to go out for the night, it was met with reluctance.  They are never NOT busy. Of course, this generalization doesn’t apply to all BeiDa students.  On a brighter side, most BeiDa students are very nice, and sweet people.  They are very eager to “improve” their English, so count on them to never miss an appointment or be flakes.  Keep in mind that all BeiDa students were required to take an English exam before entering the university, so their English will be at least at an intermediate level, if not better.   

Learning Chinese:  I thought that after two years of studying Chinese in the States, I would be at least prepared to “get around” China, whether it came to asking for directions or ordering something from a menu.  Turns out, I was completely wrong- I was FAR from a “getting by” level.  I stuttered my words, and could barely comprehend the locals.  Perhaps this is only a reflection of my studies in the States, but I would say that most language learning comes with integration, which unfortunately does not start until arrival.  After this first semester, I have gone from the Intermediate to the Advance level, and I have seen major improvements.  I can’t say that I am completely comfortable with my language abilities, but if judging by my Chinese bargaining skills, I am very pleased with my progress.  Learning traditional Chinese at university, and having to adjust to simplified Chinese was a bit of a transition, but it did not take me more than a few months to start reading completely in simplified Chinese.  A definite must:  Invest in an electronic dictionary!  It was my life saver for the first few months. 
How has the Wang Scholarship Helped Me?
I am completely indebted to the Wang scholarship and family for their generosity.  Due to my family’s financial background, taking this year to study abroad would have meant more loans, but with this scholarship, part of this burden has been lifted.  I am so grateful to have been given this opportunity to attend school abroad, which has become a life altering experience.  In my first semester alone, I have jumped hoops and have quickly advanced in one of the most interesting, and most important languages of the 21st century.  I have also made so many wonderful friends, who have made this experience even more meaningful.  

Last note:  If I had to emphasize one thing, it would be to go study abroad while you’re young.  Older students, of course, do fine studying abroad, regardless of age.  But when the majority of international students are in their early 20’s, it can be more difficult to find camaraderie.  As I am not a part of the older crowd, and cannot speak for them, but it should be mentioned that the only person in our group over 30 years old this year mysteriously left and seemed to have had a perplexing time.  I do not mean to deter non-20-year-olds from studying abroad, I would just like to encourage those who hesitate to not hold back.  Studying abroad includes the often unattainable chance to live in a different country, experience a fascinating and different culture, and of course, learn- whether it’s another language, another culture, or testing one’s inner self.  Do it!
I can testify-  Beijing has welcomed me.  

Dan Robbins
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The Zairen and the Barbarian

A couple of months ago a friend and I visited a portion of the Great Wall about two hours drive north of Beijing. Winter had just begun and wet, dirty snow was covering the dilapidated hamlet of Huanghua, a town if not for the elegant rampart which framed its snow-capped peaks would be nothing more than a North Dakota-like truck stop; ignoring the fact, of course, that no truck would ever have any reason to stop there. Even our fellow Chinese passengers gave off a depressing aura of apathy as we made the winding trip northward in some communist-era, blue minivan.

Upon our arrival in Huanghua, given that it was a very small town undergoing the chilly nadir of the tourist season, we were not immediately assailed by the usual mob of black taxi drivers, self-acclaimed tour guides and one-legged, erhu(-wielding beggars. It did not take long however before my friend and I noticed a lone Chinese man about three hundred yards down the snowy road pointing at us with one hand as he gestured toward the alley behind his house with the other, all the while hollering, “Waiguoren! Waiguoren!”; that is, “Foreigners! Foreigners!”; or, in yet another somewhat more accurate translation, “Money! Lots of Money!” Not a moment afterward, three fellow townsmen emerged from the alleyway struggling to tidy-up the heavy winter coats they had hurriedly thrown on as they ran to meet their leader. Following a very brief huddle between the four of them, they began to walk quickly in our direction.

A simple sardonic grin shared between my friend and I was all that was necessary to communicate our mutual understanding of what was about to unfold—that being, some sort of scam or rip-off, most likely in the form of an egregiously over-priced entrance ticket. Not to mention the accompanied solicitations from “educated” tour-guides and hawkers of “authentic” historical artifacts. Although we were not yet accustomed to such undesired attention, we figured three uncomfortable, nauseating hours of travel deserved at least a peek at the ancient fortification. With that in mind, we shrugged our shoulders and headed for the Wall; the elated pack of hounds close behind us.

The portion of the Wall from which we intended to begin our tour was situated atop a wide ridge approximately three-quarters of a mile high. Between us and the bottom of the ridge was a small dam; sleuths of water which had managed to seep through the cracks of the dam lay in clusters of icy stalactites beneath the edge of the spillway. 

As we crossed the dam, I looked back to discover the townsfolk had gained a good deal of ground, having just finished climbing the small stairway onto the platform leading across the dam. By the time we had finished crossing it, they were half-way done; about thirty feet from us. At this point I was getting squirmy. Like most people, I do not like to be followed. I mentioned to my friend of their uncomfortably close proximity to us, but he just smiled ruefully and continued on.

A few minutes later, I turned to steal another glance at my pursuers. This time they seemed to have ceased trying to gain ground on us and simply maintained a steady distance of about twenty feet behind us. I still felt uncomfortable, wondering why they had yet to ask for the money. I laughed momentarily, feeling like part of some satirical remake of The French Connection. 

Just before reaching the base of the ridge, I turned around again: they were still trailing us. Compelled by equal portions of aggravation and curiosity, I halted by the side of the road and waited for the men to accost me; I had to find out what was going on. When they were near enough to hear me or, at least, near enough so as they could not pretend not to hear (as the Chinese service sector is wont to do), I called out to them: “Ni hao?” No one responded back. One of them gave me a polite nod as he passed by, the other three ignored me completely, but none of them stopped. I was now more confused than ever. What were they up to? I picked up my pack and warily carried on down the trail.

After finally reaching the bottom of the ridge, I found my friend attempting to bargain with three of the men who had been following us over what presumably was our ticket price; the fourth man was nowhere to be seen. At that point I thought I had it all figured out. Why so many guys? I had at first asked myself. How many Chinese people does it take to sell a ticket, even if one of them is a stub-checker? Based upon the overly-imploring manner in which my friend was bargaining, I now thought that the ticket must be so expensive that these three villagers needed to psychologically bully us with their numerical superiority in order to obtain the requisite cash. They would have been right too: for if only one guy was there charging an absurdly over-priced entrance fee, then there would be nothing( to stop my friend and me from just snubbing him and enjoying a free tour of the Wall (after all, it is “the” Wall, not “their” Wall).

Well, that hypothesis turned out to be utterly incorrect. Apparently the ticket fee was a ridiculously low 2 Yuan per person (less than 30 cents). My friend had just been fooling around, using this encounter as a means of practicing his Chinese, never expecting the price to be lowered. By the frozen frowns that had probably been imbued into their faces by a lifetime of cold destitution, I was able to guess that they were not in the mood for humor and encouraged my friend to bring the negotiations to a close. We then handed them 4 bills, received our tickets, and started up the ridge; all the while still trying to shake the lurking suspicion that we were not out of the Chinese money lock quite yet.

Because we were both too foolish to hold our energy in reserve, the arduous trudge up the side of the ridge was done and over within a matter of minutes, serving as a misleadingly simple overture to the troubles ahead of us.

On arrival at the base of the Wall, we gazed up at the giant, fifteen-foot-high stone dragon, our eyes following the sinuous rampart as it undulated over the mountainous landscape until it finally slithered behind a faraway peak and out of sight. After all these centuries( the Wall still radiated the power to awe even the most jaded skeptics, standing as a monument to what was once the barricade between grand civilization and roaming barbarism, thoughtful structure and mindless chaos. The fact that I myself would have been considered to be, and by many Chinese still am, a barbarian, it irked me a little bit that I had paid an admission fee to enter the gates to a once earthly heaven which were built to keep foreign devils like me out. That is when it dawned on me: How does one such modern devil gain access to the walkway at the top of the Wall?

We squinted our eyes and peered as far down the Wall as we could manage; no means of mounting were evident. We decided to walk a little ways alongside the Wall in hopes of discovering a small stairway, a crumbling section of the Wall which could be breached, or at least some arrow slit that could be used as a finger hold to hoist ourselves over the crenels. Before long, we happened upon something much more convenient that we could have ever hoped for—a steel ladder leading up to the loophole of an ancient battlement. Great!—only one problem: the “polite-nodder” who had vanished from his group a while back was sitting atop the ladder with a big smile plastered on his face; a barely legible figure of “30 Yuans” chalked into the Wall beside him. It seems he had rushed ahead of his red compatriots in order to man the ladder while we two saps foolishly dillydallied around. 

From the moment I recognized the fact that this man was going to charge us 30 Yuans to use some rusty ladder he had probably dragged out of a junk pile free of charge, I knew that my pride (or stubbornness) would never let me spend more than 10 Yuans, and that rather grudgingly. My friend, although somewhat less stubborn that me, was also unwilling to cough up that kind of cash. After a few minutes of mostly unsuccessful bargaining amounting to a non-negotiable 4 Yuan difference in price, we decided to search for a different method of securing entry. As we walked away from the battlement I craned my neck back to see the crafty villager smiling happily, a cigarette dangling from his chapped lips. I wanted to punch him in the face.      

The farther we trudged beside the Wall the closer we were to realizing that stumbling upon a means of entry was very unlikely, especially considering the gelid conditions and our limited resources. A mile or so up the trail my friend’s fortitude began to waver. He explained that he did not come all this way and risk frost bite in order to gather snow on the soles of his shoes. He wanted to pay. 

I was still irritated by the whole experience: to give into that guy’s demands would have been an unthinkable act of self-betrayal. Images of all the times I had been cheated and swindled during my stay in China were flashing in brutal sequence through my mind. I was ashamed. However, I agreed to think it over as we headed back toward the battlement. 

In addition to being very narrow and slippery, the freshly-fallen snow was also obscuring jagged pieces of rubble from the Wall which had accumulated over the past decades beneath its white facade; therefore, I was constantly scanning the ground for the next road hazard to come our way. Just as we reentered the eager-faced, swindler’s line of vision my eyes serendipitously caught sight of an old piece of wood protruding out of the snow bank beside me. After swiping some powder off of the surface, my friend and I found an old, rotting wooden ladder lying peacefully in a bed of snow. Upon closer inspection we discovered not only decay but also rusty nails which were sticking out every which way. It was probably discarded by the last zairen (rip-off artist) to inhabit these parts; the ire of foreigners had not frightened him, but apparently tetanus did. 

Although we were risking mortal danger by doing so, our obstinacy won out in the end. We straightened our backs, stiffened our shoulders and prepared to lift the wooden corpse.  Following a pathetically short-lived, three-to-five second hold, we were forced to drop the ladder. Far heavier than expected, it took a whole fifteen minutes of lifting and re-lifting, hollering back and forth at one another, and staggering to and fro, before we were finally able to brace the ladder against the side of the Wall. As we worked at trying to balance the ladder, the zairen continuously pelted us with provoking jeers, encouraging us to throw in the towel. Rather than becoming disheartened, I used his mockery to bolster my reserve. I was not about to become a victim of his extortionary scheme as so many before me had been. I was a symbol of oppressed minorities everywhere; a martyr of freedom; a modern day Mao Zedong. I was also listening to a stirring interpretation of Tchaikovsky’s Overture of 1812, which may have had something to do with my absurd revolutionary fervor.  

A good hour and a half later, we were able to rig the ladder so that it stood in a not quite safe but nonetheless manageable state. My friend wanted to be first up, so he positioned himself and began to ascend. The zairen and I looked on with agonizingly bated breath; mine for my friend’s safety, his for his potential profit loss.

After a few gingerly steps, my friend grabbed hold of the edge of the Wall and heroically hoisted himself over the top! I raised my hands and clenched my fists in vicarious triumph; my Chinese opponent, crestfallen, walked away from the loophole and out of sight.

I climbed up soon afterward, and we both stood there like warlords of yore surveying the battleground from atop our majestic battlement (or at least that is my fantastic memory of the moment).

No need to go into unnecessary detail about our tour of the Wall. Suffice it to say that it was magnificent and well-worth the hours of toil endured in order to see it; and the fact that we had bested those shifty locals, the types that I had been bamboozled by untold numbers of times before, only served to heighten our sense of enjoyment.

When we arrived back at our starting point, we noticed that the cold had forced our vanquished opponent to leave his post unguarded, allowing us free usage of his sturdy, steel ladder. Victory was ours.

Laurel Su
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The cool winter chill blows through your hair as you stroll through the campus of Peking University. Chit-chattering music of birds dancing in the branches is matched in harmonic melody with the mews of grief-stricken cats prowling on the ground below. Walking along the leaf-splattered path of No-Name Lake, a very romantically designed area, I reminisce about the memories of fall semester. Laughing to myself, I remember the silliness my roommate, Andrea, and I had brought to the University. The day we moved into Shao Yuan (our lovely living arrangement about the size of a broom closet with excellent maid service and a constant supply of toilet paper), we established three main goals: to scale the Peking University School Wall, find a secret ancient passageway on campus, and make ourselves known throughout the school.

Let’s start with our first goal: to scale the Peking University School Wall. Well, it didn’t turn out to be as easy as it sounded. We plotted many brilliant ideas from pole-vaulting, rock-climbing, ropes, suction-cups, to even piling school chairs on top of each other. Nevertheless, no matter how ridiculously brilliant our plans were, neither of them had succeeded. Therefore, we decided to change the goal a bit. The main west gate of Peking University has two sections: a section for cars and a section for students and visitors. For some odd reason, the guards never let us walk through the section for cars, EVEN if the restaurant is right across the street. EVEN if it was raining death we still wouldn’t be able to walk through the gate. One day, Andrea and I thought of another fantastic plan involving a diversion and a lot of sprinting. We feinted the guards into thinking we were on the path to the Main West Gate, but when they least suspected it, we made a run for it and hopped the gate of the cars entrance. Success! Of course they chased after us, cursed, yelled many ugly things, and gave us dirty looks when we had to pass by them later, but it was a job well done. A pat on the shoulder was definitely given. First goal has been accomplished.

Now the second goal: finding a secret passageway on campus. This plan failed miserably since both Andrea and I are horribly afraid of the dark. And since all our classes run till night, the only times we were able to explore were, of course, at nighttime. Lovely. However, we decide to suck in our cowardly ways and venture on around the campus to find a secret entrance. We actually found some type of dark basement thing that led to this haunted entrance to the sewer, but we decided to stop our little adventure because it was disgusting and frightening noises were coming from the doorway. Of course it could have simply been our paranoia, but then again, it’s better to be safe than sorry. Second goal was not accomplished. Failure.

Third and final goal: make ourselves known throughout school. This goal was fairly easy to accomplish since I had originally wanted to form a type of Hip-Hop crew on campus. Perfect timing as well because a cultural festival was coming up and we were able to audition and perform our dance for the “American” section.  Besides this, we had joined PKU Idol, a surprisingly competitive singing competition among foreigners, and a New Year’s festival where once again, we performed our hip-hop routine, and even joined theatre. Our dance crew, Sexy Bear, composed of four people (2 girls, 2 guys), aimed our dance on American music from early 70’s to now. It was a timeline routine and amazed the crowd every time we performed it. If you want to see it, here’s the link:  http://www.facebook.com/video/video.php?v=31031699706&subj=1036980014.  

Whenever we walk around campus in our dancing uniform, all the Chinese people point and yell “sexy bear!” and demand a horrible amount of pictures. As much as we complain about the attention, we secretly love it. After our routines, Chinese entrepreneurs would come up to us and ask to pay us to entertain their parties and special office events. Third goal was accomplished. Very well, if I might add.

Now I understand people reading this want to know the overall experience of Peking University because it’ll help them decide on whether or not they’d want to study here as well. Well, all I can to do help is to tell all the readers what a unique experience it has been. And I’m not just talking about the classes or events on campus. I’m talking about the people you meet, the different perspectives on certain subjects, and the wild adventures you will wander off into. The experience at Peking University will be different for everyone, whether it’s good or bad, you will always have the feeling that you’ll leave the school wondering when you’ll come back again. At least, until you find a place that serves better Bao Zi.

David Thomson

Wang Family Scholarship Recipient

China 2008-2009

First off, I would like to once again thank those responsible for giving me the Wang Scholarship, for I feel that without this scholarship, I would not have had as much of a fruitful experience here in China.  My experiences here have helped me to see China as many in the United States have not been able to.  In describing my experiences living in China, I hope to show that living in China can be difficult, it can also be a great experience and change the way a person views China’s people and society.

I arrived in China almost five months ago and I can proudly say that I have learned a lot that has not only improved my Chinese language skills, but has also given me a new perspective on China.  Through my interactions with the professors and students on campus, I have been able to see China in a light that any foreigner who has yet to visit China would never think existed.   Many back home might see China through its vastly different government and culture, but when one gets the opportunity to live and study in this large country, one gets to know the people and how they have very similar goals driving them as any other person.  For example, during my stay here, I have become friends with a variety of students who all study hard in order to become successful in the field of study that they pursue.  I have seen this same motivation back home and this has shown that while our thoughts and perceptions may be vastly different, our desire to become what we want to be is quite the same.

Even my experiences away from campus life have helped to see that though this country in different than mine, it is still a great country.  Having lived here for approximately five months, I still feel that I have not quite adjusted to life here.  Housing is not the same, even ordering food is a difficult challenge, but given time, I know that these challenges can be overcome. Living a year in a foreign country brings the need to buy things to be able to live in that country.  For the foreigner living in Beijing, this can be hard, even if their language skill is quite high.  Many shops in Beijing work off of a bargaining policy.  Those who like the language or bargaining skills can often find themselves paying more than others might pay.  Even those with high levels in both, might find themselves paying more simply because they might not be Chinese.  A great example of this is one day, I had to buy a winter coat to help with the Cold temperatures in Beijing.  I went to a place to buy a very nice, warm coat and was quoted eight hundred RMB for it.  I was able to haggle the price down to about four hundred and fifty RMB, which I thought was a pretty good deal.  Returning home, I showed my Chinese roommate, and she quickly said that she could have gotten the same coat for about two hundred and fifty to three hundred RMB, but said it was a pretty good deal for a foreigner.  This has taught me that though I may be able to get good deals, they will never be quite as good as a native could get.  I have learned to accept that at times, my status as a foreigner, easily seen through my Caucasian features, will not grant me some of the benefits that Chinese people might have.

My experience with Chinese medical practices has also given me an idea on Chinese philosophy in regards to health.  While I have yet to try Traditional Chinese medical practices, I have seen that some traditional ideas, like the fact that sickness is sometimes related to a fire within the body that must be put out, have lead to medicinal practices that have worked to heal my body.  Moreover, the fact that a person keeps his own record of his visits to a hospital makes it much easier for doctors to see what previous medicines and treatments the patient has undergone.  The patient simply gives his medical book to the doctor whenever he is treated.  I feel that this saves time in cases where the patient must go to a different hospital than the one he normally uses.  

When describing experiences that change the way a person thinks about something, many times it is the everyday experiences that have the greatest impact on that change.  I feel that my experiences in Chinese society have helped me in this way.  From shopping, to ordering food, to dealing with common illnesses, I have seen that though the way of doing these things may be different than back home, these experiences help me to see how the Chinese relate to each other and to people from other countries.  It is in these relationships that I can see China’s future prospects as a quickly developing country.

Arlen Zheng

Wang Family Scholarship Recipient

China 2008-2009

My experience as a CSU student studying at PKU in China has been wonderful.  I have learned a tremendous amount from the past semester and I am now taking regular Chinese business classes at GuangHua Business School (part of PKU). 


In the previous semester I gained knowledge from Chinese History to Business Chinese.  Aside from studying, I’ve gone on group trips with the CSU program as well as taken side tours on my own.  My favorite experiences studying in China are:  the high quality of teaching, the food and the hospitality.


Teachers at the PKU language program are some of the nicest people that one can possible meet.  They are highly educated professionals who take pleasure in their work.  The environment created by these individuals highly facilitates the learning of a second language.


Chinese cuisine is truly second to none.  Even though I’ve had Chinese food back in the States, it has never been this good!  The cafeteria on PKU campus is delicious compared to my home campus in the States.  Restaurants in China are really something else!  I have loved a large majority of the dishes I’ve tried over the past six months.


Chinese people have a wonderful sense of hospitality.  No matter if it’s at a bar or at a friend’s house, one can always relax and feel comfortable.  As long as you are friends with Chinese people, they’ll treat you with utmost respect.


As far as learning something new, I’ve sort of figured out where I would live if I were to work in China.  If I were to go into anything related to politics and government, I’d most likely be relocated back to Beijing.  If I want to do anything that concerns business, I’d most likely be relocated to Shanghai.  As much as I enjoy China, I can also imagine myself living in other cities apart from Beijing and Shanghai.

Yang Zhu

Wang Family Scholarship Recipient
China 2008-2009

Shanghai or Peking?

Now, I have been in China for a while.  I know China is a very different country than the United States.  However, when I get down to write an essay about the experience in China, I do not have much to write about.  Perhaps, I am not satisfied with the overall experience; I keep thinking about what did not go right.  So, this paper may be a list of things which future abroad students should be aware.  I hope this paper could provide some ideas on how to go about studying abroad in Shanghai, China.

I didn’t go to PKU.  Instead, I came to SHJU (Shanghai Jiao Tong Univ.).  Very few students applied SHJU, and accordingly I am the second student who came to SHJU through our CSU program maybe mainly because our resident director works in Beijing.  Maybe not.  When I first met with the SHJU international program coordinator, I was told by the coordinator that they did not have the information about our school.  I was a little bit shocked back then.  Fortunately, they welcomed me anyway.  Our school needs to do a better job on the connection with SHJU before letting students consider SHJU.  It would be awkward to hear the participated school lack the information of ours otherwise.  

It really requires a student to be very independent to be in Shanghai.  Our resident director does not work in Shanghai is one of the reason.  Secondly, SHJU does not provide much help for international students.  I was disappointed with the jobs they have done.  SHJU doesn’t arrange to help international students could get their papers done so that they could legally stay in China.  Getting those papers done requires a lot of effort because there is a series of steps.  You have to go here and there.  The hard part is that not many people know such places.  Even some taxi drivers do not know either.  After all, it took me two to three weeks to finally get the papers done.  So, I strongly recommend students who interests in Shanghai to come two weeks before school starts.  Third, the main campus of SHJU is not in the middle of the city.  It is far away from downtown, and thus it is very inconvenience to go out.  If you wanted to have some fun in town, you need to prepare at least one hour for your transportation; no matter which direction you are going!  Yes, there is a campus in downtown, but most courses only offer at the campus which is far away from downtown.  So you prefer big-city atmosphere, PKU is a better choice.  Four, courses in SHJU are tough and are taught in Chinese.  As far as I know, very few classes are designated for international students.  If you are thinking about Shanghai, be confident about your Chinese Skill.  

Here I think I should talk about living.  In SHJU, you have to choose whether to live on or off campus.  They may not have empty room for you if you choose to live off-campus at first.  I chose to live off-campus, and I ended up having to ride bicycle 20 – 30 minutes to school.  It was tough toward the end of the fall semester because the weather was not as warm as it was in California during the winter.  It is very hot in Shanghai, over 100 degree, and it is very cold, under 0 degree here in Shanghai.  So be prepared.

I went to visit PKU during the China’s national break.  I liked the campus and places around PKU better than SHJU’s.  At least the transportation near PKU is way better than the transportation near SHJU.  After all, I think PKU is a better choice.  I would not recommend SHJU at this moment.  I hope this paper provides help to future students, and I would let other participants to introduce how the culture and life are different or similar to the United States to other students.

( A two-stringed, Chinese musical instrument favored by famous composers and disheveled drifters alike.


( A few months ago I would have added that my conscience would have been a factor to reckon with in my decision making, but after discovering how little my empathy has been reciprocated here in China, I decided to start following the rules of Rome.  If I had still held on to the same values as I did up first arrival, or as others might put it, the same level of naïveté, I would now be completely broke.


( Although the building of the Great Wall (or a least parts of it) predates the Common Era, it has been rebuilt many times since then; therefore, the Wall as it is seen today is what remains of the Ming Dynasty refurbishment undertaken about half a millennium ago. 





