Saturday, September 20, 2003 - As I am typing this, "Some Enchanted Evening" is being piped into the room with a vaguely Chinese "plink plink" sound.  That, and “Humoresque” are big favorites here.  I'm in the second hotel room (the "quiet" room) with Alec while Greg's looking after Rachel!





Tried to join the group for breakfast yesterday morning, but Rachel cried so loudly our guide asked me to leave the restaurant.  Sigh.  That's a first for me.  I'm ordinarily so considerate about disturbing others; but this time I'd hoped the American families would understand, just for 5 minutes.  (I was hoping if she saw the other babies sitting nicely on their parents' laps she might get the idea).  However, perhaps the Chinese patrons did not appreciate my reasoning!  A few of the other families got an idea of what we were going through, though --- so far we definitely have the baby who cries the most.  Lots of great people in this group --- and were very supportive and giving me sympathetic glances and pats as I was banished!





Greg and Alec went on a field trip today to a temple and tearoom; he'll try to download the pictures tonight. 





Our plan right now is to just for me to stay in the hotel with Rachel and let her cry.  She needs to (and has a right to; she's been through a lot).   With our "Alec experience," the crying specialist taught us all sorts of techniques that are coming in handy. That, and the Anbesol and ibuprofen (OMG she's teething, too) is helping everybody survive.   I tried to structure her day with lots of hugs and pats, bottles and noodles (she started eating yesterday), but also some "sitting" time, games and a bath, the latter three activities she seems to liken to torture. 





Schell (our guide) took a few of the Zhang Ping families to a clinic to have the girls' skin problems checked out.  The ride in the taxi was one I'll not soon forget; no seat belts and impossible, impossible driving conditions.  Everywhere, people and bicycles just calmly stepped out in front of cars --- our taxi was driving maybe a foot behind a bicycle for about half of the way and almost hit an old lady in a decrepit purple sweater.  I couldn't look.  I kept thinking, one false move and that bicyclist is a dead man --- he (and we) got there in one piece, though.    The guardian angels work overtime in China.





The clinic was another fascinating experience; I can't say being in a tall, enclosed, hot, moist building in China surrounded by sick people was what I'd really hoped for.  Yikes.  They gave us some antibiotic ointment and a Chinese preparation, a gray paste with snake bile in it.  It smells like ammonia (or stinky tofu) and I am a little afraid of it . . . even though I keep telling myself I have the best of the East and West.  





Rachel was just miserable --- terrified of the medical workers and clinging on to me for dear life.  Not that she particularly likes me yet;  she just knows I am preferable to people in lab coats with needles.  They took a sample of a scab on the sole of her left foot and examined it under a microscope while we waited.  It was not scabies, for which EVERYONE in the group is grateful.  None of the other babies had scabies, either. Thank goodness. [NOTE MADE AFTER THIS WAS WRITTEN: back in the US, this was diagnosed as scabies by our pediatrician.]  She fell asleep on my shoulder on the way back --- poor little thing.  





Later (8 p.m.) -  A long day, but she stopped crying and actually had a little happy time after 7 p.m.  4 days of crying seemed like nothing when we saw her crooked, sunny smile.  Actually, at about 5, she woke up and started to smile at me, but then caught herself --- "Oops, I am NOT going to smile at my enemy."  HOWEVER, a few hours later I stumbled on to a game she liked: I held her while we charged Daddy and tickled his stomach (with her hand) to make him have a big, goofy laugh.  To our astonishment, her face broke out into a crinkly smile.  (At first we didn’t know what it was --- her face looked so different in a non-crying pose!).  She has a really great wrinkled nose grin!  Soon, she was “tickling” Alec and smiling at his exaggerated reactions (a specialty of a 10-year-old).  What a relief to see her begin to develop a little trust.  It has been quite the exhausting, worrisome four days.





Tomorrow, Greg and Alec are going to check out some pandas, and I will spend another quiet day with Rachel in the hotel.  Last night one of the other families in our group has a baby with a 105 fever; they were rushed off to the hospital at 11:30 p.m.  Our clinic story pales in comparison to their trip to a Fuzhou hospital in the middle of the night.  











