Wednesday, September 25, 2003 – Today I am writing from the White Swan Hotel --- I’ve heard about this place since I first joined my adoption internet groups and now, here we are.  It’s everything (great) I’ve heard, and more.





For those who aren't familiar with the White Swan, it is a large, modern hotel near the US Consulate that is packed with American families adopting babies.  It is particularly busy this month because there was a bottleneck with adoptions due to the SARS crisis. The agencies want to push as many families through the system as they can before a big trade fair in Guangzhou comes up next week.  So, it is strictly no vacancy here this month.  We were lucky enough to get a crib, but many other families didn’t.





I’m surprised at the haughty people here --- (a shock, because our group has only very down-to-earth people who have been friendly and helpful).  I’ve tried to admire babies and start conversations, only to be given the cold shoulder.  It's hard to explain, but there is almost a sense that there are some here who want so deeply their experience to be all their own, special and personal, the hundreds of adoptive families milling around the hotel burst that bubble, and they just can’t handle it.  





Anyway, . . made me appreciate those in our group even more, I guess.





Being in this hotel is an intense experience.  On one hand, it is wonderful to see all these beautiful Chinese children getting homes.  On the other, you can't help but feel uncomfortable seeing all these babies leaving China.  





Strolling through this luxurious hotel, my emotions continued to flip/flop.  I’m full of gratitude for these little hopeful faces going home at last --- but full of sorrow for the stories that brought them here: the loss, the not-knowing of their birth parents--- it certainly is not a black-and-white situation.  Why are we staying in such splendor, while others suffer?  





[In case you’re thinking, “OK, now I know why people might not want to chat with her in the elevators here . . . with conversation starters like that” . . . I have not talked to anyone but a few members of our group about these feelings!  But, perhaps they can “smell” it on me . . . can sense I’m a downer topic waiting to happen!]





I have to admit – snooty people aside --- it’s a relief to be here in Guangzhou, near the US consulate.  It certainly is not a Chinese cultural experience --- (they sell things like Pabst beer and Oreos in the 7-11 across the street) but it's much easier for Americans to get around here and be independent.  When you are lugging around a 10 ton diaper bag and a baby --- that's NICE.  The streets have a European feeling to them that help the weary western traveler feel safe --- many buildings from the 19th/early20th century survived the Cultural Revolution for a variety of historical reasons.  Banyan trees are planted beautifully along the streets --- flowers, bushes, etc.  It is quite peaceful in its own way (except for the constant wails of passing babies).





We're not really into shopping, but those who are, are in heaven.  Lots to buy --- at very cheap prices.  I did break down and purchase my first mother/daughter dresses --- black silk, Chinese style with dragons.  





Alec had Macaroni and Cheese from "Danny's" --- a take-out place that delivered to the hotel --- a welcome treat for him after so much Chinese food!  He has been a real trooper --- few complaints about the food, even on days when there was little to eat that didn’t make him gag.  He’s had more soda in the last two weeks than I think he’s had in his whole life combined --- (hard to find milk sometimes) --- that seems to be the balancing force!








