Hello again,

I have once again updated my website. In the last posting I had the address wrong so let me give it again, http://myadventure.tripod.com/photoalbum. It might be easy if you bookmark it, in other words add it to your favorite. One of the pages has pictures of all my students. Currently I have 7 classes a week, 6 oral English and one written class. I was given a textbook for the oral class none for the written class. I will bring the textbook home with me; it is a terrible terrible book. All the oral classes are made of first year students the writing class is fourth year students. When you look at the page, all the pictures taken outdoors are my oral classes then taken indoors on the steps is my one writing class. Each class meets only once a week, for two consecutive periods. This is difficult for several reasons. One, it is hard to remember peoples names when you only see them once a week, and any lesson plans I had in mind got thrown out the window. Because we meet so seldom, there is no sense of continuity. So basically each class is a new topic. As I said I have first year students, the age range is 17-20, however, most students are 18 or 19. This is their chronological age; they behave like American 13/14 year olds. They tend to get embarrassed really easily. On the whole the students are nice kids, the girls are giggly and the boys….well they are boys.  The majority of the students are girls, the most boys I have in one class is 7. To sum it all up, I like my classes and I like my students. With the little amount of time I spend with them a week, I am just not sure how much they will really learn. 

The university system is so different from the states. When you enter, you are put in a class of 23-32 students. I am not sure if they spend all four year with the same students but you spend all of first year at least with the same students, for all the classes. Martha has second year students for her classes; she asked them about the classes they take. They have 10 classes a week, 5 of them English oriented. One class on Marxism, a couple business related and I don’t remember the west. There is no possibility of a student thinking; well I am an English major but for the heck of next semester I will take a biology class just for fun. You take what the university tells you to take when they tell you to take it. I am not sure if all students have PE but I know the first year students do. Each class also has a class monitor. I am not sure what exactly their job is. 

One afternoon I heard one of the monitors speaking during the break, so I asked him to say what he had been saying in English. What I got out of him was “peach blossoms.” Later I found they were planning a class trip to see the peach blossoms, I got invited along. One of the students came and got me at 8am and we went to the front gate where the arranged transportation was awaiting us. (There is a picture of the “bus” on the site.) We call the breadboxes, as in not much bigger than. Two had been rented and I would say there were about 15 of us who went. We got there, and the sky did not look blue, as I had hoped, it looked the usual gray. So we started the trek in to look at the flowers. I believe this is an annual thing and you can either walk through, or drive through peering out the window and think “oh what pretty flower” and move on. Looking back it would have been nice to peer out and then move onto something else, but I digress. So we get to where most of the flowers are, amongst the flowers various vendors have rented paved spaces where tables for tea, mahjong and cards have been set up. So I guess the monitor makes arrangements for lunch and dinner with one of the people and we sit. Some play cards. I forgot to mention their listening English, teacher came along with us, and she was very nice. So once we get situated, the food comes out of various backpacks, including sunflower seeds. Snack foods of various sorts kept being shoved in front of me.  After a while we took a stroll, and I saw for the first time a Great Dane. He didn’t look too healthy, some sort of growth on his stomach, and he was in great need of a bath. But other than that he was a friendly dog. None of my students had seen a dog so large and were amazed I would even think of approaching a dog that size let alone pat its head. We went back and started out for lunch. We went indoors and the food started coming out, I could not eat most of the dishes put in front of me because the amount of chilies, so I ate what I could. The facilities, was the normal whole in the ground type of thing, which for the most part I can handle. But wooeee the stench coming from this one, if you were near by when the door opened the smell nearly knocked you on your assets. You know its bad when even the Chinese complain that its bad. So I seriously had to consider, how much fluid intake I wanted to do, how badly did I really need to use the bathroom. This is when I found out would not be leaving until 6:30pm. Well it started getting really cold around 2, and finally around 2:30 we asked the monitor maybe we could push up dinner and leave earlier. Unfortunately our transportation would not return until 6:30 and no way to reach the drivers. So we sat I taught the students a few American card games including crazy eights and gin rummy. I was thinking about teaching hearts, but I decided it would be too much trouble.  I could eat less of dinner than I had of lunch, but that is ok I wasn’t all that hungry anyway. Then we came back to the university. First thing I did upon the return to my apartment was to visit the restroom; boy did I feel a lot better after that. I think what the students were hoping is that we would be near a river and mountains that we could look at, but we would have had to drive there. But we live and learn don’t we. 

I wish I could say that was the end of the story, but it isn’t. The next day Martha and I went down town to a restaurant downtown called High Fly Pizza. They have pretty good pizza as far as pizza goes, but the brownie is to kill for. We ate a leisurely lunch and headed back to the University.   Near the bus stop, I needed to use the rest room, needed to use it now. Found a KFC and went on to get the bus. (Learned in that particular KFC you need to get the toilet paper before going in. I learned this the hard way.) After looking at the bus queue we took a taxi, because we knew there was no chance in heck we would actually get on the bus, if one ever came. Got back at to the guesthouse, and promptly revisited my lunch. Canceled dinner and went to bed.  As a famous philosopher once said…doo doo happens.

Well that’s about all for now. 

With  Love,

Molly

