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PREFACE

James Wang left China to live in the U. S. when he
was five. His memory about his homeland has been
washed away a long time ago. He sees kids around him
with mostly yellow haired and he feels that he is somehow
an alien. He bleached his lair blonde to make himself
more American. He helieves the only place to live is
America and the only thing that can be eaten is a hamburg-
er.

During the summer of the year 2000, we finally con-
vinced him to join the “Chinese Youth Home Run Tour™ .
He was on Lis way liome for the first time im his life.

The beauty of his homeland makes m feel like a
dream. How can those temples built thousands years ago
. still he there? What is the Buddha thinking while Le is
smiling and looking down at people from above? There are
people,, people, and people. Everyone has yellow skin but
black hair. James was so exhausted every night that he
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collapsed into bed with a hope that he could become a
mummy and never need to wake up again. But the next
day, he would force himself to jump up because he want-
ed to see more and more. Although there was something
not that pleasant, he finally realized that I belong to here.

Every night when his roomates fell asleep, it was
time for James to write this diary. This is really not easy
for a 17-year old kid who needs a lot of sleep.

Many Chinese American kids have read this diary.
They langhed, they teared, and they laughed. They said
more kids should read this.

Our son likes music. He touches a string from within
his heart. This melody flies away and will surely stimulate
more sweet sympathy from inside of other kids.

The Parents of
James M. Wang
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“Happy Birthday!” my mother said as she woke me up for
my last day in America. “Now hurry up and get your stuff ready
because you have a plane to catch”, she added. As my birthday
present, my parents were giving me the best gift anyone could ever
ask for, a trip back to my homeland. I could hardly even remem-
ber China because I had left when I was ouly 5 years old. In fact,
T could not remember it at alf. I tried to bring back memories of
my old bome, my old school, my old friends, but nothing came
back. I didn’t have a clue what China even looked like.

I packed my bags eagerly and hurried out to the car. T spent
the whole ride to the airport staring at the sky and thinking about
how I would be staring at the sky from the other side of the world
in less than a day. The time it took to get to the ajrpon"",seemed o
pass by so slowly. After an eternity, I finally boarded the plane
and was on my way back to China. There were 25 other kids going
with me also to visit their homeland. We were to make a stop in
Japan just to switch planes because no flight flew directly from
Houston to China. The flight there was not too bad because the
plane was well equipped with movies and video games.

As we approached Japan, 1 gazed out of my window to see
the most beautiful ocean I had ever seen. Large waves crashed a-
gainst each other as the sunlight reflected off of them. Dolphins
leaped up into the air once in a while to catch a breath of the crisp
afternoon air. Far off in the distance the clouds created a heaven I
could ouly imagine. T sat in my seat and just stared out my win-
dow not wanting this flight to end. Unfortunately, land scon ap-
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peared as the plane began to descend. Upon arriving at Tokyo air-
port, | was rather disappointed at what I saw.

Dark and dreary clouds blanketed the sky and the desolate sur-
roundings made the whole country seem dead. There was a two
hour long wait at the Tokyo airport before the next plane would de-
part. ] expected everyone here to be Japanese but there were people
from all over the world and the main language spoken was still
English. I guess I will have to wait until I get to China to experi-
ence a serious change. During the wait for our next departure, our
group’s instructor decided that we needed to rehearse a song that
we will sing for a group of students the next day. I thought she
was kidding because there were hundreds of other people sitting be-
sida us and walking all around us. Turns out she wasn’t so we all
got in a big circle on the floor and started to sing. People walking
by turned their heads to look at us and some of them: even stopped
to ensure their eyes that they were actually seeing a group of crazy
kids sitting on the floor of Tokyo airport singing. Everyone was
extrernely unconfontable at first because we were making fools of
ourselves; but pretty soon we all just figured we would never see
these people again so we might as well just relax and enjoy our-
seives. This plan actually worked and we ended up having a good
time in a weird sort of way. Two hours after this rather strange ex-
perience, we were on another plane heading for China.

I was exhausted and I needed some sleep. The sun had been
shining for about 20 hours now and it was getting preity annoying.
It eventually faded away and so did 1. My friend sitting beside me
woke me up a couple hours later and told me to look out the win-
dow. We were about to approach land and I could see little boats




MENBSHEE THK, HEZSRRMN S TE
Se RVBEERZFNUBEHEM T RN
AANRENE, S EAMREHESH, SBALRIR
A, EXMREFH TTE, ARRETALKIE,
EEFFTHRINNTIX, RIIHBASINRERDRR]
HIE—ER, IREEHARNENTENFLRE
B MRLAMEHTE, BARITEBRZA. &
RMARENER, F2ROEE AN —TAREE
ey .. SENESHSENSERT, TROAE
BEHMWE TR, EI—EBEFVER R BEHIR £
AFEHE. HieaiiR, RIJAABRIFEFBE,
HNRBRITEER, BRERMNBHT, RERMNSE
BAFRXEA T, FARA— T, TREMNMNIFES
ZENHTARES T XBIE. MNG, JOEL
3 ERER ko

RRISENE, RNXHEKRETBII 20 T
Y, SAREER LB, e st
A5, REAM—E, KEOMNNG, ROVBHUES
I, ULRREEN, RICERELE T REVRZN
B DROVREBN ., RRABRAEEOL, WIRR

|



@,i‘&m % 10

floating all across the coast of Shanghai. 1 suddenly got the feeling
that something was wrong when the plane started to descend while
we were still flying over the ocean. It flew lower and lower until I
began to reach for my seat to use as a float when we crashed into
the freezing cold water below,

The distance between the plane and the water reached about
100 feet when I finally saw land. My heart began to beat again and
I reminded myself that breathing helps people stay alive. The plane
landed seconds later to my relief.

As I stepped off the plane and into Shanghai’s airport, the
first thing I noticed was all the huge billboards of products posted
everywhere. The place looked ltke a giant shopping mall and it
was almost completely empty. While I was checking through with
security, one of the police guards walked up to me and started
making fun of my hair (I bleached it blonde a few deys before T
came on this trip) . He called me a name in Chinese that I couldn’t
understand so T called him a name in English that he couldn’t un-
derstand. We were both satisfled and went our separate ways. As 1
watked away from him and further through the airport, 1 was
shocked at all the Asian people. This may sound stupid because 1
am in China but I don’t remember ever seeing this many Asian

peaple before.

I was literally the only person there with blonde hair. Obvi-
ously Chinese people in China have not discovered bleach yet. Our
group was soocn on our bus and on our way to the hotel we were
staying at. On the way, I noticed that Shanghai hed tons of tall
baildings that seemed to’ stretch up from underground. We drove
and dmve for nearly 2 hours on the highway and these buildings
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just did not end. This must be one of the largest cities in the
world, certainly the largest one I had ever been in.

When we arrived at the hotel, I was ready to pick up my
room key and go to sleep when something grabbed me. “You're fi-
nally here James!” said a woman’s voice in Chinese. I stared at
her for a few seconds trying to figure out who she was. After giv-
ing up on this impossible task, I decided that I would just pretend
to know her. “How are you? You're my mother’s friend right?” [
asked in English. (I can understand Chinese but I haven’t spoken it
in years} She just looked at me and smiled. “What are you doing
here?” T tried next. I got the same reaction. It was becoming ap-
parent to me she did not comprehend a word I was saying. I real-
ized that T was going to have to speak Chinese. “My mother's
friend is you?” I managed in Chinese. T knew I had messed it up
becanse her son tumed around and started laughing under his
breath. “I'm your mother’s blah blah blah ---” she said in Chi-
nese. (I think she and my mother are related in some way). She
talked on and on until she finally got to the point that she was here
to wish me a happy birthday. In the mist of all this excite, T had
forgotten that today was my birthday. Sbe gave me a gift and I
thanked her to the best of my ability in Chinese. Then I retired to
my hotel room, dropped onto the bed, and was fast asleep,
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A loud ringing broke my dreams as I sat up in my bed won-
dering where the sound was coming from. I picked up the phone
and heard my instructor telling me to wakebecause it was time for
the day to begin. I locked over at the clock that read 6:00 a.m. ,
hung up on her, and went back to sleep. The phone eventually
kept ringing and I was forced to wake up. T woodered who had
planned this trip, especially the part with me waking up at six ev-
ery morning. | had nothing to do for an hour because I refused to
eat the hotel food after finding a bug in my chicken nugget. So I
decided that [ would go and take a walk on the streets of Shanghai.
Bad idea. Once again, I was the only one amongst the thousands
of Asian people who had blonde hair. There were people every-
where: walking along the street, riding bikes, or just loitering on
the sidewalk. The one thing they all had in common was that they
were all staring at my iair. People were actually stopping in their
tracks to stare at me. One guy on a bike passed me and tumed
back around to stare at me and ran straight into a bus that had
stopped in front of him. T decided that I should probably go back
ingide my hotel since heing a traffic hazard was not on my things to
do list in China. Also, the number of people almost frightened
me. The street before me must have had a population count by it-
self, T quickly tumed around and headed back inside the hotel.

About an hour later, everyone was finished with his or her
food and we were on the bus and ready to go. As we drove
through the streets of Shanghai, I noticed that Chinese people were
apparently suicidal. Some people on bikes would ride inches away




