I went back to the room. I think the guys who watch the video cameras must have had a good time while we
were there. THey got to watch semi-clad hallway sports, Room-hopping, Floor crawling, modelling of new
clothes, And Jen In her pajamas being led back to her room using the "wall slide" technique, saying
"Buddeye dunwANNA goda BED-YEt. I wanna go back'th'pardy” 1actually got up and went somewh, ,
no wait, trish came and got me. Man, I got raked like a yard full of leaves. I deserved It though. Atleast that's
wat I was told. In the morning I got up to get my stuff from the tower (the clock never made it there) . 8am, the
pool attendant had just opened the place, and I'said "Hi' as I passed him and went up the spiral staircase (PAST
THE BARRED GATE WITH THE SIGN THAT SAYS 'AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY???) up to the observation
tower. Man the place was a mess. cigarette butts everywhere, empty bottles, and the brightest morning sun-
shine we had seen so far in Hong Kong. Now I could offer some closure here, but I think I'd better just stop
abruptly and use the anti-climactic-ending effect we all grew so accustomed to on tour. Hope your all having
a good summer, and Much love, ¢

“G
Crreaticerr

Tuesday, May 11

I'm really sorry guys, but I can't remember what we did on the 11th. Tknow it was our first day in Shenzhen. A
lot of people spoke Chinese. It was the day with the really good concert hall but I choked on the bird song. 1
came in a bar and a half early and didn't notice until the rest of the sopranos came in. That was embarrassing.
Also, it was the day that a lot of people were feeling sick. Jenn said that she found the 11th interesting, when
she saw a cockroach and it ran after her. The first part of the day was spent in travelling to China and I'was all
tired so sometimes I forgot to pay attention. I thought the train was impressive though. Iremember I had a
blister on my foot too. As well, it was nice to go back to dorms instead of new billets houses but I couldn't
figure out the light switches for the longest time. I'm giving this book back to Mark now. That was the official
record of May 11th. The rest is classified. =.C/ Vs
Lz dd

Wednesday, May 12

Last night was mosquito hell night in the New Century School dorms in Dong Guan city in China. They were
fucking brutal. But anyways, at least no one was killed. The day didn't start with a hangover, but I did feel a
little buzzed from all the ant-coagulating serum. Off we went sight-secing to the Chinese Folk Culture Village.
Unfortunately 30 minutes was not quite enough time to see much, but Graham, John and I managed to climb
halfway up the Pagoda (with Bob). The trip to the park was followed by a stop ata store where pretty much
everything was way too expensive, although one of the saleswomen was great to talk to. What a babe. Hate to
say it, but I ate at MacDonald’s today. The concert that night was not what we expected. The audience was
impressive (about 1000), unfortunately they were a little too young to appreciate our music. They seemed to
be impressed with us though. The sound seemed to be pretty bad, but it may have sounded better out front.
The children performers were great to watch, and probably the highlight of the show form me. After the
concert, the school took us out for “tea”, where a few of us tried to the drink the place dry (“I'm stil on my first

glass!™) We picked up some beer, took the bus about ten feet to our rooms,

drank the beer and went to bed. 6} /
o ST

Thursday, May 13

Although China was a much more intense environment than Korea, Thai-
land and Hong Kong, I still felt that I needed to stay longer. Aworld that had
been hidden to me, now revealed itself, I wanted to see more. The train ride
back to Hong Kong left me with mixed feelings. The NATO bombing had
caused much tension in the streets. We were escorted everywhere. People
= stared as usual, but it was different...small children looked afraid. This sad-
== Concert® dened me. Our hosts were wonderful though. —so generous—I would miss
Ho";le’s & © them. Ifelt the same leaving Korea— would I ever see these people again?

2 : Life is long... and I know that I will return to Asia again. Bruce and 1 dis-

cussed the idea of me becoming an “ambasssador”.. I'm still thinking about it quite seriously. Besides, music
is a universal language!

So, these were many of my thoughts on thee train to Hong Kong. Shenzhen was a place that we didn't get to
explore enough...but it certainly affected was all profoundly. (Hong Kong that night: much more shopping,

food and flashing lights!!! 2
g Gz
L//([///////

¥riday, May 14
Whoa, back in civilization again! The airis cleaner here in Hong Kong and it's not as hot as Dong Guan City
Alex and I took the subway to the city and dlid a radio interview with a DJ who was somewhat hipper than your
average radio interviewer (not saying muclyl) “Radio Hong Kong”, must have a huge following judging from
the hordes that showed up to our concert that afternoon. (NOT!!!!). Actually, our presentation for the stu-
dents of the Hong Kong Academy for Perfosrmance was most satisfying, with a lovely acoustic in a small recital
hall and highly enthusiastic 20 or 50 peoplee, It was the “performance reassurance” we so badly needed after
the Dong Guan city disasters. People seem much more mellow now that we are beyond the “unknown” phase
of the tour and back in mother Hong Kongy - Think I'll go try and score a digital camera. Bye!

An act from Jon and Graham’s tamous
. one act playlet: “1Qj things
'-.ﬂguys can do withy o pra”.

isMay___, and technicallyMay ___startsat 12:00
AM, then this is what i'll start my journal entry with.
If it weren't for the fact that i don’t get sick then I
would've swore that I was coming down with the
flu. Also, the night before, I had gone to bed early
but was (very rudely) hauled out of it by two choir
members who shall remain nameless... but let's
just say there first names end with “ricia” and “eah”.
Because of these two facts I had gone to bexd quite early but had to lay there awake and suffer through illness
and stifling humidity because a few certain <hoir members felt it nccéssﬂry to have a party in the hall and one
certain choir member (how's this for vagueness) felt it necessary to call out (quite pathetically may i add) for
another choir member at 1:30 INTHEMORNING 1 > Well, | did manage to get some sleep (ha‘( night and
woke up feeling surprisingly alright. This Qlay | had planned to follow Wade to Sham Sui Po to get in on some
awesome deals on pirated software and chQap electronics. I waited around for him and followers while every-
one else went off and did other things. Whep we finally got ready, Wade, Michael, and Dan informed me [hl(l(
they weren't going to Sham Sui Po but instead o “Ocean Park”. They asked me if I wanted to come. “Well, I
guess I have no other choice now, hey guys»” But the day would pmvé to curve my bitterness. > Istill can’t
decide if the fact that I've never been to Disney Land was an advantage or disadvantage. The disadvantage was
that I couldn't join in the conversation withy the other guys when comparing it t0 Digncy Land, but the advan-
tage was that my expectations weren't as high. What ever it was, Ocean Park was truly awesome. It was like
Disney Land (i think) without any lines. We started the day off with a few rounds of the roller coaster and
continued on through the other rides. It didp' take long before both Michael and I couldn't handle any more
rides. We took the gondalas back to the majp section of the park though since it was such a beautiful ride we
could've stayed on the gondalas and whistjed at the women in passing gondalas all day long. We went to
“Secrets of the Lost Temple" which was an pdiana Jones ride knock off. We missed the English version by 5
minutes which made this ride all the more |ame. But we continued on to Dinosaur land and got some gobd
pictures with Bob. It was getting late when we discovered that there wasa pseudo log ride called “River R:-lgc‘ﬂ
We had to do it. So another long gondala yide brought us to a massive line up for this ride. The park would
close in an hour and a half so we knew thag we would just make it. When we finally got near the front of the
line, we noticed a large tv screen displaying g picture of the last riders as they would carreen down the final hill.




The gears in Darryl's mind began to turn. Finally Michael and I got in one of the boats and began our trip
through the “river rage”. Let me tell you, there wasn't much raging going on, you know what i'm saying?
Anyways, I happened to be wearing my new shirt which had a zipper all the way down the front. As we turned
the corner for the final hill, I promptly began to unzip my shirt. The boat came to the top of the hill, and as we
began to plunge, I exposed my left breast quite enthusiastically. We came to the end of the ride and as Michael
and as we got off the boat I recieved many wierd expressions on the faces of the locals. We quickly looked at
the tv screen but we weren’t on it. Dissappointment set in. Would the picture ever be seen or had it already
gone by? We walked out of the ride and down a path to another little shop and soon discovered the 8 tv screen
there. And there, on set number 3, for all to see, (CLIMAX MOMENT OF DARRYL'S DAY), was my blindingly
white left boob. Yes, probably a thousand Asians got to see my left boob that day. How's that for international
relations or should we say “cultural exchange”.

Well, despite all the fun we were having, the park closed at 6:30. We went back to the hotel for a half hour
“stop” ... hmmm ... and continued on to some great deals at Sham Sui Po. Ihope the lady there didn't really get
beaten by her boss for the price she took, but hey, 1 got a great phone out of the deal. We also went to what
seemed to be a suspicous software outlet (suspicous since the entrance was hidden inside a hand bag shop)
and loaded up on the video games (which if i may add on a later note, half don’t work properly). After much
shopping we returned back to the hotel, probably for some more late night partying. ' ;/?/ny /

Sunday, May 16
This is the day of our “mall concert” in the Hong Kong Cultural Centre. Trish, Carrie, Rick, Dallas, Connie and
1 took the famous Star Ferry “bobbing” across the waves to the city and thence to the tram up to Victoria Peak.
The cloud cover was just above our heads when we arrived so we got the great view of the city. On the way
back, we noticed large numbers of young women picnicking all over the city sidewalks. There must have been
thousands of them. Very few children and no men (or as the altos so crudely put it earlier in the tour: Chicks,
no dicks). I met a proscelitizing Christian woman on the return star ferry who said they were all rehearsing for
some scary evangelical event in three weeks time. This made not sense to me atall. It turns out that they are
Filipino women who work as maids all over Hong Kong and live in accomodations so small that they meet
together on their day off by having a humongous picknic all over HK on'Sundays. (It seems like the woman on
the ferry could have told me the truth - sometimes I find Christianity quite confusing??)
So, back to the hotel and down to the Cultural Centre. The venue is a step up from our Dong Guan outdoor
venues, but a small step. Nice audience though and we sang well. Well, I think I'll go try and score a digital
camera - bye! & Ewm

Monday, May 17 ¥
Today it was my birthday. I knew it was going to be a good day because I have been told that birthdays always
are. We all woke up and ate fairly early because we had to be on the bus in concert dress by 9:30. After general
whining on the men’s part about having to wear their disgusting tuxedoes for so long, and a couple “has
anybody seen Hugh's”, we set off for the
Hong Kong Institute of Learning or Educa-
tion or whatever. We were hot. It was my
birthday. When we arrived at the Institute, it
was still my birthday. We were also still hot.
We had an hour to blow before rehearsal.
There were email stations in the hallways, and
most of us took advantage of them, while
Hughand Felipe took advantage of our young
and attractive hosts. Our last concert was re-
ally a lot of fun - we did the Jon and danced
like Bruce, Wade sang a song about an old
man dying and Graham forgot to come back
for the second half. (“I thought somebody

would wake me up”) At least he didn't leave his passport on the bus or something. Now THAT would have
been embarrassing. After the concert, Trisha collected all our folders because otherwise we would have lost
them, and we had a photo shoot in honour of my birthday. We all yelled Haley hurry up one last time and were
VERY hot. We then had lunch with some of the faculty and students. (I, Carrie Tennant a.k.a. birthday girl and
half assed vegetarian, have eaten SO much meat this tour I'm suprised my eyebrows haven’t grown together.)
We had a really interesting conversation at our table about the differences between our music education
systems. Afterwards, they took us on a less-than-interesting-all-too-familiar campus tour, during which we all
fantasized about the hotel pool because it was rather warm out. Unfortunately (especially on one's birthday),
when we got back to the hotel, the pool had been shut down. Nobody seemed to know why exactly - someone
mentioned something about a window washer slipping on some vomit, but this turned out to be just a rumour
cruelly perpetrated by Rick Knowles. We ended up holding the Tour Awards indoors, making feeble attempts
to hide our beer while Bruce muttered periodically, “I can't believe they haven't kicked us out yet.” The tour
awards were fairly tame, although there was some confusion over the “Rick...will you HUMP me?” award.
Afterwards, we all went back to our rooms to drink some more, and then split up to go for dinner. SOME
people, (who shall remain nameless but their initials are RK, WN, and MJ) went to McDonald’s on their last
night in Asia. Haley, Jon, Tricia, Graham, Dallas, Leah and I went to a Chinese restaurant where we sang a
couple of choruses of sha la la la la with the staff. When we got back to the hotel, the rest of the group was still
drinking. Of course we joined them, but one by one - even though it was still my birthday - people decided to
20 to bed. Apparently Bruce had recommended that we all get enough sleep so that we'd be wide awake for
that long flight the next day. So soon we were all snuggled down in our beds, while visions of free alcohol on
international flights danced in our heads... C

Tuesday, May 18

Well, I often choose for my diary date the last day of tour, meaning the travel day home, which no one usually wants
to do, as it's mostly eventless.... however, not today! I started my day bright and early in order to get some last
minute shopping and a few subway rides in before being picked up by our bus for the transfer to the airport.  We
waited and waited for Hugh on the bus before realizing that he wasn't coming with us... he was going back to
Thailand to meet up with a woman he met in Bangkok... or was it Chaing-Mai... in his case it could easily have been
both. Well, he finally came down and waved bye-bye to us then we were on our way. We met Camus' hushand
Thomas on the bus, as Camus had to go out of town to tend to a relative that was in the hospital. It was a very
interesting bus ride... it was interesting to get a perspective on Hong Kong from the point of view of a Westerner who
lives there... Thomas mentioned lots of little tidbits that Camus never would have thought of as she grew up there.
The wait at the airport was pleasant and mellow... Ispent way too much on a couple of magazines, as I pulled "an
Alex" and screwed up the exchange rate... oh well, it was a special Star Wars edition of Popular Mechanics... it was
worth $15 cdn... really, it was...  Past the security gate, and we all said our good-byes to Dallas (well, some did more
than "say") who was off to Taiwan to teach English to unsuspecting Asians... you'll be able to recognize them when
they visit Canada by their conspicuous usage of the word "gorp”.  On to the plane... as we were flying Korean Air, we
didn't have a direct connection back to Vancouver, we had to fly back to Seoul first.... did 1 mention that it was
typhoon season? No? Oh... well, I guess we were running a bit late, so the pilot decided to fly THROUGH the
typhoon rather than around it... this big ol' 747-400 was being tossed around like a Kleenex (the unused variety) in
the wind... the wings were flexing an amazing amount, and at one point we lost what must have been several
hundred, if not a thousand or more feet of altitude in a matter of a couple of seconds! Deborah and/or Shannon
screamed - I'm not sure which one, as they were right in front of me sitting beside each other. This all scared the
daylights out of most of us.... the hairy white buddha was NOT happy. I was having more than one thought about
never getting to see my unborn child.... however, throughout all of that, right beside me, here was good ol' Marnie,
not the least bit worried, sitting back and enjoying the ride. She told me that she knew that's not how she was going
to die... I had no idea she was such a fatalist... well, not me, fate-shmate, for a few very long seconds, I thought the
UVic Chamber Singers were going down in a blaze of glory... or shat pants, we'll leave it‘up to the obit writers. Well,
the flight did smooth out, although it was fairly bumpy for the rest of the trip.... truth to tell, I don't remember much
of anything about our transfer time in the Kimpo airport at Seoul... I think we went pretty quicklv from one plane to
thc other. The flight home was ona 777... it was more or less uneventful except for Michael gi'w‘ng his sandals the
bile treatment... he had a few too many gin drinks. When we got back to Vancouver, I went straight to the Air
Canada desk and spent too much money on a direct flight back to Victoria. By 3:30 1 was home with my cats, dogs,
wife, and fetus... ahhh... life is good. It was a great trip folks, thanx for your part in making it so! Cheers, the

keeper of the great hairy white buddha . : o 7/
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Tour Quotes:

- I would want to sleep with myself if I were a guy _ Tricia
- Ilike your pants; my grandpa has a pair just like them _ Karen

- I don't fart! There's a big gas station inside of me and people drive up
all the time and say: "' Can I have some petroleum please?" _ Karen

- Tricia: You ate all the strawberries!

- Karen: They don't need strawberries, they have corn.

- The seatbelt sign says tighten the seatbelt snugly around your

hips....man! This whole SEAT fits snugly around my hips _ Wade

- ..mind you, you'd look good if you were wearing dog shit on your face -I
_Wade to Jenn

- NEVER!......punch boobs _ Graham -

- Haley! You lost Hugh! _ Alexis

- You're gonna get a big fat chunker!......you wayward fruitloop _ Karen

- I don't lick beards _ Shannon

- Holy! Your legs match! _ Graham

- Good from afar but far from good _ Graham

- You're young; get your ass back to the factory and make me some
shoes! _ John

- It's like a never-ending China Town _ Haley
- ...it's just north of D-major _ Michael
- The world is MY urinal _ Rick

- Just suck on it Leah _ Mark

- I was made for this weather _ John

- Tricia: I need water...

- Karen: ...grape juice?

- I can't get drunk in this coutry! _ Dallas
- Elephant shoes _ Leah

- Some singers go for an entire career without
forgetting their tux, Murray! _ Bruce
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The Shenzhen Review

Shenzhen Evening News, May 13, 1999
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Beautiful wine in
moonlit glass.

An account of the performance of the University of
Victoria Chamber Singers.

- Liv. Wanzhuan
In the middle of the st
of two bouquets of fowers, the choir sang on the
evening of May 11 in the Shenzhen Grand Theatre
The concent started at 8pm, 20 singers in black suits
with a conductor and later a guitarist. A visually
pleasing and suitable arrangement.

¢, there was a piano, a frame

Dr. More sports a large beard. According to the
program notes he has made an important contribution
10 the music of Victoria for more than 25 years and is
a Professor of conducting at the University

The opening of the program presented music from the
Renaissance era of Europe, ranging in mood from the
sombre “Crucifixus”™ to lively bird songs. The
conductor obviously cares a great deal about the
pleasure of the audience. In the 2nd piece, he went
against tradition and while his singers dispersed
throughout the audience, he turned to face the audi
ence and conduct his singers.

With the assistance of the high quality acoustics of the
theatre, the beautiful sounds of the choir moved like

clouds and flowed like running water, with the
excellent highs and lows, pianissimos and fortissimos
fitting perfectly into the big hall. Like the moonlight

which covers the landscape and the beautiful wine whose fragrance goes everywhere. This was real sterco!

The second half of the program began with the extended vocal techniques of “The Rose™; multiple levels of voices interwoven. Then came
the Chinese and Korean folk songs. Rich exotic flavour, melting into the vocal performance which was rich and fantastic.

Next came the traditional choral mould.  The singers
used traditional methods to express the legendary classi-
cal musical style which was very suitable for the “Li
Ching Chao Madrigals”. This preparation of these pieces
for us by the singers especially made the people’s spirits
soar. These were composed by Rudolf Komorous, a
Canadian composer who taught at the Beijing Conserva-
tory in the 1960’s. Music knows no national borders and
expresses the feelings of both east and west. Conversely,
the same story can be described by different music.

When the beautiful music like unbroken thread sur-
rounded us, I had this wish: Oh, song, give your sunshine
10 the carth. O, rose use your fragrance to feed and enrich
love.

At 9:30, the successful performance concluded. In the
music hall there was much enthusiastic and sincere
applause, a lot of which was mine!

(The translator emphasized that much of the review uses
claborate metaphors and that while some are difficult to
translate, the use of this poetic language is a demonstra-
tion of how impressed the reviewer was by the concert
and an ultimate compliment).
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Shenzhen Special Zone Daily, May 14, 1999. (Synopsis)
Before a concert of the University of Victoria Chamber Singers, yesterday,
Guangzhou-based Canadian Consul-General Paul s. H. Lau apologised to
Shenzhen audience and the Chinese people for the bombing of the Chinese
Embassy in Belgrade. He showed his admiration of the orderly manner of the
Shenzhen people as well as their appreciation of music.
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Thursday, May 13

Well, I've written some exciting and witty entries in my personal jour-
nal on this tour, but this entry isn't going to be one of them. Let's say
there are lame days, and then there are LAME days.

We rose early and checked out of our hotel/prison. Aside from the
iron gate and the guard, it was a pretty awesome place. We had the
entire building to ourselves and were free from Bruce and Connie as
well. Sadly, we had trouble coming up with booze, so what could've
been the greatest party of the trip, did not transpire. We still man-
aged to have a great time. The complimentary plate of fruit was
awesome... mmmm, love those lychees. Nothing like feeding those
slippery, sexy little things to your friends. Anyways, so we got all the
room keys into the desk and boarded our little yellow bus for New
Century School. Once again, breakfast consisted of way too much
food even for me. It was mostly cakes and pastries, for the second
dayinarow. After breakfast we took a tour of the campus under the
blazing sun. It was probably the hottest day of the tour... as we saw
the cool waters of the swimming pool and were ready to dive in,
David let us know that it was not open because the weather was not
warm enough yet. From the pool we were led across campus to the
signing ceremony which would celebrate the completion and open-
ing of a new bridge that would join two parts of the campus, and
symbolically join Canada and China, Uvic and New Century School.
David Strong and Tony Welch were in attendance. The ceremony
was put on complete with traditional dance and firecrackers. The
MC, coined Ms. Mao by Bruce, left our ears ringing as she read an
endless list of honourable guests, most of their titles ending in, "of
Dong Guan City." Don't get me wrong, it was an honour to be part of
such a ceremony, and I'm sure each of us felt a moment of pride
when we weren't trying to peel our nylon jackets-tumed saran wrap
from our sweatyarms. We were all indeed, pillars of a cultural bridge.
Enough of that, let's get inside before we all pass out of heat exhaus-
tion. Poor Bruce had to bear the heat and Mz Mao with the rest of
the delegation. He did get to see the other side of the bridge, a
priviledge which no other of the ensemble got to experience. Mean-
while, the rest of us played frisbee, took a snooze, or caught a toss of
Graham's hat as we waited for lunch to be served. Following lunch,
we bussed to the border and suffered immigration and customs once
more. This trip was not as bad as the crossing we made into PRC.
We were all very happy to get back to the Prudential Hotel in Hong
Kong. We were familiar with the hotel and its surroundings and it
was almost like we were returning home. A couple groups of people
went off to dinner while I layed in a towel and watched the BBC
News on Kosovo. How nice, we accidently smoked 80+ Kosovar
Albanians in our efforts to save them. Kudos to you, US-led NATO.
After grabbing a plate of spicy pork and rice, I headed back to the
hotel. The ensemble had tried to force a party ona number of occa-
sions during the trip, with each attempt failing miserably. We were
all having an awesome time on the tour, but we were all wondering if
this group was capable of partying together. It turned out that to-
night would be our night. Nobody forced anything, nobody made
any plans to be together; it just happened. We all ended up in Rick
and Hugh*s room, and one by one, people began to show up withan
armful of San Miguels. Only Haley and Jon were not in attendance as
each was sleeping after the exhausting trip to PRC. The party con-
sisted of the usual: the chamber singers card/drinking game, anumber
of spilled drinks, conversations about the craziest sex you've ever
had, plenty of errant kissing, and free massages for everyone. Sorry1
spilled that beer all over your sandal Alexis. Oh, and Michael, you're
not such a hot kisser yourself. By 2:30 we had all drifted off to bed
happy to have had such a great dlose to what was otherwise only an

average day of the tour. @



