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Letter 
 from the 
  Editor

Recently,it seems as though all of my friends are embarking on 
fantastic life changes.  

Back home all of my old friends are getting engaged at an alarming rate.  
Those who are already married, as well as many who aren’t, have begun 
churning out babies, deciding on careers and purchasing houses. 
 
In Taiwan my friends have been getting restless as well.  Almost all of 
them are either leaving to follow paths similar to those of my friends 
back home, studying in one of the many free MBA programs at the 
local universities here or starting businesses.   

Whether I’m out at the pub, in the back of my buxiban, or on MSN, 
small talk has been all but abandoned for serious discussions about the 
future, the economy and the easiest avenues to employment, stability 
and security.

It would seem as though 28 is the age of our discontent.  I’m 28 years 
old, and so are most of my friends who have become so fed up with 
their slowly evolving lives, that they’re making sudden brash changes: 
having kids with short-term partners, putting down-payments on 
over-priced houses, proposing marriage to their once unfaithful and 
unsatisfactory lovers and rushing into poorly planned businesses.  It 
seems like most of them are just clutching at the fastest way to create a 
fissure in the monotonous landscape of their lives—anything to make 
them feel like they’re progressing. 
I can’t count the number of people who told me last year, in irritated, 
anxious voices, “I have to get out of Taiwan and do something.  Either 
go back to school, or get a job, or something.” 

They then go on to tell me how lucky I am to have this magazine—to 
actually be doing something.

So many people keep telling me that I’m lucky; that they admire my 
drive.  But I don’t think I’m lucky or admirable. My discontent just 
arrived unusually early, and I was in the unique position of having the 
money, resources, and education to start a magazine.  Now I know that 
when I leave Taiwan, I’ll never have to work another crappy, run-of-the-
mill job again.  I’ll surely be able to land a job at a reputable magazine, 
news agency, publisher or media company.  Yes, when I depart from 
this sub-tropical island I’ll be one smug wordsmith.

Thus, we arrive at the motivation for the topic of this letter from the 
editor.  My discontent has once shaken me.  It’s spurred my girlfriend 
and me to seek a new home overseas where we can immerse ourselves 
in another culture, before we’re too old to wander from country to 
country like postmodern hobos.

In less than a year I will be leaving Taiwan, and leaving Xpat behind.  

But before I do there are some matters I must address.  I don’t want 
Xpat to disappear when I leave.  The magazine must continue. But who 
will run it?  I don’t know.

Xpat doesn’t make much money, but it doesn’t lose it either (which 
makes it unique among ‘all-English’ magazines in Taiwan).  And the 
situation is improving.  Before I leave I plan to expand Xpat into 
Taipei, encompassing all of the major cities and making Xpat the larg-
est privately owned English magazine in Taiwan. In a few years it will 
probably even be able to support a couple of full-time employees.  But 
until then, it will remain a resume builder for the motivated.

Perhaps you feel the same discontent that grates my nerves like a giant 
mosquito hovering next to my ear at 4 a.m.  Perhaps you have some 
education or experience in business, editing or design.  Maybe you’ve 
got a great degree and lots of talent, but not enough experience to get 
into any of these highly competitive markets back home.  

Xpat can give you the experience and portfolio to guarantee your future 
when you leave Taiwan.  

To ensure Xpat’s survival, I’m seeking to fill five positions: 
1) Managing Editor
2) Creative Director
3) Web Designer
4) Marketing and Sales Director for North Taiwan
5) Marketing and Sales Director for South Taiwan

I personally handle the duties for all of these positions right now (on 
top of a full teaching schedule), so you can be sure none of these jobs 
has an overwhelming workload.  Xpat is managed mostly over the 
Internet, so it doesn’t even matter a whole lot where in Taiwan you live.

Why spend thousands of dollars to go home and pursue your education 
when you can make the money of an English teacher, live in Taiwan, 
and get the equivalent of a Master’s Degree in work experience?  Why 
not take advantage of your short work-hours as a buxiban teacher and 
invest that extra time into your future?

Volunteer with Xpat and you’ll expand your skills, build your portfolio, 
help manage one of the biggest and most out-of-control art projects any 
of us will ever encounter, and be part of something truly unique—the 
first privately owned Taiwan-wide all-English magazine.  
And, of course, you’ll get a cut of the profits.
You can find more information about these positions at www.xpatmag.
com/jobs.htm. If you’re interested, then drop me a line at xpatmag@
gmail.com.

I hope to hear from you soon.

Motivationally Yours,

churning out 

The Age of Our Discontent
“I’d rather regret something I did do, than 
something that I didn’t”
- Anonymous

Letter from the Editor
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The largest retail company in the word: 7-Eleven

Amount of money American Airlines saved in 1987 
by eliminating one olive from each salad served in first 
class: USD$40,000

The year that the first Wal-Mart opened: 1962

Wal-Mart’s world ranking in terms of economic 
output, if it were to be considered a country: 20th 

The number of corporations that, if considered to be 
countries, would rank among the 100 largest econo-
mies in the world: 53

The method employed by the 
Fumin County Government in China’s Yunnan prov-
ince to improve the feng shui of a mined out moun-
tain: they spray painted the barren mountainside 
green

The percentage of the earth’s original forested area still 
standing: 22

The number of trees on average that it takes to print 
the Sunday edition of the New York Times: 
63,000

Number of times that the total amount of paper used 
by US businesses in one day could circle the earth: 20

Percentage of women in the world who will wear a 
diamond of one carat or more: 1

Factor by which the bacteria on the average office desk 
outnumbers the bacteria on the average office toilet 
seat: 400

Average life expectancy of an enemy combatant in a 
Chuck Norris movie: 4 seconds

The top three pirated software producing countries in 
descending order: 
Vietnam, China and Ukraine

The top importer of US made spaceships and parts in 
the world: 
Taiwan 

The country with the most mobile phone’s per capita 
in the world: 
Taiwan with 106.45 phones for every 100 people

The percentage that Taiwan’s GDP increased rom 
1980-2000: 
210

The only country whose GDP increased more during 
the same time period: China (382%)

Percentage of Taiwan’s population that lives below the 
poverty line: 

0.9 (the lowest of all countries listed)

The number of terrorism acts committed in Taiwan 
between 1968 and 2006: 1

The only South-East Asian country never to have been 
(officially) colonized by a Western power:  Thailand

The jail term a 61-year-old Thai man was sentenced to 
after attempting to copulate with an elephant: 
15 years

His excuse: 
The elephant was a reincarnation of his late wife and 
he “recognized her by the naughty glint in her eyes”

The percentage of men and women respectively 
that have told lies to sleep with somebody: 34 and 10

The proportion of Americans now carrying a viral 
STD: 1/5

The proportion of people carrying an STD that experi-
ence no noticeable symptoms: 80

Two unsuccessful methods employed by officials at the 
Bangkok Zoo trying to encourage a pair of pandas to 
breed:  Giving the pair a mock wedding and showing 
them ‘panda porn’

Percentage of the all Websites that are pornographic: 
12 

Percentage of search engine requests pornographic 
in nature: 25

Percentage of internet users that view porn: 42.7

Top three pornography producing countries in the 
world in descending order: 
China, South Korea and Japan

The year that the Chinese government officially re-
moved homosexuality from its list of state recognized 
mental illnesses: 2001

The year that 
Phoenix Satellite Television launched China’s first 
gay-focused T.V. show: 2007

The amount of money that one Chinese man offered to 
pay in a Web ad seeking a woman to pretend 
to be his mistress so that his wife could beat her up: 
approx. $400 USD 
per 10 minutes

From the Desk
11
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Text and Photography By Doug Mitchell

In all things of nature there is something of the marvelous. ~Aristotle12
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As a freelance 
photojournalist, 

I consider myself quite lucky to have some 
great Taiwanese friends who tell me about 
the activities going on around the island.  
Living in a smaller town (Sinying, in Tainan 
County), I’m somewhat disconnected from 
the social-event pipeline. So when my friend 
told me about a giant pig festival at a temple 
in Kaohsiung one Sunday in August, I 
jumped on the train with my camera, not 
knowing what to expect.

After taking a taxi to Yimin Temple and 
stepping out into the bustling, blocked 
off street around 7 p.m., unreality began 
tickling at my senses. Walking down the 
street, I remember thinking that I had been 
there before. Deja vu poked at me from all 
around. There were the usual night market 
type food stalls selling everything from squid 
on a stick to socks, and the throng of people 
weaving in between. There were firecrackers 
and fireworks splashing light everywhere. The 
KTV-style singing on the stage was clashing 
hard with the pounding, rhythmic drums and 
crashing cymbals coming from somewhere 
else. Then I saw them.

They were impossible to miss. The enormous 
size of the beasts made them almost 
unrecognizable as pigs. I thought that they 
couldn’t possibly be real. They were the size 
of small cars, arranged and displayed in 
these neon lighted shrines jabbing into the 
night sky. Now, the rhythmic drumming 

was pulling me in for a closer look. When 
I got close enough I discovered that they 
were indeed real pigs.  I stood frozen—both 
horrified and fascinated by the spectacle.

I stared at the colossal swine, smelling the 
burning incense and firecrackers, hearing the 
hypnotic beats, and wondering how in the 
world pigs of this size could exist. Jolted from 
my daze, I turned to see the ‘secret service’ 
pushing and forming a circle for the former 
Taipei mayor and resigned KMT chairman 
Ma Ying-jeou who was sauntering through 
the crowd smiling and shaking hands. It 
seemed that all the giants were out that night.

I took out my camera thinking that I’d 
better get some photos before I woke up 
from the dream. Battling for viewing space, I 
photographed the pigs.  I swear I even heard 
my camera gasp once or twice. 

I’m sure every foreigner in Taiwan knows 
the feeling of being stared at or pointed at 
on occasion.  It’s something that I’ve gotten 
used to. But being the only white person that 
I could see at this temple, taking photos and 
probably looking like a Neanderthal that’s 
just seen fire for the first time, I definitely 
attracted more than a few stares accompanied 
with smiles of mild amusement.

One curious man struck up a conversation 
with me in broken English and helped 
answer some of the questions tumbling 
through my mind. His father was the owner 
of one of the pigs and taking part in this 
festival was a Hakka tradition. He explained 
that the pigs are raised for about 3 years 
and on average weigh about 800kg, some 
reaching 1,000kg. The pigs are killed the 
morning of the festival and brought to the 
temple on the back of trucks where shrines 
are then built up around them. In the 
evening, when the festival is over, the family 
dines on their prized pork.

I finished chatting with ‘James’, thanked 
him for filling me in and took another 
stroll in front of the sacred animals. 
There were still many questions and a 
jumble of emotions to go with them. It 
was astonishing, disturbing, amazing, 
disgusting, but most of all, surreal. As 
I munched on some market food and 

contemplated the experience I surrendered 
my senses to my surroundings one last time. 
I smelled the incense, the market food, 
and the firecrackers. I heard the buzz of 
conversation, the thundering drums and 
crashing cymbals, the exploding rockets, 
and the singing. I saw eyes briefly locking 
with mine, colours and lights, and pigs 
– big, big pigs.

Since that Sunday in August, I have 
done some research into the festival; 
some through locals and some through 
the Internet. I found articles, facts, 
explanations, and, not surprisingly, a lot of 
controversy. Now, I could tell you about 
some of the shocking procedures used to 
rear a pig to these enormous sizes.  I could 
tell you why they do it in the first place. 
I could tell you about the arguments that 
animal rights organizations have, and about 
the arguments that the Hakka people and 
festival participants give in return. But I 
won’t. I’ll let you decide whether you want 
to check it out and choose your side of the 
debate, or if you just want to look at my 
photos and say, “Whoa…those are some 
big, big pigs!”

Culture 13

The Yimin Festival
The big, big pigs are sacrificed as part of the 
the Yimin festival. The ‘God Pig’ or ‘Divine 
Pig’ sacrifice is a Hakka tradition to honor 
the Hakka warriors who fought and died in 
the 1785 rebellion. 
These festivals happen island-wide at Yimin 
temples this year on Saturday Sept. 1.

The following Temples will host Yimin 
Festival God Pig sacrifices:

Hsinchu: XinFu Yimin  Temple
34 XiaLiao Li, XinFu Town, Hsinchu County

(03) 588-2238 / (03) 588-2631

Taoyuan: PingZhen Yimin Temple
FuDan Rd., Sec. 2, Alley 23, YiMing Li, Ping-
Zhen City, Taoyuan County

(03) 493-2246

Kaohsiung: BaoZhong Yimin Temple
114 BaoZhong St., SanMin Dist., Kaohsiung 
City

(07) 381-5217 / (07) 384-1146

Deja vu 

cymbals 

colossal swine,colossal swine,

Neanderthal 

sauntering 

hhyphypnotnoticic bbb

munchedmunched
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  eople often 
ask me what 

it’s like to be a 
foreigner married 

to a Taiwanese 
girl. They’re curi-

ous, I guess, about 
a close relationship between 

people from such different backgrounds and 
cultures.  But if I give a simple answer like: “It’s 

great,” more often than not I’ll be met with a disbeliev-
ing: “Really?” People expect that, coming from two very 
different cultures, our marriage must have lots of problems. 
The look of eager expectation that’s usually on their faces 
shows how ready they are to revel, not altogether privately, 
in whatever difficulties we might have. 

Their assumption, that a marriage like ours must have 
more problems than one between two people from the 
same country, appears to make sense. All couples deal with 
a variety of troubles, but we also face the added burdens of 
different cultures, educations and first languages. Thinking 
about it like that, it’s probably a wonder to some people 
that we ever get through the day. 

This idea, though, is based on a blinkered outlook. It 
fails to take into account that our marriage doesn’t have 
all the same problems as other married couples precisely 
because it’s cross-cultural. Take, for example, our relations 
with each other’s families. I’ve heard many stories from 
Taiwanese women complaining about their in-laws. Often 
they live with their husbands’ parents and, due to pressure 
(coming largely from their mother-in-laws), are unable to 
live their own lives, or raise their children, as they choose. 

My wife doesn’t have that problem - not in the least be-
cause we live several thousand miles from my parents. And 
even if we didn’t, English men who always do what their 
mothers want are derided as “mummy’s boys”. As for me, I 
get in-laws who are extremely helpful and supportive, but 
who also accept that their daughter has left their family and 
don’t try to interfere too much with how we run our lives.

There’s also another very positive side of being married to 
a woman from a different country. It doesn’t suit everyone, 
but I enjoy being with a person whose upbringing and 
experiences give her a very different take on life from my 
own. Provided you keep an open mind, a different opinion 
will help you to understand the world more fully. To put 

it simply, a cross-cultural marriage, just like any other 
marriage, has both good and bad points. However, this 
doesn’t always answer a question that casts me in the role of 
Englishman or foreigner, and my wife simply as a Taiwan-
ese girl. 

 Aren’t we more than that? What do those labels mean 
anyway? A normal Englishman could be stoic, polite, and 
reserved, or he could be a drunken lout. A typical Taiwan-
ese girl could be one who grows up as a dutiful daughter 
before marrying and becoming a dutiful wife. She could be 
a girl who thinks only of shopping and cosmetics, or she 
could be an educated career woman. Even when dealing in 
stereotypes, labels that are based purely on nationality have 
very little meaning. 

There’s also the fact that none of these stereotypes or 
generalizations accurately describes either myself, or my 
wife. Indeed I doubt they could ever fully describe any real 
person. Real people (even shallow people), are not one-
sided. Rather, their personalities are made up of a range of 
characteristics and influences.  And, more and more in this 
shrinking world of ours, the influences that help to build 
our characters come from cultures other than the culture 
we were born into. In reality there is no such thing as “a 
foreigner” or “a Taiwanese girl”. These words have little 
genuine meaning when applied to individuals.

The question “What’s it like to be a foreigner married to a 
Taiwanese girl?” is one that I just can’t answer. Underneath 
our nationalities, beyond our nationalities, above, beside, 
and around our nationalities, we are just two people with 
deep and complex personalities. We are not “a foreigner 
and a Taiwanese girl”. 

The question irritates and saddens me because the people 
who ask (some of whom have known me for a long time), 
are people who still haven’t gotten past the generalizations. 
They are people who still can’t see my wife and me for who 
we are - a pair of ordinary, but unique, people.

A successful marriage is an edifice that must be rebuilt every day. ~Andre Maurois 15Reflection
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Top 20
Bizarre
  English
Names
  In Taiwan
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17The Eskimos had fifty-two names for snow because it was important to them: there ought to be as many for love. ~Margaret Atwood Toppers

*Special thanks to Forumosa.com, the discussion threads of which
supplied the vast majority of these names.

threads 
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What were your drawings like when you 
were a kid?

I think that, for the most part, my childhood 
drawings were standard fare: lots of dino-
saurs, animals, monsters, that kind of thing. 
I was a pretty neurotic kid though, and I was 
always putting a lot of pressure on myself to 
get things like proportion and shadow right. 
I saved up for a few “how to draw” books to 
help, but it didn’t take long for people to 
question my artistic integrity (my class rival, 
Michael Welsby really saw to it that everyone 
knew the truth).

When did you first realize that art was 
something you had to pursue?

I was pretty torn when it came to choos-
ing Universities during my last year in High 
School. My teachers were all pushing for 
science, but I wasn’t completely sold on it. 
I tried hard to ignore all of the people that 
told me going into art wouldn’t be lucrative 
enough.

Where did you go to school? 

I chose a University that I thought would give 
me the option of pursuing art or zoology 
once I enrolled. The Univeristy of Guelph in 
Ontario had a pretty good reputation for 
both programs, so I attempted to do both. 
It took about three weeks before I dropped 
science for painting.

What was your experience like there?

I had a pretty good time in University. It sure 
made going to a rural Catholic High School 
seem like the pile of shit that it was. The 
university had a really eclectic vibe, and there 
were many exchanges between the various 
fields of study. I got to combine my inter-
ests in zoology with those in fine art pretty 
seamlessly, so that was good. I had also been 
completely fascinated with India and Indian 
culture for a long time, so in my third year, I 
went to Jaipur for a semester abroad program 
in painting and Hindi. 

What was your experience like in India?

India blew my mind. As I said, I had always 
wanted to go there, but actually stepping off 
the plane was a huge moment for me. Every 
experience in India was so saturated that it 
was overwhelming at times, but at the risk of 
trivializing an entire country, it became the 
perfect muse for me. I studied Rajasthani Min-
iature Painting in Jaipur while I was there, and 
then traveled the country making records 
of the folk art patterns of different regions. 
I finished my first solo art exhibition at the 
university when I returned. 

 

Why miniature painting?

When I heard that the semester abroad 
was in Jaipur, I did some research on the 
region and found it to be a cultural center 
for Indian painting. Making miniatures 
was an interesting departure for me 
because I’d been hung up on highly 
representational work for a long time, 
and this was a chance to learn an art form 
that had nothing to do with traditional 
Western technique. I was able to study 
pattern, colour, and dimension in a way 
that was totally foreign to me, and that 
was exciting.

Why did you come to Taiwan?

After finishing school and working things 
out in Canada for a couple years, I decided 
that a change in location was necessary. 
One of my closest friends was from Kaoh-
siung, so I was introduced to Taiwanese 
culture through him. The demands of 
my university debt, the availability of job 
opportunities, and the unique traditional 
and modern artistic sensibilities of Taiwan 
were all very good reasons to come here.

How has living in Taiwan benefited your 
art and art career?

I was really amazed to see such a vibrant, 
and cutting-edge art scene in Taipei, 
where I now live. I took my time away 

Canadian Cole Swanson is among the finest of the foreign artists who have 
stopped over in Taiwan to teach English. Cole has won various people’s 
choice and juror’s choice awards in shows at the University of Guelph and the 
Woodstock Art Gallery in Canada, and he was invited to, and participated in, 
the prestigious Masters Exhibition in 2006 at the Palazzo Cesi in Acquasparta, 
Italy. His art also earned him a national grant from the Shastri Indo-Canadian 
institute to study miniature painting in India. Cole has participated in exhibi-
tions on three continents, most recently in Taipei. 

Artwork by Cole Swanson
Interview by Steve Williams

   Opposite page:  “Cut Flowers” ,  Top right:  “Charles is the Ghost” 
   Both pieces are magic marker and pen on paper. 2007, 20 x 30 inches
  magic marker and pen on paper. 2007, 20 x 30 inches
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tive to keep things going here. It wasn’t 
until after a year of being surrounded by 
Taiwanese children that I decided to take up 
my current series of portraits.

What is the inspiration behind your newest 
figurative works?

I decided to begin illustrating my students 
using cheap, classroom materials like pens 
and magic markers. I really liked the aesthet-
ic combination of the fine-line techniques 
borrowed from miniature painting, and the 
smoky quality of the dying magic markers 

I used in my classroom. I took snapshots of 
my students with my camera-phone, and 
then started drawing them at home. There 
were so many interesting idiosyncrasies 
within Taiwanese child-culture, that I was 
given more than enough subject matter to 
flavour the drawings with. They are a record 
of my students as I taught them, and that 
seemed important since they would be so 
quickly swept away with time.

What do you have on the horizon?

This year I have received a grant from the 
Shastri Indo-Canadian institute to continue 
studying miniature painting in India for the 
fall. My exhibition from Taipei will be held at 
the Jawahar Kala Kendra Gallery in Jaipur, 
and then I will go back to Canada to attempt 
a Masters in Fine Art. It is my hope to visit 
Taiwan again soon after that.

You can contact Cole at 
coleswanson@gmail.com.

  Top left:  “The Cookie Monsters” ,  Top right: “When Robert Grows Up”   
  Above left: “Charles Is the Ghost”,  Above right: “Fishbones”,  Opposite page:  “For My Silence” 
  All five pieces are magic marker and pen on paper. 2007, 20 x 30 inches
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On a small acreage just outside of 
Kuala Lumpur a Malaysian architect, 

Hijjas Kasturi, and his Australian wife, An-
gela, have developed a lush garden retreat 
for artists and writers.

The Centre for Contemporary and Tradi-
tional Art at Rimbun Dahan, (the name 
means “laden branch”), includes a botani-
cal garden planted with indigenous South-
east Asian trees and plants, four studios, 
accommodation for artists, a large dance 
studio, an underground gallery, a restored 
village house, and a classic car garage (Hij-
jas collects vintage Jaguars).  

On a recent trip to Malaysia, intrigued by 
the concept of this unusual retreat, I ar-
ranged for a visit.

At the entrance to the grounds Angela 
and two dogs warmly greet me. Accom-
panied by the newest resident artist and 
his partner who have just arrived from 
Melbourne, she takes us on an extensive 
tour of the grounds and surrounding 
botanical gardens. Angela writes for the 
Malaysian Nature Society’s magazine The 
Malaysian Naturalist, and guides tours at 
Rimba Ilmu, the botanical gardens of the 
University of Malaya. 

Before we set off on our walk around the 
compound, she explains the objectives 
of Rimbun Dahan, which supports the 
development and conservation of both tra-
ditional and contemporary art forms: from 
visual art to theatre to dance and music.  

“We accept mainly artists from Malaysia 
and Australia for the year-long residency. 
Although foreign artists, mainly those 
from S.E. Asia, are accepted for short-term 
residencies,” she said. “It also provides 
residencies for visual artists, students of 
architecture and ecology, authors, musi-
cians and other creative individuals, allow-
ing them an opportunity to explore and 
develop their artistic work.”

Established in 1994, the program sponsors 
at least two visual artists every year to live 
and work there, culminating in an annual 
exhibition in the underground gallery.  
The program is supported by the Hijjas 
Kasturi Association architecture firm, and 
is a token of appreciation to Malaysia and 
Australia for the opportunities that have 
been provided for the Hijjas family.

The Hijjas family home, designed by the 
architect, dominates the compound. Built 
to compliment the traditional Malay 

kampong house (which was relocated to 
the compound and restored), the modern 
house merges the modern and traditional 
using environmentally friendly materials, 
solar panels and pond water for flushing 
and watering.  

Inspired by gardens in Australia where lo-
cal plants are used to create a specific sense 
of place, Angela landscaped the acreage 
with a wide range of indigenous forest spe-
cies and other plants from Southeast Asia.

After their children left home, The Hijjas’s 
decided to compliment their private col-
lection of art housed in the underground 
gallery by “collecting” artists.  

“There are no government grants for artists 
or performers,” explains Angela Hijjas. “Al-
though some prizes are awarded for popu-
lar artists who have struggled a lifetime to 
fulfill their talent, there is little support for 
the artists struggling to develop their visual 
art, musical skills or theatrical talent.” 

Thus the concept of the Hijjas family’s 
unique residency program began. 

The landscape, as well as the architecture 
of Rimbun Dahan, creates a sense of 
location and culture.  A stone lion draped 
with a garland of sweet-smelling fran-
gipani and sprigs of nutmeg guards the 
entrance to the herb garden. The gardens 
are landscaped Malaysian style and include 
indigenous plants from Southeast Asia. As 
we stroll the winding pathways under the 
canopy of tropical trees, we’re introduced 
to many varieties of palms, fruit and for-
est trees such as the tall keluih (a type of 
breadfruit), betelnut and durian.  

In the herb and spices gardens we enjoy 
an abundance of savory tastes and smells 
of coriander, mint, clove and nutmeg. 
Many of the flowers and other plants such 
as the kunyit (tumeric), leaf are used to 
embellish Malaysian cooking. The plants 
in the herb garden are from Indochina, 
Burma, Thailand, the Malay Peninsula 

Every artist dips his brush in his own soul, and paints his own nature into his pictures. ~Henry Ward Beecher

Art in a Tropical Garden: 
The Centre for Contemporary and 

Traditional Art at Rimbun Dahan, Malaysia

Text and Photography by W. Ruth Kozak

From the Road
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and India.  Some are also from tropical 
America.  Many have medicinal value such 
as aloe vera, areca catechu, carica papaya, 
Madagascar periwinkle, betel and com-
mon cooking spices such as cinnamon, 
turmeric, ginger and basil. The garden also 
contains poisonous varieties of plants such 
as the lethal datura. 

“One bit of this mixed in your tea and 
you’re a goner!” Angela says.

Accompanied by the trilling chorus of 
birds like the yellow vented bulbuls who 
occupy the treetops, we explore and ad-
mire the ornamental and flowering shrubs:  
rare orchids, lilac-colored clerodendron 
bungei, creamy white bunga kemboja 
(frangipanni), several varieties of flowering 
ginger and the national emblem of Malay-
sia, crimson hibiscus. 

The flowers attract butterflies, flocks of 
birds, and bats that feed on the bright 
colored seeds of the alpinia and succulent 
figs.  There are nesting boxes provided in 
hollows of old trees. A particular species of 
banana, the pisang belali gajah, also pro-
vides food for the wildlife that is encour-
aged to use the garden.   

Two types of monkeys, long-tailed ma-
caques and dusky langurs, hang out in the 
rambutan trees eating the fruit. A large 
colony of macaques live in the compound 
and while they forage for food their little 
ones are left in the ‘nursery’ on the assam 
gelugor trees by the house. The young 
monkeys frolic on the topmost branches 
where the foliage is dense enough to allow 
handholds in case of falling.  Because of 
damage caused by the mischievous roving 
bands, electric fencing has been installed 
around the roof.

There are also many tropical squirrels and 

palm civets who are mostly nocturnal 
and solitary. Wild boar often come to the 
orchard to graze on fallen fruit. Various 
species of lizards inhabit the compound, 
such as the crocodile-sized water monitors.  
The dogs keep check on the population of 
these biawak, which are sometimes seen 
basking in the sun or swimming in the 
reflective pools near the Hijjas’ house.  

The cobbled and gravel pathways wind 
through the lush tropical greenery and lead 
us to a grassy compound where the artists’ 
studios and residence are located. There 
are usually three or four artists living in 
residence. They benefit from the unique 
atmosphere of Rimbun Dahan, and the 
rich experience that emerges from bridging 
cultural difference as they develop their 
own artistic skills.  

Beyond the artists’ studios, we step 
back in time into a beautiful traditional 
19th century Malay house (Rumah Uda 
Manap), which was relocated from Perah. 

Made of hardwood and belian shingles, 
the house has been lovingly restored with 
the help of some resident artists.  It was 
built by Chinese-Indonesian craftsmen at 
the request of a rich Malay man for his In-
donesian bride and has been passed down 
the matrilineal line according to custom.  
Photographs of the original owner’s family 
are on display in the house.

We take off our shoes, as is the custom, 
and enter.  The house overlooks the garden 
of the Rimbun Dahan and is furnished in 
Malay style, representing a unique blend of 
Chinese decoration and Malay architecture 
including hardwood carvings by Chinese 
artists. Resident artists contributed much 
of the restoration in the century-old village 
house, including several of the carved pan-
els that depict mythological animals and a 
colorful painted carving of an inverted sky 
dragon.

A highlight of the tour is a visit to the art 
gallery.  Angela explained that to conserve 
ground space and to be better able to 
control the humidity, the gallery was built 
underground.  Each artist in residence 
contributes two paintings or sculptures to 
the permanent collection.

Every year Rimbun Dahan hosts Art for 
Nature, a unique showcase of artistic 
works created by Malaysian and interna-
tional artists in support of nature con-
servation.  First held in 1997, half of the 
proceeds from sales of the artworks in this 
exhibition go the artists for sales of their 
work and half to the Malaysian chapter of 
the World Wildlife Fund.

The botanical garden at Rimbun Dahan 
is open to the public whenever there is an 
art exhibition. Private group tours can be 
arranged with contributions going to the 
Malaysian Nature Society.

Art is making something out of nothing and selling it. ~Frank Zappa

For information about the artist’s residency program and nature tours go to:
Rimbun Dahan at www.rimbundahan.org  
For more information about WWF, Malaysia’s conservation and wildlife protection program, see www.wwfmalaysia.org
For information about the Malaysian Nature Society visit www.mns.org.my  

From the Road
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Kaohsiung Harbor Photo-factual Essay
By Matt Gibson
Photography by Kaid Hucaluk

Kaohsiung is the second largest city in Taiwan with a population of 1.5 million.

Kaohsiung Harbor is Taiwan’s largest port and a pillar of the national economy.

Kaohsiung Harbor processes two-thirds of Taiwan’s total import and export volume.

pillar 
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Kaohsiung was the world’s 
busiest container port in 
1999, but has since fallen 
to sixth, partly due to 
a 50-year ban on direct 
shipping with China.  

Photofactual Essay
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30 Xpat / Summer 2007 Speak when you are angry—and you will make the best speech you’ll ever regret. ~Laurence J. Peter

Like many who end up in Taiwan, The Exile 
was as much pushed away from home 

as pulled by the allure of the exotic. A failed 
relationship, his would-be career as a prison 
guard coming to a close after less than a month 
of taunting from inmates, and a call from the 
police informing him that a restraining order 
had been taken out by his ex-girlfriend, all fu-
eled a burning desire to get as far away from his 
old life as possible. 

A friend from high school had been weav-
ing tales of Taiwan for months: fast money, 
wild parties, travel, and women. The Exile’s 
family was sad but supportive, genuinely glad 

to see him do something daring for a change. 
They gave him a warm sendoff, full of loving 
embraces and exhortations to stay in touch. In 
the weeks after he arrived, he wrote long excited 
emails describing all manner of strange sights 
and sounds. 

He accepted a job at his friend’s English school, 
disregarding the warnings about the manage-
ment.  How bad could it be? He immediately 
fell in love with the kids. Remembering how 
he had been dragged through lessons at that 
age, his students’ enthusiasm amazed him. They 

practically jumped out of their seats to answer 
his questions. The kids were like instruments 
in an orchestra, their strings already singing in 
anticipation. All he had to do was stand at the 
front of the class and conduct, guiding their 
energy down the path he chose. This wasn’t 
work. It was like watching a dance. 

But it took him a little while to realize that 
Taiwanese girls weren’t going to throw them-
selves at him.  He was going to have to try—at 
least a little. Finally, one Saturday night, after 
countless smirks and jibes from his friends, he 
extended an awkward invitation to a girl that 
he’d danced with a few times. To his surprise 
she accepted. She wasn’t beautiful by Taiwan-
ese standards, but she had a lithe figure and 

a captivating grace on the dance floor. They 
pulled the mattress off his bed and dragged it 
into the living room and huddled there, under 
the cool draft of his air conditioner. She was 
warm and receptive, and far more experienced 
with this meeting of cultures than he was.  He 
felt almost guilty touching this girl with the 
small breasts, the slightest flare to her hips, and 
only a handful of jet-black hairs between her 
thighs. But from the moment he entered her, 
or rather, from the moment she consumed him, 
he felt a door close behind him and knew that 
there would be no going back. 

Around the same time he also discovered the 
wonders of drugs. At a New Year’s party one 
of his friends handed him a pink pill. He swal-
lowed it without hesitation. The people around 
the table looked on and smiled to themselves. 
Twenty minutes later, his body began to pound 
in time with the music. Each flash of light 
bored into his optic nerves, causing them to 
crackle in his skull. The vibrations threatened 
to liquefy his intestines so he stumbled, half-
blind, to the bathroom and locked himself 
in a stall, keeping his eyes shut tight in a vain 
attempt to ignore the vomit-slicked toilet and 
clumps of used tissue stuck to the floor and 
walls. After fifteen minutes the hammering on 
the door seemed much closer, so he opened 
his eyes and realized that he no longer felt the 
need to throw up or defecate. He opened the 
door and suddenly everything made sense. The 
huge Mickey Mouse gloves worn on the dance 
floor (hey, didn’t Mickey like to fuck, too?), the 
insipid techno music that he couldn’t stand just 
an hour ago, and the knowing glances being 
passed around the table. He truly felt that he’d 
found something, like a key; or a universal 
truth that would change his life forever.

After a year he realized that everything his 
friend had told him about their employer was 
true, so he gave them the slip while away on 
vacation, ignoring their threats to have him 
blacklisted. He found another school, only 
marginally better than the first, and got fired 
after six months. Another, much better school 
followed, but somewhere along the way he’d 
lost his magic in the classroom. Instead of 
guiding his students’ energy, he found himself 
trying to push them this way or that. It eventu-
ally dawned on him that he did not possess any 
gift for teaching. His first students had been 
so excited and willing simply because he was 
something new. Some of them had never even 
seen a foreigner before, and suddenly they had 
one of their very own for three hours a week. 
His new students were older, and had already 
seen a few foreign teachers come and go. They 
were certainly polite, and would occasionally 
crack a joke about him in class, but it seemed 
they were quietly tolerating rather than embrac-
ing him. It was the newness of the experience 
that had made it so magical in the beginning. 

He found himself becoming guilty of the same 
lassitude. The thrill of bedding Taiwanese 
women wore off and he found himself only 
tolerating them, enjoying himself just the first 
few times that he slept with them. After that, 
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his nthusiasm waned and he searched for 
another, then another, taking comfort knowing 
that none of them turned out to be pregnant 
as they had claimed, nor had any followed 
through on their threats to kill themselves. 
From time to time in the daytime haze of ex-
haust and cigarette smoke he would wonder: “Is 
this really what I want to commit my life to?” 
These nagging doubts were easily pushed aside 
once the weekend rolled around again, but he 
found himself gritting his teeth more and more, 

fighting the urge to lash out at some slight at 
work, or to yell obscenities at the taxi that had 
just cut him off again.

Approaching a traffic circle one day, late for 
work again, he decided to run straight through 
rather than waste the time driving around the 
outside. As he neared the far side of the traffic 
circle, he saw a helmetless head racing in from 
the right. He thought to himself they were 
probably going to collide if this Scooterboy 
didn’t shoulder check. As the scooter swung 
into the lane, they banged together, and the 
driver gave him a surprised look before skid-
ding to a halt and falling awkwardly to the 
pavement. The Exile pulled over, rage swelling 
inside of him. He walked back to where the 
rider was inspecting his wheels for damage, his 
knuckles white. 

“Why don’t you fucking well look?” he shouted. 

Scooterboy looked surprised, then furrowed his 
brow and shouted something back in Taiwan-
ese, crimson juice turning to foam at the edges 
of his mouth. 

“Fuck you!” The Exile replied.

Scooterboy stepped forwards and pushed The 
Exile’s chest. He stumbled back a step, and 
then came forward bringing his right foot 

up fast, burying the steel toe of his boot into 
the bottom rib on Scooterboy’s left side. The 
Exile heard a snapping, like a key turning in a 
lock, and a door opened wide before him. As 
blinding white noise began to creep in around 
the periphery of his vision, he saw his nemesis 
crumple gasping to the ground.  The white 
noise encroached on his vision, until all he 
could see was pure, blind white.  

He raised his heel and brought it down hard, 
then again and again, each time harder still. 
At one point he felt a hand grab him roughly 
by the shoulder, but he spun and swung hard. 
With a crack the hand immediately loosened 
its grip and slid down his stomach. When he 
turned around again he found his sight had 
returned, but he was looking down at himself.  
He watched himself staring, motionless, at 
what had recently been a man.

When the police arrived, The Exile was sitting 
on the side of the road, his head in his hands, 
trying with all his will to picture the faces of his 
parents, his sister, a friend—anyone that might 
connect him to another time and place; any-
thing to remind him of who he used to be. Yet 
no matter how he strained and begged through 
clenched teeth, all he saw before him was a 
spreading pool of red, ringed with purest white.

When anger rises, think of the consequences. ~Confucius Expresso Fiction
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Surprise was the order of the day when 
A-hong learned that his cousin Siao-fu 
wouldn’t come to work because he broke 

his ankle the night before, but he wasn’t particu-
larly sorry. 

Lo’s Construction Company mainly contracted 
with the government to replace roadside drains 
in Nantou County. The jobs required little skill 
and a minimum of equipment. The company 
owned a pair of backhoes, a “Bobcat” scoop 
loader and one blue truck. The concrete forms, 
barriers, orange traffic cones and tools were 
mostly secondhand. Everything else was rented 
on a daily basis. The genius of the company 
lay in the crew because of the way they worked 
together. 

Uncle Lo hired A-hong fresh from the youth 
jail as a favor to his sister. Lo’s wife, Su-mei, 
was opposed. Their only son, Siao-Fu, who was 
the same age as A-hong, was taking a course 
that would lead to a career as a technician. His 
mother planned for him to transfer to a famous 
engineering school and, eventually, take over the 
family business. She didn’t want her husband’s 
“worthless nephew” to get anywhere near her 
precious Siao-Fu.

Artwork by Tim Davis

Lo’s sister, Ya-ya, lived in Taichung City. After 
dropping out of high school she worked several 
jobs; a conductor on a tour bus, then a betel 
nut beauty, then a KTV hostess, and, for a short 
time, a stripper. Unable to identify A-hong’s 
father, Ya-ya raised her son alone. When she ap-
proached Lo about employing A-hong, she was 
working as a street sweeper. Not very high class, 
but steady and secure. 

A-hong landed in youth jail because of an ac-
cumulation of small infractions and the eventual 
unwillingness of the school authorities to put up 
with him any longer. They didn’t just throw him 
out of school but saw to it that he was put into 
a place where the consequences of indiscipline 
would be clear. He was sentenced to 14 months 
for participating in a gang fight when he was 
17. When news of his arrest, conviction and 
sentence spread through the Lo family, Su-mei 
responded with the Taiwanese equivalent of the 
English proverb about the apple not falling far 
from the tree.

After 8 months of incarceration, A-hong 
turned 18. He had been well behaved 
enough to be eligible for probation if he 
could find and hold a job. Ya-ya took a day 
off work and rode the bus to Nantou where 
she begged her brother for this favor. He 
agreed, but he set a few conditions: A-hong 
would be the lowest paid member of the 
crew, would get the dirtiest jobs, would live 
in a shed in the equipment yard, and would 
continue beyond his first month only if the 
rest of the crew approved. Ya-ya agreed. So 
did A-hong.

The truest characters of ignorance are vanity and pride and arrogance. ~Samuel Butler

“Pride goes before a fall, and a haughty 
spirit before destruction.”
(Proverbs 16:18)
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Su-mei was the picture of consternation. 
She was afraid that Siao-fu would learn bad 
habits from his infamous cousin. This reac-
tion fit her character; she liked things to be 
‘nice’. Her lifestyle was shaped by the House 
Beautiful type magazines that she bought 
regularly. Though her son studied at a me-
diocre vocational school, she bragged about 
his class ranking whenever she could. Mainly 
she spoke of his potential to “go far”, and 
dropped hints of study in China, Australia or 
the United States.

Siao-fu himself thought more about partying 
and basketball. Though he was ostensibly in 
his final year of school, he was actually almost 
a full semester behind because of classes he 
had failed. Su-mei and Siao-fu tried to hide 
this from Lo. They thought they had him 
fooled, but Lo had learned about his son’s 

performance from members of his crew 
whose children attended the same school.

During summer and winter breaks Siao-fu 
was expected to work with his father. Not 
eager to hang around with his father before 
the crew arrived, he arranged to go to work 
alone by motorbike. He arrived late most 
days. At work he would meander around 
with a broom or a clipboard. When A-hong 
moved into the shed, Uncle Lo arranged for 
him to eat at a breakfast place nearby every 
morning and at a self-service cafeteria across 
the road every evening. The owners of the 
places were told to keep a tab, which Lo 
would

 pay at the end of the month. At noon A-
hong was given a box-lunch. Records were 

kept and the amounts were deducted from 
his pay. 

The crew welcomed A-hong and he soon fit 
in. After schools let out for summer Siao-Fu 
began to show up in the morning. Lo had 
known that his son wasn’t going to graduate 
on time. Siao-Fu and his mother cooked up 
a story about unfair teachers and payoffs to 
explain why Siao-Fu had to return to school 
for another semester.

Su-mei had always told Siao-fu that if he 
didn’t look out he could end up as worth-
less as his cousin A-hong. Now that the two 
youths were destined to work on the same 
crew she intensified her put-downs of her 
nephew. On the first morning, Siao-Fu came 
to work ten minutes late. He immediately 
approached his cousin and made a remark 
about school in contrast to jail. A-hong 
shrugged it off and went back to tying bail-
ing wire around wooden forms while stand-
ing knee-deep in mud.

All too often arrogance accompanies strength. ~Theodore Bikel Expresso Fiction
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35In all things of nature there is something of the marvelous. ~Aristotle Expresso Fiction

Long ago construction crews in Taiwan 
began using concrete jersey barriers to 
protect holes and ditches from acciden-
tal vehicular intrusions. These heavy 
barriers, painted bright yellow, proved 
their usefulness. As time went on drivers 
became accustomed to the shape and 
color and learned to avoid them. So 
eventually, cheaper and more convenient 
hollow substitutes made of recycled 
plastic became the standard. Though 
they can be filled with water, most plas-
tic jersey barriers used by construction 
crews today are empty. A line of them 
tied together with bailing wire can fence 
off a ditch. But a line of empty plastic 
jersey barriers is easily blown over by a 
strong wind.

A grouchy fellow who lived on the road 
where Lo’s Construction was rebuilding 
drains watched the work with a gimlet 
eye. He phoned the Bureau of Public 
Construction with complaints daily. 
Sometimes he would call the police in 
the middle of the night if sections of bar-
riers had fallen over. He would give them 
Lo’s cellphone number and they would 
call him to rectify matters.

Lo had come to trust A-hong. After 
a few midnight wakeups, he gave the 
phone and keys for the company truck 
to the teenager. At 2 o’clock one morn-
ing the phone woke A-hong. He drove 
to the site and rearranged the barriers, 
which had fallen over even though there 
had been no wind.

The next morning, Su-mei noted that 
there had been no midnight call. That 
was how she learned that A-hong was 
now trusted and equipped. Though she 
was pleased that her own son had not 
been sent out in the dark, she was miffed 
that he had not been so “honored”. But 

she was afraid that, had Siao-fu been 
given the task, he would have refused to 
do the dirty work that routinely fell to 
his cousin. Then she recalled that when 
she and Lo had gone to bed the night 
before, Siao-fu had not yet come home.

At work that day Siao-Fu was especially 
aggressive towards A-hong. Other crew 
members told him to back off. They felt 
more closely connected to the bastard 
son of a street sweeper than to the rich 
kid bastard who happened to be their 
boss’ son. 

Toppled barriers and midnight trips 
occurred for the next three nights, 
including Saturday and Sunday. On 
Monday work ran late and the crew left 
before the site had been properly cleaned 
up. A-hong stayed behind to set up the 
barriers. By this time he had learned how 
to use the “Bobcat” and had the key. He 
noticed that one piece of plastic barrier 
had deteriorated so badly that it no 
longer even symbolized protection. In a 
narrow lane he spied an abandoned sec-
tion of concrete barrier. The side exposed 
to the weather was dirty and faded but 
the other was still bright yellow. Using 
the “Bobcat”, he maneuvered it into the 
gap in the middle of the plastic wall
 and tied them together with 
bailing wire. 
  

No calls disturbed him that night. When 
he arrived at work in the morning the 
wall was undisturbed, but the people 
who lived on the street told him that 
there had been real excitement in the 
middle of the night. An ambulance had 
picked up and taken “the other young 
one from the crew” to the hospital. They 
told him that the company boss had 
set up the plastic barriers that had been 
kicked over when the “young one” sped 
down the line on his motorbike with his 
right foot stuck out to scatter them. 

Surprise was the order of the day when 
A-hong learned that his cousin wouldn’t 
come to work because he had broken 
his ankle the night before, but he wasn’t 
particularly sorry.

David Alexander is the International 
Students’ Advisor at Tainan Theological 
College and Seminary.
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The Train People
By albert creak  Artwork by Bridget o leary Photography by craig Zeni � �� ⌃⇪ ⇪⌥�

They’re a nefarious breed. Their rodent features are un-
mistakable and their dialect is a sharp, gurgling cluster of 

consonants difficult even for locals — and unintelligible to 
foreigners. Whenever their mouths open, it sounds as if they 
are trying to loosen phlegm from their throats. The Train 
People are hated and hateful. Passengers, both local and 
foreign, are their victims. It’s wise to avoid interaction.

We pressed against each other for heat, squeezing into 
the lower bunk rather than climbing to the cold individual 
berths above. It had taken us weeks in the capitol to obtain 
the necessary foreigners’ traveler permits. Undoubtedly 
the Train People knew for whom the cabin was reserved. 
Perhaps they had intentionally neglected to supply us with 
bedding. Asking would have been pointless. Either way, the 
cold vinyl and poorly sealed windows made sleeping alone 
impossible. They no longer allowed the rental of warm ani-
mals to foreigners. A local passenger had contracted syphilis 
the winter before, which was almost unheard of in this land. 
It was rumored the beast he slept with had recently been 
used by a foreigner. So, we huddled together like piglets at 
a sow.

Bundled as we were in layers of flannel, wool and down, the 
four of us barely fit along the compartment wall. Day came. 

Several hours later it 
went again. The fog of 
our breath swirled in 
front of us, shifted, and 
was whisked away by 
the draft.

Each time the train 
stopped we anxiously 
compared the hiero-
glyphic clutter dis-
played on the station 
signs with our hand-
written note from the 
capital, ready to dash 
out of the compart-
ment and off the 
train when the two 
matched. But it wasn’t 
that simple. One part 
seemed alike, but an-

other didn’t. Even in day-

light it had been difficult to see out the frosty window, much 
less make out the intricacies of that godforsaken script. The 
more we rubbed at the windows with our mittens, the more 
obscured our view of the platform signs became. The arc 
at the top of one symbol was more pointed on the note, or 
the “x” on the note looked more like a “+” on the sign, or two 
parts of a glyph from the note were connected by a line that 
might or might not have been intentional.

The idea of stranding ourselves at the end of the line — to 
wait out the winter in the village of the Train People — filled 
us with dread. In that event, our only hope would be in ap-
pealing to their famously nonexistent sense of pity. Every-
one has heard stories of foreigners unfortunate enough to 
land themselves in that situation—stories of forced labor, all 
manner of prostitution and brutal gang-rapings.
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Each stop caused a quarrel amongst us; we almost came to 
blows more than once. Someone would inevitably be certain 
the sign outside matched the crumpled note that we passed 
back and forth. Someone else would just as surely deny it. 
Locals scrambled off, the Train People shouted, we argued, 
and the train would pull away. The dim light of the station 
disappeared behind us and the world outside the win-
dow washed black. The occasional faint yellow 
glint in the darkness indicated a village or 
small town in the distance, but for 
the most part there may as well 
have been a layer of tar smeared 
over the outside of the window. 
Leaning forward to stare out the 
window, we found only our own 
unkempt, imbecile reflections 
staring back. We were relieved 
to see locals in the corridor, still 
curled up asleep under pieces 
of cardboard or burlap sacks. 
Eventually, we also slept.

I’m jolted awake as the train 
whines to a stop and lets out an 
exhausted wheeze. The others 
are already up. I follow their smit-
ten gazes out the window. There’s 
no need to look at the sign, or 
the note. The window is coated in 
beads of melted frost. 

Outside in the morning light, the faces on the platform lack 
the refined features we’ve seen at previous stations and back 
in the capital. These faces are twisted and shriveled like dried 
fruit: the faces of the diseased, the starving. But unlike the 
resigned countenances I’ve encountered in other parts of 
this poor land, these worn faces are offset by eyes that glim-
mer with a hyena-like caginess. A woman, perhaps 50 years 
of age — it is difficult to tell with the Train People — catches 
us peering out the window. Pulling a fur scarf from over her 
mouth, she shouts to the others on the platform. I watch 
her wrinkled face light up. Her toothless mouth opens and 
closes. All is silent inside the compartment. A crowd gath-
ers on the platform next to our car, pressing towards the 
window and squinting in at us. We dare not to speak, or even 
move.

There is a snorting in the corridor and lumbering, uneven 
footsteps. I turn to see a thin white-haired man, dressed 
in the poorly-fitted green uniform of the Train People. He’s 
clutching a mop with both hands, and the first smile I’ve ever 
seen on one of their faces cuts across his face like an incision.
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Travel is only glamorous in retrospect. ~Paul Theroux Photofactual Essay
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38 Xpat / Summer 2007 Although the world is full of suffering, it is full also of the overcoming of it. ~Helen Keller

DISABLED REFUGEES 
& INTERNALLY
DISPLACED AFGHANS 
ARE TRULY FORGOTTEN 
INDIVIDUALS.
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Disabled refugees and internally displaced Afghans are 
truly forgotten individuals. The conflicts between the 
Soviet-backed Afghan government of M. Najibullah, the 
United States and Pakistan-supported mujahadeen, and 
later the Taliban Regime, coupled with the comparatively 
recent deployment of Allied forces in Afghanistan have 
resulted in hundreds of thousands of disabled Afghans. 
These brutal military campaigns have facilitated one of 
the biggest humanitarian crises of modern history, with 
over five million Afghan refugees fleeing to Pakistan and 
Iran and another two million displaced internally.

Former bitter foes, the various mujahadeen factions 
and the soldiers of the old Soviet supported Republic of 
Afghanistan now live side by side in displacement camps. 
“Its not important anymore which side you were on.  
We are all Afghanis,” says Abdul Moqeem, a former 
mujahadeen and landmine victim currently living in 
Department 5 displacement camp (a bombed-out 
building in the former Soviet Embassy compound in 
Kabul). “It’s how to earn a living when you are disabled. 
No one will employ me and I receive 300 afghani 
(US$6.00) a month from the Ministry of Martyrs and 
Disabled (MOMD). How am I supposed to feed my 
family, put my children in school on 300 afghanis a 
month? There’s no public transport near this camp 
and I can’t afford to take a taxi, and I live in Kabul… 
Sometimes when I do make it there, they say come back 
later. It’s not worth the trip.”

Text and Photography by Kloie Picot

[LEFT] Ahmad Beqlan, now 19 years old, was 9 when he lost his hand and sight by a land mine on his way to 
school. He spent 2 years undergoing extensive reconstructive surgery in Germany. Today his sister accompanies 
him as he begs on Flower Street in Kabul. NOVEMBER 01, 2006

You desire to know the art of living, my friend? It is contained in one phrase: make use of suffering. ~Henri-Frédéric Amiel From the Road

mujahadeen
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THROUGH SHEER 
DETERMINATION & 
CREATIVITY, DISABLED 
REFUGEES SURVIVE. 
WHETHER BY BEGGING
OR WITH A LOAN,
THEIR WILL TO 
SURVIVE REMAINS.

Abdul is one of thousands of disabled war vets without arms, legs, or 
both, reduced to either living on handouts or begging on the war-
ravaged streets. “I used to have a small vegetable shop in Iran. Then 
some government officials came and told us that it’s safe to come back 
to Afghanistan. They told us they would give us land and jobs. So we 
came back, and now we’re worse off than in Iran. Now they came and 
told us they have land for us and we have to leave this displacement 
camp because they are rebuilding it for government offices. Some of us 
left and saw the land is very wet and they have to live in tents. Winter 
is coming, how are we supposed to survive the cold in tents in winter?”

Although no formal studies have been conducted, local surveys 
estimate that some 4 per cent of the Afghan population is disabled 

from ballistic or landmine injuries. In a population of 20 million 
this means about 700,000 men, women and children are disabled. 
Afghanistan has the highest civilian rate of landmine injury and 
mortality in the world. The MOMD estimates that 100 Afghans are 
killed or injured every month by these devices.

The disabled and displaced face the challenge of finding safety, 
completing daily activities, and overcoming discrimination on several 
fronts, including education, access to services and rehabilitation. 
They’re often the last in displacement camps to receive food, water and 
medical care, and many locals view them as a burden. Displaced people 
were given one year of free healthcare by the Afghan government, but 
for many people that year has expired.

The mind grows sicker than the body in contemplation of its suffering. ~Ovid
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The International Committee of the Red Cross (ICRC) is one of the 
only institutions that employs and helps disabled Afghans. Since 1988 
the ICRC has provided orthopedic and rehabilitation services to disabled 
Afghans, many of whom are also displaced. Patients are offered micro-
credit loans and job training to help improve their positions. Through 
sheer determination and creativity disabled refugees survive. Whether by 
begging or with a loan, their will to survive remains.

Abdul’s wife was fortunate enough to find a job in a clinic. Her salary 
of 6,000 afghanis (US$200) per month is more than most people in the 
displacement camp dream of. When asked about the future Abdul replied, 
“How can I think about the future when tomorrow the government might 
come and move us to some tent on a wet piece of land?”

Kloie Picot is a photojournalist and videographer specializing in 
international news events, and documentary projects in S.E Asia, 
the Middle East, and Africa.  A trailer for her newest documentary, 
and other work, can be seen on her website, www.kloie.com

[CLOCKWISE FROM TOP]
A disabled man begs in the middle of traffic on a busy
street in Kabul. The disabled are largely ignored, unable
to find employment and receiving 300 Afghanis ($6 U.S.)
a month from the Ministry of Martyrs and Disabled, they
are unable to support themselves. OCTOBER 29, 2006

A man who lost both legs from a rocket explosion during
the conflict between warring Mujahadeen factions. 
NOVEMBER 02, 2006

Discarded prostheses made by the disabled at the ICRC 
orthopedic center in Kabul, Afghanistan. All components of 
the limbs and appliances are made in the Kabul workshop 
and sent to other centers. Originally intended only for people 
disabled by war wounds, ICRC assistance was extended to 
all motor-disabled patients in 1995. OCTOBER 28, 2006

Department 5 Displacement camp situated in the former 
compound of the Russian Embassy, outside of Kabul. 
Roughly 50 internally displaced Afghan families are now 
housed here. Their future is uncertain, as the government 
has reclaimed this building to be reconstructed into 
Governmental office buildings.

Pain is inevitable; suffering is optional. ~Hindu Spiritual From the Road

orthopedic 

sheer 

xpat_Summer07_Final.indd   41 2007/5/28   ¤U¤È 02:37:14



42 Xpat / Summer 2007

WANNA HELP OUT?
If you’re interested in donating to, or helping out with, the Tour for 
Toys, call Robert at the Cosby Saloon at (06) 228-6332, or stop by 20-
128 Gongyuen Rd., Tainan (the back of the same alley as the Hangout).

The charity that hastens to proclaim its good deeds, ceases to be charity, and is only pride and ostentation. ~William Hutton
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“Some of these kids are really poor,” Robert 
told me. “Some don’t even have shoes. If you 

see it you might cry.”  

I was in the Cosby Saloon in Tainan talking to 
the owner, Robert Lo. He stood behind the bar 
with his back straight and his chin up. His black 
shirt was tucked tightly into his jeans beneath a 
prominent belt buckle. 

Robert is an unlikely philanthropist. During the 
day he rides around on a maroon Harley with 
skulls airbrushed on the sides. He spends his 
nights with a bottle of Jack Daniels, a couple 
packs of cigarettes, and whoever happens to be 
in his saloon.

The first time I met him was to sell him an ad 
for his saloon in Xpat Magazine. With the same 
gruff demeanor that he used to command his 
underlings in the Taiwanese military, he ordered 
me to give him a half-page. He made it clear 
that he only wanted to support the magazine. 
He’s never cancelled it.

On a subsequent visit, over shots of JD chased 
with green tea, he told me that every year he 
volunteers as a lifeguard at the Lantern Festival 
in Anping Harbor in Tainan. So I wasn’t too sur-
prised when he later told me that his bike club, 
the Taiwan Angels, goes on charitable tours to 
mountain villages every year to deliver toys, 
clothing and medical supplies to poor aboriginal 
children and that he, the unofficial leader of the 
club, organizes the tour and pays for most of it 
with the profits from his saloon.

He told me about the difficulties these villages 
endure. “It’s hard to get supplies because of 
washouts on the road. You’ll see many young 
children and very old people. There’s no work 
in the villages, so the parents go to the city and 
leave the children with their grandparents.” He 
suggested that I come on the next tour and I 
agreed.

My friend Pawl, a photographer, and his fiancée 
Anetka agreed to go with me. We wanted to ride 
our motorcycles, but later Robert told me that 
he’d arranged transportation for us. We met at 
the Cosby Saloon at 6 a.m. on Sunday morning.  
We were disappointed to find, not to a fleet of 
Harley’s, but a lone van filled with supplies and 
a driver. It wasn’t until we’d driven two hours 

and passed the town of Sandimen that we met 
up with the Angels. There were nearly one hun-
dred. Not all were riding Harleys. Many were 
from another bike club whose members mostly 
rode crotch rockets, and there were a few cars as 
well. Robert led the tour on his maroon Harley.  
You could clearly see the back of his Taiwan 
Angel’s t-shirt, which read in large white letters 
“If you can read this, the bitch fell off”. 

Paul, Anetka and I reveled in the fresh early 
morning mountain air and snapped pictures 
of the bikers from the windows of the van. We 
wound upwards on mountain roads that became 
increasingly dangerous. Slides scarred the hill-
side and in several places the road had obviously 
been recently submerged in mud and debris.

We arrived at the first, and farthest, of our 
three scheduled village stops invigorated and 
enthusiastic. We unloaded the gifts from the van 
in an empty storefront and waited for the swarm 
of children. Twenty minutes later we were still 
waiting. “Where are they?” I asked Robert. 

“They’re in church. Their angels are here, but 
they’re in church praying to god.”  He said with 
obvious disapproval. After 40 minutes a group 
of about a dozen children and a few parents 
showed up. We snapped a flurry of pictures. The 
children were saddled with oversized bags of 
gifts and we prepared to leave. Already behind 
schedule, there was no time to wait for the other 
kids.

We moved quickly to the next village located at 
the bottom of a steep hill with several switch-
backs. We arrived before the bikers, so Pawl and 
I rushed up the hill to snap dramatic pictures of 
the bikers as they rounded the final sharp cor-
ner. After everyone had arrived, we rushed down 
to the town square to see what was happening. 

More villagers came out this time, but few were 
children. Most of the attendees were quite old. 
There were a few young children, and a couple 
that appeared to be high school age. The older 
folks looked through the clothes curiously. The 
children wore new winter coats and sneakers. 
One of the older boys listened to his iPod as he 
sifted through the goods we’d brought.

Robert had told me before, “You can’t take used 
things. You have to give them new jackets and 

shoes or else they won’t accept them.”  I began 
to see why. If the goods weren’t brand new and 
somewhat stylish, the children wouldn’t accept 
them because they wouldn’t be as nice as those 
they already owned.

After discussing the trip, Paul, Anetka and I 
concluded that, although the day had been an 
enjoyable escape from the city, and a fulfilling 
charitable endeavor, something had seemed 
slightly askew. After seeing impoverished people 
living on less than one American dollar per day 
in Cambodia and the Philippines (where we’d 
all recently traveled), the lives of the impover-
ished Taiwanese villagers seemed surprisingly 
comfortable.

I wondered why the children and parents weren’t 
more enthusiastic about the Angels’ visit. After 
some thought, I realized that poverty in Taiwan 
simply isn’t as bad as in most other countries. 
Although the government of Taiwan offers very 
little in the way of social assistance to the poor, 
the family support system and general goodwill 

of the Taiwanese people have created a social 
safety net that equals, and in many cases sur-
passes, the government-funded welfare programs 
of other modern countries. 

Indeed, after doing a bit of research I found that 
only 0.9 percent of Taiwanese people live below 
the poverty line—the lowest poverty rate of the 
130 countries listed. Comparatively, 15.9% of 
Canadians and 40% of Filipinos live in poverty. 

Many foreigners criticize the rigid tradition 
of family loyalty in Taiwan because it often 
infringes on people’s personal desires—but it’s 
that same duty to family that saves innumerable 
Taiwanese people from begging and living on 
the streets. Families here go to great extremes to 
help their troubled brethren. 

And we mustn’t forget the goodwill of the 
average Taiwanese person. In Taiwan it seems 
that volunteering for a non-profit organiza-
tion is the norm. Most of the Taiwanese people 
I know participate in some form of charity. 
Hell, charity is so common here that even the 
biker gangs pitch in. It’s the generosity of the 
people—people like Robert Lo and groups like 
his Taiwan Angels—that keep poverty in this 
country at bay.

Too many have dispensed with generosity in order to practice charity. ~Albert Camus The Homefront
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Kaohsiung City North 
Branch
71 Deming Rd., Nantze Dist.
(07) 361-3161
 
Kaohsiung  Ci ty
22 AnKan Rd., Lingya Dist.
(07) 225-7812
 
Taichung City
77 Beutuen Rd.
(04) 2234-1103
 
Tainan City
1 Chongde Rd.
(06) 269-6678
 
Taipei City Main Branch
1 Bade Rd., Sec. 4
(02) 2763-0155
 
Taipei City North Branch
80 Chengde Rd., Sec. 5
(02) 2831-4155

Where to go

Although many people come to Taiwan with an inter-
national driver’s license from their home countries, 

the majority of these licenses are only good for 30 days. If 
you’re planning to stick around Taiwan for an extended 
period of time and want to exercise the freedom of the 
open road, it would be wise t o  con s ide r  g e t t ing  the 
appropr i a t e  documentation to legally operate a small 
scooter or motorcycle (the most common form of trans-
portation here). 

Step 1:  Go to the Department of Motor 
Vehicles (DMV) or your local ARC Health 
Check approved hospital (you can find a list of 
these hospitals at www.englishintaiwan.com), 
and get a copy of the motor vehicle medical 
form.  Fill it out.

Step 2:  Take the form along with three 
passport photos and NT$100 to the ARC 
Health Check approved hospital for your 
motor vehicle health check (this can be done 
in conjunction with the first step). The health 
check takes about 20 minutes.

Step 3:  Take your completed motor vehicle 
medical form, your scooter or motorcycle, and 
NT$700 to your local DMV to take the test.  
You can get a practice book from the DMV or 
practice taking the test online in the driver’s 
license section of  www.tealit.com.  
This is highly recommended as the English on 
the written section of the test can be difficult 
to  under s tand .

W h a t  Yo u  N e e d

Note:  If you’re only driving a 50cc scooter, 
only a written test is required. If you’re driving a 
60cc-150cc vehicle you’ll have to do a road test. 
If you’re driving a larger motorcycle or car, 
different tests (not mentioned here), 
are required.

The road test consists of a slow driving track 
where the rider must drive a distance of fifteen 
meters in over seven seconds. If you put your 
foot down, points are deducted from your final 
score.  You will then come to a traffic light, a 
railroad crossing and a pedestrian crossing where 
the appropriate action must be taken depending 
on what each crossing’s lights are showing.

Once this test is completed you’re only 
a hop - skip - and a NT$700 payment away 
from being a full-fledged legal driver in Taiwan. 

     Good luck!

How  to  get  a  Taiwanese  driver’s  license
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1.   ARC

2.   Three passport photos

3.   One completed motor vehicle medical form

4.   NT$800

5.   One scooter or motorcycle (some DMV’s offer cheap rental scooters for the test).

The Goods

Gettin’ It Done 45

full-fledged
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Anyone who’s been in Taiwan for 
more than a few months knows that 

walking anywhere in Taiwan is a daunting 
task. To say it’s not a “walk in the park” 
is an understatement. The sidewalks are 
filled with scooters and debris, and cars 
parked across the sidewalk force you to 
walk on the road. And let’s not forget the 
noodle stands and stinky tofu carts that 
set up shop every night. 

For these reasons most xpats choose scoot-
ers as transportation, even if our destina-
tion is only a couple of blocks away. Who 
wants to walk on the road when drivers 
don’t seem to notice you? But sometimes 
it’s enlightening to walk. There are dozens 
of little stores and specialty shops you 
miss when you’re navigating the chaotic 
traffic. In my little urban hometown just 
outside of Vancouver, I knew every single 
store and service that was available. In 
my adopted hometown of Tainan, my 
knowledge barely scratches the surface. I 
probably know a tenth of what this place 
has to offer. 

For example, I happened across a leather 
specialist one evening while walking 
in the maze of alleys that comprise my 
neighborhood. I never would’ve seen it 
had I been on my scooter, and my classic 
leather jacket from the Hard Rock Café in 
New York, which was growing mold from 
the humidity, would be moth-meal right 

now. That’s why I enjoy walking around 
my neighborhood. I always see some vital 
service or something new or interesting 
that eventually gets my patronage. But 
even when you’re walking, it’s easy to miss 
some things. 

I usually walk the same route up an alley, 
and down a side street to my teashop and 
rarely notice very much; but one day, hid-
den in the jumble of little stores, I spotted 
a place that sold nothing but nuts and 
bolts, screws and similar fasteners. I had 
been looking for something like this to 
fix my second-hand office chair. Now the 
chair’s as solid as a stump. Likewise, on 
my way to buy flowers one day, I found 
an exotic little seafood restaurant recessed 
into the side of a grey, non-descript 
building. The restaurant had maybe two 
tables and was very small but charming 
and intimate. The restaurant décor was 

comprised of thin tree branches woven 
above and around rustic wooden tables, 
offering romantic privacy. Even when 
walking you can easily miss these hidden 
gems.  I surely would have overlooked it 
had I been on my scooter, trying to avoid 
the other riders popping out from blind 
corners carrying kids and dogs. 

It’s easier to explore  alleys on foot than it 
is to hike the mean streets of Taiwan. Let’s 
face it: white Western people look odd 
among the Taiwanese, all of whom look as 
though they are doing something and are 
meant to be there, even when they’re idle. 
Foreigners, on the other hand, almost 
always look out of place unless they’re 
in the vicinity of an English school or 
Western pub. It takes a brave soul to nose 
around the side streets of the city. But 
it’s highly recommended, even if you’re a 
Taiwan veteran.

I once had to walk back and forth to the 
mechanic’s a few times while my motor-
cycle was being fixed. What an eye-opener 
that was. I was embarrassed when I real-
ized how little I knew about my neighbor-
hood. I never noticed this funky shop sell-
ing stuff from the 1970s; in the window 
was one of those bubble lamps I wanted 
when I was young. And remember those 
chairs that were shaped like hands? Yeah, 
there was a hand-chair in there. Although 
these things are of no use to me now, it’s 
cool to know the shop is there if I or my 
friends decide to go retro.

Walking in Taiwan
                                                                                          By Paul Andrew  Photography by Steven Vigar

“. It takes a brave soul to nose around 

the side streets of the city”

It began in mystery, and it will end in mystery, but what a savage and beautiful country lies in between. ~Diane Ackerman

daunting 

understatement

rustic

vicinity 

stump.

recessed 

retro.
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If you’re like me (and heaven help you if 
you are), you stay relatively close to home 
most of the time. I know of a person in 
Taiwan who worked and lived and ate on 
the same street for months before break-
ing out of his protective bubble. Although 
most of us aren’t that hermetic, we tend 
to be satisfied with the familiar—like our 
favorite teashop. However, it pays to stray 
from these places. I was invited to meet 
a friend at an alien teashop not long ago 
and found a vibrant little neighborhood 
not six blocks from where I have lived for 

two years. It has almost a pedestrian-mall 
feel to it. For a moment I felt like I was 
back home where drivers respect pedestri-
ans. It was enough to brighten my visions 
of Taiwan’s smaller cities, most of which 
seem grey and dingy when you’re driving. 
Seeing things up close on foot can be a 
revelation. Besides, you don’t drive in 
Taiwan’s cities: you move from one red 
light to the next. 

Finding the services you need for your life 
in Taiwan can seem impossible when you 
need them, yet seem to appear in rapid 
fire order when walking the streets. These 
stores can be smaller than two meters 
across and sided with private homes, 
garages and scooter shops. Actually, most 
of them do look like scooter shops when 
you’re driving. Less than half the stores 
have English signs so how are we to know 
what they are? We can’t find out without 

taking a close look. Now, I surprise my 
Taiwanese friends by taking them places 
even they don’t know about because I like 
to explore. 

There’s a newly renovated historic park 
near the triangular block of alleys I live 
in. This park has obviously been given the 
royal retrofit. It’s a small park on a busy 
side street, but it’s absolutely gleaming 
in its historic glory and well-manicured 
hedges. I recently took a Taiwanese friend 
to this park, a stone’s throw from my 
home, and she marveled at its simple 
elegant beauty. She was impressed and 
I felt flushed with pride. I lived here for 
months before I spotted this park. How 
could I have achieved this had I not been 
the brave pedestrian explorer?

“. it     pays   to stray ”

The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes but in having new eyes. ~Marcel Proust The Homefront

retrofit.

manicured 
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Comix

Get Your War On By David Rees   www.getyourwaron.com

Comix

Welcome to “It’s Just Not Cricket” with Roach
By Whistlin’ John Smith
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Directory >>> KAOHSIUNG ENTERTAINMENT
*** Please Note ***

Xpat’s entertainment listings are not rated for English abil-
ity because they all provide satisfactory service to English 
speaking foreigners.  Although most of the businesses listed 
here do have English-speaking employees, some don’t.  All 
restaurants listed have English menus.  

BARS/PUBS

Have you visited your local yahoo group lately?
For Jobs, apartments, buying and selling, and other resources visit

Kaohsiung Living
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/kaohsiungliving_com

CAFÉS

HOTELS

HOSTELS/CHEAP HOTELS

NIGHTCLUBS

RESTAURANTS

E

E
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Perfect or nearly fluent

Can communicate clearly 
for business transactions

Can communicate with 
some effort

Chinese only

If there’s no rating next 
to a business, it’s because 
we don’t know.  If you 
find out, let us know at
listings@xpatmag.com

Enlish Rating Key

E-

E

C

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E

E+

E+

E-

E-

C

ARTS AND EDUCATION

BARBERS/STYLISTS

CLOTHING

COMMUNITY SERVICES

CHURCHES

COMPUTER SALES/REPAIR

DENTISTS

DESIGN SERVICES

DOCTORS/MEDICAL 
SERVICES

EDITING

HOUSING AGENTS

IMPORT FOODS

INSURANCE

TRANSLATION

MOTORCYCLE/SCOOTER 
REPAIR

PHOTOGRAPHY

SECOND HAND STORES

SPORTS CLUBS/GYMS

AIR CONDITIONER 
REPAIR

BLUE TRUCK

GAS SERVICE

TRAVEL AGENTS

TAXIS

VETERINARIANS

HEAD SHOPS

E

E

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

Directory >>> KAOHSIUNG SERVICES

COUNSELING

GOVERNMENT

LANGUAGE INSTRUCTION

SCUBA DIVING

POLLUTION MASKS

E+

E+

E+

E

E

E+

E+

E

BOOKSTORES

C

C

E+

E+

E+

E+

Kaohsiung Listing
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Directory >>> TAICHUNG ENTERTAINMENT
*** Please Note ***

Xpat’s entertainment listings are not rated for English abil-
ity because they all provide satisfactory service to English 
speaking foreigners.  Although most of the businesses listed 
here do have English-speaking employees, some don’t.  All 
restaurants listed have English menus.  

Have you visited your local yahoo group lately?
For Jobs, apartments, buying and selling, and other resources visit

The Taichung Bulletin
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/taichung_bulletin

BARS/PUBS

CAFÉS

HOTELS

RESTAURANTS

NIGHTCLUBS
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Enlish Rating Key

E-

E

C

E+

Directory >>> TAICHUNG SERVICES
Perfect or nearly fluent

Can communicate clearly 
for business transactions

Can communicate with 
some effort

Chinese only

If there’s no rating next 
to a business, it’s because 
we don’t know.  If you 
find out, let us know at
listings@xpatmag.com

BARBERS/STYLISTS

AIRPORT SHUTTLE

CLOTHING

DANCE INSTRUCTION

DENTISTS

HOUSING AGENTS

HOSPITALS

HEAD SHOPS

GOVERNMENT 

DOCTORS / MEDICAL 
SERVICES

IMPORT FOODS

INTERNATIONAL ORG'S

INSURANCE

LANGUAGE INSTRUCTION

MOVING

MECHANICS

MUSEUMS

OPTOMETRISTS

POLLUTION FILTER 
MASKS

PHOTOGRAPHY

SPORTS CLUBS/GYMS

VETERINARIANS

TRANSLATION

TATTOOS

SCOOTER/MOTORCYCLE 
RENTALS

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E

E

E

E-

C

TRAVEL AGENTS

SCUBA DIVING

COMPUTER SALES/REPAIR

DESIGN SERVICES

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

C

E+

E+

E+

Taichung Listing
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Directory >>> TAINAN ENTERTAINMENT
*** Please Note ***

Xpat’s entertainment listings are not rated for English abil-
ity because they all provide satisfactory service to English 
speaking foreigners.  Although most of the businesses listed 
here do have English-speaking employees, some don’t.  All 
restaurants listed have English menus.  

Have you visited your local yahoo group lately?
For Jobs, apartments, buying and selling, and other resources visit

The Tainan Bulletin
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/tainan_bulletin

Directory >>> ALL ISLAND DESTINATIONS

BARS/PUBS

CAFÉS

HOTELS

NIGHTCLUBS

EAST COAST TAICHUNG & AREA

TAINAN & AREA

TAIPEI & AREA

KENTING & AREA

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+
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E

Enlish Rating Key

E-

E

C

E+

E+

E

Directory >>> TAINAN SERVICES
Perfect or nearly fluent

Can communicate clearly 
for business transactions

Can communicate with 
some effort

Chinese only

If there’s no rating next 
to a business, it’s because 
we don’t know.  If you 
find out, let us know at
listings@xpatmag.com

ACUPUNCTURE

AIRPORT SHUTTLE

ARTS/EDUCATION

BARBERS/STYLISTS

BOOKSTORES

CLEANERS

GOVERNMENT

DOCTORS / MEDICAL 
SERVICES

DESIGN SERVICES

DENTISTS

DANCE INSTRUCTION

COMPUTER REPAIR

GYNECOLOGISTS

LANGUAGE INSTRUCTION

MECHANICS

OPTOMETRISTS

TRAVEL AGENTS

PHARMACIES

PHOTOGRAPHY

SECOND HAND STORES

VETERINARIANS

SPORTS CLUBS/GYMS

BLUE TRUCKS

INSURANCE

IMPORT FOODS

HOUSING AGENTS

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E

E

E

E+

E+

E

E+

E

E

E

E-

C

E+

C

C

C

C

C

C

C

E

E+

E+

E+

E+

E+

E

E

E+

E+

E

E+

E+

E+

E+

E

E

E+

E+

E-

E-

CLOTHING

POLLUTION FILTER MASKS

SCUBA DIVING

TRANSLATION

C

CHURCH

Tainan Listing
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lossaryG

English/
churn out

brash
clutch
fissure
crappy

run of the mill
hobo

Chinese/

09 Letter From the Editor 

output
barren
piracy

copulate
reincarnation

STD
(Sexually Transmit-

ted Disease)
beat up

11 From the Desk

intrigue
culminate

drape with
garland

sprig
canopy
savory

embellish
succulent

forage
foliage

nocturnal
matrilineal

23 Art in a Tropical Garden

grant
neurotic
lucrative
eclectic

vibe
saturated
trivialize

aesthetic
idiosyncrasy

18 Cole Swanson 

haughty
backhoe

The apple doesn’t 
fall far from the 

tree
incarceration

probation
consternation

mediocre
put-downs

gimlet eye
miff

maneuver

32 Wages

Déjà vu
cymbal

colossal
swine

hypnotic
saunter

Neanderthal
munch

12 The Tale of the Big, Big Pigs

nefarious
rodent

phlegm
syphilis

hieroglyphic
intricacies

glyph
unkempt

imbecile
whine
shrivel

countenance
hyena

caginess
squint

snorting
lumbering

36 The Train People 

maroon
gruff

demeanor
crotch rocket

invigorate
saddle

switchback
askew

infringe
brethren

42 Taiwan’s Angels

pillar
diminish

26 Kaohsiung Harbor

full-fledged

45 How to Get a Taiwanese Driver’s License 

mujahadeen
orthopedic

sheer

38 Disabled and Displaced in 
Afghanistan

revel
deride as

stoic
lout

15 What it’s Like to be Married to a 
Taiwanese Girl

cornucopia
inept

dorky
horn-rimmed

argyle
hysterics

contemplate
booger

moronic
flagellum

avant-garde
indie

threads

16 Top Twenty Bizarre English Names

daunting
understatement

stump
recess
rustic

vicinity
retro

hermetic
retrofit

manicure

46 Walking in Taiwan

allure
taunt

exhortation   
throw oneself at 

smirk
jibe

lithe
crackle

insipid
slip

lassitude
wear off

wane
follow through

grit
obscenity

furrow
white noise

periphery
nemesis
crumple

encroach
clenched

30 The Exile

Glossary
pat
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Do you have a media or 
business related degree? 

Want to gain 
practical experience 

in your field?

 

 A Managing Editor

 A Creative Director

 Web Designers

 Graphic Designers

 Sales People

 Writers

 Artists

For more information got to 

www.xpatmag.com/jobs.htm
contact:
Matt
0916 214 051
xpatmag@gmail.com

pat

Xpat is looking for:
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