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Letter from the Editor

I pen this letter from a remote stretch of shore on Kootenay 
Lake, an enormous, unmolested body of water hundreds of 

kilometers long, slung in a deep valley in British Columbia’s 
Rocky Mountains. As a child I spent countless summers run-
ning barefoot through these cedar forests.  Today is the first 
time I’ve reclined on this quiet shore in more than 1,000 days; 
1,000 days since I’ve lain on this rocky beach, smelled the clean 
mountain air perfumed with cedar and gazed at a night sky 
flooded with more stars than darkness.  It’s sunny, but not hot. 
The waves lap at the pebble shore where I sit against driftwood 
in the shade of a poplar tree. I should feel at ease but I don’t. 
I’m lonely and I’m frightened.

Lonely because I recently parted ways with my partner, and 
frightened partly because I’ve suddenly re-entered North 
American society after a long absence and I find myself uneasy 
among hordes of large hairy white beasts with booming voices 
and a penchant for ceaseless small talk. But I’m scared mostly 
because I’ve flung myself into a torrent of brash life changes 
that promise to keep me in turmoil for months to come. In 
the past six months I’ve thrown away everything that’s been 
important to me for the past two years. 

I’ve begun the process of packing up, tucking away and selling 
off three years of my life in Taiwan, including this magazine. 
Xpat hasn’t been a bad experience. On the contrary, it’s quite 
fulfilling and has been more successful than I ever expected. 
But I never wanted to be a publisher or an editor. I want to be 
a writer – so I’m quitting. 

Taiwan has treated me wonderfully. Better than I ever expect-
ed. I have wonderful friends here, a job that I enjoy, a benevo-
lent employer and a workplace filled with kind and gracious 
employees. But, I never planned to live in Asia (I’ve always 
been more inclined toward a Latin culture), so after three years, 
I’m preparing to leave.

And I broke up with Emilie. Intelligent, kind, adventurous and 
beautiful Emilie, with whom I lived, slept and traveled with 
for more than half of my Taiwan life. She is a great person, yet 
I felt that we couldn’t stay together because our relationship 
didn’t fit with the Future I seek.

All of the above changes that I’ve suddenly heaped upon myself 
are for the same reason: they don’t fit the over-romanticized 
traveling-writer Future that I contrived as a child running 
barefoot among these mountain cedars.

And now I’m frightened; afraid that I’m flinging away these 
precious things in search of an over-idealized Future—that 
might not exist. I’m petrified that one day I’ll look back and 
think, “I just should’ve left well enough alone.”

But, when it comes down to it, I’m even more afraid that one 
day I’ll look back and think, “Damn, how’d I get stuck here? 
What happened to traveling? And writing?”

When my mind turns to the uncertainty of my future my 
stomach twists with excitement and fear – 20 percent excite-
ment and 80 percent fear (similar to my feelings previous to 
moving to Taiwan). It’s a mix that, in the past, signaled I must 
push on because I could never forgive myself for giving up such 
an exciting and challenging prospect. So, I will.

I don’t have much of a point to this self-indulgent treatise 
about the changes in my life except to tell you that fear of 
change has so paralyzed my mind that it can’t even fabricate a 
more suitable topic for this letter. And also to share with you 
a morsel of wisdom imparted to me by a friend. After assault-
ing him with a windy monologue—similar to this one, which 
conlcuded with, “It looks like I’m in for a lot of change,” he 
replied: “It’s the only constant.”
And so it is. 

The future is mine and the future is yours. Take it while you 
can. It’s frightening and irresponsible, but it’s easier to throw 
yourself into change now than to spend the long twilight of 
your life looking back on the things you wish you’d done. 

Recklessly Yours,

Matt Gibson
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From the Desk

Most recent athletic feat undertaken 
by Taiwanese ultramarathon cham-
pion, Kevin Lin: Running 6,920 km 
across six countries, and the Sahara 
Desert, in 111 days

The average distance run per day: 62 
km 

Total number of Taiwanese to play 
Major League Baseball: 4

Number of Taiwanese MLB play-
ers, present and former, of aboriginal 
ancestry: 2 (Chin-Feng Chen and 
Chin-hui Tsao)

Number of the Taiwanese MLB play-
ers, present and former, from Tainan 
City and County: 3

Day of the year that the most collect 
calls are made: Father’s Day

Number of people killed by falling 
coconuts each year: approximately 150

Number of people killed by sharks 
each year: approximately 10

Reaction of some octopuses to extreme 
stress: Eating their own arms

Oldest defense secretary in the history 
of the United States: Donald Rums-
field

Youngest defense secretary in the 
history of the United States: Donald 

Rumsfield

Worst defense secretary in the 
history of the United States: take 
a wild guess

Which came first, the chicken or the 
egg: The egg, as concluded by a panel 
of scientific and philosophic experts 
last year

Name of the first company to offer 
genetically designed hypoallergenic 
(non-allergy inducing) kittens: Allerca 
Inc.

Cost per kitten: USD$3950

Product’s popularity: There’s currently 
a two-year backlog of unfilled orders

First-ever genetically modified pet 
sold: The GloFish®

Date GloFish® first entered the US 
market: December, 2003

Colors of GloFish®: Starfire Red™, 
Electric Green™ and Sunburst Or-
ange™

Suggested retail price: USD$5

Factor by which the volume of land 
used to produce genetically modified 
crops increased between 1996 and 
2005: 50 (from 4.2 million acres to 
222 million acres)

Countries that saw the greatest in-
creases: Brazil and India

Percentage of normal baby rats that 
die within three weeks of birth accord-
ing to a recent Russian study: 6.8

Percentage of baby rats born to a 
mother fed a natural soy diet that 
died within three weeks of birth (same 
study): 9

Percentage of baby rats born to a 
mother who was fed a GM soybean 
diet that died within three weeks of 
birth (same study): 55.6

Percentage of soybeans grown in the 
United States in 2006 with GM traits: 
89

Taiwan’s policy towards labeling GM 
foods: Products containing more than 
5% GMO ingredients must be labeled 
as such.  Products containing less can 
be labeled “Non-GMO”

Percentage of GMO ingredients that 
must be present for mandatory GMO 
labeling in the EU: 1

Percentage of GMO ingredients that 
must be present for mandatory GMO 
labeling in Japan: .1

Canada and the United States’ poli-
cies for mandatory labeling of GMO 
foods: nonexistent

Percentage of processed foods contain-
ing GM products in the United States 
according to the Grocery Manufactur-
ers of America: 75
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Text and Photography by Doug Mitchell
So, What     Now?

Departures



Xpat Magazine Fall 2007   13

    
Cold air smacked me in the face outside the doors of the Calgary 

airport one chilly Friday evening in December. I wasn’t sure 
what to think or feel. Even though I was home, I was lost. I’d been 
thinking how amazing it would be to see family and friends, to gorge 
on the food that I’d missed and to revel in simple pleasures like walk-
ing on carpet or making a snowball. But lurking somewhere beneath 
the weariness of flying and the fatigue from the last few parties in 
Taiwan, coupled with the excitement of being on Canadian soil 
again, a question nagged me: “So, what now?”

It plagued me for weeks before I left and I knew it would greet me 
in my homeland. “So, what now?” A stubborn query sitting like a 
watchdog, ensuring no escape without an answer.  At 26 years old 
and after nearly two years in Taiwan, I supposed that the watchdog 
was justified, but I wasn’t letting him win that easy. My brother 
picked me up from the airport and we went straight to the pub 
where my buddies waited, drinks in hand, bear hugs ready. It was 
one of many holiday parties to come, so my answer would have to 
wait. I told myself that I deserved to take a few weeks off before 
considering the reality of living and working in Canada. I spent time 
with family. I caught up with friends, laughing about how some had 
changed, and how some never will. I went snowboarding and soaked 
up the fresh air and scenery that I’d missed so much. I did all the 
things that I’d been revving myself up for during my last few weeks 
in Taiwan. 

But among all the fun and hedonistic pleasures was the reverse cul-
ture shock I’d heard about. Some days I wanted to hide from any so-
cial contact.  I just didn’t feel like answering the question “What was 
it like?” for the hundredth time. And some days, while I was chat-
ting in line at the bank, buying something with Canadian money, or 
simply conversing in English, it felt like things were simpler when I 
lived in Hsin-Ying struggling with my limited Chinese.

This awkward stage was short, and I quickly realized that it was time 
to get to work and make a living. There’s no time for feeling sketchy 
when you’re broke. Having graduated from a photojournalism pro-
gram prior to going to Taiwan, and returning with limited experi-

ence, I decided to look for work at a photography studio. Calgary’s 
booming economy and inflation meant that the city was more 
expensive to live in than when I left two years earlier. After a month 
working in a photography studio for less money than a teenager 
makes working at McDonalds, I decided that I needed a change. 

I contacted a friend I used to work with. Within a week I had a 
job in a restaurant in a beautiful hotel in one of the nicest parts of 
the city. They gave me my desired Monday-Friday schedule so my 
evenings and weekends would be free to concentrate on photography 
and writing. Shortly thereafter I moved into a great apartment.

So, having secured myself once again as a working part of the 
Canadian societal machine, I guess things are going well. When 
my thoughts drift to Taiwan, as they often do, I realize that I was 
unable to truly appreciate my experience in Taiwan until I returned 
home. Now that I’m home there are demanding realities everywhere; 
realities that poke and prod constantly reminding me what society 
demands for survival, advancement, and happiness; demands not 
found in Taiwan.  I had a love-hate relationship with Taiwan, and 
if I’d stayed any longer my frustrations would probably have led me 
to resent it. I left at just the right time, still fresh enough for any 
bitterness to be easily washed down with one last swig of Taiwan 
pijiu, leaving only an aftertaste of fond memories and valuable life 
experience.

Now, nearly seven months after my return, I work and I play. I smile 
at the past and I grin at the future. I’ve found a little pocket of the 
universe where I can focus on my goals and listen to that big world 
calling me to my next adventure. I’ll listen and dream until the day 
comes when I blow a piercing whistle at that snoozing watchdog that 
I was so terrified of and shout, “Hey! So, what now?”
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It’s impossible to forget the land of your birth; the land 
that sustained you, nurtured you and fascinated you. But 

once you leave, it begins to fade. The details blur, the sounds 
and smells are forgotten and you fill your consciousness with new sights 
and sounds. Returning after a long absence, you see your homeland as 
if for the first time. Old friends become new again and time paints the 
land afresh. Like Coelho’s traveler, you find that your journey’s end and 
beginning are one and the same.

The
Text and Photography by Chris Scott

Departures
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Reflection

By William Reyland     Artwork by Carl
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By Tim Scofield

For my father-in-law Demu, wherever he may be.

Around smoldering fires they gather
In the chill of the mountain air
In the heart of Nantou County
Murmurs, mumbling, and wind

Demu

The elderly are less sad than contemplative
Less defeated than steadfast

A knowing smile, a comforting joke, a name softly spoken
Demu

Memories fade and silence ensues
Silence arises, silence settles
In Atayal country, it’s okay

not to speak at all
The wind takes over

Demu

Seventy years of indigenous life
Traditions passed on, a vanishing tribe

Japanese, Chinese, formidable foes
Require integration

of this troublesome race
Demu stood firm

Seventy years resisting the tide
Foreign invaders biding their time

Giving out promises, a progressive allure
The youth leave their homes and rarely return

To the house of Demu
To ancestral lands

The language is lost
And with it, its soul

Ten thousand years gone, ten thousand years sold
Ten thousand tongues cease, repeating the words

A proud history disintegrated
into human oblivion

new civilization
mass integration

Of all the world’s cultures
and all the world’s past

 kept in books and computers 
where the story is told

But Demu tells a story too

In a hot city market somewhere
Among trinkets and beads

Where Atayal colors are bought and sold
And jewelry, clothes, and headdress abound
A light colored gem winks playfully at me

It’s Demu
I imagine

BBByBy Tim SSSScocococofififiefiefielld

Lyrics
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The sky left me with a deep-blue night
Shadows of orange and gray, sinking in the horizon

And all the people just
walked inside

turned out the light
and closed their eyes

The sky smiled at me with sun-lit rays
An immense circle of space and air, majestic and pleasing

And people continued
walking by

The sky waved to me with swirling clouds
Like splashes of milk and cotton balls, cascading down hills

And people kept on
walking by

The sky greeted me with a distant light
Beauty so stunning, almost numbing, blue and white

And all the people just
walked by

Sky
By Tim Scofield

Lyrics
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Artwork by Bridget O’Leary
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Sasquatch             

SpeaksBY DAVID MAY

In early February 2006, longtime Tainan 
foreign resident Chris Roberts, nicknamed 
Sasquatch (because of his Saskatchewan 
heritage), arrived in Chiang Kai-shek Inter-
national Airport in Taipei after leaving the 
country in an attempt to fix problems with 
his visa. When he was denied entry at immi-
gration, Chris decided to make a break for it. 
After an admirable near escape from airport 
security, and a significantly less admirable 
capture and deportation, Chris went down 
in foreigner history as the infamous CKS Air-
port Runner. Xpat contributor David May sat 
down with the hairy beast to find out exactly 
why the hell he tried to run through airport 
security, and how he almost made it.

Can you tell me in your own words what 
happened?

Well, having overstayed my visa, I left, got 
a new passport and tried to re-enter, hop-
ing that I would get through using a new 
passport number. It almost worked because 
there was a possibility that there could have 
been two people with the name Chris Rob-
erts in Taiwan. Unfortunately, I used the 
same signature as the one I had on my previ-
ous passport. Doh! I was busted when they 
got the old one faxed from Tainan. It goes 
without saying that I was in the midst of a 
‘downturn’ in my life.

Why the hell did you overstay your visa?

Well, Dave, I can trace it all back to getting 
canned for going on a Christmas holiday. 
While I was gone, the substitute teacher that 
I‘d lined up showed up with a nose ring, so 
my tight-assed boss asked her to take it out, 
and she told him to get fucked and left. 
When I returned I got a job at a new school 

that told me they’d take care of my visa. I  
forgot about it after that. It was partly my 
bad for not getting onto them about it, I 
guess. It wasn’t ‘till about eight months later 
that I found out they‘d “forgotten” about my 
visa, and my passport was sitting in their 
filing cabinet. So, I’d overstayed my visa by 
eight months. I figured, ‘What the hell. It’s a 
screwed up situation, so just make the best 
of it.” So, I decided to try and go to Hong 
Kong and work it out. Ironically, it was leav-
ing the country to try and sort things out 
that busted me!

What were you thinking when you decid-
ed to run for it?

Well, I was born with rather large testicles, 
which can sometimes get in the way of 
sound decision making. The customs guy 
had shown me the matching signatures on 
the photocopy they had of the old passport 
and the new one, so I knew the game was 

up. The customs guy had wandered away 
somewhere to make a phone call and I saw 
that I was standing in an area where it would 
be real easy for me to slip out. Calmly pick-
ing up my bag, I hurried down a set of stairs 
to the first security checkpoint. I assumed 
the air of someone who was late and strode 
past the first and the second checkpoints 
with a smile and a wave to the security 
guards. I hauled ass past the front doors and 
was just getting into a taxi when I heard a 
shout. It was the customs agent. He was still 
holding my passport papers in his hand and 

""I hauled ass past the front 
doors and was just getting into 
a taxi when I heard a shout""

Interview



Xpat Magazine Fall 2007   27

was booking it across the parking lot toward 
me. I bailed on the taxi and tore through the 
parking lot, putting some distance between 
myself and the customs officer, whose shouts 
had alerted additional security guards who 
were now also in hot pursuit. 

I was wearing a backpack and a pair of Cat 
boots, which really aren’t made for run-
ning. That didn’t seem to matter though, as 
the adrenaline carried me to the end of the 
parking lot, which was bounded by an irriga-
tion ditch. I gauged it as I ran and figured I 
could jump it. By some miracle I did. I could 
hear the chicken shit guards as they skid-
ded to a halt. I cast a quick glance over my 
shoulder and they were both on their radios. 
There was a wooded area, which I ran into 
and from there up onto the highway. I saw 
a taxi, and hailed it, thinking for a moment 
I’d made my getaway, but who was in the 
taxi but the security guards from the airport! 
They all jumped out of the taxi, and I knew 
it was over.

Did the police beat you?

They were pissed. They tried to cuff my hands 
behind my back, but they were too weak. I 
submitted to having them cuffed in front of 
me, which prevented them from taking off 
my backpack, so they shoved me into the 

cab, pack and all. The guy sitting to the left 
of me caught me with an elbow to forehead 
and it was game on. I’d never been arrested 
before, but I’d seen enough Taiwanese news 
broadcasts to know the beating was com-
ing. That was why I wouldn’t let them cuff 
my hands behind my back. You can protect 
yourself and counter attack with your el-
bows if you’re cuffed in front. The short car 
ride back to the airport was actually kind of 
fun. They were doing there worst to cheap 
shot me, but they definitely took the most 
punishment. 

They escorted me back to customs. One of 
the customs guys, whose throat had acci-
dentally come into contact with one of my 
elbows, was having trouble breathing and 
kept on trying to stamp on my foot as we 
were walking up the stairs. He tried on the 
first step and missed. The second time when 
he raised his foot to stamp mine, I moved 
into him and took out his other leg, causing 
him to crumple and fall down the stairs. The 
other guards thought this was quite funny 
and chuckled all the way back to the cus-
toms office.

That guard who fell down the stairs was re-
ally pissed. Once we got into the customs 
room and were behind closed doors, it was 

just the angry guy, and two of his friends. He 
came right at me, going for my legs, trying 
to get me to go to the ground, thinking that 
they would boot-fuck me, I guess. They tried 
pushing me, but I just used the backpack as 
a blocker and let the momentum carry me 
into the other guards. The pushing match 
went on for a while until I bounced an angry 
man into a table, and another, higher-rank-
ing guy, came through the door. There I was 
standing in the middle of the room cuffed, 
the angry man on the floor, and his friends 
were all of sudden very busy picking up 
their friend and dusting him off and doing 
anything to avoid eye contact!  

So ends the action segment of my sojourn 
into infamy. The rest consists of a boring de-
portation, airport food and a wonderfully 
bleak Saskatchewan winter, a perfect set-
ting for me to savor the melancholy. I really 
enjoyed reading all the message boards. It 
was great to try and guess who was talking 
trash, comments about my Chinese, both 
good and bad and people just thrashing on 
me! Better than the best book I’ve ever read, 
and that’s the truth!  

For more on the Sasquatch saga, 
read the discussion thread on Forumosa.com 
>> just type “CKS Airport Runner” into the search box and hit ‘enter’. 

Then go see the Taiwanese television news report on YouTube.com 
>> just type “sneaking into Taiwan” into the search box and hit ‘enter’.

video stills courtesy of YouTube.com
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Langkawi

Ever since I was a child entranced by pirate 
stories, I wanted to explore a tropical island. 
So, when I had an opportunity to visit Lang-
kawi Island in Malaysia, I was ecstatic. 

Langkawi is the largest of 99 islands off the 
Northwest coast of Malaysia (just south of 
Thailand).  Long ago the island attracted 
seafarers and traders carrying spices and 
silks from China and India. But pirates plied 
the turquoise waters of the Adaman sea, so 
while Penang, Malacca and Singapore be-
came significant trading centers, Langkawi 
was ignored by the passing merchant ships.  
Was it because they feared pirates lurking in 
the hidden coves? Or was it because of the 
curse that a beautiful Thai maiden cast on 
the island when she was unjustly executed 
for a crime she didn’t commit? The story of 
Makran Maksuri is just one of Langkawi’s 
many legends. 

I arrived on the island by plane from Kuala 
Lumpur and was taken by mini van to the 
Langkawi Lagoon Resort, which was a short 
drive away on a roadway lined with palms 
and rice paddies where lazy water buffalo 
wallowed tended by white egrets. The resort 
is next to a wide blue lagoon. Wooden kam-
pung houses on stilts over the water add to 
its charm. 

Langkawi abounds with quiet coves and 
long stretches of white sand beaches, reefs 
and sea caves and numerous small jewel-

green islands nearby. At Pulau Dayan Bun-
ting I was greeted by swarms of long-tailed 
macaques; monkey families with grumpy 
grandpas, and mothers with new babies 
held securely against their breasts. I quickly 
learned not to leave bags unattended here. 
My friend did and returned to find a monkey 
rummaging through her backpack.

The mythical jade green Lake of the 
Pregnant Maiden is a fifteen-minute walk 
through the jungle away.  According to 
legend, a celestial princess married a mortal 
prince and gave birth to a baby, which died 
soon after.  Heartbroken, she buried the 
baby in the lake, and before returning to her 
celestial home, blessed the lake so that any 
maiden who wishes to conceive and bathes 
there would become pregnant. I went for a 
swim anyway. 

Shortly after we left the island we arrived 
at a place where flocks of bronze-coloured 
eagles surrounded our boat, diving and 
soaring all around. We continued past 
many small, jungle-covered islands until 
we reached Pulau Beras Basah, “the Isle of 
Wet Rice”, which is deserted except for the 
ubiquitous monkeys.  

The main town on Langkawi is Kuah (Kwa). 
In Malay this means “gravy”. The name is 
associated with the legend of two giants 
who spilled a pot of gravy at this spot. The 
island’s two highest mountains, Mat Cincang 

Langkawi, Malaysia
T h e  I s l a n d  o f  L e g e n d s
T e x t  a n d  P h o t o g r a p h y  B y  W .  R u t h  K o z a k
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and Mat Raya, are named after the giants. 

“Langkawi” means ‘brown eagle’. Fittingly, an 
impressive eagle sculpture guards the harbor. 
Next to the Square is Taman Lagenda (Park of 
Legends) exhibiting the myths and legends of 
the island. You can find lots of good deals in the 
small shopping mall or at the outdoor market 
where you bargain for goods. At the Batik 
Craft bazaar we were shown the technique of 
creating batiks with wax and paint and I  tried 
painting one.

Our next stop was of great significance to the 
island’s history and legends: the Mausoleum of 
Makran Mahsuri.  Makran Mahsuri was a beauti-
ful young maiden who came to Langkawi 
from Thailand (Siam) in the 1800’s and married 
the son of the tribal chief. She was respected 
and loved by everyone except her jealous 
mother-in-law, who spitefully accused her 
of adultery. Mahsuri was sentenced to death 
despite her pleas of innocence.  As she died, 
Mahsuri cursed the island saying that for seven 
generations the island would not prosper.  Fact 
or fiction, Langkawi did not prosper again until 
1987 after the movie “Anna and the King” was 
filmed there. The museum at the site of the 
mausoleum shows proof of the incident in the 
form of English newspaper clippings decrying 
Mahsuri’s wrongful execution and a genealogy 
chart with photos tracing her history. There’s 
also a movie re-enactment of the tragedy.  

We also took a boat trip from a Malay fishing 
village up the Kilim River through a dense 
and swampy mangrove forest to observe 
hundreds of huge bats. These “flying foxes” or 
“flying dogs” wingspans can reach 1.2 meters.  
Dozens hung from the trees. We spotted some 
‘mangrove’ dogs (Malay dingos), small russet-
colored creatures that can run about in the 
muck and mire without sinking. The mangrove 
forest is home to many species of wildlife such 
as pythons, monitors lizards, crocodiles and, of 
course, monkeys. Many shades of green reflect 
from the jungle. The mangrove trees grow right 
down into the water, their roots exposed at 
low tide. They are used for the production of 
charcoal and are protected by the ecologists 
and forestry service.

Farther along, we stopped at a fish farm. We 
teetered along the wooden plank floats to 
watch our guide feed a manta ray named “Sexy 
Lips.” He invited me to hold the horseshoe crab 
or pick up the slippery polka-dotted moral 
eel but I wasn’t brave enough. We sailed back 
downriver to a deserted beach at Tanjung Ruh, 
where we stopped for a swim observed, of 
course, by a family of curious macaques. 

As the sun set behind the palms dappling in 
the Adaman Sea with shimmers of rose and 
gold, I reflected on my week in Langkawi.  It 
was a memorable holiday, fulfilling my life’s 
dream of lazing on a tropical island.

By Air: Malaysia Airlines flies regularly between Taipei and Langkawi.  There are also flights from Kuala 
Lumpur and Panang and Singapore.  
By Sea: Ferries leave daily from Kuala Kedah and Kuala Perlis to Langkawi. There is also a ferry service 
between Penang and Langkawi.
Getting Around: Tours operate from most resorts. Taxis are readily available.
Accommodations:  There is a wide range of accommodation to suit every budget from hostels to 5-star 
resorts.
More Information: Tourism Malaysia (Headquarters)
17th Floor, Menara Dato’ Onn, Putra World Trade Centre, 45, Jalan Tun Ismail, 50480, Kuala Lumpur
Phone: (603) 2615 -8188    Fax: (603) 2693-5884/ 2693- 0207   Email: enquiries@tourism.gov.my
Website: www.tourismmalaysia.gov.my

GETTING
THERE



30  www.xpatmag.com

One of Taiwan’s most colorful religious 
ceremonies is held every year during the third 

month of the Lunar calendar in a village called Xue 
Jia, in the Jia Li Township just north of Tainan City. 
The celebration usually starts on March 15. It’s 
usually a one-day celebration, but once every three 
years it’s three days long. The Centipede Formation, 
or Wu Gong Zhen, is the defining ritual that 
separates this ceremony from others in Taiwan. 
 
The formation usually involves 36 children playing 
the parts of Taiwanese Gods, although this can 
increase to 72, or even 108 children. The children in 
the Centipede Formation sit on connected wooden 
planks and the head and the tail are connected by 
a red string symbolizing the undivided centipede. 
The Gods determine the order of the children in 
the ceremony with a pair wooden blocks called ‘bua 
bui’.1 These blocks are often used to communicate 
with the Gods by throwing them on the ground 
and interpreting their positions. (Although some say 
that large sums of money determine who is seated 
where). 

Children born during the Year of the Rooster are 

Text and Photography by Jeffrey Pella
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not allowed to participate because of a conflict of animal 
signs: roosters eat centipedes. The children who are chosen 
are said to gain intelligence and be healthier from that day 
on. Once the children have been chosen, the Centipede 
Formation moves along with a plethora of colorful religious 
icons making its pilgrimage from Xue Jia to Tou Qian Liao in 
Song Jiang, while the children throw candy to onlookers for 
good luck. The formation is said to have the ability to make 
evil go away and protect people who pass under it. After the 
ceremony, the head, tablet and tail are burned to symbolize 
the completed mission.

A troupe of ‘Ba Jia Jiang’2 usually accompany the procession. 
They’re warriors with painted faces and ornate costumes who 
wield a variety of weapons. There are many kinds of Ba Jia 
Jiang, all of whom are forbidden to eat meat or speak after 
their faces have been painted. They protect ‘Guan Yin’, and 
‘Bao Shen Da Di’, two important Gods in this ceremony, and 
also catch unwanted ghosts.

Onlookers can also watch Chinese Opera3 on a side-stage 
near the main temple, which is performed by local children to 
thank the Gods for watching over them. Also present are the 
‘chosen ones’ or ‘Tang Ki’4 who are said to pass messages from 
gods to people. Lion dancers also perform in the afternoon 
and are responsible for scaring away ghosts.

All in all, the ceremony has six steps: First, representatives 
from the temple ask the God to come out of the temple. Two 

1 See the article Bua Bui on pg. 44
2 See the article Ba Jia Jiang on pg. 30 of Xpat Magazine 
vol. 1, issue 4, Fall ’06, The Folly Issue, or in the online 
archive at www.xpatmag.com
3 See the article Chinese Opera on pg. 34 of Xpat 
Magazine vol. 2, issue 1, Spring ’07, The Beauty Issue, or 
in the online archive at www.xpatmag.com
4 See the article Tang Ki on pg. 28 of Xpat Magazine vol. 
1, issue 2, Spring ’06, The Faith Issue, or in the online 
archive at www.xpatmag.com

‘jiao zi’, or sedans, are placed in front of the temple and 
appear to fight (this is actually two gods communicating 
with one another). Second, a ‘Tang Ki’ with a knife 
dances in a trance-like state around a pile of burning 
ghost money. To prove that the Gods are controlling 
him, he flagellates himself with different instruments, 
impervious to the pain. ‘Tang Ki’ are said to heal quickly, 
which symbolizes the possession of a god’s power. 
This is followed by a parade, including the Centipede 
Formation, to Tou Qian Liao, the landing spot of the 
first boat to come to Taiwan from China. After the 
long journey, participants ask for water, or ‘qing shui’. 
Then, after an afternoon break from the hot sun, the 
procession returns to Xue Jia to the Qi Gong temple 
where people drink holy water for good luck. Finally, 
temple representatives put the God back, and people 
make requests of the god. People can pray for anything 
from this God, ‘Guan Yin’, except for love.

Culture
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During my first several years teaching English in Taiwan, I heard 
rumors of an unbelievable scholarship program run by Taiwan’s 

Ministry of Education that would provide foreign students with free 
tuition, a generous stipend and a post-graduate degree. Specific details 
were hard to come by, but nearly everybody I knew had met someone 
who, when asked what they did in Taiwan, kind of giggled and said 
“oh, nothing. I’m not working right now.” However, finding relevant 
information about studying in Taiwan under the Taiwan Scholarship 
was difficult. This article is a user’s guide to getting accepted into the 
graduate school of your choice and having your graduate degree paid 
for by the federal government. 

The Taiwan Scholarship is a program designed to increase the number 
of foreign students in Taiwanese universities so Taiwanese students 
will have a multi-national, bilingual university education.  This is 
great news for foreigners who like Taiwan but are tired of teach-
ing English and would like to further their education. That’s not to 
suggest that the programs in Taiwan aren’t challenging. Nor can you 
assume that getting accepted is a piece of cake.  But with the right 
information and a little hard work the Taiwan Scholarship can be a 
dream come true.

How to Get a Free Education       B y  D e r e k  M u r p h y
       A r t w o r k  b y  A n n i e  L i n

The application process is two-
fold; you must apply for the 

scholarship and apply to universities 
almost simultaneously. 

You can apply for the Taiwan Scholar-
ship in February and March. You must 
mail the application and the required 
documents to a Taiwan Embassy (or 
the equivalent), in your home country. 
Part of the application is a “study 
plan”, so you should already have an 
idea of what you want to study. For a 
post-graduate degree, this implies do-
ing academic research on a problem in 
your field of education. You will also 
be asked for a list of the universities 
that you’re applying to.

The application processes and 
deadlines for Taiwanese universities 
vary. Information should be available 
on each institution’s Website. Most 
universities require a degree, tran-
scripts, letters of reference, pictures, 

a statement of purpose and a study 
plan. Universities only accept a limited 
number of foreign students each 
year, so make sure you have a strong 
application. Let them know you’re 
genuinely interested in the field by do-
ing some research and getting yourself 
up-to-date. 

If the university likes your application, 
you may be called in for an interview 
around May or June. You’ll most 
likely sit down in front of half a dozen 
professors and will be asked questions 
like, “Why don’t you get a degree from 
your own country?” They’re just trying 
to rattle you and test your ability to 
think and speak clearly under pres-
sure. Once you get accepted, you must 
notify the Taiwan Embassy to whom 
you sent your scholarship application. 
Then they will decide whether or not 
you will receive the scholarship.

H o w  t o  A p p l y
 

If you get the Taiwan Scholar-
ship, you’ll receive NT$25,000 per 
month for an undergraduate degree, 
or NT$30,000 for MA and PH.D 
students. The money will be depos-
ited into a post office bank account. 
However, you may still have to pay tu-
ition, which ranges from NT$60,000 
– NT$100,000NT per year. Even 
if you don’t get the Taiwan Scholar-
ship most universities offer financial 
assistance, which usually includes free 
tuition and approximately NT$10,000 
per month for living expenses. Though 
classes and homework keep students 
very busy, some foreigners manage to 
teach English for extra money.

W h a t  Yo u  G e t

B yB y   D e r e ke k  MM u ru r p hp h y
     AA r tr t w ow r kr kr k bbbb y  yy A nA nA nA n n in e  e L i n

W h a t  Yo u  G e t

Gettin’ It Done
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You can apply to any program at 
the university. Keep in mind, as you 
infiltrate classrooms that have never 
been visited by a foreigner, you might 
at first be a distraction. Some profes-
sors are not thrilled, after teaching the 
same material for 30 years, to have a 
spotlight cast on their rusty English 
abilities. The programs that specifi-
cally target foreign students, such as 
Linguistics or the MBA, and larger 
universities with many international 
applicants will be better equipped to 
handle foreign students.  This isn’t to 
say that being the only foreigner at a 
smaller university wouldn’t be a great 
experience – only that you’ll have to 
go with the flow and not lose your 
cool when the inane bureaucracy of 
Taiwanese Universities seems crip-
pling. 

Taiwan’s national universities are striv-
ing toward a full English curriculum, 
but in reality the level of English will 
depend upon the professor, the stu-
dents and the course. In most classes, 
the reading and material may be in 
English, but the explanations and 
lectures could be in Chinese. However, 
if you’re sitting in the front row look-
ing confused, professors will prob-
ably make an effort to speak English 
(which is precisely why you’re there).

If you’re studying the “English MBA” 
offered by many universities, or 
Linguistics or English Literature in a 
foreign language department, chances 
are good that you’ll be pretty com-
fortable. If you want to study art or 
engineering or gastroenterology, you’ll 
probably need to take Chinese classes 
to keep up.

Your New Degree

If you want to use a graduate degree 
from Taiwan to get a job abroad in a 
Western country like Canada or the 
US, you may have some trouble. The 
US in particular has been loath to 
accept degrees from abroad. How-
ever, times are changing. The world is 
becoming smaller and some Western 
countries are starting to become aware 
of the outside world, including coun-
tries like Taiwan, whose students con-
sistently score higher on aptitude tests 
than their Western counterparts. The 
degree itself is fading in importance to 
factors like personality, international 
experience and teaching methods, and 
a degree from Taiwan may be just the 
sparkle that sets your application apart 
and lands you the job.

On the other hand, if you want to use 
your degree to keep teaching abroad, 
it’s a mixed bag. The very finest uni-
versities often want the best, and at 
present that stereotype is consistently 
Western. A post-graduate degree from 
the US or Canada may open doors 
that a degree from elsewhere will not. 
However, before you rush home to 
study in your own country, evaluate 
the pros and cons carefully. Do you 
need to be the number one professor 
at the World’s Best University, solving 
complex questions of the universe, or 
would you be just as happy working at 
a mid-range university? 

Regardless of where you choose to 
study, you can expect the warm 
Taiwanese hospitality to make your 
life easier. Teachers are patient and 
understanding, and your classmates 
will be exceedingly helpful. 

For more information 
visit the Taiwan Ministry 
of Education’s Website 
at http://www.edu.tw/. 
Click on “English”, and 
then “Scholarships”.

T h e  P r o g r a m s
T h e  E n g l i s h  F a c t o r

Yo u r  N e w  D e g r e e

T h e E n g l i h F
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Dear Ikea,
The following is an actual letter written by the author to Ikea.

I have been, since August of this year, a proud owner of one of your fine Sultan Mattresses. The Sultan Mat-

tress, as you’re aware, is a state-of-the-art sleeping station, stylishly designed and carries a 25-year war-

ranty.  As a 35 year-old male, this means I can rely on your mattress until my early sixties. Luckily, due to my 

meat-and-alcohol diet, I don’t expect to live that long. So, thanks to Ikea, I have a mattress for the rest of my 

life. With all the unpredictable nonsense that happens everyday, it’s nice to know that this detail is nailed like 

Christ on the cross.

Unfortunately, it does not say on the mattress, in the store, or on your website exactly what this 25-year war-

ranty is good for. Tearing? Explosion? Dwarf infestation?  I’ve already sent you an email, left a voice message 

on your hotline, and tried to chat out an answer from your autobot with no success. I’ve searched my receipt 

and there’s no clue. I understand you’re a busy company, and we still have 24 years to settle this issue in its 

entirety, but hopefully you can find the time to answer this letter; as you will see, my present problem is 

rather urgent.

For the past few months I’ve been dating Sita, this Indian chick, the Kama Sutra-girl of my dreams. 

A few days ago Sita was reading an article in Cosmo describing, “the two days of every month you’re guaran-

teed hot sex” (“The Climax Calculator”, October 2006, UK edition, page 157). I recommend you read the article 

in its entirety, but for the purposes of this letter let me say that these ‘hot days’ are on the fourteenth and 

twenty-fifth days of a woman’s cycle when her hormones spike. The article promised “peel you off the ceiling 

orgasms”. Thus, with great anticipation, Sita and I waited for the target day, greased up the spatula, taped her 

eyelids shut, plugged in the blender and went to work—on your fine Sultan Mattress.

Three disappointing hours and a dozen bottles of lubricant later, Sita was still on your mattress, cranky and 

unsatisfied. We were, to say the least, frustrated.  Sexually, I’m confident that we did everything properly.  No 

knots came loose, nothing bled that wasn’t supposed to bleed, and the neighbors were watching.  We’ve had 

good luck with Cosmo before and followed the instructions carefully.  This leads me to wonder: was it the 

mattress? A production defect I don’t know about? Since I have yet to receive the details of your warranty, I’m 

not sure if this is covered. 

Please be assured that if you can provide proof that you are not at fault in this matter, Sita and I will forgo 

legal action against Ikea and take our lawsuit directly to Cosmo—who also offered a warranty of sorts.  Either 

way, I’m sure you will agree that a promise is a promise, and promises were made but not kept, and hell hath 

no fury like a like woman with an aching inbox that’s been teased by large insensitive multi-national corpora-

tions. If necessary, Sita and I would be happy to come to one of your stores on a ‘hot day’ and demonstrate for 

you.

Thanks for your kind attention, and the otherwise fine mattress. We look forward to hearing from you soon.

Best regards

Peter Wollman

By Peter Woolman
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eter Woolman

Ikea’s Reply

Hello Peter,
Thank you for taking the time to contact us. For your convenience, we 
have attached a copy of the IKEA mattress warranty to this email. We 
do hope this information has been helpful, and we thank you for your 
inquiry.

Best Regards,
Connie
IKEA Customer Care Center

Best regegggards

WW llman

Humor
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ave meeting, must go fast,” was 
the greeting I received from the 
stone-faced Russian-Kyrgyz fella 

that that had been dispatched to pick 
me up at Kyrgyzstan’s Manas Interna-
tional Airport. 

Not a minute later I was barreling down 
a potholed road at over 150km/h, wide-
eyed with fear and gripping the sides of 
my seat. Sasha, the man holding my life 
in his hands, was attempting to clear a 
path on the road by repeatedly slam-
ming the horn and flicking the lights 
on and off. If the maniacal speed of our 
pothole-dodging zig-zag approach, the 
blare of our horn and the flashing of our 
lights didn’t force people out of our way, 
they certainly swerved aside when they 
realized our jeep would run them off the 
road.  

Yes, I was far from the calm order of our 
conservative Canadian capital where 
two friends and I raised our glasses to 
the cheer, “To the ‘Stans!” back in the fall 
of 2006. The allure of Kyrgyzstan was its 
unpredictability. I didn’t have any real 
idea what life was going to be like there, 
but I figured it would be an interesting 

place to do my journalism internship.  

All I knew was that it was the most dem-
ocratic of the Central Asian former So-
viet republics. The Kyrgyz toppled their 
president in April, 2005 in the “Tulip Rev-
olution”, but they still seemed to have an 
itch to scratch, as there had been large 
protests against the new president in 
the fall of 2006 and more were planned 
to take place during the time I would be 
interning there. Despite being the freest 
of the Central Asian republics, Kyrgyzstan 
is rife with corruption. The publisher for 
whom I worked, an Italian businessman, 
made this abundantly clear to me on my 
first day on the job. As soon as I met him 
he told me, “Things are different here. 
Democracy is just a word those in the 
West like to fill their mouths with. When 
you are here remember, Rome was not 
built in 24 hours.”

Come April I got to see the Kyrgyz ex-
ercise their political freedom. The April 
protests began with a small organized 
group of protestors calling for President 
Bakiyev’s removal for not bringing in 
promised reforms and alleged corrup-
tion (it’ll be hard to find anyone that’s 

not corrupt in Kyrgyzstan). It wasn’t the 
first time protests had been launched 
against Bakiyev; he also faced protests 
in November, 2006. This time, however, 
his former ally, Felix Kulov, was engi-
neering the protests. What began with 
a few Yurts (traditional round tents) set 
up outside the Kyrgyz parliament and a 
hunger strike grew into a large protest 
in the main square. They hoped to force 
the president to step down or flee as 
had happened in the 2005 revolution, 
but the protest wasn’t as popular as ex-
pected.

At the end of April the government sent 
in provocateurs posing as protestors to 
incite violence. Police were pelted with 
rocks and bottles and then, later that 
night, the government sent in the riot 
police to clear the protestors from the 
square. The protestors were tear-gassed 
and beaten out of the square. Kulov now 
faces charges for creating a disturbance 
and more protests are planned for No-
vember. 

The pictures in this photo essay are from 
those two days in April.
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Kyrgyzstan, is not the country of Borat. That’s Ka-
zakhstan, its oil-rich neighbor to the north. 

Kyrgyzstan is next to 
Western China un-
der Kazakhstan and 
nestled in around 
the other ‘Stans’. 
Situated on the Silk 
Road, it has a major-
ity Muslim popula-
tion and, although 
extremely poor and 
crippled with debt, 
it has great strategic significance as it is part of oil and resource 
rich Central Asia, which is the pivot between Asia, Europe, and 
the Middle East. Kyrgyzstan is unique in that it has both Russian 
and American military bases on its soil a mere 19km apart. 
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The Anti-Environmentalist

Like many around the world, I’ve 
watched awareness of global 
warming grow with some alarm, 
so I decided to do my part and 

write an article about what we here in Tai-
wan could do to help reduce greenhouse 
gas (GHG) emissions. During my research, 
however, I found myself rejecting more 
and more paths of action until, finally, I 
had to face the facts: I’m an anti-environ-
mentalist. I didn’t arrive at this conclusion 
because I think the environmental move-
ment has lied to us or made false assump-
tions. On the contrary, I’m an anti-envi-
ronmentalist because I think they’re right. 

Experts all over the world have designed 
strategies to combat global warming, 

including government regulation, market 
forces, and peak oil. Unfortunately, after 
careful investigation, none of these meth-
ods appear capable of averting disaster.

So far, governments have proven inept 
at greenhouse gas regulation. When 

the European carbon exchange was set up, 
far too many credits were handed out (all 

for free), so few companies felt any need to 
reduce emissions. Even after reductions in 
the number of credits, the value of CO2 
on the exchange currently stands at a mere 
16 euros per metric tonne – hardly encour-
agement for polluters to invest the mil-
lions of euros required to reduce emissions. 

The Bush administration has picked 
ethanol as the fuel to save the US from 

the ravages of global warming and oilfields 
controlled by uncooperative nations. The 
problem with this solution is that ethanol-
blended gasoline produces almost as much 
CO2 as the regular stuff. If you factor in 
all the fertilizer and fuel used to grow and 
transport the crops, and the heat required 
to produce ethanol (several groups in Tex-
as are currently studying the feasibility of 
burning cow dung for this purpose), and 
you have a fuel that could be even more 
polluting than what we use now. As if this 
isn’t bad enough, ethanol is made from 
foods like sugarcane, corn and fruit. Peo-
ple around the world starve so that we, the 
privileged few, can enjoy our happy meals in 
peace. Now they can also have the privilege 

of starving so that we can drive our SUVs.

The only way governments can really 
reduce greenhouse gas emissions is 

by making polluters pay. In similar cases, 
where companies profit from actions con-
trary to public welfare, taxes are levied on 
dangerous or harmful substances (tobacco, 
alcohol, and certain chemicals). Those 
taxes help pay for the mitigation of their 
harmful effects on society. It’s a proven 
system and it works well. Yet it seems 
that no government in the world is even 
considering increasing taxes on oil. As 
much as people claim to be concerned 
about the environment, it would be po-
litical suicide for any leader to slap a 50 
or 100 percent tax on the price of oil in 
order to fund green energy technologies. 
Instead, governments have fallen into a 
cynical cycle of putting off emission cuts 
now, and promising even bigger ones later.

Canada has taken this deception a step 
further by introducing the concept 

of “energy intensity” whereby they prom-
ise to reduce the energy used per unit of 

A  C y n i c a l  S o l u t i o n  t o  t h e  E n v i r o n m e n t a l  C r i s i s
    By Chris Scott
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production, but allow overall emissions 
to rise as more units are produced. Even 
if we forget for a moment that this strat-
egy will allow GHG emissions to increase 
when we should be decreasing them, this 
is a ridiculous plan.  Energy intensity per 
unit of production naturally declines as 
technology advances. It takes much less 
energy to make a cell phone now than 
it did ten years ago. The Canadian gov-
ernment has, in effect, positioned itself 
to do nothing to curb global warming 
while claiming to be doing something.

The Market is also often invoked as a 
mechanism for reducing GHG emis-

sions. The theory is that consumers’ desire 
for environmental sustainability will drive 
companies to reduce their ecological im-
pact. Unfortunately, it seems that consum-
ers’ desire for green products only exists as 
long as they don’t become too expensive 
or inconvenient. Some of the world’s hot-
test economies, driven by high demand for 
their exports, are also the worst environ-
mental basket cases. Taiwan emits CO2 at 
a rate three times the world’s per capita av-
erage. China’s economic miracle is driven 
by an ethic that puts environmental con-
cerns far behind economic growth. Last 
year, China increased electricity generation 

by an amount equivalent to California’s to-
tal output. 90 percent of that new genera-
tion is coal fired. That electricity is used to 
manufacture all the cheap goods the rest 
of the world loves to buy, yet we hear few 
calls for a general boycott of China’s prod-
ucts because of the environmental damage 
being done there. The market has brought 
us NASCAR, monster trucks, conflict 
diamonds, the Exxon Valdez, Enron, and 
Worldcom. There’s not a great deal of 

high-minded morality to be found here. 

When all else fails, people point to 
peak oil as our savior. The idea is 

that if we don’t have the backbone to curb 
our oil consumption then, when oil runs 
out, we’ll be forced to adopt a more sustain-
able lifestyle. The evidence contradicts this 
theory. Achieving peak oil could increase 

rather than decrease pollution levels. As 
oil becomes scarce and therefore more ex-
pensive, a greater proportion of the world 
will be forced to turn to cheaper sources 
of energy. When the oil starts running 
out, we should expect massive increases in 
deforestation and coal-fired power plants. 

At the same time, the end of oil will 
cause the rapid contraction of econo-

mies the world over, sapping government 
coffers that could otherwise have been 
used to help implement green energy tech-
nologies. Oil will become so expensive 
that taxes on it will be slashed rather than 
raised, in a vain effort to keep the econ-
omy from stalling. It will truly be a race 
to see who burns up the last barrel of oil.

So why has all this made me an anti-en-
vironmentalist? Shouldn’t I forsake my 

motorcycle and ride a bike to work instead? 

The hard reality, in my opinion, is 
that it wouldn’t make any difference. 

To really avert a catastrophe, we need to 
drop our GHG emissions to almost zero 
sometime this year. Obviously there’s 
little chance of that happening. Our lives, 
from the cradle to the grave involve con-
suming energy. That energy inevitably 

slash the only 
tree left, eat the 
last tiger penis 
and snort the 
last rhino horn
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The Anti-Environmentalist

only the tip of the iceberg. The food we 
eat, the clothes we wear, our travels, the 
movies and TV shows we watch, this mag-
azine you’re reading now, even the build-
ings we live and work in and the roads 
we drive on all require GHG emissions. 

The chain reaction is nearly complete. 
Now we can only wait for the con-

sequences. More droughts, more floods 
and hurricanes, and eventually rising sea 
levels, will force millions of people (most-
ly in third world countries), into squalid 
refugee camps where epidemics are free 
to take hold. Meanwhile, wealthier na-
tions will be too caught up in their own 
economic and environmental disasters to 
help prevent the outbreaks from spreading.

I think that instead of passively watch-
ing the catastrophe come, we should 

pull out all the stops and aim for an old-

school biblical style apocalypse. Slash the 
only tree left, eat the last tiger penis and 
snort the last rhino horn. Start endless 
wars over diminishing resources and let 

the strongest die last. This way, when our 
global society collapses, we won’t lose tens 
or hundreds of millions of people, but 
rather billions.  Only then, our population 
will be brought down to a level where it’s 
possible to exist in a harmonious relation-
ship with the environment that sustains us. 

We’re already halfway there.  The 
beauty of it is you can ride your 

bicycle to work, eat organic and de-
mand fair-trade coffee, and you’ll still 
be doing your part to bring this about.

For those of you who feel that this is 
horribly immoral, you may take com-

fort in knowing the Earth is a greater being 
than we. The comet that killed off the dino-
saurs released a blast of energy 1,000 times 
greater than the entire nuclear arsenal at 
the height of the cold war. Yet within a few 
million years you’d never have known that 
it had happened at all. The earth is going to 
be just fine. But for us, life as we know it is 
already over. Enjoy the ride while you can.

It will truly be a 
race to see who 
burns up the 
last barrel of oil

Poli Spy
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Do you want to know if you’re 
marrying the right person? Looking for 
a high school friend you haven’t heard from 
for thirty years?
Wondering where your wallet is? Should you sell your house? Health, 
wealth, career and love; these are all ideal subjects about which to 
query the gods. 

When facing a difficult decision many Taiwanese turn to the gods for 
answers. One of the most common and direct methods is to simply 
ask a god yourself using a method called Bua Buei (擲筊). Bua Buei 
consists simply of throwing (bua) a pair of  buei (moon-shaped blocks 
about the same size and shape as large wedges of apple) and on the 
floor and then having an experienced diviner help you read the answers 
of the gods by the positions of the blocks.

Here’s a simple guide to getting the best results 
when using Bua Buei. Follow the instructions 
carefully because you don’t want arrive at a 
false conclusion and do something foolish, like 
castrate your boyfriend who is, in fact, studying 
Chinese with his language exchange, Mimi.

Be Sincere
Be sincere in your belief and questions. If you 
really want to get an answer, you will. If you’re 
insincere then you’re wasting your time as well 
as the god’s time, and gods hate that.

Find a Suitable Temple
Most temples are built to worship a specific god or set of gods. Al-
though the Jade Emperor is the most powerful god, he may not neces-
sarily be the best for you. Find a temple that you feel comfortable with.

Pose Your Question in Advance
Preferably several days early. Write your name, address, ba tz (八字) 
(date/time of birth), question and all details pertinent to the question 
on a red piece of paper and place it on the altar for the god to see. This 
will give the god time to check things out. For example, the god might 
need to follow your potentially unfaithful spouse to see if it’s really 
language that he’s exchanging with that tramp, Mimi.

Burn Incense
Return to the temple after giving the god 
ample time to consider your 

Text and Photography by Richard Matheson

Do you want to know if you’re
marrying the right person? Looking for 
a high school friend you haven’t heard from

g g gg g g

TeTT xt and Photograpphy byy RiRR chard Mathesonn

language that he’s exchanging with that tramp, Mimi.

Burn Incense
Return to the temple after giving the god
ample time to consider your

Culture



Xpat Magazine Fall 2007   45

If you’re insinnceerrree 
then you’re waasttttiiiinnnngggg
your time as weeellll aas
the god’s

question and put incense in the temple 
urns as offerings. Six sticks is standard; three outside 

for The Jade Emperor and three inside for the temple gods. 
You should only offer incense in multiples of three (3, 6, 12, 24, 

etc).

Tieu Wen Chiam (抽運籤) 
The temple should have a selection of Fortune Sticks. You need to pick 
one. Gather the tops of all the fortune sticks in your hands, give a quick 
lift-twist-and-drop motion, mix the sticks and choose a stick that stands 
out. Hopefully you’ve chosen the stick in which the god has stored your 
answer. Any method of choosing a stick would suffice but it seems this 
is the method most often employed. Place the stick on the altar in front 
of the god.

Bua Buei (擲筊) 
Now you’re ready to ask the god if you’ve 
chosen the proper stick by throwing (bua) 
the divining blocks (buei). Begin by bowing 
respectfully to the god and stating your name 
and address. Sometimes, especially with for-
eigners, it’s hard for the god to identify the 
person questioning them so names of siblings, 
parents and ancestors may be needed to help 
the god ascertain the identity of the question-
er. The god will not give an answer unless ab-
solutely sure of the identity of the questioner. 
Remind the god of your question. Then clasp the divining blocks be-
tween your hands, raise them to shoulder height as though praying and 
toss them to the ground. 

The blocks must land the same way (both up, one up and one down, or 
both down) three times consecutively to be valid. There’s no limit to the 
number of times you can throw to get an answer. The god will guide you 
until you get the correct stick. After every toss your gratitude should be 
expressed and your question should be reiterated. 

Read the Buei
Both blocks up: You’ve asked an odd question. The god doesn’t know 
how to answer. Change your question and choose another stick, or be-

gin the whole procedure again after considering what you have asked 
incorrectly. 

question and put incense in the temple 
urns as offerings. Six sticks is standard; three outside 

how to answer. Change your question and choose another stick, or be-
gin the whole procedure again after considering what you have asked

incorrectly. 
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One up one down: Yes, you have the 
right stick. 

Both blocks down:  You have the wrong stick.  Choose a new stick 
and repeat the procedure.

Example
First Toss: One up one down
“Thank you, I appreciate your guidance. With deep respect I ask again: is 
Joe seeing that tramp, Mimi?” 

Second Toss: One up one down
 “OK, it seems as though you can help me determine whether or not my 
boyfriend is a lying piece of turtle feces. I appreciate this very much. Are 
you 100% sure this is the right stick?” 

Third Toss: One up one down
“Guan Di Yeh, thank you for your direction. 
I hope that I don’t have to castrate my boy-
friend, but I trust your judgment if you tell 
me that I must.”

Your Answer
Now, assuming your question was asked clear-
ly and sincerely, you should have the proper 
stick. Give the Fortune Stick to the clerk and 
you will receive a piece of paper that corre-
sponds to the number on the stick with your answer written on it. 

Fortune papers have many answers in categories such as business, love 
and health.  One will answer your question. Answers range from very 
specific like, “Yes, he’s actually with her right now. Go to the stationary 
store on Jhong Shan Rd. and purchase a large pair of scissors, then go to 
the motel across the road where you’ll find the son of an ugly monkey 
in room 118.” To a little vague like, “Go north-west to find what you 
seek.”

There are nine grades of fortunes, which indicate your probable success 
in dealing with the problem, using all the combination pairs of up (上) 
which is good, middle (中) which is neutral and down (下) which is 

bad. This means that if you asked how to deal with the traffic in Tai-
wan and you got a down-down answer you would likely 

be hit by a truck when you leave the temple.

One up one down: Yes, you have the
right stick.

which is good, middle (中) which is neutral and down (下) which is 
bad. This means that if you asked how to deal with the traffic in Tai-

wan and you got a down-down answer you would likely 
be hit by a truck when you leave the temple.
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My wife and I are packing to move 
to Korea.  Any path we’ve eroded on 
this island, however slight, will soon be 
obscured by the rush of scooters, betel 
nut stains, chicken bones and shuffling 
old men. I often remark that I enjoy 
arriving as much as I enjoy departing. 
Departing Taiwan is no different. In fact, 
I’m languishing in these final days in our 
tiny polluted city of Linyuan.
 

It’s been a struggle to find the beauty 

here; to feel the satisfying rush of 

cultural understanding. In Thailand I 

felt it immediately. In Laos, it brushed 

up against me. In Taiwan, though, it’s 

somehow stayed just out of reach.  I 

feel like I’ve been coyly led on by a 

woman that I would never consider 

sleeping with.

B y  W i l l i a m  R e y l a n d

The other day, as I was riding home 
through the dark fettered alleys, I 
made a point to look closely at the 
shops and blank faces I’ve spent 
the last year gliding past, hoping 
to discover something deeper. 
But, instead, overcome with toxic 
petrochemicals, I sneezed. I’ve 
learned much here, mostly about the 
concept of ‘self ’.

Departures
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It’s been a struggle 
to find the beauty here; 
to feel the satisfying 
rush of cultural understanding.

 

The ‘self ’ can be a distressing concept 

for some of us.  It is, in fact, the 

catalyst for our departure to Korea. 

Thirty-four years ago the woman I 

love was born, placed into a box and 

deposited quietly on the steps of a 

provincial office in Seoul, Korea. 

Eventually some Americans adopted 

her and she led a life, as white 

people constantly reminded her, of 

comparative ease and prosperity. 

“You’re lucky,” they told her. Her 

fellow Americans also referred to her 

as moon face, gook, chink and the 

like. She never really felt like part of 

anything, but was convinced by those 

around her that she should.

 

In Taiwan, she became inconspicuous, 

just another Asian face in a crowd. 

One day, while shopping she remarked, 

“They don’t stare at me here, they stare 

at you.” They may scratch their heads 

and wonder if she’s retarded when she 

tries to speak Chinese, but at least 

they don’t stare. For once, she’s not the 

oddity.

 

I like to think that the Korea she was ‘saved 

from’ is locked in the depths of her mind. 

That the taste of the food, the sounds of the 

streets, the first Korean words she babbled in 

the orphanage, are all in there. 

It’s her home—a home she knows very 

little about. A language she cannot speak. 

Somewhere in Korea is her family. Perhaps 

they’re waiting for us to find them? Or perhaps 

they’re trying to forget the box. The prospect 

of reconnecting is painful for her—more so 

than I can possibly imagine. To be honest, I’m 

so excited to once again be traveling that I fail 

to fully understand how terrifying going home 

is for her. 

We don’t know what we’re going to 

find in Korea. Anxiety? Consciousness? 

Disappointment? But isn’t this true traveling? 

Learning about ourselves, stripping away 

stereotypes, finding “our place” in strange 

places?  Perhaps that’s the reason why so many 

of us have traveled so far – we have our own 

boxes that we’re trying to pull ourselves from.
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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



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
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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+
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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
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E+

E+
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Kaohsiung Listings



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



Enlish Rating Key
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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
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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
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EAST COAST TAICHUNG & AREA
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KENTING & AREA
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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

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-

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 Listings



 

 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:

Do you have a media or 
business related degree? 

Want to gain 
practical experience 

in your field?






