

    
        
          Beijing and the Great Wall of China

        

        
        
          Around The World With Jet Lag Jerry, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Gerald Hansen

        

        
          Published by Mint Books, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      BEIJING AND THE GREAT WALL OF CHINA

    

    
      First edition. November 30, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 Gerald Hansen.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386781448

    

    
    
      Written by Gerald Hansen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Beijing and the Great Wall of China (Around The World With Jet Lag Jerry, #1)

AUTHOR'S NOTE

JET LAG JERRY TAKES OFF: | ABOUT THIS SERIES

ANCIENT VS. NEW7: | THE SEVEN WONDERS OF THE WORLD

BROWN AIR, SLIT PANTS | AND TOILETS OF THE DAMNED

WELCOME TO BEIJING

THE SUBWAY

TIANAMEN SQUARE

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

THE MILITARY MUSEUM OF THE CHINESE PEOPLE’S REVOLUTION

THE SEARCH FOR | THE UNDERGROUND CITY

HUTONGS | AND WHAT NOT TO DO THERE

HOW TO FIND AN ENGLISH-SPEAKING CHINESE PERSON

STARTLING STREET FOOD | AND FAKE EVERYTHING

THE WALL

A FEW THOUGHTS

2019 UPDATE

Further Reading: Peru and Machu Picchu: Modern Wonders of the World

About the Author


Also by Gerald Hansen

The Derry Women Series:

An Embarrassment of Riches

Hand In The Till

Fleeing The Jurisdiction

Best Served Frozen

Static Cling

Table For Nine At Kebabalicios: A Short Story

The Way To A Man’s Heart or Strange Things On Plates: A Novelette

A Very Fionnuala Christmas: A Novella

Useless

A Backstitch in Time

Wind Chill: The Secret of Ursula’s Irish Stew

It’s Beginning to Look a Lot Like...Fionnuala

Emergency Exit

Around The World With Jet Lag Jerry:

Modern  Wonders of the World 1: Beijing and the Great Wall of China

Modern Wonders of the World 2: Peru and Machu Picchu

––––––––
[image: ]


The Derry Murder Mysteries:

You’ll Get Yours

Death in Small Measures

Three Times A Killer

Murder Rinse Repeat

To Lawrence, Tina and Taal. 

Thank you so much for a fantastic time!

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

––––––––
[image: ]


Thanks so much to Michael Kiss and Lily Washburn, who gave me the idea for this series. Also, thanks to Yu Guo for help verifying some of the Beijing information. Maddie, I could never write a book without you! Thanks again for your invaluable advice. Fercho, I’m happy we met, and thanks for the inspiration. To Bonita, Ellen, Noam, Estee, Liz and Alysha, thanks for giving me the time off, time after time! And, of course, I’m grateful to all my readers. I hope you enjoy this new series.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

AUTHOR'S NOTE


[image: ]


UPDATE, MARCH 2019

I wrote this book in November 2017. I've just returned from another three-day trip to Beijing, thanks to the generosity of my student and friend GuoGuo, her husband Charlie and her mother Amelie. I realized almost the moment I passed successfully through passport control that I had to update this book. Why? How things have changed! You'll realize in this book I talk about China being a country in transition, and the change I've seen is remarkable. I've added an additional chapter to the end of this book, which not only talks about these changes, but also includes many exciting photos, which were sadly lacking in the first version of this book (as my Aunt Nuala pointed out to me). Books are sometimes snapshots that capture the zeitgeist, and I think that now this book has greater depth, talking about the China of the recent past and what it has become today. I hope you enjoy the update at the end of the book as much as you enjoy the original book. 
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As a Navy brat, I grew up all over the world. I started elementary school in Thailand, graduated high school in Iceland, started working in London, and, after a few gap years too many, I went to college in Ireland. In between, my family and I lived in Northern Ireland, Stuttgart, Germany, and California (twice). I also somehow lived in Berlin for three years. Since then, I’ve settled in New York City. 

I thought my life traveling was over, and counted myself  lucky enough to have seen more of the world than most people dream of. But that was before, through the kindness and extreme generosity of a very good friend, I was given a special secret perk in November 2011 that changed my life. It allowed me to travel wherever in our wonderful world I wanted to go. I realized then my traveling had only begun.

I’d already been to most of the European countries. Well, the Western ones, anyway. When I was a child, the Iron Curtain still existed, so Eastern Europe, communist countries that no longer exist like Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia, but also those that are still there like Romania, Hungary, Poland, etc., were off limits. I think, pre-Berlin Wall fall, they were hardly must-see tourist destinations anyway.  

From Ireland, London and especially Germany, it’s easy to jump from one country to another as they are all a quick, cheap flight or shortish car drive away (Iceland, not so much).  Living in Europe, it was easy for my dad to pile us kids, often grumbling and surly, into the car to drive off to a thrilling new country for the weekend. Our family photos albums, our slides, are packed of the family posing in, sheepish grins under our acne in Belgium, Switzerland, Spain, the Netherlands, France, Scotland, Wales and Austria. When I moved to New York, perched as it is on the northern edge of the Atlantic Ocean, only water stretching out in one direction and endless miles of the US in the other, it hit me that it’s a bit more difficult to visit the rest of the world from there.

My New York friends Stacey and Shaun once took a vacation to Morocco, and as I flipped through photos of them riding camels in the desert, as I walked on the exotic carpets they had brought back, I was envious. I’d never be able to afford to go there, I thought. Or, maybe I could, but I’d have to tighten my belt and save up, survive on Top Ramen noodles for months on end to be able to buy the plane ticket, and then there was the cost of the hotel to think of also. It would be near impossible to visit exciting new countries. I had had a lucky childhood, and now it was time to stay in New York. How wrong I was! Thanks to my secret perk, I now had the chance to see and experience some of the other continents, places my paychecks would never allow me access to. So I searched through drawers and boxes and located my long-forgotten passports (with an Irish mother, I’m lucky—again!—to have two), blew the dust off them, realized they had both expired, quickly renewed them, bought a new carry on on sale at Burlington Coat Factory and set off to see the world. It was the birth of Jet Set Jerry. Or so I thought. 

I don’t know about you, but I’m not independently wealthy, a man of leisure. I can’t just tell my boss I’m taking off for a three- or seven-month trip around the world. How would I be able to pay my bills and rent? And I can’t afford five- or four- or even three- or even two-star hotels for trip after trip after trip. Somehow, partly from my career as an ESL teacher (English as a Second Language, for adults) at the Manhattan Language school, partly from my international upbringing, and partly from chance due to the cosmopolitan nature of New York City, I had friends all over the world. From the four corners they had all asked me if I would visit them. “Maybe,” I had always answered with a wistful sigh, realizing that the “maybe” was really a “no.”  But now that “no” was a “yes, indeed! I’ll pack right now!” 

I figured out that, to see most of my friends, and to visit each of the places, I should follow the three day rule for fish and guests. Both begin to smell after that. So every trip to wherever, near or far, should be three days or less. Really, though, that would be five days, as one day is spent flying somewhere, and another flying back. I wrote emails, messages on Facebook. “Remember when you asked me to visit you? Well, I’ve got good news...!” 

And off I went, crisscrossing the globe like a drunken bull, and, weak from the endless flights and a few too many glasses of champagne, hugging old friends in the airports of Beijing, Casablanca, Rio de Janeiro, Bogotá, Dubai, Buenos Aires, Moscow, Brasilia, Macapá on the edge of the Amazon, Istanbul, São Paulo, Geneva, Seoul, Paris, the Dominican Republic, Athens, Madrid, and Puerto Rico twice, once during a hurricane. I even revisited European stalwarts like Paris, Geneva, Athens and Madrid. I’ve crossed grand rivers and piddly streams, valley rifts and prairies, tundra, mountain ranges and steppes. I’ve gone from cobblestones to bamboo, Vespas to vipers, glaciers to lava fields, tombs to shipping ports, grilled guinea pig on menus to scorpions on sticks, drunk guaraná açai juice and cocaine tea, seen endless tenement blocks and sparkling palaces. I hope by this stage you are not struggling to force back down the sick that's threatening to shoot up your throat. 

With each trip I take, though, my legs cramped, my butt aching, and I peer at the sights through bleary eyes, laugh a bit shrilly with my friends, scrabble for souvenirs, all in a jet-lagged, dreamy, fantasy-like haze. Then I am carted, slightly punch-drunk, back to the airport, and when I touch down at Newark Airport, I stagger off the plane and drag my weary body and muddled head back to work. Usually, it’s only weeks or months later that I have the time to sit down, flick through my photos, and be amazed at where I had gone and the great time I had had. I realized I wasn’t Jet Set Jerry, I was more Jet Lag Jerry. 

Then the trips became more exotic. I branched out to where I knew nobody, asking friends on Facebook if they wanted to come along. Hearty adventurous souls replied. So then it was off to Rome, Machu Picchu, Chichen Itza, Cairo, even to Kenya on safari! But my three day rule still applied, and even with that, I’m sure, I started to accrue negative vacation days, but I’ve been able to fulfill my dreams without losing a job or having to file for bankruptcy.

You may wonder if, hazy with jet lag, eyes bloodshot, vision blurry, I visited these places without really discovering them, but I think I managed okay. When you come back from vacation, you’re always a bit different; something of the country resides in your heart and in your mind, something new and special that will stay with you
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