DAY TRIP TO BANTIAN 

10 June 2006

This is an account of the day trip which a brother of mine Fah and I made from our city hotel in Shenzhen to our ancestral Ch’ong village of Ban Tian.
 

Fah and I had an interesting trip there.  I had only the name of our cousin (张 维 长） to go by, our plan was to go there and ask around.  However, interestingly enough, on the tour was Fah's friend Mr Ho (and his wife) who were visiting Bu Ji (Hakka Bu Gid) which is half way between Luo Hu (Hakka Lo Fu) and Ban Tian.  We went up to Bu Ji and Mr Ho's relative made a few phone calls for us and found out that Vui Zong had passed away.  I suggested we would be interested to find his children.  Another call, and it was recommended that we should ask at the public security (police) office at Ban Tian Village.
 

Mr Ho's relative's wife brought us up in a taxi to the police station next to the Ban Tian Building (Ban Tian Da Xia - 坂 田 大 厦）.  There were three guys there and they were all speaking our type of Hakka, but they had no idea who Vui Zong was.  One of them made some phone calls.  Just then a woman came in and asked what we wanted.  She knew about Vui Zong and family.  The guy then made another call and asked someone to come.  We were told that Vui Zong's son was coming.
 

Within two minutes or so, someone came in.  I shook hands with him and introduced myself as Chong Yin's eldest son and Fah as my brother.  He was 张 建 华  the elder son and he said, "Let's go home."  Mr Ho's relative (the lady who brought us there) then left us.
 

Home is an apartment block very near Ban Tian Building.  We met cousin's wife (Madam Dai) and Gian Fah’s [I am using the Hakka vernacular spelling similar to that used in Sabah - whereas in that part of China they probably use the Mandarin pin yin or the Cantonese rendition) wife, brother, one sister  and some children.  Later the other two sisters turned up.  They showed us some of the photos Pa had brought there (myself in some photos - they identified me there).
 

The names of our 堂 侄 : (In English, our first cousins, first removed.  They are our children's second cousins.) 
 

张 建 芬 (lives in Shatin, HK)
张 建 华
张 建 英
张 建 梅
张 建 光
 

Gian Fah's son is 子 贤  and daughter 子 敏 .
 

The apartment block is four storied, sits on our ancestral house (our joint great grandfather's) and owned by them.  They (Madam Dai, Gian Fah's family and Gian Gong) live on the first floor and rent out the others.  The apartment is very spacious, more like a house than a typical apartment elsewhere.  They also own and rent out two other small single-storied buildings just outside.

We had lunch at home.  

We spent the whole day in Ban Tian.  We went to the cemetery - which is not the original ancestral cemetery but a central one it’s moved to.  There they made offerings to the forebears.  I ritually (joss sticks, bowing, kneeling and bowing three times) paid homage and respect to the near ancestors while Fah made a bow.  Then we visited the ancestral hall of the Ch’ongs which is like a formal Chinese temple.  I lit two Chinese candles and then talked to two elders (about father's age and who knew father) there.  [Later, we made a donation to the maintenance fund.]
 

We had early dinner at a Hakka restaurant (we invited another elder whom we met along the way to join us), and then visited the historic building maintained by Vui Zong and now by Gian Fah and Gian Gong.  Back home, more chit chat and Skyping to Paul and Jin.
 

We went back to the hotel in Lo Fu close to 10 PM accompanied by Gian Gong.

I had brought along a copy of an extract of our genealogy and a chart father had made for me.  There was a missing link between these two pieces of information.  With a bit of help from Gian Gong who went round asking some elders, we were able to establish the missing link.

I am happy that now we can trace our children’s ancestry back eleven generations by name.

Fah and I are very gratified that we have established contact with our closest relatives in the ancestral village in China.

Germinated a couple of years ago, this single day trip has to be one of the most enjoyable, meaningful and memorable one ever.

See Photos
