Korea Day 11


Today is Thursday.  The meetings have ended and most of the delegates have gone home.  We said our good byes at breakfast.

We decided to visit the Korean Folk Village located in Suwan.  It’s a huge folk village which has noblemen’s and commoners houses, a temple, estates and other examples of Korean houses and shops from all over the country.  The village reminds me in part of “Williamsburg” in that there are costumed people plying the same trades as their ancestors did, and in part of Disney World, with an amusement park for the youngsters, food, and souvenir stands everywhere.  At the Folk Village, the craftspeople make pottery, ironware, carve wood and sell what they make on the grounds in one of the many souvenir shops.  This folk village is much bigger and far more interesting than the small one I visited in Seoul.  It was very interesting and informative to see how people lived in the past and definitely worth the trip.  
To get to Suwan, we took a train from Seoul.  It’s about a 45-minute ride.  At 10 a.m. or so, the train was jammed and didn’t get any less crowded the entire trip.  Plus, beggars come through the cars ostensibly selling goods, but showing off their wounds and begging for money.  Others come through the cars with product pitches – a guy selling a pseudo back harness, someone else selling a shaver, another hawking a drain snake – you get the picture.  These pitchmen travel with their suitcases in tow.  What a hoot!  Of course it was all in Korean, so we didn’t understand a word, but the pitchmen made a couple of sales in our car, so I guess they must earn a living that way.  Arriving at the train station, we headed for the tourist office to buy tickets to the Folk Village and catch the free shuttle bus which runs every hour on the half hour.  We made the 11:30 a.m. bus and after a half hour trip in a bus that must have been 90 degrees Fahrenheit, we arrived at the front gate of the Korean Folk Village.
As you can see, we saw a lot of houses, but after a while, they all begin to look alike.  The craftspeople were interesting and if it hadn’t started raining in the early afternoon, and turned the ground to a really muddy mess, we’d have probably stayed longer and taken more pictures.  We ate lunch at the Folk Village’s “food court” where you order your food and then take the receipt to a numbered “stall” where cooks prepare your order.  We were led to a small enclosed area where we were directed to sit on the floor – Japanese and Korean style – but declined the honor.  I was afraid that if I got down, I might not be able to get up!  So we found western style “picnic” benches and ate our wonderful Korean pancakes – potato and leek – and the Korean sausage.  Most of the “tables” are ones that accommodate Korean-style eaters. 
Due to the turn in the weather, we headed for the 2 p.m. shuttle to take us back to the train station and eventually back to our hotel.  Coming back, the train was relatively empty and our car was great until this unfortunate homeless woman got on and sat down.  She looked like she was severely in need of medical attention and stank.  We moved to the next car.  The car got a lot emptier very quickly.  She was still on the car, head down, sitting on a long row of seats by herself when Jeff and I got off at our station.
We were able to get off the train and using the subterranean passageways make it back to the hotel without ever going above ground.  Moles having nothing on Asian life underneath the cities.

Tonight we wanted anything but beef and tried a Korean chicken place.  We had ginseng chicken stew stuffed with sweet rice.  A very small chicken – about the size of a Cornish game hen – came to the table in a hot pot with the liquid still boiling accompanied by the usual 1/2 dozen side dishes of hot things.  The idea is to pick the meat off the whole chicken and eat it along with the broth and the rice.  There’s also a small dish where you mix salt and pepper and add a spoonful or two of the broth to make a liquid that you dip the chicken into since soups here are always lacking salt – which is a good thing.  Picking a chicken carcass clean, even a small one, doesn’t sound so hard until you realize you have to do it with only a spoon and metal chopsticks.  Piece of cake.  Being American, we were offered forks.  I didn’t use mine.  As one who’s been picking chicken carcasses clean for soup for years, I can honestly say that metal chopsticks are an improvement.  Think I’ll use them (I did buy some) when I get home to make chicken soup next time.  We also had a large container at the table for chicken bones and anything else on the chicken we didn’t want to eat.  In all it was really good and fun, but the broth could have used some celery, white onion, basil, parsley – oops that’s Jewish chicken soup, not Korean.  It was also fun to watch Jeff struggling while I had the chicken meat off my carcass in a matter of minutes.  No prize for speed.

Tomorrow is our last day here in Seoul and we intend to visit one of the major palaces and then figure out how to put more stuff than we arrived with into our suitcases for the trip home.  Or, we need to decide if we have to buy yet another suitcase as we did on our trip to Hawaii last year and to Istanbul the year before.  If anyone needs to borrow a suitcase, we have several we can lend you!
