Day 11 

Today is Saturday and I booked a tour for the two of us to Malaysia.  Actually, we’re just going across the border to Johor Bahru for a three-and-a-half hour excursion to see how batiks are made, visit a Moorish style building housing the Sultan Abu Bakar Mosque, and then visit a typical village. The tour stars before 8 a.m. when we’re picked up to be transported to our bus.  A 40-passenger bus awaits the six of us booked on the tour today.  The driver speaks only Mandarin, but knows where to go to get us across the border where we will meet our guide. But first, we need to go through passport control to leave Singapore, get back on the bus, travel a few feet and enter Malaysia, another country entirely.  Entering was a painless and quick process.  We joined our guide and began our journey. 

Our first stop was a place where we were shown a demonstration of batik making – actually more like silk painting, but very beautiful, as you can see from Jeff’s photographs.  There, we were also treated to a couple of musical numbers performed on instruments made from bamboo and shaken or struck (shaken or stirred as James Bond would have preferred) to make tones.  The large instrument the man is playing is called an Angklong which is shaken to produce its tones. The concert was very impressive.  But more impressive were the hand made batiks, clothing, and silk scarves. 

Moving along, we toured the grounds where a Moorish building housing a Mosque was situated.  We weren’t allowed to enter the Mosque – no non-Muslims are, as you can see from the sign Jeff photographed.  The Mosque, we were told, resembles Queen Mary’s house because she and the Sultan who built the mosque were friends and he wanted to honor her.  Four minarets, representing the four prophets, were added after the locals complained that it looked too much like a church. 
From the Mosque, we drove to a village house that is in the process of being restored.  Termites do a lot of damage each year. We were treated to a typical Malaysian dance and shown how pewter is molded.  We toured the crops around the house as well as visited another gift center.  I don’t mind that this turned into a shopping excursion with some Malay tradition thrown in.  Besides, we got more stamps in our passports, which the cab driver who took us to our hotel from the airport told us is the reason many tourists go Malaysia.  
Our guide took us to the Malay border and got us through passport control.  When we reached the Singapore border, we disembarked and stood in line 45 minutes to have our passports stamped and approved for re-entry.  That’s because there were too few lines and people to handle the surges of folks entering Singapore, and the three lines for Singapore citizens only (where one person went through every few minutes) was outrageously inefficient to say the least.  But, we finally did get through and arrived back at our hotel – starving.

After lunch we journeyed to the Asian Civilizations Museum – a few blocks from the hotel.  This is a small museum, with wonderful displays of textiles, artifacts, artwork, sculptures and calligraphy from a variety of Asian cultures.  The best part of the museum has to be its compact collection of gold, and textiles that represent the best that has been colleted regardless of location or era.  Many of the photographs you will see, are from that exhibit.  My tiara is the second picture in, second line from the bottom.  

While no exhibit is large, each is representative of its area and is very interesting. We saw the entire museum in around an hour-and-a-half.  Definitely one of the better museums we have visited in that it certainly accomplished its purpose.  But the light level was low, and photography was allowed only without flash.  So the photos are just so-so.
Dinner tonight was at an upscale Cantonese restaurant called Lei Gardens, located in Chijmes (formerly the Convent of the Holy Infant Jesus – with the m-e-s added so it could be pronounced as an acronym – chimes, and now a shopping and restaurant complex) about two-three blocks from our hotel.

We had an excellent meal and watched as the maitre de carved the Peking duck skins to perfection.  She placed slices of duck skin in pancakes and served them to all who ordered the duck.  We kept waiting for the actual duck meat to appear because at $24 Singapore Dollars ($16 U.S.) that’s an awful lot for a few pieces of skin!  But, no, at this restaurant, the Peking duck is only the skin.  However, our waitress explained that someone could have the duck meat if they wanted it. 
Tomorrow we will try to get to a couple more museums and then focus on packing.  We leave on Monday at 7:00 a.m. which means we have to check out and get a cab to the airport around 5 a.m.

I’m ready to come home.
