
. . . is the world’s 
largest city, population almost 
 million. It suddenly looks like 
New York—only more modern. 
This July a World Expo will be the 
coming-out party for the city.
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. . . has grown from a 
population of , in the 
nineteenth century to  million 
today. It’s the old hand as financial 
powerhouse and broker between 
China and the rest of the world. 
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a rising Shanghai looking for international expertise, 
and a sophisticated Hong Kong eager to stay relevant 
as the mainland economy soars. Maybe it was inevitable 
that the fates of these two historic port cities would even-
tually merge, and that they would rise together. After all, 
they share the same colonial history and an energy and 
pragmatism that stem from exposure to foreigners and 
the art of negotiation. 

A hundred and fifty years ago, after the Opium Wars, 
the foreign powers humiliated China, dividing Shang-
hai into concessions and colonizing Hong Kong. But 
the foreigners—and the trading traditions that they 
brought—lent these cities a sense of cosmopolitanism 
which even communism couldn’t crush. Now, driving 
the fastest economic growth in history, the two cities are 
on a roll, sometimes competing but increasingly in sync. 
Shanghai is preparing for the World Expo in July of this 
year, an economic fair that is being treated by China’s 
leaders as the city’s coming-out party. More than twenty 
international pavilions are going up around town, eight 
new subway lines are being built, and hotels everywhere 
are being refurbished. 

Let there be no doubt: This is a world-class city. It’s 

beginning to look and feel like 
New York—only more modern. 
Dingy edifices are being refaced 
everywhere. The eleven-year-old 
Shanghai Grand Theater and the 
new Shanghai Art Museum, both 
first-rate institutions, now dominate 
People’s Square. The nearby Tomor-
row Square—only one of dozens 
of glassy shopping malls scattered 
around the city—offers all manner 
of Western luxury, from Chanel to 
bowling lanes. It’s hard to believe 
that just twenty-odd years ago, in the 
midst of an “Anti-Bourgeois Liber-
alism” campaign against Western 
influences, the square was draped 
with slogans on red banners.

The sense of optimism is palpable 
in the streets. A cab driver tells me 
that he has been making piles of 
money in the local stock market. 
He describes a ruthless culture in 
which the rich are getting very rich 
while the have-nots stay poor. “The 
problem is that poor people can see 

how rich the rich people are,” he says. “If the government 
doesn’t resolve this, there will be social instability.” 

CONVERSATION IS  HUSHED AT THE JINPU 
Club, where members of  Shanghai’s financial elite, 
dressed in chic grays and blacks, discuss deals while nib-
bling dim sum. Biting into a morsel of beef tendon, Andy 
Lin, the thirty-six-year-old head of one of China’s biggest 
private mutual funds, with ten billion dollars (that’s with 
a b) under management—a man who may one day be re-
membered as the J. P. Morgan of China—is telling me why 
the Shanghai stock market is a great place to invest. 

Come on, I protest—it’s a crazy roller coaster domi-
nated by corruption and insider trading. Lin laughs. No, 
no, he says; the market is rapidly developing modern prac-
tices. “Ten years ago, it was easy to manipulate the market 
because it was so small,” Lin tells me. “The market is now 
huge, so it’s much, much harder to play games.”

This scene could easily pass for a power lunch in New 
York, London, or Hong Kong. Lin’s commentary, in 
fact, is shattering my perception of Shanghai’s stock 
market as a glorified casino. “There are lots of great com-
panies here,” says Lin, an unassuming Harvard Business 

E GASP AS WE ARE LED INTO OUR  
white and earth-toned room on the eighty-
fifth floor of the Park Hyatt Hotel in  
Pudong, Shanghai’s new financial district. 
On the way, my seventeen-year-old son,  
Linus, and I passed well-dressed Chinese 
taking tea in the cloud-high lobby—masters 
of the universe looking out on their new 
empire. In the room, from our double-
height windows, we can see several ages of 

the city spread before us: the magnificent row of grand European 
buildings, built in the 1920s and 1930s, along the Bund across the 
Huangpu River, where barges and tourist boats wend their way; the 
new glassy towers dotting the skyline; and the huge construction 
sites down below. ¶  Linus and I have come back to Asia, where we 
used to live, to explore the proposition that Shanghai has become 
half of a fast-emerging world duopolis—the other half being Hong 
Kong—and that together the two cities will epitomize China’s global 
economic power. In theory they complement each other perfectly:

Dow Jones Industrial Average

Shanghai Composite Index

Hang Seng Index
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. . . wants 
it (and gets it) now: 
pooches in the Park 
Hyatt’s Chairman 
Suite; a chandelier at 
the Whampoa Club,  
a power hot spot; the 
observation deck  
at the Shanghai World 
Financial Center; an 
updated version of  
a bag lady at Chanel’s 
new flagship store.
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Boomtown Shanghai
To learn more about the  
World Expo and the China  
Pavilion, snap this tag with your 
smartphone’s camera. (For  
instructions on downloading  
the free app, see page .)
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. . . is on a 
construction tear. At a cost  
of $ million, the China 
Pavilion, designed by He 
Jingfang for the World Expo, is 
a modern twist on tradition. 
Eight new metro lines are 
being laid in time for the event.
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 . . . is old 
money and new style: 
Cépage restaurant; the 
Four Seasons goes 
ultra hip; the night 
market in Kowloon; 
the steamed duck liver 
at Lung King Heen,  
the only Michelin 
three-star Chinese 
restaurant in the world.
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“take the money now, because it might not be 
there tomorrow.” Yet another cab driver, listen-
ing to a radio talk show about stock tips, tells us 
that he has made many thousands of dollars buy-
ing and selling every week. Why don’t you keep 
your money in the market long term, I ask, and 
take advantage of China’s economic growth? A 
naive question, it turns out. “Because a year from 
now,” the driver says, “you can’t even be sure 
these companies will be around!” 

Another foreign venture capitalist friend 
(who hasn’t put a penny in the local market) tells 
me that her maid, a peasant from the country-
side, invested in shares and lost all of  her savings 
when the government abruptly cut off  liquidity 
in 2008 and prices collapsed. 

INUS AND I FLY TO HONG KONG, 
our old home, in a plane packed with 
Hong Kong Chinese and expat lawyers, 
bankers, and accountants—business 
commuters doing their weekly run. As 
our aircraft descends, we see dozens 
of  container ships lined up in the tur-

quoise waters, waiting for Chinese wares head-
ed to the West. We pass through super-efficient 
immigration and hop on the silent express train 
to Hong Kong’s Central District. Zipping past 
fishing villages and then the bustling industrial 
estates of  the New Territories, laundry flapping 

here, the Shanghainese don’t like to show their 
real money—a hangover of  communism, per-
haps, but no doubt also fear of taxes and corrup-
tion investigations. The most over-the-top wheel-
ing and dealing occurs behind closed doors. “In 
London or New York, you might want to be Gor-
don Gekko, but that’s not how you do business 
here,” says Will Plummer, a Chinese-speaking 
American who lives here. “These people would 
rather entertain clients by going to a karaoke club 
and supplying prostitutes, or by something very, 
very private like dining in a private villa. They 
don’t want to be seen as too ostentatious.” In pri-
vate, however, the sky’s the limit: Plummer tells of 
gold-dusted shark’s fin soup and $3,600-a-bottle 
cognac being served—often mixed with tea. (Last 
year, that cognac sold out in China.)

One night, after dining at T8, a fusion restaurant 
with an open kitchen and beautiful Chinese staff, 
we head to Mint, a hot new nightclub. The space is 
enormous and dark. In a long tank along the back 
wall, slate-gray sharks glide by. It’s only eleven 
o’clock, so the place is still relatively empty. The 
bartender says that the party scene doesn’t really 
pick up until after midnight—past my bedtime. 

But the stock market is what seems to intoxi-
cate everybody in Shanghai, and despite Andy 
Lin’s reassurances, I am hearing that it is as risky 
as high-stakes gambling. The Chinese love to 
gamble, and all across China, there is a sense of 

School graduate, a former village 
boy who was the first person in his 
family to attend college. “I’ve made 
my clients a lot of money—in many 
cases, I’ve doubled it!” Lin’s under-
lying optimism—study hard, work 
hard, and you can do anything—
strikes me as so . . . American. 

He has interests in the other 
half  of  the Shang-Kong gorilla: 
“Hong Kong is an open society, 
exposed to global markets and in-
novations,” he explains. “It’s much 
more mature. Shanghai is develop-
ing quickly, but it’s still basically a 
closed market. We can learn a lot 
from Hong Kong.”

You can feel Shanghai’s new money at the Lan Club, 
whose neoclassical exterior belies its modish interior decor. 
Lan opened with a huge gala last year that was catered by 
Belgian chef  Yves Mattagne, with a caviar starter valued at 
three hundred dollars a head. My venture capitalist friends 
and I make our way past a lounge in red with black Deco 
piping and large black birdcages along the walls and a dance 
club that we are told heats up after 11 P.M. At the second-
floor Szechuan restaurant, we eat spicy scallops and aba-
lone and asparagus, with a decent pinot noir at long modern 
tables. I’m thinking that at about eighty dollars a head, the 
doufu dish should have come faster.

My investor friends tell us that despite the flash evident 
from bamboo poles in the breeze, you can already 

sense the city’s scrappy entrepreneurial energy.
We check into the Four Seasons, the city’s swankiest new 

business hotel, and what occurs to me immediately is that the 
elegant lobby is filled with mainland Chinese. Over the years, 
it’s become much more difficult to distinguish them from 
the locals—twenty-odd years ago, you could spot them by 
their plastic shoes or plastic tote bags, or by their bumpkin 
manners. Today, they are more likely to have Chanel shoes 
and bags, while Hong Kong’s citizens prefer to buy cheap 
knockoffs across the border in Shenzhen. Now it’s more 
likely you’ll nail the mainlanders because of their swagger. 

Lung King Heen, the hotel’s hushed Cantonese restaurant, 
is the city’s power lunch central—the only Chinese restaurant 
with three Michelin stars. My friend Alex, who writes about 
the culture scene here, and I are explaining to Linus a bit of 
Chinese history—how the lines between Hong Kong and Chi-
na became so blurred, and how the mainlanders eating around 
us moved so quickly from the com-
munes to the best Chinese restaurant 
in town. Tucking into tangy abalone 
tarts and delicate goose puffs in light 
pastry, we race through commu-
nism, agricultural reform, private 
business, capitalism (corrupt capi-
talism, that is—controlled by Com-
munist officials, with no checks and 
balances), and voilà: Across the way, 
a Rolex-flashing young mainlander 
and his (Continued on page 128)
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A th-century missionary once 
lamented, “If God lets Shanghai 
endure, he owes an apology to 
Sodom and Gomorrah.” Shanghai 
has indeed endured, and the best 
way to navigate the opulence is by 
taxi—and they’re easy to find, ex-
cept during peak times (fares start 
at $.). Always have the address 
of your destination written out 
in Chinese, though: Most drivers 
don’t speak English. The U.S. con-
sulate is located at  Huaihai 
Zhong Lu (-) .

The country code for China is !, 
and the city code for Shanghai is .

 The Lujiazui Financial 
District in the Pudong special 
economic zone is China’s only 
finance and trading zone. One 
of the world’s tallest hotels, the 
1Park Hyatt occupies the th 
to rd floors of the Shanghai 
World Financial Center (***-; 
doubles, $–$*). The 2Pu-
dong Shangri-La has perhaps 
the best location (**-****; 
doubles, $*–$). The 3St. 
Regis has rooms with ergonomic 
Aeron chairs (-; doubles, 
$–$).

On the Puxi side, across the 

Huangpu River, rooms at the new 
4Peninsula Hotel feature a color 
printer/scanner, fax, wireless, and 
VoIP (-***; doubles, $*–
$), while the popular 5Port-
man Ritz-Carlton has Wi-Fi 
(-****; doubles, $*–$). 
The 6URBN Shanghai, originally 
a s post o+ce, is China’s first 
carbon-neutral hotel (-; 
doubles, $–$*). The 7Old 
House Inn, in a French Conces-
sion house, harkens back to old 
Shanghai with kang-style beds 
and mosquito netting (*-*; 
doubles, $–$). Similar is the 
8Lapis Casa Boutique Hotel, 
at Xintiandi (*-; doubles, 
$–$). The 9Mansion Ho-
tel, in a s villa, has rooms with 
colonial-era tchotchkes (-
***; doubles, $–$). The 
0Langham Yangtze Boutique 
has been restored to its Deco 
splendor (*-*; doubles, 
$–$). 

Rooms with a View: The 
Peninsula Hotel’s Grand Deluxe 
River Rooms overlook the Pudong 
skyline (-***; doubles, $–
$). The Pudong Shangri-La’s 
Horizon Rooms and its Diplomat 
Suite ($,–$,) have views 
of the Bund (**-****; doubles, 
$–$). 

 Power Lunches: Try 
qYè Shanghai for its xiaolong-
bao dumplings (* Huangpi Nan 
Lu, Xintiandi; -; entrées, 
$*–$). Nearby is the sleek wT8, 
known for its fusion cuisine (House 
*, North Block Xintiandi, Lane *, 
Taicang Lu, Xintiandi; -*; set  
menus, $–$). eChinoise Sto-
ry is a hidden gem in the Jin Jiang 
Hotel (-; entrées, $–$). 
rShintori serves sushi in an air-
plane hangar–esque open kitchen 
(* Julu Lu; -; entrées, 
$–$). tJade Garden serves 
great dim sum ( Maoming Nan 
Lu; -*; entrées, $–$). 

High-Flying Dinners: Most 
of the best restaurants for power 
dinners are on the Bund, led by 
yJean Georges at Three on 
the Bund (-; set menus, 
$*–$*). uThe Cupola, on the 
7th floor, overlooks Pudong and 
o,ers set menus from four of the 
building’s restaurants (-; 
menus, $–$, reservations 
required). iLaris (-; en-
trées, $–$) and the oWham-
poa Club, with possibly the best 
modern Shanghainese cuisine 
(-; entrées, $–$), are 
also in Three on the Bund. pLost 
Heaven serves Yunnan cuisine ( 
Yan’an Dong Lu; -; en-

trées, $–$). aM on the Bund 
has unbeatable views and Europe-
an dishes (/F,  Zhongshan Dong 
Yi Lu; -**; entrées, $–$). 
sMr. and Mrs. Bund serves clas-
sic French (/F, * Zhongshan Dong 
Yi Lu; -**; entrées, $–$). 
At the Cool Docks development is 
dStiller’s Restaurant, lauded for 
its Foie Gras Cake (-/F, Bldg. , 
 Zhongshan Nan Lu; -; 
entrées, $–$). Farther afield 
is the latest hot spot, fFactory 
( Creative Complex, /F, Bldg. 
,  Shajing Lu; -; entrées, 
$–$). New in Xujiahui Park is 
Spanish gRestaurant Martin 
(* Hengshan Lu; -; set 
menus, $*–$). In the Shangri-
La, hJade on 36 has an inventive 
take on French cuisine (**-****; 
entrées, $–$).

 Pre-Prandials: Start at the 
Peninsula’s discreet jCompass 
Bar or the kLong Bar at the Puli 
Hotel. For jaw-dropping views, 
try lCloud 9, on the *th floor 
of the Grand Hyatt, the two-floor 
;VUE at the Hyatt on the Bund, 
or z100 Century Avenue at the 
Park Hyatt.

Post-Prandials: For sophistica-
tion, start o, at the xVault Bar at 
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At eight o’clock every evening, 
the Hong Kong harbor erupts in a 
dazzling light show involving la-
sers set to music played along the 
promenade and streaming o, your 
mobile phone (call - for 
English, -* for Mandarin). 
Hong Kong launched the extrava-
ganza to entertain the millions of 
mainlander tourists.  

The area code for Hong  
Kong is !. Prices quoted are  
for March .

The 1Four Seasons 
Hotel, close to the Stock Exchange 
and overlooking Victoria Har-
bour, is the preferred hangout for 
wealthy mainlanders (-****; 
doubles, $–$*). The original 
2Mandarin Oriental, recently 
renovated, is legendary for its 
seamless service (-; dou-
bles, $–$). In the Admiralty 
district, the top-notch 3Island 
Shangri-La pulls in well-heeled 
visitors from Asia (*-**; 
doubles, $–$*). Rooms at the 
new 4Upper House epitomize 
modern Asian style, with bamboo 
textures and a celadon palette 
(*-**; doubles, $–$). 
The 5Grand Hyatt’s Plateau Spa 
has an outdoor grill next to a pool 
(**-; doubles, $*–$*).

In the West Kowloon district, 
the contemporary 6W Hotel 
hosts movers in the money and 
art worlds (-; doubles, 
$–$). 7The Peninsula, the 
colonial-era grande dame, serves 
a perfect a-ernoon tea in its opu-
lent lobby (-***; doubles, 

$–$). The 8InterConti-
nental Hong Kong has a stunning 
Presidential Suite with its own 
infinity pool (-; doubles, 
$–$*). 

Rooms with a View: Some of 
The Peninsula’s Garden Suite fac-
es the Hong Kong harbor and has 
a balcony big enough for a party 
(-***; Garden Suite, $,*). 
On the Hong Kong side, the Upper 
House’s huge bathrooms have 
views of adjacent skyscrapers 
(*-**; doubles, $–$).

 Power Lunches: Tables 
at the Upper House’s th-floor 
9Café Gray Deluxe are fully 
booked weeks in advance (*-
**; entrées, $–$). The 
Mandarin Oriental’s 0Man Wah 
serves some of the city’s best dim 
sum (-; entrées, $–$*), 
but the Four Seasons’ qLung 
King Heen is the only Chinese 
restaurant in the world with three 
Michelin stars (-****; entrées, 
$–$). On the much trendier 
side, style maven Bonnie Gokson’s 
wSevva serves comfort food like 
wonton soup (/F, Prince’s Bldg.; 
-**; entrées, $–$). 

High-Flying Dinners: For 
Chinese bigwigs looking for a spot 
to negotiate their share listing, it 
doesn’t get more exclusive than 
the private section at the Four Sea-
son’s three-Michelin-star French 
restaurant eCaprice (-****; 
entrées, $–$). rPierre 
serves star chef Pierre Gagnaire’s 
signature fare atop the Manda-
rin Oriental (-; entrées, 
$–$*). tOne Harbour Road’s 
crackling suckling pig and melt-in-

your-mouth honey roast pork are 
presented in European chinoiserie 
surroundings in the Grand Hyatt 
(**-; entrées, $–$). 
yL’Atelier de Joël Robuchon 
serves innovative French fare (Shop 
, /F, The Landmark,  Queen’s 
Rd.; -**; entrées, $–$). 
More traditional types might prefer 
a steak at Mandarin Oriental’s 
uMandarin Grill (-; 
entrées, $–$). iIsola’s osso 
buco and other Italian dishes have 
earned it a following (Level , IFC 
Central Hall.; *-*; entrées, 
$–$). oBo Innovation special-
izes in molecular Chinese cookery 
like deconstructed preserved egg 
( Johnston Rd.; *-*; set 
menus, $*–$). pAt Hutong, 
if the crispy lamb doesn’t impress 
you, the view of Hong Kong will ( 
Peking Rd.; *-*; entrées, $–
$). aFook Lam Moon’s sautéed 
lobsters make it one of the city’s 
finest Chinese restaurants (- 
Johnston Rd.; *-; entrées, 
$–$). Pair one of  Chinese 
teas with the Peking duck at The 
Peninsula’s sSpring Moon (-
; entrées, $–$). High-end 
Hong Kongers trek to dShatin 18, 
at the Hyatt Regency in the New 
Territories, for hand-pulled noo-
dles and duck served three ways 
(-; entrées, $–$).

Pre-Prandials: The views 
rival the wine list at fCafé Gray 
Deluxe (** Queensway). Load on 
the caviar and the Dom Perignon 
at the Grand Hyatt’s gCham-
pagne Bar. hAqua Luna, a 
restored wooden junk crisscross-
ing the harbor, serves cocktails 

against the world’s flashiest 
backdrop (departs from Pier No.  
in Central).
Post-Prandials Live music makes 
the jIsland Shangri-la’s Lobster 
Bar a standout (Pacific Place, Su-
preme Court Rd.). The W’s kLiving 
Room has world-famous DJs spin-
ning music. Oenophiles’ tongues 
are wagging over lCépage’s 
*-page wine list ( Wing Fung 
St.). Whiskey connoisseurs favor 
;Executive Bar (/F, Bartlock 
Centre,  Yiu Wa St.).

A!er-hours Models and mo-
guls hang out at clubs near Lan 
Kwai Fong, such as zDragon-I ( 
Wyndham St.). Down an alleyway, 
the DJs at xDrop spin hot dance 
tunes (- Hollywood Rd.). Beau-
tiful people kick back at low-key 
cHalo ( Stanley St.). Concierges 
can get you into the members- 
only vKee Club ( Wellington 
St.). If it were up to the bouncer 
at bVolar, ugly people would go 
elsewhere (*- D’Aguilar St.).

The nLandmark is 
home to international and local 
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CHINESE TAKEOUT
To bring along our guide to 
Shanghai and Hong Kong as a mo-
bile Web page, snap this tag with 
your smartphone’s camera. (For 
instructions on downloading the 
free app, see page .)
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CHINA
(Continued from page 125) Dior-toting 
dining partner are sipping tea and discreet-
ly picking their teeth with toothpicks held 
in silver holders.

For all the excitement about Shanghai’s 
rise, it’s worth remembering that Chinese 
companies have flocked to Hong Kong to 
list their shares on the Hang Seng Index, and 
not only because it’s the easiest way to raise 
international funds. Mainland Chinese 
companies listed in Hong Kong account 
for fifty-eight percent of the market’s entire 
capitalization. Even twelve years after the 
British handed the city back to Chinese sov-
ereignty, Hong Kong has hung on to the best 
of the British legacy: rule of law, transpar-

ency, and a level playing field. It’s also still 
by and large a free society, where every year, 
tens of thousands of Hong Kong people 
gather for a candlelight vigil to remember 
the protesters who were killed in Beijing in 
1989—a political rally that would never be 
allowed across the border in China. 

Like Shanghai, Hong Kong seems to 
defy gravity. I go to see my old friend Ron-
nie Chan, one of Hong Kong’s richest busi-
nessmen. The last time Ronnie entertained 
me, years ago, he was very much the tycoon 
on his giant yacht with white-suited crew. 
But today he invites me to the heart of the 
“real Hong Kong.” Over French toast at a 
hole-in-the-wall near the Tin Hau Temple, 
Ronnie is telling me why life is good.

I am expecting him to sell me on Hong 

Kong’s strength as the financial capital of 
Asia. Instead, he throws me a curve. “Yes, 
luxury property prices are climbing here 
again,” Ronnie says. “But in Shanghai, I can 
get a forty percent return on rental proper-
ties—over three years, I can double my mon-
ey! All my projects are in China these days. 
Why bother with Hong Kong?” Pointing out 
that China’s economy has been growing at a 
double-digit rate for years, he ticks off rates 
of return on investment in various Chinese 
cities. “You’ve got New York, Chicago, Los 
Angeles—and now you have Shanghai. 
Shanghai is going to be fantastic! Shanghai 
will become China’s financial center!”

A historic role reversal is under way. When 
the Communists took over in 1949, Shang-
hai’s tycoons fled to Hong Kong and helped 
build the backwater into a shipping and 
banking center. Now, those Shanghainese 
turned Hong Kongese are back in Shanghai, 
investing heavily. Altogether, Hong Kong 
had invested $22.5 billion in Shanghai as of 
2008, and mainland Chinese investment in 
Hong Kong is soaring, hitting $298 billion. 

To get a little balance, I visit my favor-
ite strategic thinker for some insights: the 
Hong Kong taipan, or big boss, of  what 
may be the largest trading company in the 
world, the source of  products that fill J. 
Crew, Pottery Barn, and every other cata-
log you can think of. A discreet, behind-
the-scenes dealer, he asks not to be named. 
He says that Hong Kong is thriving, and 
will continue to do so, despite the global 
financial crisis, because it is parked next 
to China, the fastest-growing economy in 
the world. Now that China is moving up 
the food chain, eager to expand into the 
service sector, my friend explains, Hong 
Kong will continue to be the “front office,” 
even as “back office” financial functions—
accounting, for example—move across the 
border into China, where labor is cheaper. 

HONG KONG IS A SWIRL 
 of a city, a crowded jumble of 
roaring double-decker buses 
and clanging wooden trams, 
pressed ducks and Belgian 

chocolates, 7-Elevens and Chanel bou-
tiques, shirtless construction workers and 
chauffeur-driven Rolls-Royces, stooped 
grannies in black-cloth shoes and young 
metrosexuals in Ermenegildo Zegna. As 
in Shanghai, the optimism can be heard in 
the street. The difference here: The scene 
is multicultural, and the language spoken 
among bankers often is English.

It’s easy to understand why Shanghai’s 
rising stature has a lot of regular Hong Kong 
people worried. So far, Shanghai’s banks are 
severely limited in dealing with foreign busi-
ness. The Chinese currency is not freely con-
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Laris (/F,  Zhongshan Dong Yi 
Lu). cBar Rouge has fab river 
views (/F, ( Zhongshan Dong 
Yi Lu), as does vGlamour 
Bar (/F,  Zhongshan Dong 
Yi Lu). bLounge 18 serves 
tapas (/F, ( Zhongshan 
Dong Yi Lu). Philippe Starck 
designed the hip nLan Club 
( Guangdong Lu). Beware 
the minimum spend. Glitterati 
go to the mDolce & Gabana 
Martini Bar (/F,  Zhongshan 
Dong Yi Lu) and on to ,Sin—
the name says it all (/F, Want 
Want Bldg.,  Shimen Yi Lu). 
Shanghai’s glamorati meet at 
the .JZ Club for jazz ( Fux-
ing Xi Lu), the Japanese-style 
/Constellation No. 2 (-/F, 
 Yongjia Lu), and !El Cóctel 
(/F,  Yongfu Lu), from the 
team behind expat fave @El 
Willy ( Donghu Rd.).

A!er-hours: Go to the 
edge at Shanghai’s first 
post-Communist burlesque 
cabaret, #Gosney & Kall-
man’s Chinatown ( Zhapu 
Lu). For hobnobbing with 
the city’s young elite, try 
$Babyface (( Huaihai 
Dong Lu) or %Muse (( 
Yuyao Lu). Shanghai’s top 
clubs (some members only, 
which your concierge can get 
you into) are ^Yongfoo Elite 
( Yongfu Lu), &KEE Club, 
( Huaihai Zhong Lu), and 
*M1NT, which has a shark 
tank (/F ( Fuzhou Lu).

 Skip Plaza  
and Huaihai Lu, Shanghai’s 
Madison Avenue. Instead, 
visit (Nest, an eco-conscious 
design collective in the lanes 

around Taikang Lu (Lane , 
Studio , Taikang Lu; -
) or the new design hub  
)1933, in a former Art Deco 
abbatoir ( Shajing Lu; -
). Other secrets include 
hand-embroidered silk shoes 
from QSuzhou Cobblers (17 
Fuzhou Rd; 6321-7087) and 
Chinese prints at WShanghai 
Pattern ( Fuzhou Rd.; -
). EDesign Republic 
has its own housewares line, 
Neri&Hu (/F,  Zongshan 
Dong Yi Lu; -). RGo to 
Madame Mao’s Dowry, in the 
French Concession, for every-
thing Cultural Revolution ( 
Fumin Lu; -). World 
leaders get their pearls strung 
at TAmylin’s Pearls (( 
Nanjing W. Rd.; (-). 

 The YShanghai 
Museum houses mainland 
China’s finest collection of 
jade and bronze (-). 
UMOCA Shanghai is tops for 
contemporary art (-). 
The IShanghai Art Museum 
(-() is home to OKath-
leen’s 5 Restaurant, with views 
of the park (-; entrées, 
$–$). The PShanghART 
Gallery still leads the con-
temporary arts scene (-
), but drop in at A1918 
ArtSpace too (-).

Golf is all the rage 
among Chinese businessmen, 
who favor the SShanghai 
Links Golf Club ((-() 
or the DTomson Shanghai 
Pudong Golf Club ((-
((((), both in the financial 
district. Just out of town is the 
FSheshan International 
Golf Club (-). 
 –Reported by Kristina Perez
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luxury labels (Gloucester 
Tower; (-((), including 
mKwanpen for crocodile 
accessories (-(() and 
,Yewn, where jewelry is 
inspired by China’s heritage 
(((-(). Buy South Sea 
pearls at .Paspaley (G, 
The Galleria,  Queen’s Rd.; 
-). /A-Man Hing 
Cheong, at the Mandarin 
Oriental, has been tailoring 
flawless suits for more than a 
century (-) !Grotto 
Fine Art carries the best 
works by locals (/F C-D 
Wyndham St.; -).

The @Hong Kong 
Museum of Art’s collection 
of George Chinnery and other 
artists’ China trade paintings 
recall th-century globaliza-
tion (-). For truly su-
perb art and antiques, check 
out the spring and fall pre-
views of international auction 
houses. In , Sotheby’s 
sold an imperial throne for $ 
million, a record for Chinese 
furniture (-().

With space at a premi-
um, golf is the ultimate local 
extravagance. Most golfers 
head to the #Mission Hills 
resort, a one-hour drive 
across the border in Shen-
zhen (-). In Hong 
Kong, the $Shek O Golf 
and Country Club is tops for 
prestige ((-(). At the 
%Hong Kong Golf Club, the 
city’s top tycoons, such as Li 
Ka-shing, tee o2 a3er dawn 
((-). 
 –Reported by Alexandra A. Seno
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GUYANA
(Continued from page 109) and vegetable 
production on non-forest land, and India-
style “business process outsourcing.” To in-
sure that illegal cutting didn’t continue, the 
forests would be put under the supervision 
of an international body.

Guyana is already implementing several 
such projects. For an undisclosed sum, a 
British firm, Canopy Capital, is underwrit-
ing the maintenance of Iwokrama, a nearly 
million-acre reserve and research center 
north of  Surama, in exchange for profits 
someday, when forest services begin to car-
ry a price tag. Norway agreed to contribute 
a “substantial and sustained” amount to-
ward developing Guyana’s LCDS model. 

With us as we departed Surama—a 
harpy eagle circling overhead—were three 
other Bushmasters clients, all men in their 
thirties looking for adventure. At least there 
were three to begin with.

On the first day, while setting up the camp 
where we would live for a week with such 
luxuries as hammocks and cooking pots, 
we lost Steve, a Londoner, who early money 
had pegged as the toughest of the Bushmas-
ters. He decided he’d had enough when the 
Makushi, for a little joke, wrapped the tiniest 
of deadly—but dead—snakes around the 
rope from which he’d suspended his ham-
mock. “I’ve learned all I need to know,” he 
said and headed, we think, for Barbados. I 
wasn’t sure that Phil, another Brit, would 
last long either. He seemed so unsure of him-
self, at first jumping at the rustle from every 
leaf pile, which in the rain forest will keep 
you very busy indeed. Yet he made it through 
the week despite neglecting, just once, the 
Makushi’s admonition to shake out his 
boots before putting them on, crushing a ta-
rantula with his socked foot. Vlado, a Slovak 

living in New York, was, on the other hand, 
irritatingly competent. While the Makushi 
struggled to show Phil and me how to build 
a fire, Vlado would have a three-foot-high 
blaze going, and would be roasting piranha 
on a stick as if they were marshmallows.

Piranha were a staple of our diet, sup-
plemented by military-style MREs (meals 
ready to eat). Catching the fish, using ma-
chetes to crack nuts to get at the undulating 
grubs we used for bait—and knew we had 
to eat if  the fishing didn’t go well—was one 
of the survival skills the Makushi taught us.

“You really eat these?” I asked Lionel af-
ter he convinced me, for the experience of it, 
to bite into a grub. 

“When we have to,” he said.
“And when did you last have to?”
“Oh, ten, fifteen years ago.”
By the end of a week, we had familiarized 

ourselves with how to build a shelter; how 
to start a fire with flint; how to hunt with a 
bow and arrow; how to trap various—and I 
so wish this weren’t so—large rodents; and 
how to minimize the greatest danger: sever-
ing a limb with one’s own machete. In the 
evenings, we’d cool off in the river.

“Why don’t you worry about the pira-
nha?” I asked Hendrix one night, recalling 
a story in which the fish had skinned a horse 
alive. “Or the caiman?”—a member of the 
alligator family that reportedly grows up to 
twenty feet long. “Or the anaconda?” which 
can be large enough to make wrestling with 
caimans seem like the preferred alternative.

“Because it’s better to worry about the 
electric eel,” he answered.

AND I HAVE TO ADMIT, AS THE PUT-
 tering of  the outboard fades until it is 
masked by the sound of  flapping wings, 
that I can see their point. All around me, 
in perpetual twilight because of the thick 

vertible for now, so Shanghai’s stock market 
is ruled by domestic punters today. China is 
afraid that if it opens up too fast, speculative 
money could rush in and out of the country, 
crippling the economy. But once Shanghai 
becomes a global financial center, who needs 
the middleman, Hong Kong?

In the lobby of  the Conrad Hotel one 
afternoon, I meet Anson Chan, the city’s 
former chief  secretary, dubbed “Hong 
Kong’s conscience” because of her unbend-
ing principles. Chan, who served the British 
and then continued in office under Chinese 
rule, reportedly annoyed Beijing by calling 
for democratic reforms. In frustration over 
what she saw as an erosion of Hong Kong’s 
freedoms, Chan eventually stepped down. 

Dressed in her signature tailored jacket 
and bright-red lipstick, Chan wastes no 
time, arguing between sips of lime soda in 
curt, crisp Queen’s English that Beijing has 
disregarded Hong Kong’s independence. 
“Hong Kong has become more and more 
inward-looking. We seem to have forgotten 
that part of our competitive edge lies in our 
international links and our open, pluralistic 
society,” she says. “This is about software, 
rule of law, predictability of policies, a level 
playing field, transparency. Why are we al-
lowing the central government to trample 
all over us?”

Because there isn’t much choice, is how 
many Hong Kong tycoons respond in pri-
vate; better to just move on. 

That night, we head to Lan Kwai Fong, 
the city’s most famous bar street. Young 
bankers and lawyers—Hong Kong Chi-
nese and foreigners, too—spill out of the 
doorways, beer bottles in hand. They look 
like they are in a fashion shoot: the women 
in stilettos and sleek dresses, the metrosex-
ual men in tailored suits. A Chinese cover 
band is doing Black Eyed Peas: “Tonight’s 
gonna be a good night. Tonight’s gonna be 
a good, good night. . . .” The lead singer, 
in a wool cap, is waving the microphone in 
the air, urging people to dance. The party is 
on here, and yet this world suddenly seems 
small compared with Shanghai.

Ultimately, do Hong Kong’s freedoms 
and rule of law matter? Or will Shanghai, 
with the great mass of China behind it, one 
day crush this city by flipping the switch 
and opening its own financial markets to 
the outside world? In a way, the two cities 
represent the two faces of  China: one all 
about the money, with plenty of  corner-
cutting when it comes to the law and no de-
mocracy; the other about money too, but 
with principles, rule of law, and democratic 
instincts. I hope that China is big enough 
for both of them.  

BY EMILY COX AND HENRY RATHVON

Enter your answer online at cntraveler.com/wordtrips/march. No purchase necessary. Full rules and entry form avail-
able online at this address. All correct answers will be included in a drawing for the annual prize: a spa resort weekend for two (approx-
imate retail value, $,). Entries must be received by : p.m. E.T. on March , , when the contest ends. Contest open to legal 
residents of the United States and Canada (excluding Quebec) age ) and older. Odds of winning depend on the number of correct en-
tries received. Answer will be published in the June issue. Sponsored by Condé Nast Traveler,  Times Square, New York, New York .

Word Trips
The cities of the world are playing musical letters instead of musical 
chairs. The letters in each Across row spell the name of a city, but 
they rotate in sequence while eliminating one letter (for example, 
HAMBURG might appear as BURGAM, with the H dropped). Seat each 
dropped letter in the empty square at the end of its row; read top to 
bottom, they spell a song title—the answer to this month’s puzzle.

Enter online for a chance to win a spa weekend for two!
DECEMBER’S PUZZLE ANSWER: Go to page 135.

Traveling Song
L A V V T E
N O O N R A
R P A N T W
I T D E R O
A R C A S C
U C E N E L
E A N S R L
T T R E C H
B I A I R O
A N A B I J

CHINA
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