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PREFACE



The title of this book incorporates a tribute to the newspaper in which these stories originally appeared. Without China Daily
 , my life here would be difficult to put it mildly.

Possessing an extremely limited Chinese vocabulary, my eyes and ears have been opened by the pages of China Daily
 . It has not only informed me about this country and entertained (especially with its roundup of quirky stories from around the regions) but alerted me to places to visit and through its entertainment listings — concerts and exhibitions to enjoy.

Like my own employer, China Central Television (CCTV), China Daily
 is an important window on China and the world. In keeping with the growth of this amazing country, the newspaper has developed into a publication that not only looks good, but reads well in this world of modern multimedia.

My special thanks to Li Xing and her colleagues in the features department, and to cartoonist Luo Jie, whose creative wit has enhanced this collection beyond measure. I am also indebted to Zhang Lixin of Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press for her tireless work in translating my stories into Chinese.

Please enjoy My China Daily
 .


Edwin Maher



May 2007



Beijing





译者序



在翻译埃德温的这23篇作品的过程中，无数次停下来对着电脑屏幕大笑，因为字里行间处处透着自然生动的幽默和出人意料的情趣。有时候甚至禁不住感慨，埃德温若是会说汉语多好，凭他抖“包袱”的水平，一定能成为单口相声界的大师级人物。

坐车、吃饭、骑车、打手机，乃至上厕所等等等等，这些被我们视为“例行公事”的日常行为到了埃德温的笔下却都成了精彩绝伦的历险记：他说不了几句中国话，却独自漫游四方；他恐惧补牙，紧张得“神经都抽了筋”；他热衷球赛，却惨遭假票欺骗；他想要取钱，却屡遇银行难题……然而最让他欣慰的是，他热爱中国，中国的朋友们也时时向他伸出了友好的援手。

对埃德温最初的印象来自央视9套。作为新闻播报员的他总是正襟危坐，一脸严肃，因此从未想过生活中的他会是如此童心未泯，简直就像《射雕英雄传》里的“老顽童”一般。也正是透过这位澳洲“周伯通”的眼睛，我重新开始热爱我所居住的这座城市，寻找生活中被忽略的乐趣。

翻译的过程是愉快的，然而很多时候却也备感艰难，因为原文实在太精彩，作为译者，要怎样才能做好“传声筒”。把用英语表达的种种乐事原封不动地传递给中国读者们呢？此时，那些笑料都成了文字陷阱，稍有字句偏误，就会损害盈溢原文的幽默氛围。几经修改，译文最后选用了较为口语化的表达，更掺杂了年轻人中较为流行的词语，希望本书的译文没有让埃德温和各位读者失望。

译文完稿后，经李家真老师全文审读并修正，在此为他提出的宝贵修改意见表示感谢。

张黎新

2007年6月



目录






	

GETTING LOST IN BEIJING AND LOVING IT...SORT OF






爱上“找不着北”的感觉



	

MUSIC IS LANGUAGE TO THEIR EARS






音乐——通用语言



	

BACK IN THE SADDLE AGAI—BEIJING BICYCLE STYLE






整装上“马”



	

I ADMIT IT — I CAN'T DO WITHOUT A MOBILE PHONE






好吧——没有手机我确实过不下去



	

ASPECTS OF LOCAL HABITS NOT WORTH DIDDLY-SQUAT






要命的习惯



	

BEIDAIHE BY HOOK OR BY CROOK






费尽周折的北戴河之旅



	

FOOD FANTASY






美食中国，吃嘛嘛香



	

DENTAL DRAMA






牙的悲喜



	

BEATEN BY FRAUDSTERS






惨遭骗手



	

HAIRY ENCOUNTERS OVER THE COUNTER






险象环生进银行



	

STANDING OUT IN THE CROWD






与众不同的感觉



	

LINGO LEARNINGS CAUSE FOOT IN MOUTH






笨嘴拙舌学汉语



	

RADIO WANDERINGS TURN UP BANDWITDTH BOUNTY






淘宝记



	

KEEPING FIT IN CHINA






健身实录



	

NATIONAL HOLIDAY REFLECTIONS






国庆随想



	

CHINA'S SENIORS—THE GROWING AGE PROBLEM






中国的老人家



	

A SHOCK IN BEIJING






一桩尴尬事儿



	

Yidianr...TAKE OR LEAVE A LITTLE






“一点儿”的麻烦



	

POSTAL MAZE BAMBOOZLES BROADCASTER






汇款迷局



	

A HARMONIOUS SOCIETY






和谐社会



	

SCARY TRAVEL BY TRAIN






提心吊胆坐火车



	

A CHRISTMAS CAROLIN CHINA






圣诞欢歌



	

AIRPORT ANTICS






机场的滑稽事儿









GETTING LOST IN BEIJING AND LOVING IT...SORT OF 爱上“找不着北”的感觉




It's a year since I first arrived in China — a country I originally had no intention of even visiting. But have you ever heard strange 'voices' telling you what to do? 'This guy's nuts,' I can hear you saying. Give me a chance to explain.

The scene is my home in the southern suburbs of Melbourne, Australia. It's cold and raining outside, so for something to pass the time, I switch on my old shortwave radio, and turn the dial aimlessly. Through the static come voices speaking English, but at first I am not sure where they are from.

As I listen closely, the voices identify themselves. 'This is China Radio International in Beijing, broadcasting to Australia.' I had discovered the English service of China Radio International (CRI). These voices would not only change my plans, but my life.

Voices are my trade. I have been a broadcast journalist all my working life, and at the time was happily working at the Royal Melbourne Institute of Technology (RMIT) voice training students of radio and television in the School of Journalism.

When the shortwave broadcast ended, I looked up CRI's home page on the web and impulsively sent off an email, asking if they would be interested in having me voice train their Chinese broadcasters.

Before I had time to realise what I had done, they responded positively and set the wheels of hiring me in motion. 'I can't speak Chinese,' I told my new boss, Xu Huazhen on the phone. 'Don't worry' she replied, 'we all speak English.' With the SARS epidemic still not completely over, I was boarding a plane to Beijing for six months, my family waving goodbye. While sad to see me go, they were making sure I didn't change my mind at the last minute.

Since then I have trained, and sometimes changed, the sounds of my radio students in CRI's English department. Last March I was hired by CCTV International to not only train their English language broadcasters, but became the channel's first non-Chinese news anchor. It has been an exciting time, but there's one student I cannot train. It's me. I have tried to learn the real voice of China, only to fail, try again, and fail once more.

At times I have felt disabled in China — blind, deaf and dumb to its language.

I was a real dummy
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 when I arrived. I boarded a bus near the Friendship Hotel where I live and asked in English to get off at Tian'anmen Square. Surely that most famous place meant the same in English as in Chinese. Maybe I wasn't saying it clearly. I produced my map, but it was all in English. The conductor had no idea what I was talking about, and eventually found a passenger who pointed to the other side of the road. I crossed over and got another bus, but this time, no-one could understand me.

It was a dismal start to my second day in China, but I wasn't giving up that easily. I eventually found the right bus, and an elderly man who heard me buying my ticket, made sure I got off at the correct stop. He couldn't speak much English, but followed me and pointed towards the famous square, its huge flags visible in the distance. I was elated and waved goodbye as I headed for the underpass.

Maybe I could find my own way around this foreign city after all. At last I was in China's most famous open place. Walking back towards the city buildings, the noises from traffic and shop loudspeakers were so exciting, I found a payphone and called my eldest son, Andrew, in Melbourne. 'Just listen to this,' I told him, holding the receiver as far as the chord would stretch. 'That's amazing,' he replied. 'Where exactly in Beijing are you?' 'Haven't a clue,' I replied, 'but I have just been to Tian'anmen Square.'

With growing confidence, I decided to take the subway home, not realising the network didn't go that far. Impressed with the cleanliness of the station, I bought a ticket and boarded the first train that came along.

After a few minutes I asked (in English of course) a young man seated next to me where I should get off closest to the Friendship Hotel. Wearing a smart business suit and tie, he would surely speak English wouldn't he?

He couldn't understand me but seemed very concerned. I showed him the card which unlocks my apartment. It had all the details of the Friendship Hotel in Chinese characters. He looked at it, then his eyes darted to the carriage subway map. Next, he raised three fingers of his right hand.

In Australia, raising fingers at someone is not usually nice, but this man was smiling. At the next station he showed me two fingers. Now in Australia, that's really rude, but I got the message. When we stopped at the third station, he didn't just point to the door, but got up and took me out of the train, accompanied me to the top of the stairs, and out onto the street. Then he hailed a taxi and told the driver where to take me.

All this from a man who couldn't speak my language, and I couldn't speak his. I was now speechless, especially when he refused my offer of money. I felt somewhat embarrassed having thought he would even accept a tip. I smiled and shook his hand firmly then my saviour disappeared back into the subway station. All I could do was hope he hadn't been inconvenienced. At least he would have a funny tale to tell his workmates and family.

This incident made it clear I had to get a grasp of Mandarin Chinese quickly or my adventures might start turning into misadventures.

I was so determined to learn, I hired a tutor who started with a 90-minute lesson. At the end of the first session, my head was thumping and my ears were ringing. That determination had been crushed but I agreed to a second lesson.

It was no better. The changing tones, the Pinyin sounds of the alphabet and my efforts to repeat them accurately were dismal. At least there was no ringing. This time, my tutor's sounds simply went in one ear and out the other.

I explained that I would try to absorb his teaching over the next few weeks, and contact him when I was ready to resume. I never did. I was disappointed with my attempt, full of self-doubt. Was I too old to learn this difficult language? Should I simply give up? These and other similar questions came to mind. But maybe one of those 'inner' voices was trying to reach me. 'Keep trying', it seemed to say.

I decided to stop taking the CRI shuttle bus, not because of seeing the same foreign experts each day, but reasoned that if I used public transport, perhaps I could absorb better the sounds of the chattering Beijingers and maybe tune my ear to their changing tones. It was time to attempt the buses again. Surely I wouldn't repeat my Tian'anmen Square fiasco.

The next day I left my apartment at the Friendship Hotel, with instructions on how to catch a 717 bus to Muxidi then the subway to Babaoshan where CRI is located. Getting aboard was an experience. I just allowed myself to be pushed by the human mass behind me.

This was peak hour and I had entered a whole new world. Unlike the CRI shuttle, this public bus was filled not only with a cacophony
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 of voices, but people packed like a tin of sardines. I nearly lost my balance as I reached for the handrail, but with no room to move, there was little chance of falling over.

My appearance brought curious stares from passengers. They were probably asking themselves, why would a foreigner who could afford a taxi, choose to use a crowded public bus? But how could I reach the conductor to pay my fare? More to the point, I wondered, how could she reach me and the other new passengers. It was fascinating to watch as she squeezed her way along.

I looked and I listened. As the conductor approached, I said 'Muxidi' to which she responded something like 'ee kwai'. I panicked, and stared into my wallet, taking up precious seconds of her time collecting fares. Someone next to me looked at my hand of RMB and pulled out a ¥1 note. I had forgotten even the most basic words.

The helpful passenger stood next to me and made sure I got off safely at Muxidi. The others probably breathed a collective sigh of relief. The subway train came and I got off at Babaoshan, my mission completed. I had done it.

Getting back that afternoon was a different matter. I left CRI confidently, took the subway to Muxidi, but couldn't remember which exit to use. Taking a chance, I looked for the bus. When it arrived, I asked the conductor in the one Chinese word I had been told would get me out of trouble — 'Yoyibinguan', which means Friendship Hotel.

The conductor beckoned me aboard, but ten minutes into the journey, I had a feeling I was going the wrong way. The skyline wasn't slightly familiar. At each stop, a recorded voice was obviously naming the stations in Chinese, followed by five English words, 'get off the bus now.'

I started feeling anxious but stayed on, thinking the Friendship Hotel would appear soon. After almost 40 minutes I feared the worst. This time, everyone got off the bus. It was journey's end. I realised my tones must have been wrong and the conductor thought I had said the name of another hotel which was near the final stop.

I hailed a taxi, and when I said 'Yoyibinguan', I could tell from his reaction he knew where to take me. After all that travel from Babaoshan to Muxidi and now to this now unknown (to me) locality, I wondered where I was.

I soon found out. Less than one minute into the journey, the taxi passed a familiar landmark. It was the CRI building. I was back where I had started.

我在中国已经呆了一年了——以前我连到这儿看看的念头都不曾有过。不过，你以前有没有听过什么奇怪的“声音”告诉你去做什么？“这家伙发神经了吧，”我猜你肯定要这么说。还是让我来说说前因后果吧。

故事开始：澳大利亚，墨尔本南郊，我的家。外面挺冷的，还下着雨。为了找点儿事儿打发时间，我打开了短波收音机，胡乱调着频道。伴随着一阵噪音，传来了英语播音。不过，一开始我根本就不知道这是打哪儿来的。

我仔细地听着，这些声音的来源逐渐清晰起来。“这里是中国国际广播电台，我们在北京向澳大利亚广播。”原来，我发现的是中国国际广播电台的英语节目。这些声音不仅改变了我的某些计划，还改变了我的人生。

我做了一辈子的播音记者，就是靠声音吃饭的。当时我正开开心心地在皇家墨尔本技术学院当老师，给新闻系广播和电视专业的学生进行声音培训。

广播结束后，我上网浏览了国际广播电台的主页，并头脑发热地给他们发了一封电子邮件，问他们想不想让我来培训他们的播音员。

我还没有来得及想清楚自己究竟做了些什么，他们就回信了！答复是肯定的，而且他们紧锣密鼓地行动起来。“我不会说汉语，”我在电话上跟我的新老板徐华珍（音）这么说。“不用担心，”她说，“我们都会说英语。”于是，“非典”还没结束，我就坐上飞机往北京赶了——我要在那儿呆六个月呢。全家人都来送我，一是因为他们舍不得让我走，二是为了确认我不会在最后一刻变卦。

从此，我就开始给国际广播电台英语部的播音员做发音培训了，有时还得纠正他们一些错误的发音方式。去年3月，中央电视台国际频道聘用了我。我不仅要培训这里的英语播音员，还成了该频道第一位外籍新闻主播。这种生活挺棒的，但是有一个学生我老是教不好——那就是我自己。我努力要学会地道的中国话，结果却总是失败。学几次，就失败几次。

在中国，我常常觉得自己像个残疾人——面对汉语，我就像个又聋又哑的盲人。

刚来的时候，我一句汉语都说不了。我从我住的友谊宾馆附近搭了一辆公共汽车，用英语跟人家说我要去天安门广场。这个赫赫有名的地方在英语里的发音和汉语不是都一样嘛。我觉得自己可能没说清楚，于是又掏出了地图，可上面全都是英语。售票员根本就不明白我到底在说什么，最后，终于给我找了一个明白的乘客。人家向马路对面指了指，我就穿过马路，又上了一辆车。可是这次，一个能听明白我话的都没有了。

这是在中国呆的第二天，真是让人郁闷啊。不过，我可没那么容易打退堂鼓。我终于坐对了车，一个老人听到我买票时说的地名，让我在正确的站下了车。他不怎么会说英语，但是却一直陪着我，给我指了去那个著名广场的方向——广场上的旗帜远远地映入了眼帘。我一边兴高采烈地向他挥手道别，一边朝地下通道走去。

不管怎么说，也许我还是能在这个陌生的城市里自己摸索的。我终于来到了中国最有名的这片“空地”上。我向回走，朝着那些都市的高楼大厦前进，街上人来车往的喧闹和商店里喇叭的叫喊都那么新鲜。我找到一个公用电话，给我在墨尔本的大儿子安德鲁打了一个电话。我跟他说：“听听这个，” 然后拿着听筒把电话线拉到不能再远了为止。“真不得了。”他说，“你究竟在北京的什么地方呢？”“没概念，”我回答道，“不过我刚刚去了天安门广场。”

我信心大增，所以决定坐地铁回去，可我不知道这里的地铁根本到不了（友谊宾馆）那么远的地方。地铁站里很干净，这让我觉得很不错。我买了一张票，坐上了开过来的第一趟车。

过了几分钟，我向坐在旁边的那个小伙子打听（当然了，我是用英语问的），离友谊宾馆最近的地铁站是哪个。他穿着一身很体面的西装，还打着领带，他肯定会说英语，你说是吧？

他根本听不懂我说的话，可是他看起来很关心我的境况。我给他看了我在宾馆的房卡，上面用汉字写着关于友谊宾馆的详细信息。他看了看房卡，然后他的眼睛就瞄向了车厢里的线路图。接着，他举起右手，竖起了三个手指头。




在澳大利亚，对别人竖起手指头可不是什么有礼貌的事儿，可这个人在冲我微笑呢。到了下一站的时候，他冲我竖起两个手指。这在澳大利亚可是很过分的动作了，不过我明白了他的意思。又到一站以后，他没有简单地指指车门（让我下去），而是站起身来，亲自把我带下车，一直陪我走完楼梯，来到街上。然后他叫了一辆出租车，跟司机交代了把我送到哪儿去。




这一切都发生在一个不会讲我的“话”的人身上，而我也不会讲他的“话”。我不知道该怎么说，当他拒绝我给他钱的时候就更说不出话了。我觉得有点儿尴尬，因为我本以为他会要小费呢。我微笑着跟他使劲儿握了握手。然后，我的“救命恩人”就消失在地铁站口了。我能做的就是希望没有因此给他带来什么麻烦。不过至少他有了一个好玩的故事，可以讲给他的同事和家里人听了。

这件事让我明白，我必须尽快学会普通话，否则我的冒险肯定只会给我带来麻烦。

我学习的决心非常之大，于是就请了一个老师，他一开始就给我上了一个半小时的课。第一次课结束时，我觉得头都大了，耳朵嗡嗡作响。我的坚定信念土崩瓦解，不过我还是答应再上一次。

第二次也好不到哪里去。变来变去的声调、拼音的读法和我企图准确重复它们的尝试都让人郁闷得不行。这次还好，耳朵没有再响，不过老师的话开始左耳进右耳出了。

我（跟老师）解释说，我会用接下来几周的时间来消化他讲的内容，等我做好了接着学的准备，我会跟他联系的。可我再没跟他联系过。这次的尝试让我觉得失望极了，对自己充满了怀疑。我是不是太老了，学不了这种复杂的语言了？我是不是干脆放弃算了？类似这样的问题困扰着我。但是我内心却有一个声音一直在劝我，好像在说：“继续努力吧”。

我决定不再坐国际广播电台的班车了，这倒不是因为每天看到的都是同一批外国专家的脸，没有新鲜感，而是我觉得如果选用公共交通工具，也许我能通过听北京人聊天好好学学发音，也许我的耳朵能更好地适应他们的语调变化。该是再去坐公车的时候了。我肯定不会重蹈上次去天安门广场的覆辙了。

第二天，我从友谊宾馆的公寓动身，按照别人给我的指示去坐717到木樨地，然后坐地铁去国际广播电台所在的八宝山。上车的经历可真是让人难忘啊！我根本就不用挤，完全就是身后的人堆儿把我推上车去的。

当时正值上班高峰，我进入了一个全新的世界！公共汽车与国际广播电台的班车可不一样，上面人声鼎沸，像个沙丁鱼罐头似的挤满了人。我伸手去拉扶手，结果险些摔倒在地。当然了，车上根本就没有挪脚的地方，所以也就不存在摔倒在地的危险了。

我的出现引来了很多好奇的目光。他们可能在想：这个老外明明打得起车，他干吗非要来挤公车啊？可我该怎么走到售票员旁边去买票呢？更让我纳闷的是，她怎么才能走到我和其他刚上车的乘客旁边来呢？看着她奋力从人群里挤出一条路来，我可真是大开眼界啊！

我耳听六路，眼观八方。售票员挤到我身边时，我跟她说：“木樨地。”她来了句类似“衣筷”的回答。我有点儿发懵，盯着钱包傻看，浪费了她宝贵的好几秒钟，耽误了她收钱。我旁边的一个人看了看我手里攥着的一把钱，从里面抽了一张一块的。我居然已经把学过的最基本的词儿给忘了！

帮了忙的那位乘客一直站在我旁边，让我在木樨地安全地下了车。我下车时，估计其他乘客都长长地松了一口气。地铁来了，我在八宝山下了车。任务完成了。我做到了！

那天下午的回程可就没这么容易了。我信心十足地离开了国际广播电台，坐上地铁到了木樨地，可是却忘了该走哪个出口。我决定赌赌运气，于是开始找合适的公共汽车。车来了以后，我用唯一可以救我于水火的汉语词（别人是这么告诉我的）问售票员：“友谊宾馆？”




售票员示意我上车，但是刚过了10分钟，我就隐隐觉得自己走错方向了。前面的建筑物一点儿也不眼熟。每到一站，就有录音用汉语报站名，然后是五个英语单词儿“get off the bus now（现在请您下车）”。

我开始坐立不安，不过还是一直坚持呆在车上，坚定地认为友谊宾馆马上就会出现。过了快40分钟以后，我最担心的事情发生了。所有人都下了车，到终点站了。我意识到肯定是我说话的腔调有问题，售票员当时肯定认为我要去终点站附近的某个宾馆。

我打了辆车，跟司机说了“友谊宾馆”四个字，看他的反应，我觉得他知道该把我拉到哪儿去。从八宝山到木樨地，再到现在这个我完全找不着北的地方，这一路折腾完，我实在不知道我现在到哪儿了。




不过我很快就找到了答案。上路不到一分钟，出租车就经过了一座熟悉的建筑物——国际广播电台大楼！原来，我又绕回到了出发的地方。

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 dummy：<口>沉默的人；<贬>哑巴





[2]

 cacophony：刺耳的声音






MUSIC IS LANGUAGE TO THEIR EARS








音乐——通用语言




Ask any expatriate about the highs and lows
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 of living in China, and there will always be a story starting, 'I had this really amazing experience...' It happens to us all, and while some experiences are more amazing than others, they are usually associated with communication, or more to the point — mis-communication.

My first story last week involved getting lost in Beijing as an early arrival from Australia, struggling with the language. But what happens when the locals try to trade words with an English-speaking foreigner? For me, two experiences are indelibly printed in my mind. They reveal the courage of two native Beijingers, one with a very limited English vocabulary, the other with virtually none at all. This second person would find a way to break the language barrier in a spectacular fashion. Later he would invite me to become part of his family.

Still struggling with only a few words of Chinese, I continue soaking up their sounds on public transport. Its mobile stages provide a daily dose of contemporary 'Peking Opera' starring driver and conductor supported by a huge cast of extras
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 — the always changing passengers.

My bus and subway travel between the Friendship Hotel and China Radio International (CRI) where I first worked in Beijing became much easier. On the homeward stretch one afternoon, I boarded a packed bus at Muxidi, and luckily found a seat at the rear. The 'opera' was about to begin. It would feature a young man seated next to me, silent at first, but no doubt mentally working out his opening lines. The curtain was about to rise. His time to 'perform' had arrived.

Taking his 'cue', the man looked towards me and started talking in very slow English. He wanted to know what I was doing in China, and why I travelled on the bus instead of using a taxi. Taking my own cue, I explained my desire to absorb the human Chinese sights and sounds. 'But,' he responded, choosing his words carefully: 'We…want…speak English.'

'Where do you work?' I asked. At first I couldn't understand his reply, but then he repeated it more slowly this time: 'I work. All China Federation Trade Unions.' Just as I was about to enquire about his job there, he went on: 'Our building...come down...big explosion.'

'I'm sorry,' I replied, 'That's very bad.' But he smiled and said. 'Oh, it...not bad because we...going to have new building.' Next morning I would see a photo in the China Daily
 showing the famous Beijing landmark (built in the 1950s) being dynamited to make way for a 25-storey building on the same site.

His courage to speak to me in English was impressive. Knowing how difficult it must have been, I prompted him and he persevered throughout the 30-minute ride. But something even more remarkable followed after we left the bus together. He extended his hand and said with new confidence: 'I wish you good health and a happy stay in China.' I was 'bowled over
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 ' (as we say down under
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 ) by his 'performance'. But it wasn't stage-managed. His 'acting' came from the heart. Strong handshakes offered my genuine applause.







Strong handshakes offered my genuine applause.







我用力跟他握了握手，表达了我真挚的喝彩。



Another stunning performance awaited me. This time, the English vocabulary of the 'actor' would be almost nil.

The 'play' had its 'Scene One' in Beijing's Haidian District. After a long walk looking for a famous museum at Dazhongsi, I approached a young man and his girlfriend standing on the footpath. 'Do you know if the Great Bell Temple is near here?' I asked. 'You're right in front of it,' adding they were also going in, inviting me to walk around with them.

Their English was fairly clear and we struck up a good rapport. They told me about their studies as design students at Qinghua University, and offered to meet me again to visit some other sights around Beijing. Two weeks later brought a request, which doesn't often come the way of a foreigner
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 . I was invited to dinner to meet the family of the young man (whose English name is Rain) at their apartment in Xuanwu District, southwest of Tian'anmen Square.

I was excited but anxious at the prospect of entering the inner sanctum of a Beijing family. After climbing several flights of stairs, the parents welcomed me warmly with handshakes and smiles, saying 'hello Ed-i-win'. While Rain translated, there remained an underlying frustration that the parents and I couldn't speak direct. After dinner, and without any indication, the language barrier was about to come down.

Carrying a kitchen chair, Rain's father walked across the room, sat directly in front of me, and started humming a tune. I recognised it immediately, the melody of a well-known Australian folk song, 'Click Go the Shears'. As I struggled to join him, trying to remember the words, he sang them in Chinese, his voice rich in resonance and perfect pitch.

Then he introduced other well-known songs, some of which I also knew. By now we were producing a bilingual harmony of voices previously unable to communicate. If our words sounded different, at least the melodies were the same. Soon the chorus became louder as Rain's mother joined in, then his aunt and young cousins, their hands clapping, their feet tapping in time.

I expected neighbours to knock on the door, asking us to keep down the noise. They would have seen the breakdown of a communication barrier using the one language everyone shares — music.

Having gone back many times since, we are more than just casual friends. When my younger son and daughter visited China for the first time last year, they were also invited, and 'got on like a house on fire
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 '. It has been made clear we are now part of their family, and I have welcomed them into mine.

At first, the gap was wide. Several months later, not only music, but now spoken words of English and Chinese flow under a bridge of love and understanding. Like that man on the bus, our continuing 'performance' is real.

随便抓住一个在中国生活的“老外”，问问他过得咋样，他肯定一张嘴就是“我的经历可神了……”其实，我们这些老外都有过这样的经历，不过有的肯定更精彩一些。这些经历通常都和交流有关，更确切地说，都和“没法交流”有关。

上个星期，我讲了自己的第一个故事：刚从澳大利亚来到北京就迷了路，还为了学习语言而痛苦挣扎了一阵子。不过，当北京人试图和一个讲英文的老外搭腔时，情况又怎么样呢？有两次经历给我留下了深刻的印象，向我展示了两位北京人十足的勇气。他们其中的一个知道的英语词汇十分有限，而另一个则完全不懂英语。后者还通过一种不同凡响的方式打破了语言交流的障碍，后来更把我请进了他们的家。

我还是只知道寥寥几个汉语单词，但却坚持搭乘公共交通工具，每天泡在汉语的海洋里面。公车就像一个流动的舞台，每天都临时上演一出“京剧”，主角就是司机和售票员，还有一大群跑龙套的——那些来来往往的乘客们。

坐公车和地铁往来于友谊宾馆和中国国际广播电台（我刚来北京的时候在那里工作）之间对我来说没有原来那么难了。一天下午，在回家的路上，我在木樨地挤上了一辆塞满人的公共汽车，居然幸运地在车后边找到一个座儿。好“戏”马上就要开场了。这次的主角是坐在我旁边的一个年轻人。他一开始非常沉默，但是，毫无疑问，他当时肯定正在为他的开场白打腹稿呢。大幕就要拉开，他就要“粉墨登场”了。

这个小伙子一边给自己提着词儿，一边看着我极其缓慢地说起了英语。他问我在中国干吗，为什么不坐出租车却来挤公车。我也一边给自己提着词儿，一边向他解释说，那是因为我想感受中国世俗的景象和声音。“可是，”他斟词酌句地说道：“我们……想……说英语。”

我问他：“你在哪儿工作？”一开始，我根本听不明白他的回答，后来他又放慢语速重复了一遍：“我工作，在中华全国总工会。”就在我想问问他的工作情况时，他接着说道：“我们的楼……塌了……大爆炸。”

“真遗憾，”我答道，“真是太糟了。”可他却笑了：“哦，这……不坏事，因为我们……要盖新楼了。”第二天，早上，我在《中国日报》上看到了一幅照片，上面正是北京（20世纪50年代建的）那座著名的地标性建筑为了给一座25层的新楼让位而被爆破的情景。

他用英语跟我说话的勇气实在令人佩服。我知道这对他有多难，但却鼓励他接着说下去，于是在30分钟的路程中，他一直都在跟我说英语。不过，我们一起下车后，发生了一件更惊人的事情。他伸出手来，带着全新的信心说：“希望你在中国身体健康，一切顺利。”他的“表演”可真是让我“折腰”（我们在澳大利亚是这么说的）。但是，他的“表演”完全是发自内心的，并非经过着意编排。我用力跟他握了握手，表达了我真挚的喝彩。




还有一场更精彩的表演等着我呢。这次，这位“演员”可是一个英语词儿都不懂呢。

这出“戏”的“第一场”发生在北京海淀区。那天我走了好远的路想去找著名的大钟寺，之后走向站在人行道上的一个年轻人和他的女朋友，问道：“请问大钟寺是不是在这附近啊？”“你现在就在大钟寺门口。”他们接着说自己也要去并邀请我和他们一起进去看看。

他们英文讲得很好，我们谈得颇为开心。他们自我介绍说是清华大学美术系的学生，并邀我和他们一起去北京其他的景点游览。两个星期以后，他们向我发出了一个对于老外来说很少见的邀请——让我去那个年轻人（他的英文名字叫雷恩——在英语里是“雨”的意思）家吃饭，见见他的家人。他家住在宣武区，在天安门广场西南边。

就要进入北京人的家里探秘了，我真是又兴奋又紧张。我爬了几层楼，他的父母一边微笑着跟我热情地握手，一边说：“你好，埃德－伊－文。”虽然有雷恩做翻译，但因为他父母和我无法直接交谈，我们之间无形中产生了一种焦灼感。晚饭后，语言障碍却毫无预兆地消失了。

雷恩的爸爸拿来一把餐椅，穿过房间坐到了我面前，开始哼一支曲子。我立刻听出来这是一首在澳大利亚很著名的民歌：《大剪刀咔咔响》。在我使劲儿想着歌词、企图跟他一起哼的时候，他一直用汉语唱着，声音浑厚，音调准确。

然后他又唱了其他一些著名歌曲，其中有几首是我也知道的。这会儿，我们已经能够进行双语和唱了，而之前我们根本无法用声音交流。虽然说我们语言不同，但至少曲子的旋律是一样的。雷恩的妈妈也加入了我们的合唱，接着是他的姑姑和表弟表妹们，歌声更嘹亮了，他们还都在用手和脚打着拍子。




我本以为邻居会找上门来，让我们小点儿声。他们要是来了，就能看到我们如何利用人类共同的语言——音乐来打破交流的障碍了。

此后，我又去过几次雷恩家，我们的友情超越了普通朋友的界限。去年，我的小儿子和小女儿第一次来中国，也受邀去了雷恩家，他们很快就打成一片。我们现在已经明确成为他们家的一份子了，我也请他们到我家做过客。

一开始，我们之间隔着宽阔的鸿沟。几个月后，我们不仅靠音乐交流，更凭着爱和理解搭成的桥梁开始用中英文进行沟通。就像我在公共汽车上遇到的那个人，我们都是发自真心地在不断“表演”着。







Soon the chorus became louder as Rain's mother joined in, then his aunt and young cousins, their hands clapping, their feet tapping in time.







雷恩的妈妈也加入了我们的合唱，接着是他的姑姑和表弟表妹们，歌声更嘹亮了，他们还都在用手和脚打着拍子。



未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 highs and lows：高潮和低潮





[2]

 extra：（拍摄电影群众场面等的）临时演员





[3]

 bowl over：使大吃一惊，使惊呆





[4]

 down under：<非正式>位于澳大利亚（新西兰）





[5]

 come the way of sb.：（事情）与某人不期而遇，被某人碰到





[6]

 like a house on fire：迅速地






BACK IN THE SADDLE AGAI—BEIJING BICYCLE STYLE








整装上“马”




When I first came to China last year, Beijing's traffic opened my eyes to the endless stream of vehicles, my ears to the tooting horns, and my nose to the exhaust fumes. Watching cars and cabs dart across lanes without indicating, I saw a few near-misses
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 . Fearing the worst, I simply held my breath.

I thought Beijing's drivers must be among the worst I had seen, but it became clear that they are in fact highly skilled when coping with extremely difficult conditions. Pressing their horns seems to release their frustrations rather than producing road rage so common in the west. And when the lights turn red, they usually stop, rather than make a run for it and risking a smash.

Just before leaving Australia, I saw a TV travel show about Beijing, with the host perched on a bike declaring: 'There's only one way to really see this city — on two wheels.' But once here, I knew I didn't have the courage or skill to take her advice.

Two of my foreign work colleagues at China Radio International (CRI) told me how they had been knocked off their bicycles by people opening car doors, one of them sustaining injuries to keep him on the sick list
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 for a week. Soon after joining CCTV International last March, an American colleague told me of her collision and how the experience had put her off trying again.

When my son and daughter spent a week in Beijing last year, they agreed: 'It's too dangerous, Dad.' But two months ago, the wheels in my head started turning, taking my mind back to an experience a long way from Beijing and a long time ago. That memory would give me the momentum to make a decision to shock my family and surprise myself.

As a boy growing up in the small New Zealand town of Levin, one of the most exciting moments was getting my first bicycle. I can't remember my age, but I had never ridden a two-wheeler before, and it took a day of getting my balance, before Dad could let go and watch me 'take off' only to fall within a short distance.

What I can remember is going to bed that night, creating a mental image of riding my new machine and not falling off. After all, things are meant to be 'as easy as riding a bike' aren't they?

Next morning I was up with the birds, firmly believing I could get aboard without Dad's help, stay on, and pedal my way to wherever I wanted, without crashing into a neighbour's garden or fence. Sure enough, confidence matched balance, and away I went, both boy and bike unscathed.

The bike and I became firm friends and I rode it to and from school until something unexpected happened. It was a wet afternoon and I had misbehaved in my primary school class. The teacher caught me pulling the plaitted hair of a girl at the desk in front. My punishment was to stay half an hour after the home bell rang, and write out one hundred times, 'I will pay attention.'

When I left school that afternoon, it started raining, and I mentally cursed the teacher for keeping me back. I was pedalling home on my bike, and about to cross a car lane (there were no cycling lanes) when suddenly I became airborne.

Within seconds I was upside down on the bonnet of a car driven by an elderly man, my bike dragging behind, caught under the back bumper. Luckily I didn't topple over as the startled driver jammed on his brakes.

As those memories resurfaced in China, I knew what I had to do.

On a sunny Friday afternoon, I caught a bus to the Carrefour supermarket near the Beijing Zoo and walked into the cycle department with its vast array of machines from the simple to the super. Even the simplest looked super to me, and those on special promotion for just under ¥200 had genuine appeal.

After sitting down on one of them and getting the feel of the pedals and handlebars, I made a snap decision. 'I'm having it. I want this bike and no one's going to change my mind.' Within minutes, I had made the transaction for cycle and extras including a basket, bell, lock and pump. All for well under ¥300, a price so low, no one back home would believe it possible.

But what I couldn't find was the one accessory the law requires all cyclists in my home state of Victoria to wear — a helmet. That would have to wait because I was ready to join the throng outside.

Nervous and excited, I wheeled the bike out of the supermarket and onto the street. It was a long way from one of the smallest towns in New Zealand to one of the biggest cities in the world. My heart was nearly out of my mouth as I took the plunge
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 and jumped into the stream of cyclists at the busiest time for afternoon traffic.

My freedom had arrived. I was no longer trapped as a passenger in someone else's vehicle or pounding the pavement as a pedestrian.

I looked around at my fellow riders. This was a new world. Up until now I had only walked across Beijing's bike lanes, trying to avoid its mobile inhabitants. Now I was one of them and it felt great. The squeaks of wheels and chains that needed oiling, bells ringing often for no apparent reason. Suddenly I rang mine as two young women stepped from the kerb almost directly into my path.

A taxi pulled in behind me. What was he doing in the bike lane, I wondered? Other cabs had simply parked there. That expression of 'needing eyes in the back of my head' now made sense. I manouevered my way past other cyclists in a display of enthusiasm and to show them that this foreign mature-aged newcomer wasn't going to be the slowest kid in the lane.

That very first ride was exhilarating and I made it back to the Friendship Hotel without repeating my first boyhood efforts of falling off or crashing. I couldn't wait to go out again.

But first a quick phone call to the family in Australia. I wanted to share my excitement. When my daughter answered the phone, I held the receiver away from my ear. 'You've bought what...?' The reaction was just as I thought, and sure enough, she wanted to know if I had purchased a helmet. I promised to buy one.

Next day I was up early. First I rode to the supermarket on the Third Ring Road near my hotel, but this time I had to negotiate one of the busiest intersections in Beijing — where Baishiqiao Lu crosses Beisanhuan Xilu overlooked by the Zhongguancun Digital Tower.

A pedestrian no longer, I simply followed the bicycle brigade, and left the walkers — and many cars — way behind. Everything seemed so easy. But on the way back, my skills of balance, concentration and reaction would be tested.

After passing safely through that busy intersection, I tried to avoid a bus which had stopped in front of me. Just as I steered away, the bus started up again and I couldn't get past. As I applied the brakes, a loud toot behind me revealed another bus about to pull in where the one in front was leaving. I was trapped between the two hunks of moving metal.

I escaped from my first close shave. Luckily the only thing that had taken a knock, was my confidence. I would be more careful. I wasn't going to let it put me off.

On my rest days, I have taken to the streets, armed only with map and water. These unplanned excursions have revealed wonderful places and people, especially those I ask for directions when trying to get home. With my limited language skills, the parked taxi drivers are always very helpful and while I can't always understand their words, their pointing is clear.

Some of the places I have discovered are not even mentioned in the guidebooks. One of the most delightful finds was Rendinghu Park in Deshengmen, its European statues and pillars so different from anything I have seen in other Beijing recreation areas.

I recently discovered another one of the city's best kept secrets, a new garden and lake, complete with fountains, at Jiaotong University. This beautiful area has become one of my favourite places, and I visit regularly to absorb the restful surroundings. The friendly students and neighbouring residents often say 'hello' and one afternoon I came across a young woman student reading aloud from a book in English. She wasn't annoyed by my confession that I had been listening to her clear diction.

My bike has become my friend, like a guide into unknown parts of this city, giving me a totally new perspective. From the Friendship Hotel, I have ridden to destinations as diverse as Tian'anmen Square and the Beijing Botanic Gardens at the foot of the Fragrant Hills. In between, I have savoured many sights and smells, especially from the little food stalls in the lanes so easily explored on two wheels.

Yes there have been some more near-misses, but I haven't fallen off or fallen into anything or anyone so far. It's still hair-raising at times, but the appearance of more traffic wardens at Beijing intersections is a great help.

That TV host was right. Cycling is not only the best way to see Beijing; it's more exciting than the heart-thumping rides at Disneyworld in Florida. Best of all I don't need a doctor to tell me my reflexes are as good as ever.

My kids have given up worrying about me. They just presume I'm reliving my childhood, and that could be right.

What about that helmet I hear you ask? I read in China Daily
 recently that China is making and exporting bike helmets to countries including Australia. Road safety officials are concerned that parents are not encouraging their children to wear them here. Maybe we need to launch a campaign with advertisements in the media because helmets, like car seatbelts, definitely save lives.

I still haven't answered your question. Well I did buy one, but it's a bit uncomfortable in the hot weather. What's more, I have seen only two other cyclists wearing them. That's no excuse, is it?

去年我刚到中国的时候，北京的交通真是让我大长见识：眼前是绵延不绝的车流，耳畔是激昂高亢的喇叭声，鼻子则时刻呼吸着汽车尾气。我看到汽车在不同的车道间窜来窜去，连个招呼都不打，还看到过几次险些撞车的可怕情景。想到可能发生的惨剧，我气都不敢出了。

一开始，我以为北京的司机是我见过的最糟糕的司机，后来才明白他们其实都是技术娴熟的高手，能够轻松对付各种极度艰难的路况。在北京，按喇叭似乎能宣泄司机们的愤懑，而在西方，按喇叭通常都会引起他人的不满。红灯的时候，他们通常都会停下来，而不是冒着撞车的危险冲过去。

就在离开澳大利亚之前，我在电视上看到过一个关于北京的旅游节目，主持人跨在一辆自行车上说：“想要真切地感受这个城市，这是唯一的方法——靠两个轮子。”可是，一到北京，我就知道自己压根儿就没这个胆量和本事按她说的去做。

国际广播电台的两个外国同事跟我说过，他们都曾在别人开车门的时候被撞下自行车，其中一个还因此受伤，休了一个星期的病假。去年3月我到央视国际频道工作，此后不久就有一个美国同事跟我说她骑自行车被撞的事儿，她因此再也不敢骑车了。

去年，我儿子和女儿来北京呆了一个星期，他们都认为“这太危险了，老爸”。可就在两个月前，我脑袋里那些小齿轮转了起来，把我带回了多年前的一段经历，故事发生在离北京十分遥远的地方。正是那段回忆给了我动力，让我做出了一个让我的家人大吃一惊的决定，连我自己都被这个决定吓了一跳。

我是在新西兰一个名为勒文的小镇上长大的。小时候，最让我高兴的事情之一就是第一次拥有属于自己的自行车。我不记得那是几岁时的事了，不过当时我从来没有骑过自行车，花了一天的功夫才掌握了平衡。当爸爸松手让我自己“上路”的时候，我没骑多远就摔了个大马趴。

我还记得，那天晚上我上床睡觉的时候，脑海里满是我骑着新车没有摔下来的憧憬。不管怎么说，事情不都应该“像骑自行车一样简单”吗？

第二天早上，我满怀着信心起了个大早，坚定地认为自己可以不要爸爸的帮助，自己上车，坐稳，想骑到哪儿就骑到哪儿，决不会冲进邻居的花园或是撞在人家的篱笆上。平衡来自信心嘛。我成功了，车子和我都安然无恙地上路了。

自行车成了我的好朋友。我骑着它上学和回家，直到发生了一件意想不到的事情。那是个潮乎乎的下午，我在课堂上恶作剧——拉坐在我前面的女孩儿的辫子，结果被老师抓了个正着。我受到的惩罚是放学后在学校多留了半个小时，写了一百遍：“我以后不敢了。”

那天下午我离开学校的时候，天下起雨来，我一边在心里狠狠地诅咒把我扣下的老师，一边骑车往家赶。就在我准备横穿一条车道的时候（那时候还没有自行车道），突然觉得自己飞了起来。




转眼间，我大头冲下地栽在了一位老爷子的汽车发动机盖上，我的自行车则被挂在车子的后保险杠上。走运的是，吓得不轻的司机急踩了刹车，所以我倒是没怎么样。




这些记忆在中国再次复活，我知道自己要做什么了。

一个阳光灿烂的周五下午，我坐车去了北京动物园附近的家乐福超市，来到自行车部。这里的车子各式各样，从最简易的到最高级的都有。不过，即使那些最简易的自行车在我看来也很高级，而那些在促销的还不到200块钱，实在让人心动。

我骑在其中一辆上试了试脚蹬子和车把的感觉，立刻做了一个决定：“我买了。我就想要这辆车，谁也别想阻拦我。”几分钟以后，这辆车还有车筐、车铃、车锁和打气筒这些配件就都归我了，一共还不到300块钱，真是太实惠了，在澳大利亚这么划算的事儿真是想都不敢想。

可有一样东西我却没买到——头盔。在我的家乡维多利亚州，法律要求骑车人必须佩戴头盔。那个等等再说吧，我现在就准备加入骑车大军了。

我骑车出了超市上了街，心里又紧张又兴奋。从新西兰最小的镇来到世界上最大的城市之一，这个差距实在是太大了。这会儿正是下午交通最繁忙的时候，我就这么不顾后果地冲进了车流，心都快跳出来了。

我终于自由了，不用再呆在别人的车里当乘客了，也不用再在街上走路了。

我四处张望，看着周围的骑车人，世界突然变了一个模样。迄今为止，我还只在北京的自行车道上行走过，当时我还企图躲开这支“流动大军”，现在却成了其中一员，而且感觉良好。那些需要上油的车轮和链条咯吱咯吱地响着，车铃不时莫名其妙地响起。突然，两个年轻的姑娘从马路砑子上直接走到了我的车前，我也按起了车铃。

一辆出租车开到了我身后。我不知道他在自行车道上干什么，其他的出租车只是把车停在这里而已。现在看来，“脑袋后面长眼睛”还是挺必要的。我兴致勃勃地超过了一辆又一辆自行车，想让他们知道这个外国老头可不是什么“新手上路”。

第一次上路的经历很不错，我一路骑回友谊宾馆，没有从车上摔下来，也没有跟人撞上，少年时的悲惨遭遇没有重演。我急切地想要再次上街。

不过我得先给澳大利亚的家人打个电话。我想和他们分享我的兴奋。我女儿接电话的时候，我把听筒拿得离耳朵远远的：“你买了什么？！”我就知道她肯定是这个反应。当然，她还想知道我是不是买了头盔。我答应她一定会买一个。

第二天，我起得很早。我先骑车去了宾馆附近三环边上的那家超市。不过这次我得穿过北京最繁忙的一个路口——白石桥路和北三环西路的交汇处，就在中关村数码大厦旁边。




我现在已经不是行人了，于是就跟着自行车的队伍，把步行的人群还有许多汽车远远抛在后面。一切似乎都易如反掌，可是在回来的路上，我的平衡技巧、注意力和反应速度受到了极大的考验。

安全穿越繁忙的路口之后，一辆公共汽车停在了我的前面。我试图躲开，可就在我要扭转车把绕过去时，车又启动了，我绕不过去了。我赶紧刹车，身后却传来一声响亮的喇叭，告诉我又一辆公共汽车要进站了。可前面一辆还没走呢，我就给夹在这两大块活动金属之间了。

我成功逃脱了跟公共汽车的第一次“亲密接触”。所幸唯一受了点儿冲击的不过是我的信心而已。我得更小心一些，可不能被人瞧不起啊。

有空的时候，我就上街去，随身只带着地图和水。这些漫无目标的闲逛让我看到了妙不可言的景观，接触到很多友善的人——尤其是在我找不到回去的路的时候。路边“趴活儿”的出租车司机总是很乐意帮忙，虽然我的汉语水平依然有限，不能完全听明白他们说了什么，不过他们指的方向还是很清楚的。

我去的有些地方连旅游手册里都没有。其中最让人兴奋的发现是德胜门附近的人定湖公园，我在北京其他景区都没有见过和那里一样的欧式雕像和柱子。




我最近又发现了北京藏得最隐秘的一个地方：交通大学里的一处新建花园，那里有湖，还有喷泉。这片美丽的区域已经成了我的心爱之地，我常常去享受那里的静谧。友善的学生和附近的居民常常跟我打招呼。一天下午，我遇到了一个女孩儿，她正在大声朗读英语。她的发音非常清晰，后来我对她坦白我一直在听她读，她也没有生气。

自行车成了我的朋友，带我去探询这座城市里的未知角落，给了我一个全新的视角。从友谊宾馆出发，我去了好多不同地方，比如天安门广场和香山脚下的北京植物园。沿途风光无限，还能闻到各种气味，尤其是在路边那些小吃摊上——骑自行车总是很容易发现这些地方的。

后来虽然又出了一些有惊无险的事情，但我并没有从自行车上摔下来过，也没有撞上什么东西或是什么人。虽然有时候我还是会被吓得汗毛直立，但北京街头越来越多的交通协管人员还是起了很大作用的。

那个电视主持人说的对。骑自行车不但是游览北京的最佳方式，而且比在佛罗里达的迪士尼乐园玩还激动人心。最棒的是，我现在不用问医生就可以知道，自己的反应能力和以前一样好。

我的孩子们不再担心我了，他们干脆认为我是返老还童了，这么想也有几分道理吧。

你刚才问我，我的头盔买得怎么样了？我最近从《中国日报》上看到，中国正在制造并向其他国家——包括澳大利亚——出口自行车用头盔。中国的父母们并不鼓励自己的孩子戴头盔，道路交通安全官员对此表示十分担忧。或许我们需要发起一场宣传攻势，在媒体上多打些广告，因为头盔其实就像安全带一样，是肯定能够救命的。

我还没有回答你的问题呢。呃，我确实买了一个，不过天热的时候戴着真是有点儿不舒服。而且，我一共就见过两个骑自行车的人戴过头盔。可这也不能算借口，哦？

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 near miss：（车辆、飞机等）侥幸免撞脱险





[2]

 sick list：（军队、学校或船上的）病员名单





[3]

 take the plunge：（尤指经过踌躇）决定冒险一试






I ADMIT IT — I CAN'T DO WITGHOUT A MOBILE PHONE








好吧——没有手机我确实过不下去




Anyone who has watched Australian television, will almost certainly remember a commercial for a roll-on deodorant called 'Mum'. Its clever message had variations on a theme where an attractive towel-draped young woman revealed, 'I can do without my washing machine, I can do without my coffee, I can even do without my car. But I can't do without my Mum.'

That commercial sprang to mind when writing this story, because I wondered what most Chinese urban dwellers can't possibly do without. In my view, it's their mobile phones. On foot, on bikes, in private cars, taxis and public transport, they're in constant use.

Before coming to China last year, I resisted buying a mobile phone. I had never used one, unable, or perhaps unwilling to come to grips — mentally or physically — with
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 the one form of technology which Chinese of all ages seem to handle as naturally as their chopsticks.

My daughter nearly drove us crazy when she bought her first mobile in Melbourne. My wife and I were faced with huge bills as the device became irresistible, and our talkative little girl now a teenager, became addicted. 'I promise I'll cut down,' she would say, but nothing changed. It got worse.

'We did OK without one,' was our feeble retort, and while I conceded their usefulness in times of emergency, I objected contributing to the mobile phone companies' rapidly rising profits.

It didn't take long to realise that China not only has more people than anywhere else; it seems everyone of them possesses a mobile phone. I would later discover many, including children, own more than one. Everywhere I go, my ears echo to ring tones of songs familiar and unfamiliar — some I haven't heard for years, including one in stark contrast to the hot Beijing summer, 'I'm Dreaming of a White Christmas'.

On my first day at China Radio International (CRI) last year, one of the first questions my new bosses and colleagues asked, was: 'What's your mobile number?' When I replied proudly, 'I don't have one,' they looked in amazement. 'When are you getting one,' they wanted to know.

My usual response, 'I can live without a mobile' later changed to 'I'm looking for one', as I realised I belonged to an exclusive Beijing club. Soon I found two other members, a young man from Tanzania, and a woman from Cuba, both working at CRI. Were we the only people in Beijing without a mobile phone, I wondered? Would we eventually succumb to the power of the monster communicator?

So is it possible to live and work in a huge city such as Beijing without a mobile phone? 'No' I can hear you say. Believe me, it's not only possible, but rewarding, especially in an emergency when there isn't a pay phone in sight.

My first encounter was inside the subway where I had arranged to meet the son of my Chinese family and his girlfriend at a pre-arranged 4 pm. I had written down his mobile number just in case, but was told to wait on the Muxidi station platform for their train to arrrive.

A quarter hour went by, and I presumed they were running late, so I waited. But after half an hour, I became concerned, thinking I had misunderstood their instructions, and they may have been waiting for me at another station. 'If only I had a mobile phone.' I muttered to myself.

Taking a deep breath and calming down, I reasoned that people around me had them, so all I needed to do was ask someone else to ring. If you saw my first story, you'll recall that I can't speak more than a few words of Chinese. It was time for urgent action, with the accent on 'acting'.

I approached a man aged in his 30s standing nearby, greeted him with a polite 'ni hao', and started performing a charade of someone talking on a mobile phone. Then I produced a piece of paper with the number written out.

My face turned bright red as he responded in perfect English, 'You want me to ring that number on my mobile phone?'

'Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't know you would speak English,' I replied feebly, 'but I don't own one and am worried I may have missed meeting some friends.'

He dialled, and contact brought immediate relief. My party was simply running late and would appear on the train about to arrive. In the meantime, my caller wanted to know what I was doing in China, then explained he was a doctor at a busy Beijing hospital. 'My wife's also a doctor,' he added, 'and she's running late too. But we both have mobile phones,' he added with a wry smile.

The train pulled in, and my friends stepped out with apologies for being late. I introduced them to the doctor, and as I waved goodbye, he gave me some advice: 'Get youself a mobile phone. I can't do without one.' As a doctor I could understand his need, but I wasn't convinced after the free 'consultation'.

A few weeks later I was thrust into a similar situation while waiting to meet the same people under the giant portrait of Mao Zedong above the Tian'anmen Gate.

I arrived at the appointed time, but there were no familiar faces in the growing crowd. Were my friends trying to teach me a lesson? Could they see me, and decided to illustrate how easy it would have been to call them if I had my own mobile phone?

I wasn't giving in. After the doctor's 'house call
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 ', maybe I could do it again. Taking another deep breath, I approached a young woman, but she ignored me, possibly thinking I wanted a different favour. I remembered there's safety in numbers, and walked up to two women standing close by. While my Chinese verbal skills have advanced slightly, on this occasion I could only ask in English if they could speak my language. Both replied a negative, 'meiyou,' so I smiled, did my charade, and produced the piece of paper with the number I wanted to call.

The women grinned at each other, realising this strange mobile-less foreigner needed help. At least they didn't walk off. After answering the call, my friends appeared just a short distance away. They assured me they weren't hiding, but like the doctor, their message of relief was punctuated by, 'if only you had a mobile phone.'

You might think I would have admitted defeat, but I becamed quite confident asking people for help with their phones. I enjoyed the experience of making contact with new Beijingers. One incident was especially memorable.

I arranged to visit the Beijing Broadcasting Institute
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 where a teacher had offered to show me around. 'Just call my mobile when you get here,' she advised, 'and I' ll come to the gate to meet you.' What could be easier, I wondered, and wrote the number in my notebook.

Once there, I walked up to a pay phone and rang her number, but it gave out a noise which sounded neither like a ring tone nor an engaged signal. I was puzzled and waited a few minutes before trying again, only to get the same response.

Presuming the phone must be faulty, I approached a student and asked him if he could ring from his mobile. The young man not only offered to call, but was excited. 'I have never spoken English to a foreigner before,' he proclaimed, 'and I want to keep tallking with you. I'll help you find your friend,' he assured me. I was astounded by his claim having had no contact with an English speaker, because his diction was quite good.

He kept trying the number. 'It sounds not right,' my new friend explained. 'Maybe you have wrong numbers.' I thanked him, and suggested he must have other things to do, but he was adamant about staying.

He took me to lunch on campus, then showed me drawings from his study to be a designer of radio station transmission towers. Meanwhile, the signal to the teacher remained blocked.

As I prepared to leave, he had some advice similar to that given by others: 'If you had a mobile phone, you could have got the teacher to call you and recorded her number.'

He was right, especially when I returned to my apartment and realised I had left off a digit of the number while writing it down. When I rang to apologise, she was understanding, adding in a polite but emphatic tone: 'You'll just have to get a mobile phone.' Had I at last got the real message? Was this the turning point?

After my end of year holiday in Australia and return to Beijing last March, Li Maoqi, the chief anchor at my new employer CCTV-9, broke down my resistance once and for all.

When I told him I had survived six months in China without a mobile phone, he simply smiled. 'But I have never had one,' I continued. 'I don't even know how to turn them on and I certainly can't send text messages.' This time he laughed, adding, 'it's child's play.' Then memories of my daughter came back, as I declared: 'I think I can live without one.' His laughter increased and then he made me an offer I couldn't refuse.

'I have a spare one and you can have it. It's not new, quite an outdated model, but you'll find it easy to operate.' This was it... my time had come to make the great technological leap, even if someone had to push me over the edge
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 .

Five months later I have to admit the phone has been useful. I don't sound too enthusastic, do I? Admittedly my friends keep in touch more regularly, but I haven't been completely won over. My thumb muscles are still developing and it takes me ages to send an SMS.

Unlike my bike which, as I explained last week, has become my friend, I simply tolerate my mobile. I find other people's phones an intrusion especially when I am having a face to face conversation which they abandon to answer a call.

I was dismayed at my first concert in China when phones continued to ring during a performance by the China National Symphony Orchestra at the National Library Concert Hall.

I don't even like the feel of it in my pocket. When I go out of my apartment, I usually leave the phone switched on, but conveniently 'forget' to take it with me, preferring to check messages on my return. But these habits changed suddenly on Saturday night.

I was caught when the big storm hit Beijing, and tried to find my way home from the Xuanwu District to the Friendship Hotel. I had been visiting my Chinese family, who were reluctant to let me leave, but I needed to get home early that evening. We tried unsuccessfully to find a taxi, so I boarded a bus then got off at the subway. From Muxidi I caught my favourite 717 bus to the hotel, but it hardly moved and became completely stuck in the worst traffic snarl I have ever seen. The only thing driving was the rain.

From my seat I watched the scenes of chaos, the toots of cars and buses competing with the sounds of thunder and lightning. At least it was dry in the bus, but after an hour I was getting restless. I worried my extended family
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 would be concerned, knowing I was possibly in a dangerous situation. Passengers around me were on their mobile phones constantly, but this time I didn't dare try to interrupt them.

After an hour, I decided to leave the comfort of the bus to challenge the elements
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 . My first step was into a puddle, so deep it drenched my shoes and socks. I walked briskly looking back toward the bus which still hadn't moved beyond the Diaoyutai State Guest House where I got out.

After puddle jumping for almost an hour, I made it to the Capital Gymnasium, eventually reaching the apartment four hours after I had started out — a journey that usually takes only 25 minutes.

I immediately called the family who had rung several times, getting frantic after seeing the TV news of cars submerged by floodwaters. 'Why didn't you answer your mobile?' they asked. I confessed I had left it behind. This, on the one day I needed it, not for my own peace of mind, but for others.

Yes I have to admit total defeat. Mobile phones make sense, especially on a night like Saturday when the elements struck Beijing. I couldn't help thinking Captain Smith would have found one useful when the Titanic
 struck that iceberg in 1912.

Next time I'll be wearing my lifeline
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 . I just hope I don't forget to recharge it the night before.

凡是看过澳大利亚电视节目的人差不多都会记得一则“妈妈”牌滚珠香体液的广告。这个产品的广告词有很多版本，但是所传达的主题都一样：一位裹着浴巾的娇艳美女说：“没有洗衣机我能过，没有咖啡也可以，就算没有车我都能过，可如果没有‘妈妈’，我可就过不下去了。”

写作本篇的时候，这则广告跃入了我的脑海，因为当时我正在琢磨中国大多数的城市居民缺了什么会过不下去。我觉得是手机。不管是在走路、 骑车、开车、打车还是坐公共汽车的时候，人们都在用手机。




我去年来了中国，在此之前我是坚决抵制用手机的。我从来都没有用过手机，不会，或者说是不愿意跟这样一种技术较劲——无论是精神上还是肉体上我都不愿意，可是中国的男女老幼似乎都能熟练操作手机，就像他们用筷子一样。

我女儿在墨尔本买下第一部手机的时候，我和我妻子都快给折磨疯了！这玩意儿势不可挡，我们那个爱说爱笑的宝贝女儿现在有十几岁了，完全被它迷住了，电话缴费单也滚滚而来。她总是说：“我保证以后会少用手机。”可是情况根本没有变化，而且还越来越糟。

“没手机的时候我们不也过得挺好吗”，我们只能用这样苍白无力的论据来反驳她。虽然我也承认在紧急时刻手机是有用的，但还是拒绝给手机公司迅速增长的利润作贡献。

（到中国以后）没多久，我就意识到：中国不仅仅人口比别处多，这里似乎人手一部手机。后来我还发现，包括很多孩子在内，不少人拥有不止一部手机呢。不管走到哪儿，我都能听到熟悉或不熟悉的歌曲（铃声）——有些我好多年都没有听过了，其中一首和北京的炎炎夏日形成了鲜明的对比：《梦想白色圣诞》。

去年，到中国国际广播电台上班的第一天，我的新老板和同事们最开始问我的问题中就包括“你的手机号是多少？”在我骄傲地回答“我没有手机”的时候，他们都一脸惊愕地看着我。他们接下来问的就是：“那你打算什么时候买呢？”

我通常都跟他们说：“没有手机我也能过。”这话后来改成了“我正准备买呢”，因为我发现，在北京没有手机实在是太孤立了。不久，我找到了两个“志同道合”的伙伴：一位来自坦桑尼亚的小伙子，一位来自古巴的女士。他们都是我在中国国际广播电台的同事。我很想知道，全北京是不是只有我们仨没有手机呢？我们最后是不是会屈服于这个通信怪兽的威力呢？

那么，在像北京这样的大城市里，没有手机能正常生活和工作吗？我都能听到你在说“不行”了。相信我，没有手机不仅可以过日子，更是件很不错的事情，尤其是在情况紧急而你又找不到公用电话的时候。




和手机第一次“面对面”是在地铁里，当时我约好下午四点在地铁站里和我的中国儿子还有他女朋友碰面。我提前抄下了他的手机号以防万一，但是他们让我在木樨地地铁站上等他们的车过来。

15分钟过去了，我觉得他们可能出来晚了，所以就接着等。半个小时以后，我开始担心了，觉得自己可能误解了他们的话，他们也许正在另外一个站等我呢。我不禁自己唠叨开了：“要是有手机就好了。”

我深吸了一口气，冷静下来，然后分析了一下。周围的人肯定都是有手机的，我需要做的就是向其他人借部手机打个电话。要是看过我的第一篇故事，你肯定会记得我是讲不了多少汉语的。现在是紧急时刻，只能靠“表演”了。

我走向旁边一个三十多岁的男人，很客气地跟他说了句“你好”，然后就开始比划打手机的样子。接着，我掏出了写着手机号的那张纸条（给他看）。

他用流利的英语回答了我：“你是想让我用手机帮你打这个电话吗？”我一下子落了个大红脸。

“哦，真不好意思，我不知道你会讲英语，”我有气无力地说，“我没有手机，很担心错过了跟朋友的约会。”

他拨通电话，我跟朋友联络上以后立刻松了一口气。他们确实出来晚了，不过他们坐的车马上就进站了。这时，帮我打电话的人问我在中国做什么，然后自我介绍说他是名医生，在北京一家业务繁忙的医院工作。他说：“我太太也是医生，她也迟到了。不过我们都有手机。”说这话的时候他脸上带着一丝怪笑。

地铁进站了，我的朋友们走了出来，为他们来晚了跟我道歉。我把他们介绍给了那位医生。向医生道别的时候，他给了我一句建议：“买个手机吧。要是没手机，我可过不下去。”我能理解手机对他的重要性，因为他是医生嘛，可他给我的免费“咨询”还是没能说服我。

几周以后，我又遭遇了类似的情况。当时我在天安门城楼的毛泽东巨像下面，还是在等我的中国儿子和他女朋友。

我按时到达，游人越来越多，可我却始终没有看到我认识的人出现。难道我的朋友们又想给我上一课吗？也许他们能看到我，不过是想让我明白，如果有手机的话，找到他们有多么容易！

我可没那么容易服输。上次那位医生帮我“诊断”了一下，也许这次我还能这么做。我又深吸了一口气，朝一位姑娘走去，可她没有理我，大概是以为我有什么别的企图吧。我想起来了，人多就意味着安全，所以就向近旁的两位女士走去。虽然我的汉语口语水平有了小小的提高，此刻也只能用英语问她们讲不讲英语。她们都说：“没有。”我只能又笑着打起了手势，同时把写着电话号码的纸条递给了她们。

她们俩相视而笑，终于明白这个没有手机的怪老外是需要帮忙。她们总算是没有掉头走开。我的朋友们接了电话，他们就在不远处。他们向我保证说，他们绝对没有故意藏起来。不过和那位医生一样，他们在松了一口气之后，也强调说：“你要是有手机多好啊。”




你也许会认为我肯定得认输了吧，其实这只是增强了我向别人借手机的信心。我喜欢和不熟悉的北京人打交道。其中有一件小事尤其令人难忘。

北京广播学院的一位老师提出带我参观参观他们学校，于是我准备去那里看看。“你来了以后打我的手机就行，”她说，“我到门口来接你。”这是一件多么容易的事儿啊，我把她的电话号码抄在了笔记本里。

到北广以后，我找了一个公用电话给她打电话，听到的却是一种噪音，既不像接通，也不像占线。我不知所措，等了一会儿以后，又试了一次，结果还是一样。

我估计这部电话坏了，于是朝一个学生走过去，问能不能用他的手机打个电话。小伙子不仅帮我打了电话，而且兴奋坏了，“我还从来没跟外国人说过英语呢，”他说，“我想跟你再聊会儿。我帮你找你的朋友吧。”听说他从未跟英语国家的人打过交道，我吃了一惊，因为他用词用得很准。

他不断地帮我重拨那个号码。“听起来不太对啊，”我的新朋友说，“是不是你记错号码了。”我向他道了谢，建议他还是去忙自己的事儿（别管我了），但是他坚持陪着我。

他带我去学校的食堂吃了午饭，然后还给我看了他的设计图——他是学电台发射塔设计的。此时，那位老师的手机依然无法接通。

就在我准备离开的时候，他给我的建议和其他人差不多：“如果你有手机，就可以让那个老师给你先打个电话，这样你就能存下她的电话号码了。”

他说的没错，这一点在我回到公寓，发现我抄号码时少抄了一位数的时候就更加明显了。我给那位老师打电话道歉，她表示理解，不过也礼貌地强调了一句：“你还是买个手机吧。”我终于明白了吗？这真的就是转折点了吗？

年底我回澳大利亚休假，今年3月回到北京后开始在央视国际频道工作。李茂齐（音）是那里的一位新闻主播，就是他彻底打破了我对手机的抵抗。

我跟他说，我在北京已经过了六个月没有手机的日子了，他只是笑了笑，于是我接着说：“不过我从来没用过手机，都不知道怎么开机，当然也不知道怎么发短信了。”这次他大笑起来，说：“那可是小菜一碟儿啊。”我又想起了我女儿当年的事情，于是就说：“我觉得没有手机也能过。”他笑得更厉害了，然后提出了一个令我无法拒绝的建议。

“我还有一部手机，你拿去用吧。不是新的，是部老型号的机子。不过你用用就知道了，挺好用的。”就这样……我终于要作出技术上的飞跃了，虽然是被人推到这条疯狂道路上的。

五个月以后，我不得不承认手机还是挺有用的。我的语气是不是听起来不够兴奋啊？毫无疑问，我跟朋友们的联络更加频繁了，但我还是没有彻底服输。我大拇指的肌肉还在发育中，我过了好久才学会发短信。

上个星期我说过，自行车已经成了我的朋友。可是手机不同，我只是忍受着它的存在而己。我觉得其他人的手机对我是一种干扰，尤其是在我和别人面对面交流，而他们停下来接手机的时候。

我在中国第一次听音乐会就很郁闷，当时是在国家图书馆的音乐厅。中国国家交响乐团演奏期间，手机铃声此起彼伏响个不停。

我甚至都不喜欢有个手机放在口袋里的感觉。每次离开公寓，我都会把手机打开，却总是恰好“忘记”把它带在身上。我更喜欢回来以后再查看（手机上的）信息。不过星期六晚上，这些习惯一下子就改过来了。

那天晚上北京下暴雨，我给困住了，想方设法要回友谊宾馆去。当时我正在宣武区，和我的中国家人在一起，他们不想让我走，可是我那天晚上必须早点回去。我们实在是打不到出租车，于是我上了一辆公共汽车，然后去转地铁。从木樨地站出来以后，我坐上了最喜欢的717路回宾馆。可是车根本就不动窝，完全给塞住了，我从来没有遇到过这么要命的交通状况。唯一还能动弹的就是从天上往下掉的雨点儿。




我坐在座位上看着一片混乱的景象，汽车和公共汽车的嗽叭声与雷电交相呼应。不管怎么说，呆在车上至少不会挨淋。不过一个小时以后，我开始坐立不安，怕我的中国家人担心，怕他们以为我遇上了危险。周围的乘客都在不断打手机，可是这会儿我也不敢打扰他们啊。




过了一个小时，我决定离开舒服的公共汽车，去挑战一下风雨雷电，结果第一脚就踩在了水洼里。水挺深的，我的鞋袜都湿了。我精神抖擞地向前走去，回头看看，那辆公共汽车还停在我下车的地方——钓鱼台国宾馆——附近呢。

在水洼间跳来跳去地走了一个小时后，我走到了首都体育馆。出发四个小时以后，我终于到了公寓——平时这也就是段25分钟的路程而己。

我立刻打电话给我的中国家人，他们看到电视新闻中播出了被水淹没的汽车之后，已经打了若干个电话给我。他们问：“你为什么不接手机呢？”我只得坦白我根本没带手机。这一天我真的需要手机啊，不是为了让自己心平气和，而是让（关心我的）人放心。

是的，我必须承认我完全被打败了。手机还是有作用的，尤其是像周六那样雷电交加的雨天。我忍不住想，1912年，“泰坦尼克号”撞上冰山的时候，史密斯船长要是有部手机该多好啊。

下次我会带着我的“救命武器”出门，但愿头一天晚上我不会忘了给它充电。

未完待续......

to be continued...
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 come to grips with：与……搏斗
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 house call：（医生的）上门看病，出诊
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 Beijing Broadcasting Institute：现已更名为The Communication Unversity of China,中国传媒大学。
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 over the edge：精神错乱，疯狂





[5]

 extended family：大家庭
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 the elements：恶劣天气
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 lifeline：救生索；（潜水员的）信号绳






ASPECTS OF LOCAL HABITS NOT WORTH DIDDLY-SQUAT
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要命的习惯




You may have gathered from my previous articles that I am a fairly laid-back, carefree individual, taking China to my heart and not letting much get under my skin
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 . However, I am less thick-skinned about some aspects of Chinese life. They are matters of bodily functions which all of us carry out, sometimes connected with the culture of one's country. And while I respect the culture of any place I visit, these particular traditions have tested my tolerance to the limit.

A few days ago I was at a market about to buy some peaches. The woman behind the stall had just finished arranging them in an attractive pattern, and I was ready to buy. Just before I ordered, she decided to blow her nose directly onto the ground, right next to the fetching
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 fruit which she immediately resumed touching. My salivating mouth suddenly dried up and I moved away to another stall.

To be fair, I admit the western way is probably not the most hygenic method of carrying out this bodily function. When I raised the subject with a Beijing-born work colleague, he asked me to consider the 'supposed cleanliness' of blowing onto a piece of cloth and putting it back in the pocket to reuse later.

I mentioned this to a couple of my foreign friends, and they agreed: 'They (Chinese) probably think we're the ones who need to change our habits, and they're probably right.' I felt inhibited when forced to pull out one of my wide, patterned 'hankies' to blow my nose in public. On the subway, I have stood between the pillars, hiding from the prying eyes of locals who may be thinking, 'that's disgusting.'

But old habits die hard. Three months after arriving in Beijing last year, I needed to buy some more. Where in China were the cloth handkerchiefs made here and exported around the world? A search along the shelves of supermarkets and clothing stores proved fruitless, before it dawned on me no one uses them. 'We did,' the same Chinese work colleague told me, 'but now we use paper ones.'

I called my daughter-in-law in Melbourne and asked her to send me some Australian handkerchiefs as soon as possible. At first she didn't believe I could not find them here. A week later they arrived clearly labelled — Made in China. They were back in the country of their creation. When I returned to Australia last Christmas, I found some more with personalised initials, and grabbed a bundle to give to foreign friends.

From head to toe, the body moves in all directions, and I have almost reached the end of my tale. I need to sit down. But what? I have to squat?

I had never seen a squat toilet before coming to China. Now this could be a problem, I decided, when confronted with my first sighting of a public squat.

An Australian colleague at China Radio International (CRI) told me of his experience when he first had to use one at work. 'It was a disaster. Had to find a taxi back to the apartment, and get a new change of clothes,' he recalled. 'It's true,' he said with added emphasis, reacting to my look of disbelief.

From that moment I was petrified and decided not to get into a similar situation. A few days later, I read an article on this very topic written by an American doctor. He said that squatting, Chinese style, is a far more healthy and effective way to release one's — let me put it nicely — build-up of fibre.

For four months, I successfully avoided using a squat toilet, but my luck was about to run out. It was not in Beijing but Yunnan Province where I took part of an all-Chinese tour group of CRI employees last October.

The tour operators initially resisted me joining, saying they were concerned whether I could keep up with the rigid programme of bus, rail and walking tours. Little did they know my strength; little did I know how that strength would be tested as the tour reached its conclusion.

The hotels were comfortable and while my fellow tourists shared their rooms, mine were for me alone. I wondered if they were the only ones which contained a western style toilet because I had not seen any other foreign guests.

But after the overnight rail journey from Lijiang to Kunming, I felt somewhat uncomfortable, especially knowing it was the last day and I would have to wait until evening before the flight back to Beijing. Time was all that passed. I really needed a private visit, but the hotel where we were based for the day had squat toilets only. What was a foreigner to do?

I am really struggling to be delicate in my description, but to say desperate situations need desperate action, is an understatement. It was time to experience something Chinese take for granted.

Unable, or more truthfully unwilling to confide in my friends, I told them I was 'going for a quick walk'. I had noticed two other hotels nearby, and headed for one of them, walking in like a guest to avoid possible questions from the desk clerks. I searched for the men's room, hoping to find a western toilet. There was none, only a squat. Across the road, the next hotel was the same, and I was getting more desperate by the minute.

As my eyes looked towards the heavens for help, a 'mirage' appeared above the Kunming skyline, I could see a huge multi-storey building with the words, Kunming International Hotel staring at me like a beacon of hope. Was it a mirage or was it real? I knew this was my last chance. My pace quickened as I ran towards it, searching for my refuge and the chance to be comfortable once again.

Did I find it, you ask? Dear reader, I am sure you too, have experienced indescribable relief? This is where the story should end.

从我以前的文章里你可能已经看出来了，我是一个很懒散、大大咧咧的人。我非常喜欢中国，从没把什么东西特别放在心上。可是，对于中国人生活的一些方面，我可没那么麻木不仁。我们每个人都会做一些与身体运转有关的事情，有时这些事也和一个国家的文化有关。无论去哪儿，我都很尊重当地的文化，可是中国有些传统已经把我的忍受能力挑战到了极点。

几天前，我去市场上买桃子。摊子后面的那位女士刚刚用桃子摆了个诱人的阵形，而我也准备买了。可是我刚要张嘴，她却直接把鼻涕擤在了地上，就在那些可爱的桃子旁边，紧接着又用手去摆弄那些桃子。我满嘴的口水突然就干涸了，赶紧跑向另外一个摊子。




说句公道话，就完成（擤鼻涕）这一身体机能的方式来看，我认为西方人的做法也算不上最卫生。我曾经跟一个北京土生土长的同事讨论过这个话题，他让我想一想：用一块布擤完鼻涕后再放进口袋里，以后还要再用，这就“算是干净”了？

我跟几个外国朋友说起此事，他们也都有同感：“他们（中国人）可能会觉得我们才应该改变习惯，而这也许是对的。”每次我迫不得已要当着别人掏出一条带花的大手帕擤鼻子时都觉得很不好意思。在地铁上，我都是站在柱子之间，躲开本地人好奇的眼光——他们可能正在想：“那可真恶心啊。”







On the subway, I have stood between the pillars, hiding from the prying eyes of locals who may be thinking, 'that's disgusting.'







在地铁上，我都是站在柱子之间，躲开本地人好奇的眼光——他们可能正在想：“那可真恶心啊。”



可是，积习难改啊。去年来北京三个月以后，我需要再买些手帕。这些手帕是在中国什么地方生产出来，然后出口到世界各地的呢？我在超市的货架上和服装店里苦苦搜寻，却一无所获，后来才反应过来：中国可能没什么人用手帕了吧。还是那个中国同事跟我说的：“我们过去是用手帕的，不过现在都改用纸巾了。”

我给在墨尔本的儿媳妇打电话，让她尽快帮我买点儿澳大利亚手帕寄过来。一开始，她怎么也不能相信我在中国买不到手帕。一个星期以后，手帕寄到了，上面清清楚楚地标着“中国制造”。它们又回到原产地来了。去年，在回澳大利亚过圣诞节时，我又发现了一些绣有姓名首字母的手帕，于是买了一大堆回来送给我的外国朋友。

我们身体从头到脚都在向着各个方向运转，而我也马上就要讲到故事的结尾了。我得坐会儿了。可是，什么？我得蹲着？

来中国以前，我从来都没有见过蹲式的马桶。第一次在公共厕所里看到这种马桶时我想：这下子可有麻烦了。

中国国际广播电台的一个澳大利亚同事跟我讲过他第一次被迫在单位用这种马桶的经历。他回忆道：“真是太可怕了。我只能打车回公寓去，重新换了一下衣服。”看我一脸怀疑，他又强调了一句：“这是真的。”




从那时起，我可真是吓坏了，一心想着我可不能也陷入这样的困境。几天之后，我看到一位美国医生写的一篇文章，谈的正是这个话题。他说在排出——我还是说得文雅点儿吧——纤维集结物时，中国人的这种蹲法可健康有效得多呢。

我成功逃脱使用蹲式马桶的命运达四个月之久，可我的好运很快就到头了。这事儿不是在北京发生的，而是在云南。去年10月，我参加了国际广播电台的员工旅行团，团里全是中国人。

一开始，旅行社不想让我跟团，因为他们担心我跟不上团里紧张的日程安排，这一路可是又得坐汽车，又要坐火车，还要走路呢。他们根本不知道我有多大毅力，可我也没有料到，就在旅程结束之际，我的毅力要受到多大考验。

我们住的旅馆非常舒适，同团的其他游客都是合住一屋，只有我自己住单间。不知道我住的房间是不是旅馆里唯一有西式马桶的房间，因为我没见着其他什么外国人。

不过，从丽江坐了一夜火车回到昆明以后，我就觉得有点儿不舒服，尤其是得知这是最后一天了，可我们还得等到晚上才能坐飞机走以后，我就更不舒服了，只能数着时间干熬。我真的得去方便一下，可是我们呆的那家旅馆只有蹲式马桶，（他们就不想想）老外来了怎么办啊？

我极力想轻描淡写地描述这段经历，可是用“铤而走险”这个词儿都还太保守了呢。现在我得感受一下中国人习以为常的事情了。

我无法，坦诚点儿说，是不愿意跟朋友们透露实情，所以就告诉他们我“出去溜达溜达就回来”。我注意到附近还有两家旅馆，于是走进了其中一家，好就像我住在那儿一样，免得前台的人会问我什么问题。我四处寻找男厕所，希望能找个西式马桶。可是这里没有，只有一个蹲坑式的。路对面的那家旅馆也是一样，时间一分分地过去，我越发绝望了。

我抬头看看老天寻求帮助，这时，昆明的天上出现了“海市蜃楼”。我看到一座高层大楼，“昆明国际饭店”几个大字就像希望之光一样照耀着我。这是海市蜃楼，还是真的？我知道这是我最后的机会了，于是加快步伐朝那儿跑去，到处搜寻我的避难所，寻找让我再次通体舒畅的机会。

你问我找到了没有啊？亲爱的读者，我想你肯定感受过那种难以言表的痛快吧。这就是故事的结局了。




未完待续......

to be continued...
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费尽周折的北戴河之旅




For a foreigner, life in Beijing is never dull, but there are times when I long to get away from the big smoke, and head for some clean country air. Last week I mentioned my luck at joining a tour of China Radio International (CRI) staff to Yunnan, a province breathtaking in its beauty. The trip was organised by a travel group, with everything arranged and no need to worry about catching the right plane, bus and train.

With an unexpected two days for the May holiday, I decided to take off on my own. It was a snap decision. I wanted to see the sea and breathe in the salty breezes. I figured my first solo venture outside the city would be just that — a breeze
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 . After checking through my guidebook, I realised it wasn't far from Beijing. What could be easier?

I packed an overnight bag
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 and took a taxi to the Beijing Railway Station, I was bound for Beidaihe.

The guidebook suggested stopping off at Tianjin, and once I found the foreigners' booking office, buying a ticket was quick with no queues. I waited out the mid-afternoon departure time by looking around the station, a huge city of its own, people coming and going in all directions. As the minutes ticked by, I found my entry and joined the throng as the gate opened to the platform below.

I checked with guards to make sure I was heading towards my booked double-deck carriage, and once inside was surprised to find only a few other passengers. Most had obviously opted for the hard seats, but the extra ¥20 was worth the added comfort.

As the train pulled out I settled back to enjoy the changing scenery, the apartment buildings of Beijing giving way to farmlands on the city outskirts. I thumbed through my guidebook and read about Tianjin, deciding to stay there the first of my two nights away.

One place that held particular interest was the Astor Hotel, where the last emporer, Puyi, enjoyed many pleasant evenings in the ballroom. Maybe I could soak up some of the atmosphere, although my book warned that much of the old world charm had gone during renovations.

As we approached Tianjin, the carriage window revealed a sky clouding over. I double-checked the contents of my overnight bag. I had left behind two items, both of which I considered briefly before leaving Beijing, but decided not to bother taking.

For anyone who hasn't been there, Tianjin is quite a town. I found that out while walking from the rail terminal to find a taxi. Actually the taxis found me, and as their drivers called out, I suddenly realised — how am I going to explain in my limited Chinese that I want to go to the Astor Hotel? I had written it out in English and Pinyin, but knew that may not help.

At the edge of the parking zone, a young woman was getting out of a taxi. She spoke English, and translated my destination to the driver.

One of the most amazing sights of Tianjin is the gigantic roundabout opposite the railway station. For sheer chaos, I have seen nothing in the world to rival it. I imagined my driver would start bellowing abuse as well as his horn, but he remained good natured, as did those trying to find a way in and out of the maze.

Dark clouds hid the setting sun, indicating the possibility of rain. As I glanced up, I remembered one of the things I had forgotten — my umbrella. Not to worry. I would soon be at The Astor, preparing for dinner and a comfortable night's rest.

The driver indicated we were near, and sure enough, the famous landmark bearing the name Astor Hotel appeared. It looked impressive, and I wandered over to the reception desk to enquire about a room. My senses received a jolt when I was informed the only rooms available cost US＄100. Goodbye Astor. It was nice seeing you. 
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Well Plan A was out the window, and I had to find somewhere to stay. It was getting dark, and the clouds were now thick, squeezing drops of light rain on my head. Surely I would find another hotel nearby with a more reasonable tariff.

Apart from the Astor, the English names of some of Tianjin's hotels are quaint to say the least. I had noticed one called 'The Kind' near the railway station, but I wasn't going all the way back no matter how kind the staff may have been. Another hotel came into view, but it too was out of my price range, so I kept walking and wondered if I should have bargained for a lower rate.

With rain setting in, luck was still on my side, and the nearby Friend Hotel offered an illuminated welcome. I recalled the saying, 'a friend in need, a friend indeed.' Surely this would be mine.

Two receptionists offered a friendly welcome, but their English was extremely limited. From my extremely limited Chinese, they guessed I wanted a room, and produced the tariff card which sent me into only a mild state of shock compared with the Astor.

I walked away, hoping they would call me back and offer a lower price, and sure enough, the original quote of ¥448 suddenly came down to ¥280. The deal was sealed, except for one 'minor' detail. 'We need your passport,' said the head woman.

'My passport. Whatever for? I should have brought it,' I muttered to myself.

'We need your passport,' she repeated, still smiling and showing me the official form. All I wanted was dinner and a comfortable bed but this new friendship was now being tested.

I quickly remembered my friendly landlord and produced a card from the Friendship Hotel where I live in Beijing, suggesting the office there would know my passport number and any other details required. They phoned and I breathed a sigh of relief after watching the receptionist write down the details.

They say 'things come in threes', but I quickly dismissed it from my mind, assured that Lady Luck had not wandered off. Dinner was great and my bedroom, spacious.

Next morning I had time to look at the old colonial buildings around Zhongxin Park, and the superb stone-cut faces of famous European composers. Then it was back to the railway station to book a seat to Beidaihe. Unlike Beijing, I could not find a foreigners' booking office, and sought help from some young people standing in the main lobby.

As I started talking, a woman overheard and walked up to take control of the situation. 'I can speak English,' she said. 'How can I help you?' When I told her, she walked me past the long queue and pushed her way to the front, calling out to the attendant and pointing at me.

Whoever was being served at the time had to wait while I was issued with my ticket to Beidaihe, and I tried to apologise for jumping the queue.

As I thanked the woman, she insisted on taking me to the waiting room although I assured her I would find it. Suddenly she spotted her waiting boyfriend who had wondered what on earth had become of her. They were on their way to Beijing.

I apologised profusely for being responsible for her good deed and his initial anger subsided. Now the boyfriend wanted to make sure I found the waiting room. They both led me up the escalators and spoke to the staff to make sure I caught the train. I hoped they had not missed theirs. It never ceases to amaze me how generous Chinese are to help a hapless foreigner.

My seat was in a crowded carriage filled with interesting people including a woman opposite who spent the entire journey munching on raw vegetables. Her glowing face must have been attributed to this healthy diet.

After two and a half hours taking in the changing panorama, we stopped at a station but I couldn't see the name.

Hardly anyone got off and I presumed most would be leaving at Beidaihe. After all, this was the big attraction. I knew it must be soon, and the next station looked as if it could have been Beidaihe, with the platform awning and pillars painted sea blue, but once again I couldn't see any name. (Why didn't you ask someone, I can hear you say. To be truthful, I wanted to improve my self-reliance. That is my excuse and I am sticking to it.)

With no one leaving, I reasoned Beidaihe must be one station ahead. Twenty minutes later we arrived, and now most of my fellow travellers stood up to go. This had to be it. I walked down the steps, and asked the platform attendant as clearly as I could: 'Beidaihe?'

She looked at me somewhat puzzled, then called a colleague. 'Beidaihe,' I repeated slowly. By now some of the departing passengers wanted to know what was going on. None spoke English but they all realised what I did not, pointing in the direction from which our train had just come.

Oh no. Could it have been that blue platform after all? Had I got out at the wrong station? Was this the second of those 'three in a row' incidents of bad luck? I presented my ticket to the attendants who spoke to each other in words I could not understand.

The more senior woman wrote something on my ticket and showed it to one of the disembarking passengers. From the sign language, I realised I should follow him. We walked down steps, through an underpass and over to the side where trains run in the opposite direction.

Was I worried? Just a little, but as my life in China has been one great adventure, figured this would simply become another part.

After fifteen minutes, a train approached, but my guide still didn't say anything to indicate the next move. When it pulled in, he just waved goodbye and walked off. Before I could stop him, a guard stepped off the newly arrived train and beckoned me on. The attendant from the other side must have made radio contact and advised there would be an extra passenger, a foreigner looking for Beidaihe.

The guard took me through several crowded carriages and finally into one that was almost empty. It was in fact the dining car, and apart from a few staff, I was the only traveller. No one showed any surprise and I was immediately handed a cup of refreshing tea. They had probably all been told of this nut case
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 who didn't know where to get off.

Two cups later, the platform with the sea-blue pillars came into view. It had to be Beidaihe. Still only a handful of people got off, and I wondered why they were not all headed for this famous resort on the Bohai Sea. I decided family reunions in bigger cities must be the main destinations for the May holiday.

I thanked the guards with much enthusiasm, convinced nothing more could go wrong. The sky was a brilliant blue. Who needed an umbrella?

Outside the railway station, taxis and limousines may also have wondered where all the holidaymakers had gone. When I appeared, drivers moved quickly towards me, calling out their competing services of a comfortable ride into town. But my guidebook had warned I could easily be taken for a ride, an expensive one. I walked towards the main street and hopped into a tired-looking red cab for a ride costing only ¥20.

The driver couldn't speak my language, so I did the motion of going to sleep, and he knew immediately I wanted a hotel. As we straddled the coastline, Beidaihe looked beautiful in this first close view of the Bohai Sea. No wonder China's top leaders came here for their important meetings. They could think clearly in the unpolluted air. He pulled into a hotel which seemed far from the centre of town, so I suggested another, and his choice of the Beidaihe Guesthouse for Diplomatic Missions, had instant appeal.

After my experience with The Friend, I knew the routine. Ask for the cheapest room, then show disappointment at the price and wait for an offer. It worked again, and was exactly the same deal as Tianjin.

I knew what to expect from the receptionist. 'Can we have your passport?' When I explained and showed her my card from the Friendship Hotel, she immediately picked up the phone and filled out the form. After a minor derailment, my journey was back on track.

If mine was the cheapest room, I wondered how expansive, as well as expensive, the dearest must have been. I had three beds, an ensuite and huge balcony, with a partly obstructed view to the sea.

Beidaihe is definitely a magnet for Chinese and foreigners wanting to escape the city smog. A plaque in the hotel's spacious gardens proudly commemorates President George W. Bush's stay. The story of his recovery in Beidaihe from a sore throat he developed in Beijing, is engraved in the stone.

This brief stay in Beidaihe would be faultless, I told myself. What I hadn't realised, was that Lady Luck is not always a steady companion and likes to make her own holiday mischief.

Walking down to the promenade, I was surprised to have to pay ¥8 for the privilege of stepping onto the sand. A sign advertised motorboat rides to see the town from a different perspective. As the only foreigner on board, people were curious. Two uniformed men in front of me asked where I was from, and I managed to say 'Aodaliya (Australia)'. They understood and both produced their ID books, with photos bearing initials that looked like PLA.

I pointed to the letters, and they responded with broad smiles. I was in a boat with real army members who couldn't have been more friendly. The spray splashed against our faces, and at the end of the ride, one of them helped me off the boat, stood to attention, and gave me a perfect salute. As I waved goodbye I couldn't help thinking how lucky I was to be in China. I had never been awarded a personalised military farewell in Australia and nor was one likely.

After dinner, I walked outside, my gaze fixed on the full moon. It was stunning, and seemed to illuminate the whole town. At the night market I found water-filled yo yos to send to my little grandsons. Closer to the hotel I found a shop next to the main supermarket selling hats. I would need protection for the next day's warm sun, and my eyes nearly popped out when I saw a bright red cap displaying a kangaroo and 'AUSTRALIA' in white letters. It must have been meant for me because there were none from other countries. An Australian souvenir from Beidaihe.

I had to get back to Beijing the following night, and despite phone calls by the helpful hotel staff, the answer was the same: No seats were available. One of the attendants accompanied me to the travel office nearby, and found I could get on a train leaving at 2.30 pm, but going only as far as Tianjin. I would have to try from there to reach Beijing.

He advised getting a taxi from the hotel, and I remembered from my drive into town it would be around 20 minutes to the Beidaihe Station. I breathed a sigh of relief, but wondered why his pronunciation of Beidaihe sounded like somewhere else. I presumed it was just another name for Beidaihe, especially when he confirmed it would take half an hour by cab. I tried to clarify the point of departure, and had no reason to become concerned.

With the return journey sorted out, I relaxed again, and hired a bike to explore the town and surrounding hills where poorer residents live a far more traditional lifestyle than guests staying in the plush hotels below.

Beidaihe was certainly worth seeing, and not too crowded as I am sure it would be in these hotter months. From my viewpoint, the only blot on the beautiful landscape is the television tower dominating the skyline.

Too soon, it was time to leave, and I walked from the hotel to catch a taxi to the railway station. When I showed the driver my rail ticket, he said something in Chinese and looked at his watch. After 20 minutes we were still driving, and my expression of concern matched his, but he offered no explanation.

Was he taking me a long way around to get more money? We should have been there ten minutes ago but now the scenery looked different, not the like the drive from Beidaihe Station into town the previous day. Then I remembered the hotel attendant saying that other name. I scanned my ticket but the Chinese characters meant nothing to me. We were now five minutes away from departure time.

The driver, who didn't speak any English, looked at his watch again, shaking his head. I knew the train would not wait. Another 20 minutes passed, and now we were now on the outskirts of a big city. To this day, I have no idea what or where it was.

He pointed ahead and I could see a rail terminus. This wasn't Beidaihe, but obviously the place the hotel attendant had mentioned. I refused to panic, and simply thanked the driver, paid him and walked towards the entrance.

Now what was I going to do? I had read of foreigners unable to speak the local language finding themseves in a spot of bother. Compared with my first Chinese outing when I got lost in Beijing, this solo venture beyond the metropolis had taken a dramatic turn. I was in deep trouble. I walked towards what appeared to be a ticket booth, crowded with travellers.

Lady Luck may have been laughing, but she hadn't left me.

After walking only a short distance, the taxi driver suddenly reappeared at my side. He must have known I would need help, and led me to the booth where, like the woman in Tianjin, pushed his way to the front and explained my dilemma. The attendant motioned us both through, and I was now convinced the entire rail system had been alerted to expect a 'nutty fruitcake
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 ' foreigner disrupting the nation's timetables.

The taxi driver seemed to know the staff. One of them took my ticket and made an alteration which I hoped would get me on a train to Tianjin. Then I was instructed to go to the platform, but I returned briefly to shake both hands of my saviour and say goodbye.

Sure enough, a train came along, and I was escorted to the most crowded carriage I had ever seen. Someone was already sprawled over my seat and I kept wallking, looking for another. Five carriages on, I spotted one next to a group of Chinese men who appeared to be rural migrant workers.

They had friends all through the carriage and everyone's eyes were on me — the only foreigner on board, and maybe the first they had observed at close range. They were really curious, and started talking about me. A much younger man travelling with them asked me something in Chinese, but I explained I could speak only a little.

This man was becoming increasingly frustrated with my poor Chinese vocal skills and his own inability to speak English, but I guessed he wanted to at least know where I was from. When I told him 'Aodaliya (Australia)', he immediately informed everyone in the carriage, and they all smiled approvingly.

Still he tried to converse and I scratched my head to come out with every Chinese word my brain could muster — making little sense. But through signs and suggestions of what each might be thinking, we struck up a conversation.

One of the old men insisted on showing me a photo in the paper he was reading. I have no idea what the caption read, but the picture showed a group of Chinese people with what appeared to be visitors from another Asian country. He urged me to look at it again, and when I expressed interest, he muttered something then burst out laughing.

By now people were getting out of their seats to look at me and find out if the young man had learned anything more. I heard him say 'CCTV', which I told him was where I worked. He continued waving his hands in frustration, asking his companions to find someone who could speak 'Yingwen (English)'.

Eventually, another young man arrived with news he had found two girls who could speak some English, and lead us to their seats in the next carriage. We sat down and sure enough, they spoke English well. The men prodded them with questions to ask, and now I felt like the subject of a television interview with my life unfolding before their ears.

'How old are you? Where is your family? Where are you getting off?' When I told them I wanted to go to Beijing but my ticket was only to Tianjin, they informed me the train was going all the way to the capital. What a relief, and when I suggested I just stay on after Tianjin, they explained I would have to have my ticket altered.

A guard came along but when I showed him the ticket, he said I needed to go back to the carriage in which I was originally booked. One of my new friends led me along five cars of narrow, crowded passageway. It took ten minutes, but eventually we found the guard who could change the ticket, then stepped back along the obstacle course
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 .

My new companions welcomed me like a long lost friend, and after hearing my story of the past two days, we laughed out loud. But they insisted on making sure I caught a taxi home. I avoided revealing my age, but one of them called out 'goodbye uncle'.

As I drove back to the hotel, I kept wondering how my plans for a short, simple, getaway had turned into a crazy adventure which some foreigners could only dream about. Mind you
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 , for many, it would have been more like a nightmare. But then, it's all to do with the way you look at life, isn't it?

对于一个老外来说，在北京的生活永远都充满着新鲜感。可有时候我还是希望能够远离都市的尘烟，去乡间呼吸点儿新鲜空气。上周，我说到我参加了国际广播电台组织的员工旅行团，去了趟云南——那个地方真是美得动人心魄。我们是跟旅行团去的，一切都安排好了，根本不用去担心赶飞机、汽车和火车的问题。

我实在没有想到五一节还能放两天假，于是决定自己去度个假。我一时兴起，想去看看大海，呼吸一下带着咸味的海风。第一次孤身到北京之外的地方去旅行，我觉得应该可以轻而易举地搞定一切吧。我仔细查了旅行指南，发现北京离海并不算远。那还有啥能比这更简单呢？

我装好了我的小旅行包，打车去了北京站。北戴河，我来了。

旅行指南上建议在天津下车看看。我找到了给外国人开设的售票口，那里没人排队，很快我就买到了票。车要下午三四点才开，我在车站上东张西望，打发时间。车站就像一座巨大的城市，人们从四面八方聚集到这里，又各自奔赴不同的目的地。时间一分分地过去，我找到了进站口。通往下方站台的门开了，我随着熙熙攘攘的人群涌了进去。




为了确保自己是在朝着订好的双层车厢走，我跟乘警确认了一下。一上车我就吃了一惊：车上居然没多少人。大部分人显然都选择了硬座车厢，不过加20块钱买个舒服还是挺值的。

火车开动了，我靠在椅背上欣赏眼前飞速闪过的景色，北京的高楼大厦渐渐被郊外的农田所取代。我翻开旅游指南，看了看关于天津的内容，决定去那儿度过这次两日游的第一个夜晚。

有一个地方我特别感兴趣——利顺德饭店，当年末代皇帝溥仪曾经在那里的舞厅度过了不少美好的夜晚。也许我可以去感受一下那种氛围，不过，旅游指南提醒说：老城的魅力已经在城市改造的过程中失色不少了。

临近天津，车窗外的天空乌云密布。我又检查了一下包里带的东西，有两样东西我没带来。离开北京前我还寻思了一下，可还是决定不给自己添麻烦了。

在那些第一次来天津的人眼中，这可真是个大城市啊。我从车站走出来找出租车的时候就意识到了这一点。实际上，是出租车找到了我。那些司机招呼我的时候，我突然意识到一个问题：我就会这么点儿汉语，怎么才能说清楚我要去利顺德饭店呢？我用英语和拼音把这个名字写了下来，可是我也知道那可能没什么用。

在停车场边上，一位姑娘刚下出租车。她会说英语，于是把目的地翻译过来告诉了出租车司机。

天津最令人叹为观止的景物之一就是火车站对面那个巨大的环岛。单从混乱程度而言，我还从未见过这世上有什么能与之匹敌。我开始以为司机会破口大骂，还会疯狂地摁喇叭，但他一直都心平气和的，其他那些试图找条路进入或离开这个迷宫的人也是如此。

乌云遮蔽了落日，这说明可能会下雨。我抬眼望天，想起了我忘带的一样东西——雨伞。不用担心，我很快就会到达利顺德，准备吃晚饭，舒舒服服地睡上一夜。




司机示意我们就快到了，不错，那座挂着“利顺德饭店”牌子的地标性建筑已经出现在了眼前，很是壮观。我走到前台，询问有没有房间。得知他们仅有的那些空房间要100美元一天的时候，我给吓了一跳。拜拜了，利顺德，见到你很高兴。

A计划落空了，我得再找个地方落脚。天色越发阴沉，密集的乌云挤出的小雨滴打在我头上。我肯定能在附近找到一家价钱更合理的饭店吧。

说得客气一点儿，除了利顺德以外，天津一些饭店的英文名字都挺怪的。在火车站附近我看到过一家名为“和气”的饭店，可就算是那家的服务员再和气，我也不打算再费尽周折回火车站那儿去了。又一家饭店闯进了我的视野，可那里的价钱还是超出了我的支付能力，于是我继续前行，边走边想刚才是不是该讨价还价一番，争取个低点儿的价钱。

开始下雨了，不过我还算走运，近旁的“朋友饭店”灯火通明地向我表示欢迎。我想起一句谚语：“患难中的朋友才是真朋友。”这肯定就是我要找的地方了吧。

两位接待员友好地欢迎了我，但是他们的英语实在有限。从我同样实在有限的汉语里，他们猜出我是想要个房间，于是拿出了价目表。和利顺德的价码比，这里的房价只是让我小吃了一惊。

我转身就走，希望他们会把我叫回去，给我一个优惠点儿的价钱。果不其然，原来标为448元的房价一下子降到了280元。成交了，可是还有一个“小”细节要核实。女领班说：“我们需要你的护照。”

我自言自语道：“我的护照。要来干吗？我真该带着的。”

“我们需要你的护照，”她重复道，微笑着给我看了正式的表格。我需要的是晚饭和一张舒服的床，可这份刚刚建立起来的友谊却正经受着考验。

我立刻想到了我那友好的房东，于是掏出一张我在北京住的友谊宾馆的卡片，说那里的办公室应该会知道我的护照号码和其他所需的信息。他们打了电话。看着接待员写下了那些信息，我如释重负地长出了一口气。

人们总是说：“祸不单行”，可我很快就把这句话从脑海里抹去了，坚信幸运女神没有弃我而去。晚饭很不错，房间嘛，也很宽敞。

第二天早上，我到中心公园附近去看了殖民时期留下来的老建筑和那些欧洲知名作曲家的精美石雕头像，然后就回到火车站，去订前往北戴河的车票。但是这里和北京不同，我没有找到给外国人专设的售票窗口，只得向站在大厅里的一些年轻人寻求帮助。

我一张口，就有一位女士听到了我的话，走过来控制了局面。“我会说英语，”她说，“要我帮忙吗？”我跟她说了情况，她带我走过长长的队伍，挤到窗口前面，一边叫售票员，一边指了指我。

我拿到了去北戴河的票，可本该买到票的人却不得不站在那里等着，我试图为插了队而向大家致歉。

我向那位女士道谢。虽然我向她保证自己能找到候车室，她还是坚持要把我送过去。突然，她发现了正在等她的男朋友——他正在纳闷到底她到底出了什么事儿。他们正要去北京。

她是为我做的好事，我为此（向他）深深地道了歉，他一开始表现出来的怒气消散了，而且他也希望我能找到候车室。他们俩带我上了扶梯，交代工作人员要确保我能赶上车。我希望他们没有错过自己的那趟火车。慷慨的中国人对待倒霉老外的热情总是让我惊叹不已。




我的座位在一节拥挤的车厢中，里面尽是有趣的人，坐在我对面的一个女人一路上都在吃生的蔬菜。她看起来容光焕发，肯定是因为吃了这么健康的食物。

看了两个半小时变化多样的风景，我们到了一个车站，可我看不到站名。

没什么人下车，我猜车上大多数人应该都是在北戴河下车的。不管怎么说，这是个旅游大热点嘛。我知道快到了，而下一站看起来好像就是北戴河，站台上的雨棚和柱子都刷成了海蓝色。可我这次还是没有看到站名。（我都能听到你问我了：“你为什么不问问别人呢？”说实话，我是想提高“自力更生”的能力。就是这个原因，而且我现在还在坚持这么做。）

没人下车，我估计下一站才是北戴河。20分钟后，我们到站了，同车的大部分乘客都起身准备下车。肯定是到了。我走下（车上的）梯子，尽可能吐字清晰地问站台上的工作人员：“北戴河？”

她有点儿迷惑地看了看我，然后叫来了一个同事。我缓慢地重复了一遍“北戴河”。这时，一些正在出站的乘客也来打听出了什么事儿。他们都不会说英语，可都意识到了我没有意识到的事情。所有人都指着列车开来的方向。

哦，不。难道就是那个涂成蓝色的站台吗？我下错站了？难道这又是“祸不单行”厄运的又一个表现？我把票递给站台服务员，他们用我听不懂的话谈了起来。




职位较高的那位女站务员在票上写了些什么，递给了一位正在出站的乘客。从（他们比划的）手语中，我明白自己得跟着他走。我们走下楼梯，穿过一条通道来到了另一边的站台，那边的列车是朝相反方向开的。

你问当时我害怕了吗？只有一点儿啦，因为我在中国的经历一直都是一场大冒险，我觉得这次只不过是其中一部分而已。

15分钟以后，列车开过来了，可我的“导游”什么都没说，压根儿也没告诉我下一步该干什么。列车进了站，他挥手跟我道别后就走了。还没等我拦住他，一名乘警就从刚进站的列车上走了下来，示意我上车。站台那边的服务员肯定已经通过无线电告诉他们了：这里有个要搭车的临时乘客，是个想去北戴河的老外。

乘警带我穿过几节满当当的车厢，来到一节几乎没有人的车厢里。实际上，那里是餐车，除了几名工作人员外，就只有我这个乘客了。（看到我）谁也没觉得吃惊，而且还马上给了我一杯提神的茶。他们肯定都已经听说我这个不知道该在哪儿下车的傻瓜了。

刚喝了两杯茶，有海蓝色柱子的站台就映入了眼帘。那肯定就是北戴河了。还是只有一小撮儿人下车。我觉得挺奇怪的，为什么人们不来渤海边这个著名的旅游胜地呢？我断定，五一期间，大多数人肯定还是全家到大点儿的城市里团圆去了。

我无比热烈地感谢了各位乘警，觉得此后应该不会出什么问题了。天蓝得耀眼。谁还需要伞啊？

火车站外，众多出租车和轿车可能也在纳闷：那些度假的人都跑哪儿去了呢？所以我一露面，司机们立刻跑过来，嘴里此起彼伏地吆喝着说，保证舒舒服服地送我进城。可我的旅游手册上警告说，人们很容易就会被骗上车，绝对要被宰的。我朝主街道走去，跳进一辆看起来蔫儿了吧唧的红色出租车，坐了一路，才花了20块钱。

司机也不会说英语，于是我做了一个睡觉的动作，他马上就明白我要找家宾馆。车沿着海边慢慢地开着，我第一次这么近地观赏渤海，北戴河看起来真是很美。难怪中国的高层领导会选择到这里召开重要会议：在没有受到污染的空气里，他们可以保持清醒的头脑嘛。司机开到了一家似乎离市中心挺远的宾馆，于是我提出换一家，他选的北戴河外交人员宾馆立刻吸引了我。

有了在“朋友饭店”的经历后，我掌握了其中的门道：要最便宜的房间，对价钱表示失望，等着他们让价。这招又奏效了，房价和在天津时完全一样。

我知道接待员会说些什么：“能看一下您的护照吗？”我跟她解释了一下，拿出了友谊宾馆的卡片，她立刻拿起话筒，然后填好了表格。我的旅程稍微偏离了一下轨道，现在又恢复正常了。

如果我的房间是最便宜的，我可真想知道最豪华的（当然也是最贵的）房间该是个什么样子。我的房间里有三张床，一个套间和一个大阳台，可以看到海景，不过有些地方被遮住了。

对于想避开城市污染的中国人和老外来说，北戴河绝对是个好去处。宾馆开阔的花园里有一块匾自豪地记录着：乔治·W.布什曾下榻于此。石头上还刻着：他在北京时得了喉咙疼的毛病，到了北戴河就好了。

我觉得在北戴河的这次小住应该完美无瑕了。没想到，幸运女神并不总是个可靠的伴儿，而且喜欢拿假期来搞恶作剧。

我走向散步的地方，可让我吃惊的是，他们要我交8块钱才让我到沙滩上走走。一块牌子上的广告在鼓动人们去坐摩托艇，从另一个角度来看这座城市。船上只有我一个外国人，大家都很好奇。前面两个穿制服的人问我是哪国人，我费了好大劲儿才说出了“澳大利亚”。他们都听懂了，还拿出了自己的身份证件，里面贴的照片上印着几个好像是PLA（“人民解放军”的英文缩写）的字母。

我指着那些字母，他们灿烂地笑了起来。我和真正的解放军战士坐在同一条船上，他们对我友好得不得了。水花溅在我们脸上。游览结束后，他们中的一个扶我下了船，还立正给我敬了个漂亮的军礼。跟他们挥手道别时，我忍不住想，自己在中国真是太走运了，在澳大利亚的时候，可从未有人专门给我敬军礼道别的，而且也不太可能有这种事儿。




晚饭后我出去散步，眼光落在了圆圆的月亮上。月光华美动人，似乎照亮了整个城市。在夜市上，我找到了灌了水的悠悠球，准备寄给我的小孙子们。在宾馆附近，我发现那家大超市隔壁的一家商店正在卖帽子。我还是得买顶帽子来遮遮第二天的大太阳。当我看到一顶带有袋鼠图案和白色的“AUSTRALIA（澳大利亚）”字样的红帽子时，眼珠子都快掉出来了。这绝对是专门给我的，因为这里没有其他国家的帽子。居然在北戴河买到了一个澳大利亚的纪念品。

第二天晚上，我得回北京了。虽然热心的宾馆服务员帮我打了好几个电话，得到的答复却都一样：没坐票了。一个服务员陪我去了趟附近的旅行社，结果发现我只能坐下午两点半的一趟车走，而且那辆车还只到天津。我得到那儿以后再想办法回北京。




他建议我从宾馆打车走，我想起打车进城的经历，估计到北戴河车站也就是20分钟左右，不由得松了一口气。可我又很奇怪，为什么他说“北戴河”的时候听起来好像是在说另一个地方呢？我猜那不过是北戴河的另一个叫法吧，在他确认坐出租车也是花半个小时就能到以后，我就更放心了。我努力想弄清出发的地方，但总觉得应该没有什么可担心的。

搞定回程的事儿，我又放松下来，租了一辆自行车在城里和周围的山区转了转，山里人的生活没有城里好，跟住在山下豪华宾馆里的客人相比，他们的生活方式也要传统得多。

北戴河绝对值得一去，就算在这样的旅游旺季，那儿也没有像我预期的那样熙熙攘攘。照我看，这美景之中，唯一煞风景的就是那高耸入云的电视塔了。

时间过得真快，该走了。我从宾馆走出来打车去火车站。我给司机看了车票，他用中文说了句什么，看了看表。20分钟后，我们还在路上疾驰，我脸上的担心和他脸上的紧张挺有一拼的，可他什么也没解释。

他是不是为了多赚点儿钱而带我绕远路了？我们10分钟以前就应该到了，可现在周围的景色看起来完全不对头，根本不像前一天我从北戴河火车站进城时沿途的景象。然后我想起宾馆的服务员说的是另外一个名字，我扫视了一下车票，可那些汉字认识我，我却不认识它们。离开车只有5分钟了。

那个一句英文也不会的司机又看了一下表，摇了摇头。我知道火车不会等我了。又过了20分钟，我们来到了一个大城市的市郊。直到今天我都不知道那到底是什么地方，叫什么名字。

他指了指前面，我看到一个火车站。这里并不是北戴河，但显然就是宾馆服务员所说的那个地方了。我不想表现得惊慌，于是谢了司机，付了车费，然后朝着车站入口走去。

现在我该怎么办？我曾经看过不会说当地语言的外国人深陷困境的故事。和我到中国后第一次出门的经历（当时我在北京迷了路）相比，这次孤身远离城市的冒险出现了戏剧性的转折。我的麻烦可真是不小。我朝貌似售票处的地方走去，那儿挤满了游客。

幸运女神可能一直在（看着我）乐呢，不过她可没有抛弃我。

我还没走多远，那个出租车司机就突然出现在了我身边——他肯定是想到了我需要帮忙。他带我走向售票处，然后像天津站的那个女乘客一样推开其他乘客挤到了前面，（向售票员）解释了我的困境。售票员示意我们俩进去，这下子我坚决相信中国的整个铁路系统都收到了警报，准备接待一个干扰全国铁路运营时刻表的外国“大傻瓜”。

出租车司机似乎认识站上的人，他们中的一个人拿起我的票改了一下，我希望这能让我坐上一趟去天津的车。然后他们让我去站台，不过我马上就折回来了，把“救命恩人”的两只手都握了一遍，然后跟他道别。

没错，一辆火车开过来了。我被护送到一节我这辈子见过的最挤的车厢里。有人已经四仰八叉地占了我的座位，我只能接着走，再去找个座。走了五节车厢，我在一群看起来好像是农民工的人旁边找到了一个座位。

他们的哥们儿遍布整个车厢，所有人的眼睛都盯着我——车上唯一的老外，这可能是他们第一次近距离观察老外吧。他们非常好奇，我立刻成了他们的话题。他们中的一个小伙子用中文问了我些什么，可我跟他说，我只会说一点点汉语。

由于我的汉语发音挺“烂”的，而这个人也不会说英语，他变得越来越着急。不过我猜他至少想知道我是哪国人吧，于是就跟他说了“澳大利亚”，而他立刻向全车厢的人做了通报，大家都对他露出了赞许的微笑。

他仍然努力地想跟我交谈，我挠着头把脑袋里能找到的所有汉语词儿都翻了出来，却一点儿意思都表达不了。但是通过手势和对彼此想法的猜测，我们还是聊了起来。

一位老人坚持让我看看他正在看的报纸，那上面有一幅照片。我看不懂照片的说明，不过照片上是一群中国人和一些似乎是来自另一个亚洲国家的游客。他让我再看看，我表现出感兴趣的样子，他嘟囔了一句什么，然后大笑起来。

这时，他们都离开座位来围观我，想知道那个年轻人是不是又从我这儿得到了什么信息。我听他说了“中央电视台”，我刚才告诉他我在那儿上班。他继续焦躁不已地挥舞着双手，让他的同伴去找个能说英文的人来。




终于，另一个年轻人回来说，他找到了两个能说点儿英语的女孩儿。他带我们去了下一节车厢，她们的座位在那儿。我们坐了下来，没错，她们的英语说得不错。他们提出了各种问题让她俩问我，我一下子有了接受电视采访的感觉，把自己的生活在他们的耳根子底下摊了个底儿朝天。

“你多大年纪了？你的家人在哪儿？你在哪儿下车？”我跟他们说，我要去北京，可我的票只到天津。他们告诉我，这趟车是直达首都北京的。我心里的一块石头落了地，表示车到天津后我不下车，要接着坐到北京去。他们解释说，那样的话我得补票。

一位乘警走过来，我给他看了我的票，他却说我得回到我的座位所在的那节车厢去。我的一个新朋友带我穿过了挤满人的狭窄通道，花了10分钟走完了五节车厢。不过我们终于找到了那位补票的乘警，然后又沿着障碍重重的通道挤了回去。

我的新同伴们像欢迎久别重逢的朋友一样迎接我。听我讲完过去两天里的冒险故事以后，我们都哈哈大笑起来。不过，后来他们坚持要看着我打上车回家。我没有告诉他们我的年龄，但是他们中的一个人冲我喊的是“叔叔再见”。

坐车回宾馆的路上，我一直都在琢磨，我本来计划去简单地度个短假，为什么最后却经历了一场让有些老外想都不敢想的疯狂冒险呢？说真的，对很多人来说，这可能就像一场恶梦。不过，这完全看你怎么看待人生了，不是吗？

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 by hook or (by) crook：固定搭配，表示“用尽手段，想尽办法”





[2]

 breeze：<主美口>不费吹灰之力的事情





[3]

 overnight bag：（适于短途旅行用的）小提箱，小旅行包





[4]

 It was nice seeing you.：在分手时道别用的，因此时态是过去时。





[5]

 nut case：疯子，狂人





[6]

 nutty fruitcake：大傻瓜。nutty意为“古怪的，傻的”，fruitcake 表示“蠢人，怪人，疯子”，与前面出现过的nut case 同义。这两个词叠用强调程度，因此译作“大傻瓜”。





[7]

 obstacle course：超越障碍训练场。一个有障碍物的训练场，如渠沟和墙，在障碍赛跑中经过训练的人员或军队必须迅速通过它们。这里比喻车厢里挤满人的通道。





[8]

 mind you：固定搭配，表示“说真的”，在句中作插入语。






FOOD FANTASY








美食中国，吃嘛嘛香




A friend who has been reading my articles asked the other day: 'When are you going to tell them about your adventures in Chinese restaurants?' And in the same breath, he urged me to 'be honest about being a fussy eater.' It's true, but in my defence, we all have our likes and dislikes, especially when it comes to matters of a culinary nature.

I have been known to sneak into McDonald's near CCTV, but today my favourite snack is the Chinese omlette, jianbing, which I buy just around the corner at a mobile stall.

In Australia and New Zealand I loved going to Chinese restaurants, but it was more for special occasions than on a regular basis. My favourite dishes were vegetable spring rolls dipped in soy sauce, followed by beef with sweet and sour vegetables, and always a plate of fried rice.

When I came to Beijing for the first time a year ago, my taste buds were introduced to the full range of Chinese food, some meals not so palatable, most of them, among the best I had tasted.

Within a week of joining China Radio International (CRI), last year, I was bursting to break out in my lunch hour. Not the way you might think, but I wanted to find my first real Chinese restaurant. I had no idea of the 'trap' I had set for myself.

My eyes fell upon two attractive waitresses looking out to welcome customers. They beckoned me inside and started talking, but I could not understand a word. 'Can I see the menu?' I asked, presuming they would recognise my slow English diction. They looked at each other with puzzled smiles. My sense of adventure and the aroma of the food encouraged me to stay.

One of the women directed me to a table then handed me a menu, but nothing was written in English. Like uncooked beef, my Chinese was raw and I had no idea that 'niurou' was the word I needed. In my clearest tone, I pointed to a picture I recognised and said, 'beef'! The waitress repeated the word but in a questioning tone, and it became obvious she didn't understand.

Other staff tried to help including the owner, who pointed to the photo of a plump chicken, but I really wanted beef and replied emphatically, 'no chicken'. All seemed to find the word 'chicken' interesting and repeated it. Each time I responded, 'no chicken.' I have never been a fan of poultry since boyhood when my older brother committed, excuse the pun, a foul deed, and gave my ageing pet chook , 'Henny Penny' — the chop.

A young male customer walked across to offer assistance. But his English was quite limited, and when I explained I wanted beef, he did not understand either. By now my stomach was starting to rumble and I looked up and down the restaurant to see what others were eating.

One group had cucumbers and carrots so I pointed them out to the by now, perplexed waitress, who wrote something down on her notepad. At least I knew the Chinese word for rice, 'mifan', and that provided some relief to all concerned. I sat down and waited, assured that a meal of two vegetables and rice would satisfy by pangs of hunger.

A few minutes later, the cucumbers were delivered, followed by huge partly-cooked carrots in a bowl of boiling water. Then came the rice. And finally, guess what? Chicken! While it was precisely what I didn't want, the sight and smell of fried drumsticks coated in sesame seeds made my mouth water. They were delicious.

At this point, the customer who tried to help, sat down opposite. Through words spoken and written on paper serviettes, we struck up a conversation. He wanted to know why someone from CRI had not accompanied me to the restaurant so soon after my arrival in China. I assured him my adventurous spirit was solely to blame.

When I returned to the office, a director in the English department asked if I had met a man in a restaurant just a few minutes earlier. Was I being followed after all, I wondered?

It transpired my new friend had phoned CRI to express his concern I had been left alone in such a new (for me) environment. I assured everyone I did not need special treatment to spoil my curiosity and determination to find my feet — and food — on the streets of Beijing.

Before coming to China, my favourite meal was roast lamb bathed in gravy and mint sauce, accompanied by baked vegetables and mint-flavoured peas. It's the one meal I miss most. I know it might be possible to seek and find this traditional Australia-New Zealand dinner in Wanfujing Street or restaurants around the embassy area. That would be easy, but for me, the street where many tourists flock does not represent the real China, and I find other parts of Beijing more challenging.

After lamenting my lack of lamb to a Chinese work colleague at CRI, he announced: 'I am taking you back to that first restaurant you visited.' 'Whatever for?' I asked, suggesting staff would run for cover if they saw me, but he promised to do the ordering for a 'very special meal'.

The same girls were there, but seeing I was in local company, they just smiled and giggled. Memory of my previous visit was fresh, hopefully like the food my colleague would order, and while I had no idea what was coming, he said: 'Just wait.'

In less than 20 minutes, a big dish was delivered bearing a large piece of meat on the bone with a sweet pink crust over the top and sides. 'There you are,' said my proud host, as if he had cooked it himself: 'It's roast lamb.' Had I recognised this on the menu the first time I came, I may have rushed into the kitchen to order direct from the chef.

The meat was tender and tasty, especially the pink crust; another example of being able to find anything you want in China, even in this western suburb of Babaoshan.

Across Beijing I notice more restaurants printing their menus in English, but there have been times when the prose has actually put me off my food. Direct translation of an animal's stomach, intestines or feet, can play havoc with a faint-hearted foreigner's appetite.

Last winter I joined some foreign friends in a restaurant where every item on the menu had an English translation. It was a cold day so we looked through the list of soup. One of our party
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 let out a yell and asked, 'Have you seen this?' We scanned the page and there it was — Deer Penis Soup. Not today thanks.

If the menus can shock, the most amazing sights in Beijing's restaurants are not confined to those serving traditional Chinese fare. My first visit to a Pizza Hut was a real eye opener.

Unlike some fast food outlets where customers can keep going back to the salad bar, the system in Pizza Hut is different. You have one plate and one chance to select. I stood and watched open-mouthed as a man carefully piled his plate with a colourful array of fresh fruit and vegetables. As the pile grew, little tomatoes started falling off. With the skill of a professional juggler, he managed to catch the red balls and poke them into the sides. Smaller yellow balls of sweet corn ran out between added layers of pineapple, cucumbers and lettuce, but he caught and laid them all back on top.

I alerted my Chinese friends to come over and watch. The side salad had turned into a side show
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 , the cool customer determined to get his money's worth. I was sure staff would step in and tell him 'enough is enough', but they had obviously seen it all before.

Five minutes later, the salad skyskraper was complete, well almost. He had forgotten something. The balancing act stopped briefly as the victorious vegetarian rested his vitamin-filled vista
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 to add a variety of vivid dressings. As the cool customer lifted his now saturated salad, we wondered how he would ever make it back to his table without dropping the lot. Somehow he did.

My first attempts at balancing food also attracted an audience. In Chinese restaurants back home, I used a fork. Here I provided entertainment for Chinese friends who watched me try to hold chopsticks, pick up the food and move it towards my mouth without leaving a trail in the process.

Lunch time in the CRI food hall was laugh time as colleagues urged me on like a baby taking its first steps. 'You're getting better, but would you like a spoon?' Determined not to give in, I was emphatic: 'I can use them if you don't look at me.' One year later I manage better than those first attempts, but at CCTV I am always last to finish.

In Beijing restaurants, waiters really wait. I am amazed how patient they are when someone orders from the menu, standing several minutes without a frown, happy to answer questions. In western countries, anyone taking that long might be met with 'I'll come back when you are ready' or a facial expression of 'hurry up, I haven't got all day.'

On the other side of the coin
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 , the watching by dining room staff can be unnerving. They often stand close by and while occasionally looking in another direction, you know their eyes are back when you are looking down at your food. Only last week I was in a western-style restaurant when the waitress walked up and placed her hand on the plate to remove it before my fingers had released the knife and fork.

If trying to end a meal in secret is a challenge, try altering the traditional procedure of bringing everything to the table at once. A few months ago I walked into an outdoor restaurant for a leisurely breakfast, and ordered a cheese omlette, tea and toast. I asked the waitress and her junior assistant to bring the omlette first, then the tea and toast, preferring the toast freshly cooked rather than going cold while eating the eggs.

What do you think happened? The junior waitress emerged from the kitchen carrying a tray of tea and toast. As she walked towards my table, the senior girl called her back. She looked puzzled but the head waitress carrying the omlette said something and moved to the front. Their 'march' resumed and they delivered it all together. Well, you get what you ask for.

They must have thought I was nuts. No comment please.

一天，一个一直都在看我文章的朋友问我：“你什么时候才会跟大家讲讲你在中国餐馆里的冒险故事呢？”同时，他还敦促我实话实说，告诉大家我是个“挑剔的食客”。确实如此，不过我还是得为自己辩解几句，谁都有自己的喜好嘛，在美食这样的问题上就更是如此了。

大家都知道我常偷偷溜到央视附近的麦当劳去吃饭，可现在我最喜欢的小吃是煎饼，在拐角处的一个流动小摊上就能买到。

在澳大利亚和新西兰的时候，我很喜欢去中餐馆吃饭，不过平时我可不去，有特殊活动时才会去。我最喜欢的是素春卷蘸酱，然后再来个酸甜口味的蔬菜炒牛肉，每次我都还得吃盘炒饭才行。

一年前，我初到北京的时候，我的味蕾全面体验了中国食物的味道，其中有些吃起来不怎么样，可大多数都算得上我吃过的最好吃的东西。

去年，刚到中国国际广播电台才一个星期，中午时我就按捺不住要冲出去大吃一顿。不是像你想的那样去吃大餐，我是想自己去找一家真正的中国餐馆尝尝鲜，压根儿没料到这是给自己下了个套。

我的眼睛落在两位漂亮的服务员身上——她们正望着外面，准备迎接顾客。她们示意我进去，而且开始跟我说话，可我一句话都听不懂。“Can I see the menu?（我能看看菜单吗？）”我问，指望着她们能听懂我讲得很慢的英语。她们带着迷茫的微笑面面相觑。我的冒险精神和饭菜的香味鼓励我留了下来。

其中一个服务员让我坐在一张桌子旁边，然后递给我一份菜单，可是上面一个英文词儿都没有。我的汉语就像生牛肉一样生涩，我根本就不知道“牛肉”这个词儿就是我急需的。我认出了菜单上的一幅图片，指着它用最清晰的发音说：“beef（牛肉）！”服务员用疑问的语气重复了一遍这个单词，显然是没听懂。

店里的其他员工都来帮忙，老板也来了。他指了指一只肥鸡的照片，可我确实只想吃牛肉，于是就加重语气回答：“no chicken（不要鸡肉）。”大家似乎觉得“chicken（鸡肉）”这个词儿挺好玩儿的，都开始跟着念。（听他们说一次）我就得再说一遍：“no chicken（不要鸡肉）。”我小时候，我哥哥曾经干过一件恶心的事儿——把我那只宠物老公鸡“假母鸡彭妮”给剁了，从那以后我就不喜欢吃家禽的肉了。




一位年轻的顾客走过来帮忙，可他会说的英语相当有限。我跟他解释说我想点牛肉，他也听不懂。这时我的肚子开始咕咕叫，于是就四处张望，想看看店里其他的顾客都在吃什么。

有一桌人在吃黄瓜和胡萝卜，于是我向这会儿已经晕头转向的服务员示意我要点那个，她在小本上记了下来。还好我还知道“米饭”用汉语怎么说，这让所有紧张不已的人都略松了一口气。我坐下等着上菜，觉得两个蔬菜和米饭应该能缓解饥饿的袭击了。

过了几分钟，黄瓜就端上来了，接着是一大碗泡在热水里的半熟胡萝卜，然后米饭也上来了。最后，你猜上了什么？鸡肉！虽然这根本不是我想吃的，可看到沾满芝麻的炸鸡腿，闻到那香味以后，我还是垂涎三尺了。味道很不错呢！

这时，想帮忙的那位顾客坐在了我对面。通过嘴里蹦出来和写在餐巾纸上的单词儿，我们聊了起来。他想知道，既然我才到中国，为什么国际广播电台的人不陪我出来吃饭呢？我跟他说这都是因为我喜欢冒险闹的。

我回到办公室后，英语部的一位主管就问我，刚刚是不是在一家餐馆遇到了一个人。我想：“难道还有人跟踪我？”

后来才发现，是我刚认识的这位朋友给国际广播电台打了电话，说我被扔在这么一个（对我来说的）新环境里，他很担心。我向所有人打保票，说我不需要什么特殊待遇，免得破坏了我的好奇心和决心——我要在北京的街上自己探路，自己找吃的。

来中国以前，我最喜欢吃浇肉汁薄荷酱的烤小羊，还要配上烤蔬菜和薄荷味的青豆。这是我最怀念的一道菜。我知道，在王府井大街或者使馆区附近的餐馆里也许能找到这道澳大利亚和新西兰的传统美味，那样应该很容易。可在我看来，游客云集的地方都不能代表真正的中国，而且发现北京的其他一些地方更具有挑战性。

我跟国际广播电台的一位同事表达了吃不到羊肉的郁闷心情，他宣布：“我要带你去你第一次去的那家餐馆。”“去干吗？”我提示他，店里的人看到我肯定恨不得赶紧躲起来，可他许诺要给我点一顿“非常特别的饭”。

迎宾的还是那两个女孩儿，不过在看到我有中国人陪着以后，她们先是微笑，然后就吃吃地笑起来。看来她们对我上次的遭遇还记忆犹新，但愿我同事点的菜也能给我这种新鲜感。我对即将端上来的东西一无所知，我的同事说：“等着吧。”

不到20分钟，上来了一个大盘子，里面有一大块带骨头的肉，外面包着一层漂亮的粉红色脆皮。“就是这个，”我的东道主骄傲地说，就跟这道菜是他做的一样，“这是烤羊肉。”要是第一次来的时候能认出菜单上的这道菜的话，我可能会冲进厨房直接跟大师傅点这个的。

肉又嫩又香，那层脆皮尤其好吃。这又一次证明，在中国你想要什么都能找到，就算在北京西郊的八宝山也是一样。

我注意到，北京城里有英文菜单的餐馆增多了，可菜单上的描述却往往让我大倒胃口。把动物的胃、肠子或是脚丫子直接翻译出来，难免会让心灵脆弱的老外经历一次食欲“浩劫”。




去年冬天，我和几个外国朋友在一家餐馆聚餐。菜单上的每道菜都有英文翻译。那天挺冷的，所以我们都在看有什么汤。突然，有一个人大叫起来，问我们：“你们看到这个没有？”我们仔细看了一下那一页，上面写着“鹿鞭汤”。今天不要，谢谢。

这些菜单算是挺吓人的了，可吃这些传统的中国食物还不算北京餐馆里最惊人的一幕，最让我大开眼界的还得算我第一次去必胜客的见闻。

在一些快餐店里，顾客可以不断回沙拉吧那里去取沙拉。必胜客则不同，你只有一个盘子和一次选择机会。我目瞪口呆地站在那儿，看着一个人小心地用新鲜水果和蔬菜在盘子里堆砌色彩斑斓的“阵形”。那堆东西越搭越高，小西红柿开始往下滚，他则以专业杂技演员的手法接住那些红色的小球 ，把它们塞在旁边。层层叠叠的菠萝、黄瓜和生菜之间漏出了黄色的甜玉米粒，可他也全部接住了，又把它们堆回了顶上。

我让我的中国朋友们过来看，这道配菜沙拉已经成了一场即兴表演，而这位超酷的顾客也决意要让自己的钱花得值。我以为店员会来干涉，告诉他“适可而止”，可他们显然已经见怪不怪了。

5分钟以后，这座“沙拉摩天楼”终于完工了。哦，还差一点儿。他忘了点儿东西。平衡表演暂时停止，这位大获全胜的素食主义者放下手中那道满是维生素的风景，又加了各种鲜亮的调料。这位超酷的顾客捧起了已经饱和到极点的沙拉，此时我们都很想知道他怎么能一点儿不洒地回到自己的桌子那里，可是他居然做到了。







I watched open-mouthed as a man carefully piled his plate with a colourful array of fresh fruit and vegetables.







我目瞪口呆地看着一个人小心地用新鲜水果和蔬菜在盘子里堆砌色彩斑斓的“阵形”。



我开始尝试让食物保持平衡时也吸引了不少人围观。在家乡的中餐馆吃饭时，我是用叉子的。在这里，每次我试着拿筷子夹起食物送到嘴里，尽量不沥沥拉拉地拖尾巴时，在旁围观的那些中国朋友们都获得了不少乐趣。




在国际广播电台的食堂吃午饭的时间成了大家的“开心时刻”，同事们像鼓励小娃娃学步一样给我加油。“有进步，不过你是不是要把勺子？”我决意不放弃，于是坚定地说：“如果你们不看我，我就能用好筷子了。”一年以后，我已经比开始用得好多了，不过我总是央视最后一个吃完饭的人。

在北京的餐馆里，服务员很能等。别人点菜的时候，他们耐心得让我吃惊：站在那儿等好几分钟也不会皱眉头，而且乐意回答问题。在西方，要是点菜时间稍长一点，服务员就会说“等你准备好了我再来”，或是摆出一副“快点儿，我可不能一直等你”的表情。

可反过来说，被餐馆的服务员盯着也挺让人紧张的。他们常常凑在你身边，虽然偶尔会看看别处，可你知道自己低头吃饭的时候，他们的眼睛又回来盯着你了。就在上周，我在一家西餐馆吃饭，我的手还没放开刀叉，女服务员就走上来动手撤盘子了。

如果说想偷偷吃完一顿饭是个挑战的话，想要改变一次就把所有的菜都端上来的传统就更难了。几个月前，我走进一家露天餐厅，想悠闲地吃顿早饭。我点了一份奶酪煎蛋、茶和吐司，让服务员和她的助手先上煎蛋，然后再上茶和吐司，因为我想吃刚烤好的吐司，不想在吃煎蛋的时候让吐司冷掉。

你猜发生了什么？助理服务员从厨房里出来，托盘上放的是茶和吐司。她朝我的桌子走来，结果那个领班又把她叫了回去。她看起来一脸迷惑，但是那个领班端着煎蛋说了句什么，然后走到她的前面。她们重新开始“列队行进”，把所有东西一起端给了我。好啦，你要的东西来了。

他们肯定觉得我脑子缺根弦儿。咱们就不说了吧。

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 party：餐馆食客





[2]

 side salad,side show:side salad指“主菜以外附加的沙拉”，而side show表示“（马戏等演出中的）穿插表演”。这里作者利用了side一词的两层含义做了一个文字游戏。





[3]

 vista：长条形景色；远景





[4]

 the other side of the coin：（事情的）反面






DENTAL DRAMA








牙的悲喜




My adventures in Beijing have been hair-raising at times, especially on the bike as I explained in an earlier article. But the most scary experience so far was not on the roads, but in the chair of a dental clinic.

The dentist and I have never been a happy combination. The first time I visited one as a four-year-old boy in New Zealand, I let fly with my foot, landing it in the dental nurse's face. As she reeled backwards, still holding the drill, blood streamed from her nose. Years later my mother recalled the nurse's words: 'Please take your son home. I never want to see him again.'

Unsure of dental standards in China and not especially anxious to find out, I made an appointment with my family dentist just before leaving Melbourne for Beijing last year. I wanted, to be sure my teeth were still in good working order, and hopefully would not require attention until my return six months later. It was painless. After a thorough examination, he polished my 'ivories' so bright, they sparkled with the 'Colgate's ring of confidence
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 '.

My fears of visiting a dentist here were reinforced when a foreign expert at China Radio International (CRI) related his first experience. While I thought he may have been exaggerating, the detailed account of his painful procedure had my teeth 'on edge
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 ', and I asked him not to tell me any more.

About two weeks later while munching my breakfast cornflakes, I crunched on what felt like a hard piece of cereal. Closer examination offered something much less palatable. The white front enamel of a lower tooth had broken clean away, revealing a skeletal foundation from years of dental drama.

'I don't believe it,' I kept repeating, pulling down my lower lip to get a clearer view of the grey stump. I knew CRI could organise a dentist, but impatiently, I literally took matters into my own hands, picking up the broken part of the tooth. With a tube of 'super glue' maybe I could simply stick it back, I thought. Just kidding.

I remembered seeing a dental clinic near the Friendship Hotel, and decided to go there, no matter what my colleague had told me. With only a 'ni hao' (hello) and 'xie xie' (thanks) in my Chinese vocabulary, I was hopeful someone there would speak English.

The receptionist gave me a welcoming smile and called a uniformed assistant. Neither spoke any English. After showing my tattered tooth, the assistant directed me to a booth and motioned me to the patient's chair. It was comfortable enough, but I could not relax, wondering if I had done the right thing coming to a clinic not necessarily approved by my employer.

The assistant looked into my mouth, then a man also in white uniform came over, and the two exchanged some words. By now I was getting more anxious, wondering when a dentist would appear.

A few minutes later, one did, introducing herself as Dr. Wang. While her limited English vocabulary was hard to understand, she seemed friendly. All I could do was hope she would know by simply looking at my broken tooth.

But instead of getting straight down to work, the doctor embarked on a detailed examination of all my teeth. Staff gathered around to watch as she took them on a guided tour from top to bottom.

'Very bad' she kept repeating, her instruments running over fillings and other repairs. I interrupted her commentary, and pointed once again to the broken tooth, but she seemed more interested in all the other work that had been done over many years. At this stage I was getting really tense, worried she was about to start a total reconstruction project I did not need nor could afford.

Again I pointed to the only tooth I wanted fixed, but she was in no hurry. Negative questions ran through my head. Is she qualified? Does she understand what needs to be done? I considered excusing myself and simply leaving, but at the moment of thoughts turning into action, the doctor moved her metal probes around the 'target area'.

After applying some wads of cotton, she reached for the drill without asking if I wanted an injection. I have always needed one to numb my highly sensitive teeth, and braced myself, grabbing the padded arms of the chair. The whirring needle moved menacingly closer and when it made contact with the tingling
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 nerves, I nearly hit the ceiling. There was no need for translation.

My anxiety levels rose even further as she picked up a syringe, aiming at the gum directly below my broken tooth. I tensed even more, but now I was trapped in a foreign (to me) dental clinic with a long needle about to penetrate my skin. Beads of sweat pumped by adrenalin
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 started running down my forehead, and for a few seconds my life flashed before me. This was the moment of fight or flight, and I could do neither. The CRI storyteller sprang to mind.

Dr. Wang's injection seemed never ending as she released the contents slowly then gently removed the needle. I slumped deeper into the chair, prepared to succumb to whatever lay ahead. The time for fight or flight had indeed passed.

While the anaesthetic took effect, her gloved finger tapped the tooth needing repair, then another nearby which had been restored in Australia a few months earlier. 'The same white enamel,' I spluttered, thinking she would understand.

At this point the doctor called her assistant over. But her request, it turned out, was not to prepare the filling. The woman left the booth and returned with — wait for it
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 — a dictionary. Dr. Wang kept repeating the words, 'white' and 'enamel' but could not find them. As she put the tiny book down, I just hoped the enamel coating would not be a stand-out shade of grey.

My mouth now numb, I offered no resistance to the constant vibration of the drill, like a jackhammer
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 digging on a building site. A quarter of an hour later the drilling stopped, and the filling started. But more than an hour passed before I would see the finished result.

When a mirror was handed to me, I held it tentatively to my mouth, fearing what I would see. A botched job? A grey enamel front? If the tooth fairy
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 was real, I hoped she would grant my wish in exchange for good behaviour. At least I had not lashed out with my foot.

At first I could not find the tooth. It had been restored not with grey enamel, but a natural white the same as those on either side of it — a perfect match. Despite the lack of feeling in my mouth, I gave a wide smile of approval to Dr. Wang and her beaming staff.

In the west, we often joke about the part that hurts most when going to the dentist — paying the bill. My first visit to a Chinese dentist had a different ending. It cost only ￥280, well below what I would have paid in Australia, although the time taken was twice as long.

After thanking Dr. Wang for her skill and patience, I promised to recommend her to my CRI colleague who had 'spun the yarn
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 ' about his bad experience. He not only made an appointment the next day, but signed up for treatment more extensive than mine. He told me later 'it was worth every penny'.

When I returned to Australia last Christmas, I made an appointment with my family dentist to get his reaction to this example of Chinese dental work. Looking closely, he declared: 'She did a darn
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 good job.' When I told him how much it cost, his own mouth opened wide in amazement.

Australian dentists are said to be the country's highest earners. If Dr. Wang reads this, perhaps she will call me back for a check-up. Maybe I should call first, just in case her fees go up.

我在北京的经历有时候确实让人汗毛直竖，尤其是我在前面有篇文章中提到的骑车历险记。不过，迄今为止最让我心惊肉跳的经历不是发生在马路上，而是在一家牙科诊所的椅子上。

我一直都和牙医挺不对付的。我第一次去看牙医是在新西兰，那时我4岁。当时我猛地飞起一脚，踢中了牙科护士的脸。她摇摇晃晃地向后退去，手里还握着钻头，血从她的鼻子里喷涌而出。多年以后，我妈妈都还记得那位护士说的话：“请带你儿子回家吧。我可再也不想看见他了。”




我对中国的牙科治疗水准不是很了解，而且也不怎么急着去了解那些。于是乎，去年我就赶在离开墨尔本来北京之前跟我的家庭牙医做了预约，想确保我的牙还能正常运转，在我回来之前的这半年内都不需要治疗。检查一点儿也不疼。医生仔细查看过以后，把我那些“象牙”打理得又光又亮，就像“高露洁的自信光环”一样闪闪发光。

当中国国际广播电台的一位外国专家讲起他在中国第一次看牙的经历时，我的牙医恐惧症加深了。虽然我觉得他可能有点儿夸大其词，可他对自己痛苦经历那绘声绘色的描述还是让我的牙感到颇为紧张，我只能求他别再说了。

大约两个星期以后，我正在大嚼早餐脆玉米片，却突然咬到了一个好像是硬玉米粒儿的东西。仔细检查后，发现那可不是什么吃的。原来是下面一颗牙外面的白色釉质给崩掉了，露出了经历多年看牙悲喜剧的骨状牙根。

“真是不敢相信啊，”我不断地重复着这句话，同时还把自己的下嘴唇拉开，以便更仔细地观察那颗灰不溜秋的残牙。我知道国际广播电台可以给我安排看牙医，可我根本就等不及了，于是就决定自己动手。我拿起掉下来的那部分牙，心想也许用点儿“万能胶”就能把它粘回去吧。呵呵，开个玩笑啦。




我记得在友谊宾馆附近看到过一个牙科诊所，于是便把我那位同事跟我讲的事情置诸脑后，决定到那儿去看看。我可只会用汉语说“你好”和“谢谢”啊，但愿那儿有人会说英语吧。

前台的接待员冲我友好地微笑了一下，然后叫来了一名穿着制服的助理人员。他们都不会说英文。我给那位助理看了看我那颗受损的牙，她便带我走进一个隔间，让我坐在看牙的椅子上。椅子倒是挺舒服的，可我根本就放松不下来，因为我不知道跑到工作单位不一定认可的诊所来看牙对不对。

那位助理人员检查了一下我的牙，然后一位穿着白大褂的男士走了过来，他们聊了几句。这会儿我可更紧张了，不知道牙医到底什么时候才能来。

几分钟后，终于来了一个，自我介绍说她是王大夫。虽然她的英语单词量有限，说的话也不太好懂，但她看起来还是挺友好的。我只能暗自祈祷，希望她看了我那颗烂牙就能明白到底出了什么问题。

可她没有直接动手干活儿，而是开始给我全部的牙进行一次彻底“体检”。工作人员全都围了过来，看着她从内到外地给他们“导游”。

“真是太糟了，”她不断地重复着这句话，手里的器械在我补过的牙和其他做过修补的地方指指点点。我打断了她的解说，又指了指那颗坏牙，可她似乎对我的牙医这些年来所做的那些工作更感兴趣。这会儿我可真是紧张起来了，担心她打算来一次全面“大改造”，我可既不需要这个也花不起那个钱啊。

我又指了指我想补的那颗牙，可她还是一点儿也不着急。我脑海里闪过一个个消极的念头：她是个合格的医生吗？她知道该做什么吗？我准备找个借口一走了之，但是就在这些想法即将转化成行动的那一刻，王大夫把她的金属探针伸到了“目标地带”。

她用几团棉花擦了擦伤处，然后就伸手去拉牙钻——根本就不问我是不是要打麻药！我可一直都需要打一针麻醉药来麻痹我那高度敏感的牙啊。而且为了给自己鼓劲儿，我都是要抓住厚实的椅子扶手的。钻头带着一股阴森的气息“吱吱”转着向我逼来。它刚碰到我那痛苦不堪的神经，我就疼得险些撞到屋顶上去了。这不需要翻译（她也应该明白）了吧。

她拿起了注射器，直接瞄准了我那颗烂牙的牙床，此时我更是害怕得无以复加。我越发紧张了，可我现在被困在一家（对我而言的）外国牙科诊所里，一根长长的针头就要穿透我的皮肤了。肾上腺素泵出的汗珠从我的额头滚下来，有那么几秒钟，过去的生活一幕幕闪现在我眼前。在这决定斗争还是逃走的关键时刻，我却什么也做不了。国际广播电台给我讲看牙故事的那个同事一下子钻进了我的脑海。







I have always needed one to numb my highly sensitive teeth, and braced myself, grabbing the padded arms of the chair. The whirring needle moved menacingly closer...


 
我可一直都需要打一针麻醉药来麻痹我那高度敏感的牙啊。而且为了给自己鼓劲儿，我都是要抓住厚实的椅子扶手的。钻头带着一股阴森的气息“吱吱”转着向我逼来。



王大夫慢慢地把针管里的药推出来，然后轻柔地拔出了针头，动作慢得不得了。我更使劲儿地缩进了椅子里，准备不管接着发生什么都屈服接受。决定斗争还是逃走的关键时刻确实已经过去了。

麻药开始起作用了，她用戴着手套的指头敲了敲要补的那颗牙，然后又敲了敲旁边的一颗——那可是几个月前我刚在澳大利亚补过的。“给我上同样的白釉，”我语无伦次地嘟囔了一句，觉得她应该能听明白。

就在这时，王大夫叫来了她的助理。可接下来我才发现，她并不是要助理准备进行补牙。那位女士离开了隔间，回来的时候拿着——等等——一本词典！王大夫不停重复着“white（白）”和“enamel（釉）”这两个词儿，却怎么也查不着。她把那本小词典放下时，我只希望她不会给我（牙外面）上一层与众不同的灰釉。

我的嘴已经麻了，对钻头持续不断的震荡没有任何抵抗能力，虽然那钻头就像在工地上挖掘的钻机一样。一刻钟以后，钻洞停止，补牙开始。不过，过了一个多小时我才终于看到了完工的效果。

他们递给我一面镜子，我忐忑不安地把它举到嘴边，不知道自己会看到些什么。会不会做得很拙劣？牙面上会不会是灰不溜秋的釉质啊？如果真的有牙仙女存在，我希望她会让我得偿所愿——我表现得这么乖，至少没有撒丫子跑掉啊。

一开始，我都没有找到那颗牙，那上面不是灰色的釉，而是自然的白釉，和两边的牙一模一样——搭配得非常完美。虽然嘴巴还没有感觉，我还是咧开嘴朝着王大夫和那些满脸笑容的工作人员赞许地笑了起来。




在西方，我们常常开玩笑说，看牙医最疼的时候就是付账的那一刻了。可我第一次探访中国牙医的结果却大有不同——才花了280块钱，比在澳大利亚便宜多了。不过，在这儿花的时间可是澳大利亚的两倍。

我对王大夫的精湛技艺和耐心表示了感谢，还答应把她推荐给我在国际广播电台的同事——就是给我讲“看牙惊魂记”的那位。他第二天就做了预约，还订下了更为全面的修复服务。他后来跟我说他“每一分钱都花得很值”。

去年圣诞节，我回到了澳大利亚，于是又跟我的家庭牙医做了预约，想看看他对中国牙医的杰作有什么反应。他仔细地看了以后说：“她活儿干的可真不赖啊！”当我告诉他我花了多少钱时，轮到他惊得连嘴都合不上了。

据说牙医是澳大利亚收入最高的人群。如果王大夫看到我这篇文章，没准儿会让我回去再检查一下。要不还是我先给她打个电话吧，免得她涨价。

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 Colgate's ring of confidence：高露洁公司的宣传口号之一。ring of confidence 指的是牙齿洁白的人充满自信地张开嘴时，一圈牙齿闪闪发亮，像光环一样。





[2]

 on edge：紧张不安





[3]

 tingling：刺痛的





[4]

 adrenalin：肾上腺素。肾上腺是人体重要的内分泌腺之一，所产生的肾上腺素有加快心跳、收缩血管、升高血压的作用。





[5]

 wait for it：<英口> [用以预言令人惊奇的事情发生] 等着（听）吧！





[6]

 jackhammer：<美>手持式风钻





[7]

 tooth fairy：牙仙女。根据西方的传说，孩子们把掉落的乳牙放在枕头下，当天晚上牙仙女就会把牙收走，同时留给孩子一点钱或一个小礼物。欧美的很多孩子都相信她的存在，其实这些事情都是孩子的父母做的。





[8]

 spin a yarn：讲故事





[9]

 darn：＝damn <俚>极其，非常






BEATEN BY FRAUDSTERS








惨遭骗手




I have thought long and hard about telling you what happened to me on the night of the recent Asian Cup final between China and Japan. That event led to my latest adventure, or to be more accurate — misadventure. It was my own fault — well partly. Now I have your attention, you must wait until the end to find out what happened. No cheating now.

Every country has its share of pranksters
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 . They find unwary foreigners easy targets, even when on their guard.

The only time I have been a victim was not in China, but two years ago in Barcelona, Spain. On my first day there, I forgot the warnings I had read of pick-pockets lurking around the city subway. Standing in a crowded carriage near the doors, the outline of my thick wallet inside a trouser pocket was clearly visible.

As the doors of the carriage were about to close, a man dressed in business suit walked on, slipped his hand into my pocket and removed the wallet. In an automatic reaction, I turned around and jumped on him, both of us landing in the still-open doorway. My son rushed over yelling, 'Dad I have picked up your wallet.' The thief had dropped it in the scuffle, and he simply backed off onto the platform, gesturing innocence with his open palms.

I must admit the Barcelona incident springs to mind when I am standing in a crowded subway carriage or bus in Beijing. A journalist at the Jinling Evening News
 in Nanjing who has been following these articles, wrote to me the other day saying he was surprised I use crowded public transport. He added: 'Even as a normal Chinese, I don't like to enter a packed public bus.' I am not so naive to think what happened in Barcelona could not happen in Beijing, but there has never been an attempt to rob me, nor have I seen it happen to anyone else.

But in China, other types of crime or deception occur, and in many cases the victim is not always totally innocent. Take DVDs for example. A pirated version of a new movie may produce a picture so fuzzy, it is hardly worth watching. So why buy it in the first place, knowing for a few kwai more, the authorised version will have better quality sound and vision?

I did not believe stories that some DVDs on the street were of movies videoed from the seat of a cinema. When I bought a disc of the Tom Hanks movie, The Ladykillers
 , a few weeks ago, I found it was true. Rather than take it back to the sidewalk seller, I decided to keep it as a souvenir.

Apart from DVDs where copyright is an issue, finding a fake or, to be polite — reproduction — appeals to tourists and locals alike. I have friends who delight in collecting all kinds of items from clothes to antiques, accepting that they are not the genuine article, but are certainly value for money. At the same time, it is a risk isn't it?

Last year I attended my first orchestral performance at the National Library Concert Hall. When I walked towards the ticket box, a man confronted me waving tickets which were going cheap. It was my first such experience. I could see a patron trying to buy his from the booth, but it seemed all the good seats had gone, so I did some drawn-out bargaining with the man who approached me, and struck a deal, well below the ticket's face value. I wondered if I would get in, but there were no problems and I was, in fact, shown a seat two rows in front of where the ticket stated.

When I told a Chinese work colleague about my good fortune, he said: 'You shouldn't do that because it only encourages these people.' He quickly added with a wink: 'But I do it sometimes.'

A few months later, I saw an advertisement for the debut Chinese concert of a Cuban pianist at the same venue, and thought I might go that evening. Still new to Beijing and anxious to explore, I spent the daytime hours around the bustling shops of Xidan, which I think foreigners who have not been there, would find more fascinating than Wanfujing Street.

At this stage you are probably wondering how any of this can be connected to the Asian Cup final. It is all part of the twists in the tapestry
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 , and no, I have not lost the thread.

If I was to make the concert, I needed to get moving. But there was time for an early dinner, and on the top floor of one of Xidan's many shopping complexes, I found a vast eating area with food cooked in styles from all over Asia.

Unlike Wanfujing Street, none of the shop assistants I approached could speak English, which made it more of a challenge — and fun — so I was surprised to hear someone call out in my native tongue.

My first reaction was, here is another one of those Chinese students coaxing foreigners to an art gallery on the pretext of seeing their school exhibition — a common practice in Wanfujing Street.

When I suggested this to the young man, he replied in his broken English: 'No, I just think it is unusual to see foreigners in Xidan, and I wondered if you need help.' His sentences were punctuated with an infectious laugh, and he seemed like the Chinese version of a 'dinkie die Aussie
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 ' — a real character.

He told me he was at university and wanted to know what I was doing in China. After a few minutes of polite conversation, he repeated his offer to help, but I explained I was on my way to a concert. 'A concert,' he exclaimed. 'I have never been to one. Can I come?'

'You have never been to a concert?' I responded, raising my eyebrows in disbelief. 'I have been to some outdoor performances at my university, but never inside a real concert theatre,' he said, adding more emphatically: 'Please can I come? I will help you get a good ticket.' With music on my mind, his last words struck a chord, remembering my first difficult attempt to bargain. Maybe he could do it for me instead.

'OK,' I said. 'You can bargain for the tickets.' When we arrived at the National Library Concert Hall, the same man I saw the first time was there again, waving tickets. I waited while my self-invited guest walked up and struck a deal, which was well below the face value.

Once again the ticket was genuine. We had a perfect view of the keyboard
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 and it was clear the young man had never been inside a major concert venue. He kept looking around, absorbing the sights and atmosphere, talking to people next to him, even during the performance. He wanted to know how much they had paid for their tickets and proudly explained his had cost only half as much.

After the concert, I saw him to his bus and watched him leave; he, still laughing out loud, and me laughing to myself about yet another crazy experience. Oh yes, back to that football match.

You may have gathered that many of my adventures result from decisions made on the spur of the moment. On the day of China's grand final clash against Japan, I decided to head to the Beijing Workers Stadium and see if I could get a ticket, knowing the game was a sell-out.

Some of my Chinese friends had warned me against buying one off the street because the tickets could be fake. But I had been lucky twice at the theatre, so maybe I would be again. I caught the subway to Dongsishitiao, and just before climbing the exit stairs, two men approached.

They were in fact selling tickets to the big game, and with a face value of ￥400, the seats were in a good position. I indicated some interest and they produced what looked like laser lights to shine on the football symbols to show the tickets were 'genuine'.

The bargaining began and after dropping below ￥300, they were still keen to sell. I decided to take the risk. After all, if I got in and China won, it would be a wonderful moment to share and an amazing spectacle as the crowd went wild.

With two hours to fill, I walked along the footpath where excitement was already in the air, especially among the souvenir sellers, whistles blowing in one hand, scarves and stickers waving in the other. The noise was so deafening, I thought this could be a more colourful performance than the game itself, and called my family in Australia to listen through the mobile phone.

Many of the stallholders were obviously there illegally. As they caught sight of police strolling along the footpath, their wares were quickly bundled up and hidden from view, to reopen when the coast was clear
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 .

I noticed scores of people lined up at the official ticket box, hoping to get in. No waiting for me. It was time to go. I produced my ticket. An official looked then let me through the main gate. I was in, well almost.

The doors into the stadium itself were about open and I headed for Gate 8. This time it was not a matter of simply showing the ticket, but handing it over. As my turn approached, I took a deep breath. The attendant started tearing along a printed line, not the perforated one which I had expected. He tried to tear it downwards but it ripped unevenly. He held it up to the light. Something was wrong.

He started talking to me in Chinese, and when I explained I could not understand, a uniformed official came over and gave me the (bad) news: 'This ticket is not real,' he said. I had been sold a fake. As those behind me moved ahead, I stepped back towards the exit, smiling to myself more amused than angered.

Mulling things over on the way to my apartment, I decided to put it down to experience
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 . Not all was lost. The match build-up had been worth seeing anyway, and watching the game on television, provided a close, unobstructed view.

I picked up my fake ticket again. It looked real in every detail and I thought how skilled the makers were to reproduce it. They may have got their money, but they had not been able to penetrate the system. I have kept the 'evidence' as another souvenir, along with that DVD of The Lady Killers
 .

我犹豫了很久才决定给你们讲这个故事，事情发生在最近亚洲杯中日决赛的那天晚上。这场比赛导致了最新的一次冒险，精确点儿说，是最新的一次灾难。这都是我的错——呃，我担部分责任吧。现在好好听我讲吧，不过想知道结局的话，你得坚持听到最后，可不能作弊（先跑去看结局）哦。

每个国家都有骗子捣乱。他们发现对毫无防备的老外比较容易下手，即使后者有防备也不例外。

我以前唯一一次受骗不是在中国，而是两年前在西班牙的巴塞罗那。刚到那儿的第一天，我就把曾经看过的警告——地铁附近有扒手出没——抛诸脑后。我站在一节拥挤的车厢门边，裤袋里鼓鼓的钱包清晰可辨。

就在车门将要关闭时，一个穿着西装的男人走了上来，把手插到我的口袋里夹走了钱包。出于下意识的反应，我转身扑向他，我们俩滚倒在还开着的车门旁边。我儿子跑过来大喊：“爸爸，我拣到了你的钱包。”原来那个贼在跟我扭打时把钱包扔了，此时便回到站台上，摊开空空的两手表示自己是清白的。




我必须承认，当我站在北京拥挤的地铁车厢里或是公共汽车上时，巴塞罗那的那件事总是会跃上心头。南京《金陵晚报》的一个记者一直都在看我的这些文章。一天，他写信来说，他觉得很吃惊，因为我居然搭乘拥挤的公交工具。他还说：“就连我这个普通的中国人都不喜欢坐满当当的公共汽车。”我没天真到会以为巴塞罗那的经历不会在北京重演的地步，可是我从来也没有遇到过有人想打劫我，也没看到有谁被抢过。

不过，在中国会见到其他一些犯罪行为或是骗局，而且在很多情况下，受害人也并非完全无辜。拿DVD来举个例子吧，一部新片的盗版盘可能图像严重失真，根本不值得一看。那么一开始为什么要去买呢？你明明知道多花几块钱就能买到正版盘，声音和图像质量都要好得多啊。

我原来不相信街上卖的那些DVD是在电影院里偷拍的。几个星期前，我买了一张汤姆·汉克斯主演的电影《师奶杀手》的光碟后，发现事实的确如此。我没有拿着盘回去找那个街边卖盘的，而是决定把它留作纪念。




除了DVD这样有版权问题的产品外，找到假货，或者礼貌点儿说，复制品，对于游客和本地人来说同样具有吸引力。我有些朋友热衷于收藏从衣服到古董的各种东西，并不在乎东西是不是真品，只要值个买价就行。可这同时也是有风险的，不是吗？

去年，我第一次去国家图书馆的音乐厅听音乐会。我走向售票处时，一个人拦住我，拿着一把便宜票在我面前晃。我还是第一次遇到这种情况呢。这时我看到一位购票者想从售票处买张票，可所有的好位子都没了。于是，我跟面前那个票贩子进行了一场漫长的讨价还价，最终达成了交易，价钱比面值可低了不少呢。我一开始还担心自己是不是能拿着这张票进去，后来却发现一切顺利。实际上，领座员让我坐的位子比票上写的座席还靠前了两排。




我跟一个中国同事谈及我的好运气时，他说：“你不应该那么做的，因为这只会助长那些人的不良行为。”很快他又冲我挤了挤眼，补了一句：“不过我有时候也那么做。”

过了几个月，我看到一则广告，上面说一位古巴钢琴家在中国的首次演出也将在国图音乐厅举行。我琢磨着，到时候不妨去听听。那时我对北京还不熟悉，急于四处逛逛，于是我那天一整天都在西单那些熙熙攘攘的商店里逛荡。照我看，没有去过那儿的老外一定会觉得那里比王府井有意思得多。

现在你是不是开始奇怪了：这些和亚洲杯决赛有什么关系呢？这是谜局中的一部分啦。没有，我没跑题。

要想赶上音乐会的话，我就得赶紧走了。不过我还有时间赶早吃个晚饭。在西单一家购物中心的顶楼，我发现了一个吃饭的地方，非常大，而且有亚洲各地风味的食物。

和王府井不同，我在这里接触过的所有服务员都不会说英语。这就使我今天的游逛充满了挑战，当然也挺有意思的。 这么着，当我听到有人用我的母语冲我喊话时不由吃了一惊。

我第一感觉是，这儿也有王府井那里常见的骗局：一些中国学生骗老外说带他们去看自己学校的艺术展，到头来却把他们领到画廊里去买画。肯定是一个这样的学生在叫我。

我问那个年轻人是不是这样，他用蹩脚的英语回答说：“不是的，我只是觉得西单这里外国人挺少见的，不知道你需不需要我帮忙。”他说话时还不时发出具有感染力的笑声，就像一个中国版的“正宗澳大利亚人”，蛮有特点的。

他说自己在上大学，又问我在中国干什么。我们客客气气地聊了一会儿后，他又一次问我是否需要帮忙。我说我要去听音乐会。“音乐会，”他大声说，“我还从来没听过音乐会呢。我能跟你去吗？”

“你从来没听过音乐会？”我问道，满腹疑惑地抬了抬眉毛。他说：“我在学校里看过一些露天的表演，可从来没进过正儿八经的音乐厅。”然后他又更加迫切地追问：“能让我一起去吗？我可以帮你买到价钱合适的票。”当时我脑袋里想的都是音乐，他最后这句话让我不由心弦一动，想起了上次讨价还价的艰苦历程。也许他可以替我去买票啊。

“好吧，”我说，“买票的时候你来砍价。”我们来到国图，上次我见到的那个人又在这儿，手里挥着一把票。我等在一边，我那不请自来的客人上前谈好了价钱，还是比实际票价低了不少。

这次票还是真的。我们能够清清楚楚地看到钢琴。显然，这个年轻人确实没有来过大的音乐厅。他一直东张西望，欣赏这里的景物和气氛，还跟坐在他旁边的人说话（在演奏期间也没停）。他想知道人家花了多少钱买票，还骄傲地说自己买票可只花了一半的价钱。

音乐会结束了，我送他上了公共汽车，目送他离去。他依然大声地笑着，我也为自己又经历了一次奇异的冒险而暗笑。哦，对了，回来说那场足球比赛吧。

你可能已经看出来了，我的许多冒险都源于一时心血来潮作出的决定。就在中日大对决的那天，我决定去北京工人体育场，看看能不能搞张票，因为我知道票已经销售一空了。

一些中国朋友警告过我，别买路边兜售的票，因为那些票很可能是假的。可我去听音乐会都走了两次好运了，也许这次还能碰巧呢。我坐上地铁去了东四十条，正沿着楼梯出站的时候，两个人凑了上来。

他们其实是卖大赛球票的，票价400块，座位都不错。我表示有些兴趣，他们便拿出类似激光灯的东西在票上的足球标志上照了照，意思是这是“真票”。

讨价还价的过程就此开始。在我把票价砍到不到300块的时候，他们居然还急着卖。于是我决定冒一次险。不管怎么说，如果我进去了，而中国也赢了，那种亲临其境的感觉肯定挺棒的，群情激昂的场面也一定壮观无比。

还有两个小时呢，我便在人行道上溜达。兴奋的情绪已经在空气中流动起来，在那些卖纪念品的小贩身上体现得尤其充分，他们一只手拿着哨子吹，另一只手挥舞着头巾和贴纸。四处的声音震耳欲聋，我觉得这比决赛本身还要精彩，于是打手机给我在澳大利亚的家人，让他们通过电话聆听这一切。

很多小贩在那里摆摊显然是不合法的。一看到有警察在沿着人行道巡逻，他们就立刻收起东西，消失得无影无踪，等危险过去以后再出来接着摆摊。

我注意到有很多人在售票处那里排队，希望能够进场。我可就不用等了。到时间了，我拿出了票。一位管理人员看了看票，让我进了大门。我进来了！呃，还差一点儿。

进体育场的门就要开了，我朝8号门走去。这次可就不只是出示一下票那么简单了，得把票给人家。快轮到我的时候，我深吸了一口气。检票的人开始沿着一条印出来的线——而不是我预想中的那条打了小洞的虚线——撕票。他朝下撕去，可票的撕裂处很不均匀。接着他举起票对着光看了看。要出事儿了。

他开始用汉语跟我说话，我跟他说我听不懂。这时，一个穿制服的管理人员走了过来，告诉了我一个（坏）消息。“这票是假的。”他说。我买了一张假票。我身后的人朝前挤来，我则转身朝出口走去，没有怒火冲天，反而给逗得笑了起来。

在回住处的路上，我一直在想这件事儿，觉得这还是因为经验不足造成的。还好我没有“赔了夫人又折兵”，不管怎么说，赛前的盛况还是挺值得看的，而且在电视上看转播还能看得更清楚，不会被人挡住。

我又拿起了那张假票。不管怎么看，它都跟真的一样。我不禁想，这些造假的人技术得多高明才能造出这样的票来啊。他们虽然赚到了钱，可还是没能突破检票系统。我把这件“证物” 和《师奶杀手》的DVD一样也留作了纪念。







'This ticket is not real,he said.







“这票是假的。”他说。



未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 prankster：爱开玩笑的人，爱搞恶作剧的人





[2]

 twists in the tapestry:twist指的是纺织物中的经线，tapestry指的是（手织的）花毯，挂毯。这里用来比喻一个大谜团中那些曲折复杂的细节。





[3]

 dinkie die Aussie：同韵俚语。dinkie die的意思是“真实的，真正的”，Aussie指“澳大利亚人”。另一种类似的表达是fair dinkum。





[4]

 keyboard：本意为“键盘”，此处代指钢琴。





[5]

 the coast is clear：<非正式>危险已过





[6]

 put sth. down to：把……归因于






HAIRY ENCOUNTERS OVER THE COUNTER








险象环生进银行




There are few places in Beijing I am scared to enter. But one makes me tense the moment I set foot in the door. It is the bank. Most of the few times I go there, I run into trouble. While working at China Radio International (CRI) last year, visits were kept to an absolute minimum. With my salary electronically deposited, I needed only to withdraw from an automated teller machine (ATM).

The ATM is fine for taking out RMB, but on one occasion I wanted some US dollars. When I told a CRI colleague from New Zealand, he offered to come along and help fill out the form — a procedure he emphasised 'is easy'.

The branch was near the Friendship Hotel, and as we walked in, my workmate assured me, 'there's nothing to worry about.' But after writing out the details, he looked at his watch and said: 'I need to leave for an appointment. I have done everything. Just hand over the form, and she'll give you the money.'

I was not happy to see him go, but if it was easy as he claimed, surely I could complete the transaction on my own. When my turn came, I walked nervously to the teller. She motioned me to push the form, along with my card and bank book under the wire grill. I waited.

With an expressionless look on her face, the teller pointed to the keypad, on which I entered my six-digit pin numbers — the same ones which had always worked at an ATM. She looked at her screen then directed me to enter them again. Something was out of order, but from my point of view, definitely not the numbers. A third attempt was no better yet I could not understand why.

To make matters worse, this teller was not telling me anything. We had reached an impasse, linguistically and financially.

Angry that my colleague had gone at this critical moment, I looked around for help. The customer behind me had been watching, and while her English was limited to a few words, she explained: 'Numbers not right.' I tapped them in again, but still the teller would not let me have the money.

Suddenly I remembered advice from a website for overseas tourists visiting China. It said if foreign cards do not work in an ATM — try adding two zeros at the beginning or end of the pin numbers, especially if the cards have only four digits. My card was Chinese with six numbers, but I was desperate.

As frustration showed across my face, the teller remained calm, not a smile or frown changing the look of hers. She watched the screen as I repeated the same six numbers, but this time I carefully added two zeros. Bingo! I had struck the jackpot and my 'prize' of US dollars was handed over in the same cool manner she had maintained during the drawn out, tense transaction.

I walked out, wondering why a major bank in an area close to the Friendship Hotel where many foreigners live, does not provide the services of an English speaker to help people like me. This branch has since closed, but when I visited a new one close by, I would again ask myself the same question.

I went there to deposit my monthly salary because my present employer pays me cash, partly in US dollars. On the way I ran into a foreign expert from the Middle East living at the Friendship Hotel. I told him I was concerned about what might happen after my earlier experience of withdrawing US dollars, but he too was reassuring. 'Depositing them is easier.'

If speaking Chinese is hard enough, writing and reading the language is — for me — next to impossible. This time patience on both sides of the teller's booth would be seriously tested.

It was a hot, humid day but from the moment I walked inside, refrigerated air breathed new life not only into me, but scores of customers who occupied every waiting seat. Near the doorway I noticed people touching a screen, taking a ticket and waiting for their number to appear at a teller.

When I pressed the screen, ticket 647 fell into my hands. At least numbers in Chinese are the same as in English. It seemed simple enough. All four teller booths were changing their illuminated red numbers as each customer left, and while still only in the mid-500s, I was grateful to be out of the heat.

From my seat I not only had a good view of the Tom and Jerry
 cartoons on the big screen above, but the tellers and their electronic readouts below. Over 40 minutes went by, and now they were getting closer to my number.

I was next, but when I stood up ready to go over, the number after mine — 648 — started flashing. As I rushed forward, I found to my dismay a fifth teller had opened without me realising. I had not seen her booth because, unbeknown to me, a floor to ceiling pillar obstructed my view.

To think I had waited almost an hour, and missed my turn. Not even the air conditioning could soothe my rumpled brow. I ran to the teller and despite a polite 'excuse me' she would not let me in, explaining why — in Chinese naturally.

As I looked around expecting a guardian angel to materialise, an older Chinese man suddenly appeared at my side, speaking English: 'Do you need help?' he asked. When I told him what had happened, he explained to the teller who now said she would take me next. I asked him to wait, and luckily he did because there was more trouble ahead.

First I had to sign my name on the deposit form in Chinese. No problem. I had already copied it onto a deposit slip I took from a previous visit, but for some reason she claimed this was not the right form.

I watched in horror as she proceeded to rip it up and drop the pieces in her waste paper bin. Before I could say 'I need that to copy the Chinese characters of my name', the teller produced a different form, and told my new helper I would have to sign again. She may not have understood my protests anyway.

When my friend pointed out I could not write Chinese, the teller laughed and kindly retrieved two sections of the tattered form on which my now crumpled Chinese signature was still readable. I laid the pieces carefully on the counter and smoothed them out so that they almost joined. What I did not noticed was that some of the nearest waiting customers intrigued by this 'performance', had gathered behind me to watch.

It was obviously more entertaining than the antics of Tom and Jerry
 , which they had probably seen many times before. Everyone held their breath as I slowly copied my name like a child writing for the first time. The man told the teller she should have let me sign in English. After I finished writing she did, and when I wrote my usual signature, the onlookers nodded in admiration. Maybe my quick scrawl looked like English calligraphy, if there is such a thing.

Then after an hour of waiting and frustration, the man who had helped told me something I did not, at that moment, need to hear: 'When you have foreign currency, you don't have to wait. You just touch the lowest readout on the screen, take the ticket, walk up to teller number 7 and they'll serve you straight away. I sometimes carry a little foreign cash with me when I want to bank some RMB. There's no waiting.'

If only I had known. But if you have been following these adventures, you will gather that after being turned upside down, I usually have a happy landing.

We arranged to meet for dinner in a restaurant where my new friend told me about his interesting career in the public service which had taken him to many countries, including a posting in Iraq before the current conflict. He now has a senior job with a sports organisation for the disabled. Maybe he will show me how to get tickets to the 2008 Beijing Olympics. And without waiting in the queue.

北京没有几个地方我不敢去。可是有一个地方，我只要一进去就头皮发麻——银行。我一共没去过几次，可有好几回都出了麻烦。去年我在国际广播电台工作的时候，几乎都不用去银行，因为工资是自动转账的，我只需到自动提款机上取钱就行了。

用自动提款机取人民币一点儿问题都没有，偏偏有一次我想取点美元。我跟来自新西兰的一位国际广播电台同事说了这件事，他便主动提出和我一起去银行，帮我填取款单，还强调这个过程“容易得很”。

友谊宾馆附近就有一家银行，我们进门的时候，我同事还跟我保证说：“没什么可担心的。”可是，填完那些信息后，他看了看表说：“我得去赴个约。我把什么都弄好了，你把单子递进去，她就会给你钱的。”

我并不希望他就此离去，不过事情如果像他说的那么容易，那我当然能自己完成这笔交易。轮到我了，我忐忑不安地走向出纳员，她示意我把单子、我的卡还有存折放到金属栅栏下面。这之后，我等了一会儿。

那位出纳面无表情地指了指小键盘，我输入了六位密码，我在自动提款机上输的也是这个，每次都没问题。她看了看面前的电脑屏幕，让我再输一遍。出问题了，可我觉得肯定不是密码的问题。又试了一次还是不行，可我还是不知道到底是怎么回事。

更糟的是，出纳员什么也不跟我说。我们陷入了僵局，语言不通，交易不成。

我对那个同事在这么个关键时刻扔下我一肚子火，于是四处张望，想找人帮忙。我后面的顾客看到了这一切。她虽然只能说很少几个英语词儿，却还是解释道：“密码不对。”我又输了一遍，可出纳员还是不肯把钱给我。




突然，我记起一个专门给在中国的老外提供建议的网站上说过，如果国外的银行卡在中国的自动提款机上不管用的话，可以试试在密码前面或后面加两个零，尤其是在卡的密码只有四位的时候。我的卡是在中国办的，密码也是六位的，可我没别的办法，只能一试了。

我一脸沮丧，出纳员却非常平静，既没有微笑，也没皱眉头。她看着屏幕，我则又输了一次密码，不过这回我小心地加了两个零。成功了！我中头奖啦，而她带着不变的平静神情把我的美元“奖金”递了过来——在这场漫长而紧张的交易里，她一直都那么“酷”。

我走出银行，不明白为什么有很多外国人在友谊宾馆里生活，宾馆附近的大银行里却没有会英语的人来帮助我这样的人。这家分行后来关了，不过我去附近新开的另一家分行时，还是对自己提出了同样的问题。

我去那儿存工资，因为我的新单位发现金，其中还有一部分是美元。路上我遇到了同住在友谊宾馆的一位来自中东的外国专家。我跟他说，有了上次取美元的经历后，我挺担心的，不知道又会发生什么，可他也让我放心：“存钱比较容易。”

说汉语就够费劲儿的了，对我来说，写汉语字儿，看汉语的东西简直比上天还难。这一次，柜台两边的人（我和出纳员）都要经受艰巨的耐性考验了。

那天又热又潮，可就在我走进银行的那一刻，空调吹来的冷风让我精神一振。等候席上坐满了顾客，冷风也给他们增添了活力。我注意到，人们在门口（的一台机器上）按一下屏幕，就会拿到一张小票，然后就可以等着出纳窗口显示自己的号码了。

我也按了一下屏幕，647号小票落到了我的手里。还好，汉语的数字和英语里的一样。事情看起来好像挺简单的，四个窗口的号码随着顾客的离开不断变化。虽然这会儿才到五百五十几号，我却很庆幸能够避开（外面的）酷热。

从我坐的地方，刚好可以清楚地看到头上大屏幕播放的动画片《猫和老鼠》，而且也能看到下面的出纳员和各窗口的电子显示。过了四十多分钟，我的号码就快到了。




下一个就是我了，可是就在我起身准备走过去的时候，电子显示牌上却闪出了我后面的那个号码：648号。我赶紧跑过去，郁闷地发现刚才又开了一个窗口，可我没有注意。一根柱子挡住了我的视线，所以我没能看到她那个窗口。

想想吧，我等了快一个小时，却错过了我的号。就连空调的冷风也不能吹开我拧在一起的眉头了。我朝出纳员跑过去，虽然我很客气地说了句“excuse me（打扰一下）”，可她还是不肯让我办理，而且跟我解释了原因——当然是用汉语喽。

我到处张望，希望能有个守护天使及时现身。一位上了年纪的中国人突然出现在我旁边，用英语问我：“要帮忙吗？”我跟他说了之前发生的一切，他跟出纳员作了解释，她说下一个就让我办理。我请他等等，所幸他真的等了，因为后面还有更多的麻烦呢。

首先，我得用汉语在存款单上签名。这个没什么问题，上次来银行的时候我拿了一张存单，已经把名字抄在上面了。不知为什么，她却说那张单子是错的。

我满怀恐惧地看着她伸手把单子撕掉扔进了废纸篓。我还没来得及说“我得要那张单子抄一下我的中国名字”，她就拿出了另外一张单子，跟我的新任帮手说我得再签一次。她可能怎么也想不通我刚才干吗要抗议（她撕单子）。




我的朋友说我根本就不会写汉字，出纳员笑了起来，好心地把撕烂的那两片单子找了出来。我的汉语签名已经是皱巴巴的了，不过还能认出来。我小心地把两片纸摊在柜台上捋平，好把它们对在一起。我没有注意到，离我最近的一些顾客已经让这场“表演”搞得很好奇，都围到我身后来看我了。

他们可能看过很多遍《猫和老鼠》里汤姆和杰里的搞怪故事，显然我比它们俩更有意思。看着我像个刚学写字的小孩儿一样，慢慢地把名字抄下来，所有人都屏住了呼吸。（帮忙的）那个人跟出纳员说应该让我用英语签名。我写完汉语名字后，她真的让我用英文签了一遍。我按通常的方式签了名，围观的人都赞赏地点了点头，或许是因为我飞快写下的潦草字迹看起来像英文书法吧——如果有这么个东西的话。

然后，在经历了一个小时的等待和挫折以后，帮我的那个人告诉了我一件事儿，其实那会儿我可真不想听到这个消息：“你来办理外币业务的时候，并不需要排队。你只需要按一下屏幕最下面的那一条，拿上小票就可以直接去7号窗口，他们立刻就能办理。想办人民币业务的时候，我有时也会带一点外币在身上，根本就不用等的。”

我要是早知道该多好。不过如果你一直在看我的文章，你就会知道，每次被折腾得颠三倒四以后，我都能得到完美的结果。

我和这位新朋友约好一起去餐馆吃了晚饭，他告诉我他是从事公益事业的，职业生涯相当有趣。他因工作关系去过不少国家，战前还曾在伊拉克任职。如今他在一家残疾人体育组织任高级职务。也许他可以告诉我怎么买到2008年北京奥运会的门票吧。当然，得不用排队的哦。







I laid the pieces carefully on the counter and smoothed them out so that they almost joined.







我小心地把两片纸摊在柜台上捋平，好把它们对在一起。



未完待续......

to be continued...





STANDING OUT IN THE CROWD








与众不同的感觉




By now you will realise strange things happen to me in Beijing, usually because I immerse myself in the local environment. On some occasions it may have been advisable to simply walk away. But would I have so much fun? One of the strangest incidents took place during a recent lunch break not far from the CCTV headquarters on Fuxing Lu. But as we say on the news — 'that story
 


1



 , coming up'!

During my early weeks in Beijing last year, I was acutely aware of locals staring at me, especially in areas where foreigners are few. But as the months passed, I was not so conscious of standing out in the crowd. I thought I had blended into it

A few days ago I received a letter from a Beijing resident who has been following these articles, saying 'I am pleased China has such a good foreign friend as you.' But his kind remark had me wondering: Will I always be a foreigner in this country because of how I look?

Now before you think I have gone completely mad, the reason I ask this question is because in the eyes of Chinese people, I obviously do stand out in the crowd of locals. They may not know which country I am from, but it is not China. Yet how can they be certain? What if I had been born here? How foreign would I be then? My first friend at primary school had Chinese-born parents, but like me, he was born in New Zealand. His facial appearance may have been different from my Caucasian looks, but we were both born Kiwis.

Before I came to China, I had a typical view of what constitutes a Chinese face and complexion. When I arrived in Beijing, my view did not change. People looked, well — Chinese. So where is this leading, you ask? Just over one year later, that view has changed.

I do not see Chinese like I saw them before. They do not look the same in that broad brush way, so much so that I see them like I saw people when I lived down under. When I talk face to face with my Chinese friends and colleagues — they look (to me) as varied as Europeans, their own ethnic mix resembling the multi-cultural flavour of Australia.

Recently a former Chinese work colleague proudly introduced me to his new girlfriend, born in Beijing. My immediate reaction was that she looks like my own daughter, who has no traces of Oriental blood. But their shared age of 27, similar shaped faces, large eyes and bubbly personalities, provide definite similarities.

I have some Chinese friends whose skin tones are much darker than mine, but I know others whose complexions are virtually 'peaches and cream', and definitely not enhanced by whitener.

Even Chinese people I do not know well, but talk to in shops or rub shoulders with on public transport, appear different in my lenses, refocused during these past fourteen months. The stares Chinese gave me, are the looks I now give to foreigners, and unless I hear them talking, I can only guess where they are from.

A few months ago I was cycling along the Third Ring Road trying to find the IKEA store and spotted an English-looking man on the footpath. I got off my bike, walked across and asked him the way. To my shock, he replied: 'No speak English.' But when he heard the name IKEA, he pointed me in the right direction. As I have always been told, you cannot judge a book by its cover, especially the back cover.

In a crowded Beijing subway carriage earlier this year, I found myself standing behind a young Chinese woman and a much older white skinned man. Both had their backs to me and I wondered what the age gap would have been because the man also had white hair. Curious to see their faces as they turned around to exit, I looked in astonishment. The man was not European as I had presumed, nor was he older than the woman. He was in fact what we call in the west, an Albino, with the inherited defects of light skin pigment and hair, but with definite Chinese features.

And while appearances can be deceiving, one fact remains: No matter how much my vision of Chinese people has changed, their curiosity of foreigners cannot always be contained. I found that out when one person gave me more than a passing glance during a lunch break from work. Yes, I am about to tell that story.

It was a hot day and I had left the CCTV building to buy a Chinese omlette (jianbing) for my lunch. On the same side as the nearby Military Museum is a delightful area with bench seats shaded by tall trees. On this particular afternoon, workmen were sleeping on most of them, but one was vacant and I sat down to eat.

I had been there only two minutes when a young man approached and produced something for me to see. It was a watch and he hoped I would buy it. But I shook my head and pointed to the one on my wrist. A few minutes later, another much older man walked up to me. He wore a blue workman's outfit, and would you believe, also tried to sell me a watch.

I smiled and shook my head, but unlike the first man, this person was in no hurry to leave. He looked to be in his late 50s. Some teeth were missing, but he had a firm smile on his lined face, suggesting a life of hard outdoor work. I smiled back, said 'ni hao (hello)' and then he started asking questions, but all I could do was reply: 'wo bu mingbai ni shuo shenme (I do not understand what you are saying).' Yes my Chinese vocabulary has expanded slightly.

But he was not giving up. 'Meiguo (America)?' he asked. 'Meiyou,' I replied. 'Aodaliya (Australia)'. Then he sat down next to me and looked closely at my hands. Now in a move that may prompt most people to run, he placed his left hand over mine, took it away, then moved it back, lifting each of his fingers up then down against my digits. Was this some kind of secret sign language?

I realised he was pointing out the differences in our appearance, and making conversation through actions rather than words. His fingers were shorter than mine, and the overall size of my hand was much larger. At no time did he seek to compare the size of our wallets, but the thought ran briefly through my mind.

The 'examination' was not over yet. Next he pointed to the hairs on the back of my hand, and started lifting them between his thumb and middle finger. I wondered if he thought they were real, but it became clear it was purely for comparison as he urged me to look at his hairless hand and arm. The point had been made: Our physical make-up was quite different from each other.

At that point he stood up and with a broad smile, simply said: 'zai jian (goodbye).' I waved and watched him go. It was not far. In full view of the people around, he turned towards a wall and attended to a simple 'call of nature'.

When I returned to work and told a foreign colleague, he laughed and said: 'It could only happen to you,' adding that if it had been him, 'the hairs on my arm would have stood up by themselves.'

While the incident gave us both a skin-deep look at each other, I regret that the language gap prevented a proper conversation.

While my view of the way Chinese look has changed over time, others here for shorter stays may not see any difference if they return. But one thing may have already caught the eyes of visitors expecting to see solely slim, svelt citizens.

Without naming names, establishments promoting a food fare out of kilter with the traditional Chinese diet are not only changing the way their customers eat, but stretching their shapes from slim to substantial. There may be only one sector left to grasp the same foothold it has in the west — the weightloss industy.

Perceptions play a big part not only in the way we see others, but how we see ourselves. Image becomes an obsession especially if we do not feel able to measure up to those who exude perfection. The promotion of so-called perfect images in the media promotes the need to emulate their appearances at all — mainly financial — costs. The worth of the upcoming Miss Plastic Surgery Pageant may be more valuable to the promoters than those who aspire to take part in future events.

Do not get me wrong. I am not against plastic surgery for improving one's appearance. But the word scalpel sends shivers down my spine, and would probably shred my bank account. One day I may meet a Chinese friend I have not seen for some time and wonder if it is just my view of them that has changed, or if, in fact they have been changed by someone else.

Many of my Chinese friends are much younger than me, and one who enjoys testing my endurance on the tennis court, 'sends me up' sky high with his comments about my age. He once told me: 'You are a kid like us, a young man in an old body.' Plastic surgery for me perhaps?

I can rest comfortably that the studio complex of CCTV-9 houses an 'operating theatre' where no scalpel is needed to transform my appearance. The make-up artists are my team of doctors and after 'operating' on my face last week, the 'head surgeon' proudly told me, 'now you look 35'. He may have been joking, but it made me feel good and best of all — there was no pain apart from my laughter.

到现在你可能已经看出来了，我在北京之所以会遇到这么多奇怪的事情，通常都是由于我和本地的环境完全融合的缘故。有些时候，也许还是保持一点儿距离比较好。可那样我还会有那么多乐趣吗？我遇到的最奇怪的事情之一发生在不久前我出去吃午饭的时候，就在复兴路上离央视大楼不远的地方。不过，就像我们播新闻的时候说的那样：“接下来请听详细报道。”

去年，在我刚到北京的那几个星期，我明显地感觉到本地人会盯着我看，在那些外国人比较少见的地区尤其如此。不过，几个月过去了，我觉得自己站在人堆里不再那么显眼了。这么着，我认为自己已经融入了当地人之中。

几天前，我收到一位一直在看我文章的北京人写来的信，信里说：“我非常高兴中国能有你这样好的外国朋友。”可是看完他这句好心的话，我却开始纳闷了：就因为我的长相，我在这个国家里会一直被看成外国人吗？”

现在，在你认为我彻底疯了以前，（我来解释一下）我问这个问题的原因：在中国人的眼里，我显然和当地人不一样。他们可能不知道我是哪国人，但却可以肯定我不是中国人。可他们怎么就能那么肯定呢？如果我是在这里出生的呢？那样的话我还是个老外吗？我在小学里交的第一个朋友父母都是中国人，可他和我一样都是在新西兰出生的。他的脸可能长得和我这种白人的脸不一样，可我们俩生就都是新西兰人。

来中国之前，我对中国人的长相和肤色有一个典型的设想。来北京以后，我的看法也没有变化，人们长得，呃，都像中国人。你要问了：“你说这些到底想表达什么啊？”仅仅过了一年，我的看法就变了。




现在，我眼里的中国人不再是以前那个样子了。在我眼中，他们不再千篇一律，而是像我在澳大利亚时看到的人一样各有特色。和我的中国朋友以及同事面对面交谈时，我觉得他们看起来就跟欧洲人一样形形色色，他们自身民族混合的情形与澳大利亚多文化并存的状况相类似。

最近，一个以前的中国同事骄傲地向我介绍了他的新女朋友，一个生在北京的女孩儿。我的第一感觉是，她看起来跟我女儿一样，看不出一丁点儿东方血统。她们都是27岁，脸型相似，都有一双大眼睛和活泼的个性，这些都表明她们俩非常相像。

我有些中国朋友肤色比我深多了，不过我也认识一些“白里透红”的朋友，而且他们肯定没用美白护肤品。

在我眼里，那些我不怎么认识的人看起来也都不一样，他们中有的跟我在商店里交谈过，有的则只是在坐公交车的时候挨过肩膀而已。在过去的14个月里，我对他们的形象也有了新的认识。中国人当初怎么看我，我现在就怎么看那些外国人。除非听到他们说话，否则我也只能猜测他们是哪国人。

几个月前，我正骑车沿着三环路找宜家，看到人行道上有个长得像英国人的人，于是就下车走过去向他问路。让我大吃一惊的是，他居然说：“不会说英语。”不过他听到“宜家”这个名字时，还是给我指出了正确的方向。就像大家一直跟我说的那样，你不能只凭封面来判断一本书，靠封底来判断就更要不得。




今年早些时候，在北京地铁上一节拥挤的车厢里，我发现前面站着一个中国姑娘和一个比她老很多的白皮肤男子。他们都背对着我，而我很想知道他们之间差多少岁，因为那个男的头发都白了。他们转身下车的时候，我好奇地打量了一下他们的脸，结果吃了一惊，因为那个男的并不像我想的那样是个欧洲人，也并不比那个姑娘老。实际上，他是我们西方人说的那种白化病人。遗传缺陷导致他的肤色和发色都很浅，但他的长相还明显是中国人的样子。

虽然长相具有欺骗性，有一个事实还是可以确定的：不管我对中国人长相的看法怎么变，他们对外国人的好奇始终会有不能抑制的时候。我是有一天上班吃午饭那会儿发现这一点的，当时有个人给我的关注远非擦肩而过时瞥一眼那么简单。没错，我要开始讲“那个故事”了。

那天挺热的，我从央视大楼出来买煎饼当午饭。街这边不远处的军事博物馆是个满惬意的地方，高高的绿树下面有很多长凳。就在这天中午，大多数长凳上都有民工在睡觉，只有一条长凳空着，于是我就坐下来吃煎饼。

我坐下来刚刚两分钟光景，就有一个年轻人挨过来，拿出一件东西让我看。那是一块手表，他想让我买。我摇了摇头，指了指我手腕上的表。过了一会儿，一个年纪大得多的人走了过来。他穿着一件蓝色的工作服，你肯定想不到，他也是来让我买手表的。

我微笑着摇了摇头，可他和第一个人不一样，并没有急着走开。他看起来快六十岁了，有几颗牙都掉了，他带着坚定微笑的脸上满是皱纹，表明他常年在户外从事艰苦的工作。我也朝他笑了笑，说了句“你好”。他开始问我问题，可我只会（用汉语）说：“我不明白你说什么。”是的，我的汉语词汇量有了那么一点点长进。

可他还不罢休，问道：“美国？”“没有，”我答道，“澳大利亚。”然后，他在我旁边坐了下来，仔细看了看我的手。他接下来的举动可能会把大部分人吓跑的：他把左手放在我的左手上，拿开去，然后又放回来，把每根手指翘起来，再放到我（对应）的手指上。这是什么秘密手语吗？

我意识到他是在提示我们外貌上的差异，通过动作而不是语言来跟我交谈。他的手指比我的短，我的手掌比他的大不少。他并没有想比较我们钱包的尺寸，不过这个念头确实在我脑子里闪了一下。

“检查”还没完呢。接着他指了指我手背上的汗毛，开始用大拇指和中指把它们夹起来。我以为他想看看那是不是真的汗毛，后来才发现他不过是想做个比较，因为他让我看他没有汗毛的手和胳膊。他想说明：我们的身体构造是非常不同的。

就在这时，他站了起来，大笑着说了句“再见”。我跟他挥挥手，目送着他离去。没走多远，就在周围人们的众目睽睽之下，他转身朝着一面墙，就这么着开始小便了。

我回去上班，跟一个外国同事说起此事，他笑着说：“这事儿也就是发生在你身上。”他又说，如果他遇到这件事，“胳膊上的汗毛肯定（吓得）自己就竖起来了。”

这件小事让我们对彼此有了“肤”浅的认识，遗憾的是语言障碍让我们没能自如交谈。

虽然我对中国人长相的看法随着时间在改变，但是那些在这里呆得不长的人再回来的时候是不会看出什么区别来的。但是，有些游客期待在这里看到非常苗条的（中国）人，他们可能已经注意到了这样一件事情。







Next he pointed to the hairs on the back of my hand, and started lifting them between his thumb and middle finger.







接着他指了指我手背上的汗毛，开始用大拇指和中指把它们夹起来。



不用指名道姓了，某些商业公司极力宣传与中国传统饮食格格不入的食物，这不仅改变了中国顾客的饮食结构，而且也让他们变得大腹便便。在中国，也许只有一个产业还没有获得它在西方的稳固地位，那就是减肥业。

感觉不仅会严重影响我们看人的方式，也会影响我们看自己的方式。人们痴迷地追求形象美，尤其是当他们发现自己无法与那些流光溢彩的人相媲美的时候。媒体对所谓的完美形象的宣传激发了人们不惜一切代价（主要是经济代价）来效仿他们容貌的愿望。“人造美女大赛”即将到来，从中获益更多的可能是发起者，而不是那些渴望日后参赛的人。

别误解，我并不反对通过整容来改善人的外貌。不过，“解剖刀”这个词还是让我后脊梁直冒冷气儿，而且还可能会让我倾家荡产呢。也许有一天，当我遇到一个有日子没见的中国朋友时，我会纳闷：是我对他们的看法变了，还是他们被别人改变了容貌呢？

我的许多中国朋友都比我年轻不少，其中有一个喜欢在网球场上考验我的耐力。他评价我的年纪时简直把我“吹上天”了。他曾经跟我说：“你和我们一样就是个小孩儿，一个身体老化的年轻人。”也许我也该去整个容了？




让我可以放宽心的是，央视9台的摄影棚里有一个“手术室”，不用动刀就能改变我的相貌。我的“整容医生”就是化妆师。上周我的“主刀医生”给我的脸“动完手术”以后，骄傲地跟我说：“你现在看起来也就35岁。”他也许是在开玩笑，可这让我感觉很不错，而且最棒的是，这不仅让我开心，而且一点儿也不疼。

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 story：原意为“故事”，在新闻广播中常用于指“新闻报道”。






LINGO LEARNINGS CAUSE FOOT IN MOUTH








笨嘴拙舌学汉语




You might think I am a placid person whose adventures in Beijing leave me unruffled. Fun as they are, the bane of living in China remains my inability to speak the language. As each day passes, frustration turns to anger, because there is only one person to blame.

I have loaded myself with learning materials, been offered help from Chinese friends and colleagues, but still I am not much further advanced than six months ago when I returned from Australia to start work at CCTV-9. Even the parents in the Chinese family I mentioned in an earlier article, have passed my rate of progress with their self-taught English, after being unable to say more than 'hello' at the start of the same half year.

The man who cleans my apartment has tried teaching me some words and phrases which I exchange with him in English. He always remembers while I easily forget.

Up until now I have hung onto one excuse. I wanted to concentrate on learning to pronounce correctly the names of Chinese people and places in the CCTV news, especially when introducing the stories of my colleagues in the reporting and voice-over teams. On that score I have definitely made progress, but it is not really a valid excuse any more.

During my holidays in Australia last Christmas, I bought a set of CDs called Instant Conversation in Mandarin
 , and listened religiously to one unit every day. Compared with the preceding six months here, my vocabulary improved markedly in a short time. But since returning to Beijing, I have abandoned them because there is always so much to see and do, as well as working full-time.

The other day I brought out the CDs again, and started listening to a more advanced unit, only to find the conversation still confined to ordering food in a restaurant. I felt I needed to learn more words from situations beyond eating, and used that as my excuse to stop listening again.

In the first story I wrote for China Daily
 , I mentioned the experience of trying to learn from a Chinese tutor but giving up after two lessons because it was too intense. Lately I have looked at ways Chinese people learn English, and wondered if the ideas of Li Yang and his Crazy English might also work for someone wanting to learn Mandarin. After all, shouting out the words does reinforce them in one's memory, building up confidence to repeat them. There are times when I want to say something, but panic takes over and the words escape me. Confidence goes and the cycle repeats itself.

I have tried to converse with the CCTV drivers, but that has proved difficult. A few weeks ago I wanted to find out if one of them had seen the disaster movie, The Day After Tomorrow
 . A Chinese colleague wrote in Pinyin the words 'ni kan guo Houtian ma (have you seen The Day After Tomorrow
 )?'. I tried to memorise them, but the way she had written 'u' in Houtian looked like an 'n'. When I asked the driver a few minutes later, he was puzzled and kept repeating 'hontian' in a definite rising tone, wondering what I meant.

Desperate to solve the problem, I scrambled around my bag, pulled out a pen and paper, then drew a picture of the Titanic
 taking its final plunge. The driver was intrigued and indicated he understood. Would he connect this with the subject of disaster movies? Next I repeated my word picture
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 of the cinema screen, which brought a firm nod.

Then I drew rough outlines of tall buildings and a huge wave of water approaching. 'ni mingbai (you understand)?' I asked. His face beamed, and he said 'wo mingbai (I understand),' exclaiming, 'houtian, houtian' adding in his limited English. 'movie very good.'

Finally he pointed out my incorrect 'hontian' which had thrown him completely off track, leaving me somewhat embarrassed and him in gales of laughter. He probably went home and told his family about another crazy conversation with the funny foreigner from Aodaliya (Australia). I would not be surprised because lately when I get in a car, the volume of the radio is turned up.

An Australian colleague at CCTV has been in China much longer than me, and studied the language to the point where he now speaks it confidently. With his long background in TV journalism, his advice to the Chinese reporters is greatly respected at the weekly playback sessions where their stories are analysed for visual structure and content. I am always fascinated when he breaks out of his broad Australian accent and starts speaking to them in Chinese, occasionally mixing it with English. I tell him he just likes to show off his language skills but the truth is they make me envious.

There is little doubt I am searching for an easy way — a magic bullet to ropel me into speaking Chinese without all the hard work. Maybe one does not exist. On the other hand, perhaps I have found it. After procrastinating long enough it was time to take my own great leap forward.

Last week I decided to immerse myself a little deeper into the language environment and have some fun at the same time. My plan was to engage someone I did not know in a conversation with my limited Chinese vocabulary, and see if I could keep it going.

My 'victim' was a taxi driver. Before he had a chance to ask, I told him where I was from. In what might be called 'pigeon Mandarin' I repeated, 'wo Aodaliyaren (me Australian),' then in the same breath, asked 'ni Beijing ma (you Beijing)?' I knew my word structure was wrong, but he understood then mentioned 'Fujian' so I discovered he was not a local. We moved onto the Olympics, family structure and the weather. Suddenly he started complaining about the driver ahead who kept changing lanes erratically before being caught between two slow-moving cars. He said something after we passed, and while unsure of the exact meaning, I guessed it was 'that will teach him', to which I agreed. He talked some more and I filled in the gaps repeating the safe 'oh'. By the time we had reached my destination, he seemed almost sorry to see me go.

A recent visit to a shoe market near the Beijing Zoo produced hilarious exchanges as I tried to find a brown leather pair to fit my large (48) feet. Previous attempts to locate the elusive size had been fruitless and while this would be no different, I decided not to walk away from the persistent stallholders, two of whom were convinced they could sell me shoes whether they were the right size or not. One kept a straight face as she explained that even though the 46 shoes she found were clearly too small, they would stretch during the day.

As I walked away, the stallholder opposite approached. No luck again and by now the entire basement was buzzing with workers trying to find any shoes that measured 48. A black pair far too narrow for my feet was all that could be found, but as I left, I realised I had been talking Chinese and repeating words that while new to me, made sense, even if some of the sales tactics did not. The learning environment had been fun.

We are told that our learning process operates through four different styles — abstract, visual, auditory and kinetic, the latter drawing on our ability to experiment. Your responses to each of those styles may be quite different from mine and vice versa. Two weeks ago I stumbled upon a plan to see if my kinetic senses could hopefully rekindle the motivation I had lost in the battle to learn Chinese. They seemed to have worked in the taxi and the shoe market.

The China Daily
 What's On column mentioned a play which sounded really interesting, a drama called He Does Not Have Two Wives
 . According to the preview, 'the plot centres around a taxi driver with two wives. After four years of not knowing about each other, a good deed leads to the secret being unveiled.'

I realised the performance would not be in English, but decided to go along and see if I could understand what was happening, not only through the dialogue, but from the reaction of the audience around me. It would have been easy to take along Chinese friends, but I thought this would put them under the strain of having to translate throughout the performance, and defeat the purpose of being 'thrown in at the deep end' to sink or swim.

For someone whose Chinese language skills are poor, this was an interesting experiment. I have watched local dramas on television hoping to achieve some recognition of the dialogue, but after a few minutes easily lose interest.

Seated in a live theatre audience is a totally different environment. There is an air of excitement as people give each other cues — and clues — as to what is going on, especially in a comedy where the global language of laughter is squeezed by the antics of the players on stage.

The title indicated there would be plenty of laughs and from the first minutes, they certainly came thick and fast. I settled into my seat wondering if I would be able to pick up the underlying threads as the characters became established and the plot developed.

At one stage I started laughing a few seconds before people in the next seats, and for a moment I thought my interpretation of events was in fact a misinterpretation. It may have been, but I was relieved to hear them follow almost immediately.

Actions speak louder than words, but when the two are combined, the results can be amazing. I definitely recognised some of the dialogue and associated other words with the action. But did I find out the all-important secret which the preview said would be unveiled? That, dear reader, is my secret.

你也许觉得我是个性子温和的人，在北京经历了那么多磨难居然还能保持平和的心境。虽然这些经历都挺有趣的，可不能说汉语还是成了我在北京生活的致命弱点。日子一天天过去，我从焦躁变成了恼怒，因为要怪也只能怪（我）一个人。

我装备了不少学习材料，还从中国的朋友和同事那里得到了不少帮助，可我和半年前相比没啥长进，那时我刚刚从澳大利亚回来，开始在央视工作。我前面有篇文章中提到过一个中国家庭，那家的老爸老妈现在自学英语的进度都比我学汉语快。同样是在半年前，他们可除了hello还什么都不会说呢。

替我打扫寓所的人曾经教过我一些单词和短语，而我作为交换也教过他一些英语。他一直都记着我教他的东西，而我很快就把他教我的还给他了。

直到现在，我始终在用同一个理由来解释自己为什么学不好。那个理由就是，我本来想的是集中精力学习发音，以便在央视播报新闻时能正确地念出中国的人名和地名，尤其是在要切进记者和旁白的报道时。在那个方面，我已经有明显的进步。不过，这个理由已经不再成立了。

去年圣诞节，我回澳大利亚休假，其间买了一套名为《汉语对话速成》的CD，每天都认真地听一课。和过去的六个月相比，我的词汇量在短期内有了明显的进步。不过我回到北京以后，课业就完全荒废了，因为除了要全职上班以外，北京还有那么多好看好玩的东西。

那天，我又拿出了那套CD，开始听级别较高的一课，却发现那段对话仍然局限于在餐馆点菜。我觉得自己需要学些吃饭之外的情景用语，于是就以此为借口，再也不听那些CD了。

我在给《中国日报》写的第一个故事里提到过，我曾经试着跟一位汉语家教学习，可只上了两次课就放弃了，因为强度实在是太大。后来，我也曾研究过中国人学英语的方法，琢磨着李阳和他的“疯狂英语”所倡导的思路是不是对想学汉语的人也有效。不管怎么说，把单词喊出来确实会帮助人们加强记忆，树立重复它们的信心。有几次，我明明想说话，却因为心里打鼓而忘记了单词。没有信心，这种恶性循环只会重复下去。




我曾经试着跟央视的司机们搭话，却发现那确实很难。几个星期前，我想问问他们中的一个是不是看过最新的那部灾难片《后天》。我的一位中国同事用拼音给我写下了“你看过《后天》吗”，然后我就试图把这句话背下来。可是，她把houtian里的那个u写得好像n一样。几分钟之后，我向那位司机问了这个问题，他没听明白，一直用明显的升调重复“宏天”这个词儿，不知道我到底想说什么。

我急切地想要解决这个问题，于是在包里翻寻了一通，拿出一支笔和一张纸，在上面画了一幅“泰坦尼克号”最终沉没时的画。司机一下子来了兴趣，表示自己明白了。他会把这个跟灾难片联系起来吗？接着我又大力描述了一遍电影银幕，他肯定地点了点头。




然后我又简要画了一个草图，图上是高楼大厦，一道巨大的波浪汹涌而来。我问：“你明白？”他脸上放着光说：“我明白。”又叫道：“后天，后天”，然后还用他有限的英语补充了一句“电影不错”。

最后，他指出我念的“宏天”是不对的，让他完全摸不着头脑。这把我弄得有点儿尴尬，而他却大笑起来。他回家后也许会跟家里人说起，那个搞笑的澳大利亚老外又跟他说了一通蠢话。（他要是这么说我）我一点儿都不会吃惊，因为后来我再坐车的时候，广播的声音就会被调得很大。

在央视我有一个也是澳大利亚来的同事，他在中国呆的时间比我长得多，学汉语已经学到可以自如对话的程度了。他在电视新闻这一行从业多年，因此每周我们回顾播出情况，分析报道的图像结构和内容时，他对中国记者们提出的意见都很受重视。每次他甩开浓重的澳大利亚口音开始跟他们说汉语的时候（偶尔也会夹杂点儿英语），我都惊叹不已。我说他就是想卖弄自己的语言才能，其实是因为他这样让我很嫉妒。

毫无疑问，我是想找捷径——希望有一颗魔法子弹打中我，让我不费力气就能说汉语。也许根本就不存在这么种东西。不过反过来说，也许我已经找到它了呢。拖了这么久，我是该来一次大跃进了。

上周，我决定更加深入地融入语言环境，顺便找点儿乐子。我计划去找个不认识的人，用自己这点儿有限的汉语单词跟人家聊聊，看看能不能聊得下去。

我的“受害者”是一位出租车司机。他还没开口，我就告诉了他我是哪国人。我用也许可以称之为“洋泾浜汉语”的语言重复了一遍“我澳大利亚人”，紧接着还问他：“你北京吗？”我知道我说话的词序不对，可他听懂了，还跟我说“福建”。于是，我知道了他不是本地人。我们接着又谈了奥运会、家庭结构和天气。突然，他开始抱怨前面那辆车的司机，那辆车一直在莫名其妙地变换车道，最后被夹在了两辆开得慢的车中间。我们超车以后他说了句什么，我不太明白那句话的确切含义，不过我猜那是“这样他才知道厉害”，对此我表示赞同。他又说了些别的，而我用安全的“哦”填补了中间的停顿。在我到地方要走的时候，他好像还挺遗憾的。

最近，我去了北京动物园附近一个卖鞋的市场，想为自己那双大脚（48号）找一双棕色的皮鞋，由此引发了一场热闹非凡的对话。我以前多次想找特型的鞋，可都没找到。反正这次的结果肯定也 是一样，我便决定不躲避那些坚持不懈的摊主。他们中有两个人坚信自己肯定能把鞋卖给我，不管号码对不对。有一个一直拉着脸解释说，就算她找出来的46号鞋显然不够大，可是穿穿就松了嘛。







I decided not to walk away from the persistent stallholders, two of whom were convinced they could sell me shoes whether they were the right size or not.







我便决定不躲避那些坚持不懈的摊主。他们中有两个人坚信自己肯定能把鞋卖给我，不管号码对不对。



我正要走开，对面的那家摊主又走了过来，不过我还是不走运。这时，整个地下室已经闹成一片，工人们都在找48号的鞋。他们找到的唯一一双黑色皮鞋却太瘦了，我的脚穿不进去。就在快要离开时，我意识到自己刚才一直在说汉语，重复一些刚学会的单词。就算我理解不了摊主们的一些销售策略，却能够估摸出这些词是什么意思。这个学习环境可真有意思。

我们都知道，学习的进程是通过四种不同的方式实现的——抽象学习、视觉学习、听觉学习和动态学习，最后这一种利用的是我们做试验的能力。你对这四种方式的反应可能和我的反应大不相同，反过来也是一样。两个星期前，我凑巧想到一个计划，打算检验一下我的动态思维能力是否能再次点燃我在学习汉语的战斗中丧失的斗志。在出租车上和卖鞋的市场里，我的动态思维能力似乎收到了成效。

《中国日报》“演出快报”栏目上介绍了一出名为《他没有两个老婆》的话剧，听起来很有意思。该剧的预告说，“故事围绕着一个娶了俩老婆的出租车司机展开。（这两个女人）她们谁都不知道谁，就这样过了四年。一件好事却揭开了这个秘密。”

我明白这出戏肯定不是用英语演的，不过还是决定去看，看自己能不能搞明白演的是什么——不仅是通过对白，还通过观察周围观众的反应。如果带上中国朋友一起去，事情可能就简单多了，可我觉得这会让他们有压力，因为他们得从头到尾都给我做翻译。这就达不到把自己“扔下水去”扑腾着学游泳的目的了。

对于一个汉语水平不怎么样的人来说，这可是个有趣的试验。我曾经在电视上看过中国的电视剧，希望能辨识出对白中的一些字眼，可总是过不了几分钟就丧失了兴趣。

坐在现场观众之中就完全是另外一种环境了。人们会相互暗示、提醒别人表演的内容，在上演喜剧的时候，舞台上演员们的滑稽表演更会让人们挤出全球通用的语言——笑声。这样的气氛很让人兴奋。

从这部戏的名称可以看出，戏里会有很多笑料。刚开始几分钟，笑声就铺天盖地地涌来。我缩进座位，不知道自己能否随着角色的塑造和情节的展开搞明白其中隐含的线索。




有一刻，我比旁边的人早笑了那么几秒钟。我一时以为自己误解了情节。也许是吧，不过听到他们马上就笑起来，我还是松了一口气。

行动胜于语言，当行动和语言结合起来时，结果就更加惊人了。我肯定听懂了一部分对白，并把语言和表演结合起来了。可是，我看出预告里说的那个即将被揭开的天大的秘密了吗？亲爱的读者，那可就是我的秘密了。

未完待续......

to be continued...
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 word picture：（尤指精彩或生动的）口头描述






RADIO WANDERINGS TURN UP BANDWITDTH BOUNTY








淘宝记




Most of us like to collect things — from cigarette posters to vintage toy cars. Someone's trash can easily turn into another's treasure, and in China foreigners and locals have wonderful treasure-troves to keep their collections growing — often out of control.

My obsession has been old radios, and in the first of these articles I recalled how a casual listen to China Radio International on my favourite antique 'wireless' in Australia, brought me here last year.

Nostalgia plays a big part in what one chooses to collect, and my earliest memories are playing with the family radio as a toddler in New Zealand. I was always in trouble whenever my parents went visiting and took me along. Within seconds of arriving at a relative or friend's house, I would search for their radio and turn it on, only to be scolded when the sound came bursting forth. Radios simply fascinated me, not just their appearance, but the control knobs and illuminated dials just waiting to be switched into action.

My father was strict about when our own radio could be turned on, especially as I became more mobile and inquisitive. One memorable day he caught me clambering onto the table towards the 'magic box' and decided to put it on a high shelf, way out of reach.

After several days I could bare the temptation no longer. With the family sitting outside, I sneaked in and moved a chair under the shelf. But after reaching the radio, I lost my balance, and with one hand locked on the volume control, the radio and I crashed to the floor.

Everyone rushed inside after hearing the sound effects of what turned out to be a real-life radio drama. The radio was worse off than my bottom which received a whack, not from falling, but from my father. When the repaired set came home some days later, I was warned never to touch it again.

Things changed as I grew older and some years later, a bigger and better radio had replaced that smaller one. But rather than losing interest, the opposite was true. I had become a radio freak, always trying to find stations a long distance away. Now I clambered under the roof of our house to extend the aerial, luckily without crashing through the plaster ceiling.

From boyhood to manhood, radio has played a big part in my life. I became a radio announcer in New Zealand, and later in Australia, and while I now work in television, I miss the antique radios I left behind in Melbourne.

Just a few weeks ago, I decided to look for one here in Beijing. As in most countries, I presumed China once had a booming radio industry, providing the main source of information and entertainment before the introduction of television.

I had seen an article about an old woman whose antique shop in the Fengtai District contained hundreds of items from posters to pottery. Maybe she had some old radios. I cut out the address written in Chinese, and showed it to a taxi driver who assured me he could find it.

But after driving around the supposed destination, he could not locate the shop, and locals did not seem to know of it either. I asked him to take me to the well-known Antiques City at Panjiayuan, having read it was now open mid-week as well as weekends.

I had never been there before, but once inside, few shops were operating on this Friday afternoon with even fewer people browsing or buying. Disappointed, I started walking away, looking for a taxi back to my apartment, but hesitated and turned back. I was here, so I might as well look around.

It was mildly interesting, and I could imagine how much more appealing it would be at weekends with all the stallholders showing off their antiques to the milling crowds. I walked around most of the opened shops and even saw a vintage wind-up gramaphone but no radios.

As I turned to leave, something ahead caught my eyes — a shop packed with antique valve radios of all shapes and sizes. I had found my treasure trove. Radios in cabinets made of bakelite sat alongside others fashioned from wood and plastic. One particular model resting on a shelf reminded me of that set I pulled down as a child in New Zealand, but this was so big I could not imagine surviving its weight in a crash landing.

The owner sat behind a counter and watched as I looked around. But unlike most shops when one stops to look, he did not approach or say anything although he must have guessed I was more than mildly interested. Two much younger men sitting down were either part of his family or staff. They just talked with each other while I carefully examined the 'goodies', some of which were made outside China, probably brought here by foreigners more than 60 years ago.

One set stood out among the rest, appealing immediately to my senses of nostalgia. Unlike others around it, this one had been well looked after with no visible scratches on the brown bakelite cabinet. There were controls for overseas and domestic reception and I wanted it.

I turned to the man behind the counter, pointed to the radio, and asked 'duo shao qian (how much money)?'. Producing a calculator he tapped out the price — ￥1,500. While the amount may have been reasonable, this was a market, and I made a counter offer just over half way. That simply brought a sneer to his face and he shook his head, not even bothering to solicit a more realistic figure.

It was clear I would have to go much higher, but I was not sure how far, and after a second offer, he turned off the calculator again. I decided to walk away to see if there was any interest, but no one called or followed, which was disappointing because I really wanted that radio.

This time I left the market to find something to eat and digest the situation. When I returned an hour later, the man who had been sitting behind the counter was now at the entrance, almost smiling as if he expected me back.

He returned to his seat, pulled out the calculator and placed it under my nose. This time I raised the stakes to ￥950 and made it clear I was not going any higher. I was obviously now playing the game in his ball park, and we settled the deal, on one condition: The radio had to be in working order, which he indicated it was.

One of the assistants unravelled the chord, but instead of a plug at the end, there were two exposed wires. Then in an act which would spell danger to any qualified electrician let alone an amateur, he simply poked the wires into a live socket. Fortunately only the radio was electrocuted but I held my breath as he waited for the valves to warm up and start performing.

The light came on, but that was all. The owner looked anxious. He turned up the volume but there was only static which reminded me of the Kellogs cornflake commercial, 'snap, crackle and pop'. At one stage, some music came through faintly, and he pointed to the metal roof, indicating this prevented any strong signals reaching the set.

I suggested moving the radio outside. This time the staff attached a long aerial and extended it along the footpath. Adjoining shop owners gathered to watch, and in wild anticipation the set was switched on again. Nothing could obstruct the radio waves now.

The assistant wound up the volume and started turning the dial. One thing was definitely clearer. The sound of cornflakes popping in their breakfast milk was more like bombs exploding. The search for a station proved fruitless. Even the music we heard earlier had vanished.

The shop owner did not even offer to repair it or try selling me another set. Was I expecting too much? Perhaps all these relics of a bygone era were in need of intensive care which no one seemed qualified or willing to provide.

I hailed a taxi to go home, but a short distance from my apartment the traffic was so slow, I got out to walk the rest of the way. By coincidence, I was outside an electronics market, with radios quite different from those I had seen at Panjiayuan.

Unlike the sound of cornflakes popping, the speakers on these sets were pumping music with perfect clarity. But my eyes popped for the second time in a day, as they spotted a vintage radio sitting alongside its digital descendants.

Closer inspection revealed a brand-new reproduction of a famous 1950s German Grundig
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 radio now made in China under the Tecsun brand. Its wood cabinet, brass fittings and cloth covered speaker, looked as authentic as the radios I had seen at the antiques market. And there was a plug, wired to meet modern safety standards.

The shop owner handed me the instruction guide and factory guarantee. I was not going to ask for a demonstration. At ￥480, the radio was coming home whether it popped or pumped. After my experience earlier in the day, this had to be my reward.

When I opened the box and carefully lifted out the set, it looked even better on my dining table than it had in the shop. Now for the ultimate test. I felt like a NASA scientist awaiting the first signals from an unmanned space probe.

The dial lit up and the sound of music echoed through my apartment so rich and clear, the inventor of radio, Marconi,would have listened in disbelief.

Now I have a vintage-looking radio using modern technology — the best of both worlds. Not only does it pick up local stations, but two shortwave bands bring in programmes as diverse in style and distance as Radio Australia and the DPRK
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 . I can now twiddle that dial without fear of getting into trouble.

Maybe there is more than a hint of nostalgia in all of this, but the stylish radio has become a talking point when friends visit. Even the young staff who service my apartment are impressed. 'Hen hao (very good)' they say, asking for a demonstration of what is possibly their first sight of a 'real' radio.

While happy to share the pleasure, one thing is clear: If my grandchildren come to visit, this radio is definitely going right out of their reach.

我们大多数人都喜欢收集东西——从香烟海报到老式玩具车，集什么的都有。一些人手中的废物在另外一些人眼里却成了无价之宝。在中国，外国人和本地人当中都有淘宝的佼佼者，他们拼命囤积，往往狂热到自己都无法控制的程度。

我热衷于收藏老式收音机。在我写的第一篇文章里，我曾回忆过当年在澳大利亚时，就是通过我最喜欢的古董收音机不经意间听到了中国国际广播电台的节目，因此才在去年来了北京。

怀旧情绪对于人们的收藏取向有很大的影响。我幼年最早的记忆就是，我刚刚蹒跚学步就在新西兰的家里摆弄收音机了。每次爸爸妈妈带我去串门，我都会惹出麻烦来。刚到亲戚朋友家不出几秒钟，我就会四处寻找收音机并把它打开，里面就会突然传出声音，而我也就免不了被爸妈
 一顿。我就是对收音机着迷，除了对它们的外观好奇之外，也是因为那些等着人们去打开的控制钮和会发亮的调频度盘。




关于我们家的收音机该在什么时候开，我爸爸有严格的规定，尤其是在我活动更灵便，好奇心也更强以后。记得有一天，我登上桌子朝着那个“魔法盒子”爬去，结果被爸爸当场抓获，于是他决定把收音机放到一个高架子上去，让我完全够不着。

过了几天，我再也受不住诱惑了。趁着家人坐在外面的工夫，我偷偷溜进屋，搬了把椅子放在架子前面，却在摸到收音机的那一刻失去了平衡。我的一只手被卡在音量钮上，于是就连人带收音机摔到了地上。

大家听到这一“音效”以后都冲了进来，看到了这出现场版的广播剧。我的屁股遭到了重创，不过不是摔的，而是被爸爸打的，可收音机的情况比我的屁股糟多了。过了几天，收音机修好了，又摆在家里了。我受到了警告，不许再碰它一指头。

我长大一点儿以后，情况有了变化。过了几年，一台更大更好的收音机取代了原来那台小的。不过我没有对它失去兴趣，相反却成了一个收音机迷，总是想发掘遥远的电台。那时，我会爬到我们家的屋顶下面去拉长天线，所幸没有把灰泥天花板给戳破。

从小到大，收音机都在我生活里扮演着重要的角色。我开始在新西兰做电台播音员，后来又在澳大利亚做同样的事情。虽然我现在搞电视播音，但还是非常怀念留在墨尔本的那些古老收音机。

就在几个星期前，我决定在北京淘一台收音机。我觉得中国肯定和大多数国家一样，在电视出现之前，广播业曾经飞速发展，是人们获得信息和娱乐的主要来源。

我曾经看过一篇文章，说的是丰台区的一位老太太，她的古董店里有几百件宝贝，从海报到陶器无奇不有。兴许她那儿也有一些旧收音机呢。我把报纸上她的中文地址剪了下来，拿给一位出租车司机看。他说他肯定能把我带到那儿。

可是，在我想去的目的地附近转了半天，他还是找不到那家店，当地人好像也不知道那个地方。我让他带我去著名的潘家园旧货市场，因为报道上说现在那里平时也开，不光是周末。

我以前从来没有去过那儿，不过去了之后我发现，在这个星期五的下午，没几家店开门，更没什么人闲逛或买东西。我很失望，于是准备离开，想去打辆车回公寓。犹豫了一下之后，我又折了回来。反正我都来了，还是转转吧。

这里逛起来还是有点儿意思的，我可以想象周末这里该有多么热闹：所有的摊主都开门向熙熙攘攘的人群炫耀他们的古董。我把大多数开了门的店都逛了一遍，甚至还发现了一部上发条的老式留声机，但却没有找到收音机。

就在我转身离去的那一刻，前面的一个地方却吸引了我的目光——一家摆满了各式各样、大小不同的老式电子管收音机的店。我找到宝藏了！店里有胶木柜式收音机，旁边放的是木头和塑料的收音机。架子上摆的一款让我想起了小时候在新西兰拽下来的那个，不过眼前这个太大了，要是把它拽到地上，这么沉的东西砸在身上可受不了。

店主坐在柜台后面，看着我四处打量。大多数店主看到有顾客停下来观看时都会迎上来说点什么，而他却没有这么做，尽管他肯定已经猜到我绝对不止是感点儿兴趣那么简单。坐在那儿的两个小伙子应该是他的孩子或者伙计吧。在我仔细审视宝贝时，他们俩只是自顾自地聊天。这里面有些收音机是国外生产的，也许是六十多年前被外国人带进来的吧。

其中一部与众不同的收音机立刻勾起了我的怀旧情绪。和旁边的那些不同，这一台得到了精心的呵护，棕色的胶木外壳上看不到一点儿划痕，上面有收听国内外电台用的旋钮。我想买这个。

我转向柜台后面的那个人，指着那台收音机问道：“多少钱？”他掏出一个计算器，在上面敲出了价钱：1500元。这个价可能是比较合理的，可这是个市场嘛（就应该讲价），于是我还了个价，把他报的价钱砍了一半。他只是冷笑一声，摇摇头，连个更现实的价码都不提。

显然我得把价钱提高，可又不知道该提多少。我又出了个价，可他又关上了计算器。我决定离开，试探一下他们会不会让步，可没人叫我回去，也没人跟上来。真是令人失望啊，因为我确实想买那台收音机。

这次，我离开了旧货市场去找吃的，同时也是为了按下肚子里的郁闷。一个小时以后我又回去了，刚才一直坐在柜台后面的那个人正站在店门口，脸上还带着笑，就跟料定我会回来似的。

他回到座位上，拿出计算器，把它放到我鼻子下面。这次我把价钱涨到950块，而且明确表示再高我就不买了。按照他的规矩，这次我显然做对了，我们成交了，不过我有一个条件：那台收音机必须能用。他表示没问题。

一个店员解开线圈，不过线圈尽头只有两根裸露的电线，没有插头。他的下一个做法就算是专业电工也会觉得悬，更不用说业余的了：他就这么着把那两根线插到了一个通电的插座里。所幸触电的只有收音机，不过在他等着电子管热起来开始运转的时候，我一直大气都不敢喘。




灯亮了，接下来却没了别的反应。店主看起来挺紧张的，他转动音量旋钮，传出来的却只有噪音，这让我想起了凯洛格玉米片的广告词儿：“噼啪，噼啪，砰。”有那么一会儿，我们听到了微弱的音乐声。店主指了指金属屋顶，表示这影响了信号传输。

我示意他们把收音机搬到外面去。这次店员接了一根长天线，拉到外面的人行道上。邻近的店主都跑过来围观。在大家的热切期待中，收音机又被打开了。这次没什么能阻拦无线电波了吧。

店员把声音调大，开始转动调频的刻度盘。变清楚的只有一个声音：刚才听着还像在早餐牛奶里爆开的玉米片，现在听起来则好像炸弹爆炸一样。电台也没有搜索到，就连刚才听到的音乐声也不见了。







The search for a station proved fruitless. Even the music we heard earlier had vanished.







电台也没有搜索到，就连刚才听到的音乐声也不见了。



店主既没有提出对它进行修理，也没有推荐一台别的给我。是我要求得太多了吗？过去留下来的所有这些东西或许都需要好好保护吧，可我们似乎既没有这个本事，也不愿意去做。

我打了一辆出租车回家，在离公寓不远的地方车流变得非常缓慢，于是我就下车走回去，碰巧走到了一家电器商店门口，里面摆的收音机和我在潘家园看到的大不一样。

这些收音机的喇叭里传出来的声音可不像爆玉米片那样，而是清晰悠扬的音乐。当我看到一台老式收音机摆在它那些数字化后代之间时，我的眼珠子今天第二次蹦了出来。

凑近一看，我才发现这是中国德生公司制造的一台全新复制品，仿的是德国根德公司20世纪50年代的一个著名款式。它的木头外壳、黄铜配件和布包的喇叭看起来都跟我在旧货市场看到的那些收音机一模一样。而且，这台收音机是有插座的哦，连接方式完全符合现代安全标准。




店主把说明书和厂家的质保证明递给我。我不打算试用了。才480块钱，不管它噼里啪啦还是乒乒乓乓，我都要把它抱回去，就当是对自己之前遭遇的补偿吧。

我打开包装盒，小心翼翼地把收音机拿出来，放在我的餐桌上，它看起来比搁在商店里那会儿还棒。最终的考验来了。我觉得自己就像美国宇航局的科学家，正在等着无人空间探测器发回第一批信号。

调频盘亮了，圆润、清晰的音乐声在公寓里回响。要是无线电的发明者马可尼听到这个，他肯定不敢相信自己的耳朵。

这一来，我就有了一台用现代科技造出来的老式收音机——它可是历史与现代的完美结合啊。这台机器不仅能收听本地电台，还有两个短波波段，可以接收到风格各异、远近不同的电台信号，比如澳大利亚电台和朝鲜民主主义人民共和国电台。现在我可以放心地调转旋钮，而不必担心它会出什么问题了。

在这件事情上我也许有些太念旧了，可这么时髦的收音机已经成了朋友们来访时的谈资。就连给我打扫房间的那些年轻人都惊叹“很好”——这可能是他们见过的第一台“真正”的收音机了，他们都让我展示一下播放效果。

跟大家分享这种喜悦让我十分开心，不过高兴之余我可没有忘记一件事情：如果我的孙儿孙女们来看我的话，我肯定得把这台收音机放好，不能让他们够到。

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 Grundig：根德，德国电子公司，是世界著名的电子产品企业，对于收音机有着悠久的研究历史，其电子管、晶体管收音机产品的档次和数量位列世界第一。





[2]

 DPRK:the Democratic People's Republic of Korea的缩写，朝鲜民主主义人民共和国






KEEPING FIT IN CHINA








健身实录




If there is one thing I thought I had come to terms with in Beijing, it is the climate.

When I arrived in China for the first time last year, flying straight out of Melbourne's winter into Beijing's mid-summer was a shock. I wondered what had hit me. Trying to walk briskly was impossible as I slowed to a snail's pace among the more energetic locals, my own energy levels sapped by the heat and humidity.

Once inside my apartment, refrigerated air was merely a switch away. But as summer gave way to autumn, my body was unable to adapt to the fluctuating temperatures. Without warning, what started as a sniffle, turned into a cold, not just a slight cold, but to use an Australian coloqial description — a 'hum-dinger
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I was convinced it had been caused by my inability to cope with the sudden change in the seasons, having become reliant on air conditioning, both in the workplace and at home.

This year I took measures to prevent a repeat episode, determined not be caught again. While happy to escape the heat in CCTV's air conditioning, I resisted the temptation to turn on mine, even during the day. I managed to sleep and move around my apartment without even a fan, the electric variety of course. When I told Chinese friends, most raised their eyebrows and simply asked: 'Why?' They did not seem to share my confidence that I could weather the hot days and nights for an entire summer, unaided by more than an open window.

On top of regular walking and cycling, I embarked on a plan to increase my fitness with a body-building programme in the Friendship Hotel gymnasium, by adding some muscle weight to my 63 kilogram frame. Hopefully the gain would come without too much pain, and my immune system would resist any virulent stalkers, especially at summer's end.

The last time I stepped into a gym was at college in New Zealand. In those days the only weights were made of wood, called 'dumb bells' which best describes the way we looked when holding them.

In order to literally get the feel of the Friendship's bright shiny equipment, I called in one Sunday night and found an American work colleague bathed in a pool, not of water but perspiration. Already well-built, he was pounding away on a walking machine with such determination, I thought a heart attack would surely follow unless he slowed the adjustable speed.

As he walked, he talked, offering to show me around. I was relieved because that meant he would have to get off the treadmill. When he did, I followed his every move, as manual and mechanical aids stretched, sustained and sent his entire body into positions I feared my own older frame might reject and collapse under the strain.

The sophisticated systems of weights and pulleys along which wire ropes allow users to pull themselves into shape, reminded me of a torture chamber I had seen in a copied English medieval castle near Melbourne where 'foul deeds' are re-enacted in a harmless way for family entertainment. The main feature was the 'whipping of the wench' and machines where 'victims' were stretched, until they told the truth. Perhaps this was just a modern version under the guise of body building.

It was exhausting to watch, and I wondered if I was now witnessing a fitness fad for foreigners — a painful obsession rather than a physical activity to enjoy. Once on the treadmill, would it become a habit for me, too hard to kick? I would find out, not from a foreigner, but a Chinese.

Having taken the first step, I signed up for a monthly ticket which gave me freedom to use the gym whenever I wished. Parting with money can be hard at the best of times, and as I handed over the cash, I wondered who was going to benefit most.

The first visit was surprisingly painless. Admittedly I adjusted the weights to their lowest setting, and stayed only 20 minutes, exerting more in exploration than effort. Certainly there were strains on body parts not used to such exertion, but I felt willing and able to go back for more.

I was relieved to see my American co-worker in the CCTV-9 newsroom looking his usual healthy self, and when I told him of my first session at the gym, he assured me I would definitely benefit. A New Zealand colleague who has been a gym user for many years, was even more enthusiastic. 'At your age (I had not revealed this and wondered what he thought it was) you will look better, feel better, move better, and with more protein in your diet — especially after a big workout — your muscles will expand.'

The idea of a big workout did not really fit into my planned fitness programme, but there was no reason to doubt him. He was living proof that more than one hour in the gym more than once a week could work wonders. If my muscles were minimal, his were more like Mighty Mouse
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His almost evangelical pitch had me hooked, and a thought-bubble hovered overhead, as I imagined myself transformed into a well-proportioned person personified in perfection. As you can see from that little tongue twister, my imagination had run out of control.

My Kiwi colleague promised to share his next workout with me, and we arranged to meet at the gym the following afternoon. Unlike the American who worked out while I simply watched, this was going to be far from passive.

As we began, he offered words of caution: 'Don't overdo it, or you might end up with serious injuries. It happened to me once.' Should I call the ambulance now, I wondered. He carefully supervised my feeble attempts at raising the lighter hand-held weights, pointing out the stance for avoiding back injury. It seemed my right arm was stronger than the left and staring at myself in the floor to ceiling mirrors was not a pretty sight. Television viewers prepared to take me into their homes, might turn me off at the sight of this image. I could only hope there were no hidden cameras.

As I worked up a lather of perspiration, more words of advice followed: 'The more you sweat, you know it's working, but make sure you rest in between rounds, and drink plenty of fluids.' While I rested he worked, displaying his skills and strength after years of body building. Compared with the American, the facial contortions of this Kiwi showed even more determination. If he could survive such wear and tear, he had to be the man of steel.

My rest was over and it was back to work. Once again I completed this second session feeling no real pain. Could I have gone even harder? At this suggestion, his response was ominous: 'Wait until tomorrow.'

He was right. I awoke next morning with pain in my upper thighs. My lower limbs felt like the weights I had lifted. But after three days of gymless activitiy, the pain eased and I was ready to resume — unsupervised. I settled into a twice-weekly 20-minute routine which can be best described as 'low intensity'.

After two months, I was astounded to find my weight had increased by five kilograms. My fitness plan was definitely working, along with my hopefully strengthened immune system that not even a sniffle could penetrate.

At one end of the gym, a large television set occupies the eyes of people working out on the nearby cycling machines. A few days ago, I walked in to find the TV showing replays of the Olympic Games weightlifting which proved a goldmine for China. As I started my incomparable routine, I heard some loud grunting from behind, and turned round to see a Chinese man on his back, lifting a bar stacked at each end with round weights.

After pumping away, he walked up to the TV set to watch the Olympians. Then he added more weights, and quickly resumed his own routine, as if trying to match them. He looked to be in his mid-40s and his body had obviously been built well.

When I expressed amazement that he could lift so much weight, he responded: 'I can add more,' a claim which proved no idle boast as he increased the load. Watching his chest almost burst with pride, not to mention the pressure from above it, I had no desire to see him go further and risk a total breakdown of his well-developed frame.

Originally from Beijing, he told me he was a physicist now living in the US state of Ohio and visiting his hometown to give lectures at Qinghua University.

He explained that Chinese gyms were not as well as equipped as those in the west, and 'too expensive for the average person here. But they are getting better, and whenever I come back to China, I always search for the nearest one.' It became clear that he was a fitness freak. 'I feel really bad if I don't have a regular workout. It has become an obsession,' he admitted.

This was something I did not want to happen to me. On the way out, I weighed myself and to my horror, realised that I had been misreading the scales. I had not put on five kilograms at all, but barely two. Perhaps I was capable of putting in more effort. Maybe I too, could increase the load.

A few days ago, Beijing's weather changed dramatically. Instead of cool breezes coming through my bedroom window, cold night air flowed instead. Settling in for a good sleep, I remembered the window still being open. But it was too comfortable to get out of bed to close it.

As the temperatures dropped my plan to withstand the seasonal switch came tumbling down. After months of (fairly) rigorous exercise, my strengthened immune system was chilled. I awoke in the morning with what started out as a sniffle, but by day's end had developed into a cold, far worse than the one I caught last year. I had gone from catching a 'hum-dinger' to one that was 'hu-mungus
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As I try to shake the last of it off with natural medication, maybe there is a silver lining to this dark cloud
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 . A Chinese work colleague hearing my voice sound much deeper than unusual last week, asked: 'Have you got a cold?' When I nodded, she advised, 'it's the change in the seasons.' To borrow from Queen Victoria's vocabulary, I was not amused to hear something I already realised.

Then, with a knowing look on her face, she added: 'If you get one now, it means you will not get one when winter comes.' I am not holding my breath in anticipation.

如果说我在北京曾经向什么低过头的话，那就是北京的天气了。

去年我第一次来中国时，墨尔本正是冬天，直接飞到北京酷暑之中的感觉真是让人受不了啊。我不知道自己中了什么邪，根本没法轻快地走路。本地人都精神抖擞，我却慢得跟蜗牛似的，所有能量都被暑热和潮气给侵蚀光了。




公寓里空调吹出的冷风只是让我暂时避开了炎热。可是，夏去秋来，我的身体就无法适应过大的温差了。一开始只是流鼻涕，可一点儿征兆都没有，流鼻涕就变成了感冒，而且还不是一般的感冒，用我们澳大利亚人常说的一个词儿来说就是“大毛病”。

我坚信这是因为我太依赖单位和家里的空调，无法适应季节突然变化造成的。

今年，我决心杜绝感冒。为了防止悲剧重演，我采取了一些措施。在央视，有空调冷气帮我摆脱炎热，还是挺让人高兴的，可是在家里，我坚决忍住不开空调，就算是白天在家也不开。在公寓里睡觉和活动的时候，我做到了不用扇子，当然也包括电扇。我跟我那些中国朋友说起此事时，大多数人都会吃惊地问我：“为什么啊？”看来他们都不能理解我的信心：我能够经受住一夏天的酷热，除了开窗户之外，什么都不用。

在散步和骑车之外，我又开始实施健身计划，在友谊宾馆的健身房里进行健身训练，这样可以给我63公斤的身板添点儿肌肉。但愿我不用费多少力气就能有收获，使自己的免疫系统能抵抗任何凶恶的病毒，尤其是在夏末秋初时节。

我上一次踏进健身房还是在新西兰上大学的时候。那时候锻炼用的重物还都是木制的，被称作“哑铃”，这个词儿形象地描述出了我们拿着它们锻炼时的样子。

为了切实感受一下友谊宾馆里那些闪闪发亮的器械，我在一个星期天的晚上来到健身房，结果看到我的一位美国同事全身水汪汪的——不，汗汪汪的。身材已经很不错的他正在跑步机上坚定地拼命快走。我却觉得，如果他不调低速度的话，早晚都得心脏病发作。

他一边快走还一边跟我说话，主动提出带我转转。（听到这个）我真是松了一口气，因为这就意味着他会从那台机器上下来。他开始操作器械，我跟着他做每一个动作。那些手动和机械的辅助设施拉伸开来，支撑着他的整个身体做出各种动作，我真担心自己那副老骨头会吃不消这种压力而散架。

使用者通过拉动钢索来操作那些由重物和滑轮构成的复杂器械，以达到健身的目的。这些器械让我想起了在墨尔本附近一座仿英式中世纪古堡里看到的一个刑讯室，那里通过（对游客）无任何损伤的方式重现当年的“恶心事儿”，以此娱乐大家。其中最大的看点是“鞭笞通奸者”和能够将“犯人”肢体无限拉伸直到他们说实话为止的机器。也许，（眼前）这些器械不过是打着健身名义的现代刑具吧。

（器械太多了，）光看就让我累得够呛，真不知道自己是不是在见证一场老外健身热潮——那与其说是一种值得享受的体育锻炼，还不如说是一种痛苦的痴迷。要是我上了跑步机（开始锻炼），这会不会变成一种无法摆脱的习惯呢？我很快就会找到答案，不是从外国人那里，而是从中国人那儿。

完成了第一步（考察）以后，我在健身房办了月票，什么时候想去锻炼都行。可条件再好，掏腰包也是件挺让人心疼的事儿啊。我把钱递过去的时候，都不知道到底谁会受益最多。

第一次去健身居然一点儿都不痛苦。当然，那是因为我把重量调到了最低，而且只练了20分钟，花在“实地勘探”上的精力比锻炼还多。即便如此，还不习惯这么用力的那些身体部位还是感到了压力，不过我觉得自己愿意去做更多锻炼，而且也能够做到这一点。

看到我那位美国同事像往常一样生龙活虎地出现在央视9套的编辑室里（而没有在锻炼中累死），我不由松了一口气。我跟他讲了第一次去健身的经历，他跟我打保票说这肯定会有好处。另一位新西兰来的同事有多年的健身经验，说起这事儿更是津津乐道。“到你这个岁数（我以前并没跟他透露过我的年纪，不知道他觉得我到底有多少岁了），健身会让你看起来更年轻，感觉更棒，行动也更灵便，如果再多吃点蛋白质含量高的东西，尤其是剧烈运动以后，你的肌肉也会发达起来的。”







Perhaps this was just a modern version under the guise of body building.


 
也许，（眼前）这些器械不过是打着健身名义的现代刑具吧。



剧烈运动可不符合我的健身计划，不过他说的话没什么可怀疑的。他自己就是个活生生的例子，充分证明每周去健身房一次以上每次练习一个多小时是可以创造奇迹的。如果我这些肌肉不算什么的话，那他就应该算“大力鼠”了。

他那福音般的鼓吹吸引了我，我头顶上立刻冒出了一个（漫画里的）思想泡泡，想象自己变得身材匀称，成了完美的化身。从上面这句拗口的话你就能看出我的想象已经信马由缰，不知跑道哪儿去了。




那位新西兰的同事答应下次带我一起去锻炼，于是我们约好第二天下午在健身房碰头。上次我只是眼巴巴地看着那位美国同事锻炼，这回我可不会那么被动了。

刚开始锻炼，他就给我提出了警告：“别锻炼过度，否则你肯定会严重拉伤的，我以前就有过那么一回。”我想，是不是现在就先把救护车叫来啊。他认真地监督着我颤巍巍地举起较轻的手握式哑铃，教给我可以避免背部受伤的姿势。我的右臂似乎比左臂有力一些，我从整面墙那么大的镜子里看到，正在锻炼的我看起来可真不咋的。电视观众们都愿意让我去他们家“做客”，不过要是看到我这副尊容，他们可能会把电视关上。我只希望这里没有什么隐藏的摄像头。

随着运动量加大，我身上出了一层汗，我那位同事也提出了更多的建议：“出的汗越多，你就越知道运动奏效了，不过每运动一轮一定要休息，还得多喝水。”我休息的时候，他就开始锻炼，向我展示他通过多年健身掌握的技巧和积蓄的体能。和那位美国同事相比，这位新西兰老兄龇牙咧嘴的表情里透出了更多的坚毅。这么折腾他都能活下来，他绝对是位铁人。

休息完了之后，我又开始运动。这次锻炼结束时，我依然没觉得有哪儿疼。我还能再加大锻炼强度吗？听了我的想法，他的回答带着不祥的预兆：“到明天你就知道了。”

他说得没错。第二天早上我醒来时，大腿生疼，前臂沉得好像我举过的哑铃。不过歇了三天没有运动之后，疼痛就消失了，我准备继续锻炼下去，不过不需要别人监督了。我养成了每周两次、每次20分钟的锻炼习惯，对这种锻炼最好的描述应该是：“低强度”锻炼。

两个月以后，我发现体重增加了5公斤，这真是让我大吃一惊。我的健身计划显然已经奏效，而我的免疫系统估计也已经增强，就算是流鼻涕也不能侵袭我了。

健身房的一端有一台大电视，在附近骑单车锻炼的人可以边骑边看。几天前，我去健身房的时候发现电视里正在重播奥运会的举重比赛——这可是中国的金矿啊！就在我开始自己那独一无二的锻炼时，身后传来了粗重的咕哝声。我转过身，看到一个中国人正躺在那里举一个两头都装了很多圆盘的杠铃。

上下举了若干回以后，他走到电视那里去看奥运会的比赛，然后又加了更多的重量，很快又开始练习了，好像要赶上那些奥运冠军一样。他看起来四十四五岁，体形显然锻炼得非常好。

我向他表达了我的敬慕之情：他居然可以举那么重的杠铃。他却回答道：“我还能举更重的。”这句话可不是瞎盖的，他真的又加了重量。他的胸膛几乎要被自豪涨破了，更别提他手上还有那么大的压力，我可不想看他再加重量了，要不然他锻炼得那么好的体形可就完蛋了。

他说他老家是北京的，现在在美国俄亥俄州做医生，这次回家乡来是要在清华大学讲学。

他说中国的健身房设施不如西方的好，“对于一般的老百姓来说也还是太贵了。不过情况在改善，每次回中国来，我都会找一家最近的健身房来健身。”显然他是个健身狂人，而他也承认：“如果不经常锻炼，我就会感觉很糟糕。我已经健身成瘾了。”

这正是我不希望发生在自己身上的事情。在出去的路上，我称了称体重，结果吓了我一跳。我意识到上次是我看错数了，我根本没有长5公斤，其实连两公斤都不到呢。看来我是有能力加大锻炼强度的。也许，我也该在杠铃上加点儿重量。




几天前，北京的天气骤然变冷。从卧室的窗口吹进来的不再是清凉的微风，而是冷飕飕的寒气。我已经躺下准备睡个好觉了才想起来窗户没关，可是被窝里太舒服了，我实在不想起来关窗户。

屋里的温度降低了，我抵抗季节变化的计划也土崩瓦解。虽然经过了几个月（相当）严格的训练，我那得到强化的免疫系统还是被冻坏了。第二天早上，我醒过来就开始流鼻涕，到晚上就加剧成了感冒。这可比我去年的那次感冒糟糕多了，已经从“大毛病”变成“恶疾”了。

就在我试着用天然药物拔除感冒的尾巴时，我发现这事情没准儿还有一点好处。上周，一位中国同事听出我的声音低沉得异常，于是问我：“你是不是感冒了？”看我点头，她又说：“都是变天儿闹的。”借用维多利亚女王的常用词儿来说，听到自己已经意识到的东西我一点儿都不觉得有趣。

然后，她若有所悟地又补了一句：“现在感冒一次，冬天来了你就不会感冒了。”我可不会屏住呼吸满怀期待地等着她的预言实现。

未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 hum-dinger：<俚>非同寻常的事物





[2]

 Mighty Mouse：大力鼠，又译“太空飞鼠”，是保罗•特里（Paul Terry）于1945年创造的一个卡通形象，类似鼠中的“超人”。





[3]

 hu-mungus：该词由huge和enormous两个词组合而成。





[4]

 Every cloud has a silver lining.：英语中的一句谚语，表示“黑暗中总有一线光明”。文中这句话将这句谚语略加变化，仍然表示这个意思。






NATIONAL HOLIDAY REFLECTIONS








国庆随想




As China's National Day approaches, what does it mean to a foreigner like me? While Chinese prepare to mark the event, I have been reflecting on my own national identity and whether it could match the enthusiasm being shown across Beijing as the capital city wears its colours of national pride.

Readers of my contributions will guess by now I have spent most of my life in Australia. But I was born and raised in New Zealand, and as the years go by, I still have a strong affinity with that country, its green hills, clean air and sparkling seas.

Perhaps those first gasps of air which give life outside our mother's womb, contain the seeds that grow and bind us to what Chinese call 'the motherland' no matter where we choose to live.

In Australia, debate continues over whether the country should cut the last remaining 'apron strings
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 ' to its former mother England, and become a Republic. Even in New Zealand, which has previously shown less inclination to break the same ties, the scissors are being sharpened.

If and when the cut is made remains open to debate, and in Australia the first referendum has already been defeated. While opponents and supporters battle on with words, Aussies and Kiwis share an identity crisis that comes down to a basic issue in which Chinese take greatest pride — their national flag.

That crisis has been noticed even by the youngest people in this country. A former colleague at China Radio International (CRI) recently introduced me to his eight-year-old son. When his father explained that I was originally from New Zealand and Australia, the boy responded with what sounded like a long question.

When his dad translated for me, I was amazed to hear what had been asked: 'He wants to know why Australia and New Zealand have the same flag.' I tried to explain the small difference in the stars, admitting that with Britain's Union Jack in the top left-hand corner, they were virtually identical.

While a large proportion of people in both countries are adamant the present flags should be retained, I cannot imagine a crowd of the most loyal citizens flocking to a central point to see them being raised. They would be more excited going to Tian'anmen Square to see China's flag being hoisted at sunrise on October 1.

Maybe that will change if Australians and New Zealanders eventually take the plunge and unfurl their own unique flags.

National pride comes in various forms. Like Chinese, Australians and New Zealanders feel it deeply when remembering those who paid the supreme sacrifice in times of armed conflict. We display it in language, music and literature. And while past events will always replay in our hearts and minds, today's national pride is reflected more than ever in the sporting arena as displayed so recently in Athens where new heroes emerged.

When the Olympic Games open in Beijing in 2008, a new wave of national pride will sweep this country like never before.

And that wave is already building. Last week I was privileged to attend the unveiling of the foundation stone for the new CCTV headquarters, a landmark that will change the face of Beijing's eastern Chaoyang District, and indeed the whole city. Biased my view may be as an employee of the company, I think this more than any other building, will be the most spectacular as the skyline is transformed over the next four years.

Earlier this month I attended an amazing exhibition which visitors should see to get an overview of Bejing now, and how it will look in 2008. Staged at the Beijing Planning Exhibition Hall near the Old Beijing Railway Station, it includes an entire level taken up with streetscape models of the city, laid out on the floor. As visitors walk around this area, the models are perfectly integrated with clear glass tiles under which aerial photographs reveal the city as it is today.

In the same building a movie shows Beijing from its beginnings more than a thousand years ago. Projected onto a mighty screen with English subtitles, the computer-generated images are incredible. People going back to the earliest dynasty give a life-like portrayal of how they went about their business. Even Beijing's changed waterways resembled the roads of today, clogged with vessels of all shapes and sizes.

Describing Beijing as a city on the move is an understatement, and if anyone asked me which are the best tourist spots to see, I would be struggling to finish the list. In my six months' working at CRI last year, I did not waste a weekend searching and seeing all I could, unsure if I would ever be back.

Another six months have passed since I returned to work at CCTV and I am still finding places I did not even know existed. I search them out from books and sometimes stumble upon them just by chance. One thing is certain: To see all of Beijing is impossible because it keeps changing so quickly, construction sites never idle day or night.

While that pace accelerates in the lead-up to the Olympics, the main attractions which visitors have on their must-see lists will always draw the crowds. Nothing can change the magnetism of Tian'anmen Square and the Imperial Palace where everyone coming here, has to go.

But as the city spurts in all directions, I wonder if its image would be enhanced with a slogan that gives meaning to this expansion as buildings go up, subways go down, and ring roads spread like a spider's web. As I write, an idea is coming to mind. Hopefully by the end, I can share it with you.

It would be easy to join the list of other world cities with labels such as 'Garden City (Melbourne)', 'City of Light (Paris)', or 'City of Love (Rome)'. And as everyone knows, Beijing already has its own 'Forbidden City'. I could even have suggested 'Saturn City', borrowing the planet of rings to represent the roads which ring Beijing.

No, something different yet simple, absorbing the human as well as material elements, has come to mind. Here is my suggestion: 'Beijing — Reaching Out'. Enough reflection for one week — happy National Holiday.



中国的国庆节就要到了，这个节日对于我这么个老外有什么意义呢？中国人都在忙着准备庆祝节日，首都北京带着全国人的骄傲沉浸在一片色彩的海洋中，我则一直在反思我自己的国家认同感，看看它能不能配得上全城上下洋溢的热情。

读过我文章的人也许会认为，我这大半辈子都是在澳大利亚度过的。其实我是在新西兰出生、长大的。虽然时光如梭，可我依然对新西兰怀着强烈的感情，那里有层峦叠翠的群山、清新洁净的空气和波光粼粼的大海。

初出母体后我们呼吸的空气给了我们生命，也许正是这几口空气在我们心里播下了牵挂的种子。无论我们决定在哪里生活，我们都和那个用中国人的话说就是“祖国”的地方有着千丝万缕的联系。

在澳大利亚有一场持续至今的辩论，论题是：究竟该不该割断我们与以前的“母亲”英国之间的最后一条纽带，成立共和国。在以前对脱离英国不那么热心的新西兰，人们也开始“磨刀霍霍”了。

该不该脱离、什么时候脱离依然在争论之中，澳大利亚为此举行的第一次公民投票已经否决了这一可能。就在反对者和支持者继续雄辞论辩时，澳大利亚人和新西兰人都面临着一场身份危机，其中的核心问题是国旗——中国人对自己的国旗可是无比自豪的。




就连这个国家年龄最小的人都注意到这场危机了。最近，我原来在中国国际广播电台时的一个同事带我见了他8岁的儿子。听他爸爸说我是从新西兰和澳大利亚来的，这个孩子提出了一个听起来非常长的问题。

他爸爸给我翻译了一下，他问的这个问题可真是让我大吃一惊：“他想知道为什么澳大利亚和新西兰的国旗是一样的。”我给他解释旗子上面的星星是有细微差别的，不过我也承认，这两面旗子的左上角摆的都是英国国旗，看起来确实一样。




虽然两国都有大批的民众坚持认为应该保留现有的国旗，我还是无法想象那些最忠诚的国民会涌到某个中心点去看升旗。相比之下，他们可能会觉得10月1号黎明时去天安门广场看中国国旗升起更有意思一些。

也许，等澳大利亚和新西兰最终下定决心脱离出来，升起各自独树一帜的国旗后，这种局面会有所改变吧。

民族自豪感有各种形式，跟中国人一样，澳大利亚人和新西兰人每当想到那些在战争时期做出巨大牺牲的人就感触颇深。我们用语言、音乐和文学来表达这种感情。过去的事情永远都会在我们心中和脑海里回荡，而当前的民族自豪感则在运动场上得到了空前明显的体现。最近举行的雅典奥运会就是一个例子，那里涌现了不少新的英雄。

2008年北京奥运会召开时，中国肯定会出现新一轮前所未有的民族自豪感热潮。

现在已经可以看出这种热潮的势头了。上个星期，我有幸参加了中央电视台新址的奠基揭幕仪式，这座地标性建筑将改变北京城东的朝阳区以至全城的面貌。作为央视的员工，我的观点也许有点偏颇，可我认为这座楼将超越其他任何建筑，在今后的四年里改变北京高楼大厦群的风貌，成为最壮观的一座楼。

就在这个月初，我参观了一场了不起的展览。观展的人可以看到北京如今的面貌以及2008年时的样子。展览在北京老火车站附近的北京规划展览馆举行，馆里有整整一层楼布置的都是北京的街景模型，参观的人可以在这里徜徉。这些模型与透明的玻璃砖相得益彰，玻璃下面是航拍的照片，反映着北京如今的面貌。

就在这座展览馆里还可以看到一部影片，影片展示了北京从一千多年前建成到现在为止的发展历程，片子投射在一幅巨大的屏幕上，有英文字幕，那些电脑制作的图像真是让人叹为观止。人们（借助这部片子）回到初建北京的朝代，身临其境地感受当初人们的生活。当时，如今业已变迁的北京水道中泊满了样式各异、大小不同的船只，就和现在的马路一样。

说北京是一座变化中的城市那实在是太保守了，如果有人问我北京最好的旅游景点是哪里，我得说半天才能说完。去年，我在国际广播电台工作了半年，其间我一个周末都没浪费，全花在四处游览上了，因为我当时不知道自己还能不能回来。

从我回来到央视任职以来，已经又过了半年，我仍然在探寻我没听说过的那些地方。我从书本上搜寻这些地方，有时却也是机缘巧合撞到的。有一件事是可以肯定的：想全面游览北京根本不可能，因为它在不断变化，建筑工地日夜都在忙碌。

由于奥运会的缘故，这种变化正加快步伐，但是游客们觉得必看的那些主要景点还是会吸引大量的人。什么也改变不了天安门广场和故宫的吸引力，所有来这里的人都该去这两个地方看看。

但是，随着这座城市四面扩展，高楼拔地而起，地铁也越挖越深，环路像蜘蛛网一样铺开。我不知道它的形象是否会因为一句赋予这一切意义的口号而更加生动。就在我写这篇文章时，脑海里涌出了一个想法。也许我可以在文章结尾时与你分享一下。

世界上很多城市都有别称，比如：“花园城”墨尔本，“灯城”巴黎，还有“爱城”罗马。让北京跻身这些城市之列很容易，因为大家都知道，北京已经有“紫禁城”了。我本来想叫北京“土星城”的，因为北京的那些环路就像土星外面的那些光环。

不，还是用个有特点又简单的说法吧，它又能吸引人，又能把我脑子里所有那些物质因素包括在内。我是这么想的：“北京——张开双臂”。短短一个星期的时间里，我已经想得够多了——国庆节快乐！










But as the city spurts in all directions, I wonder if its image would be enhanced with a slogan that gives meaning to this expansion as buildings go up, subways go down, and ring roads spread like a spider's web.


 
但是，随着这座城市四面扩展，高楼拔地而起，地铁也越挖越深，环路像蜘蛛网一样铺开。我不知道它的形象是否会因为一句赋予这一切意义的口号而更加生动。



未完待续......

to be continued...






[1]

 apron string：本意是“围裙带”，这里用作比喻，意为“联系，关联”。






CHINA'S SENIORS—THE GROWING AGE PROBLEM








中国的老人家




I have solved one of the mysteries about China and its people — to be more specific, its senior citizens. When I first came here 16 months ago, I wondered where the 'oldies' were.

Everywhere I looked, young people dominated the streetscape, walking briskly to work, riding their bikes to universities near my apartment in the Haidian District, but few elderly people appeared among them.

When I asked a local resident, she explained: 'They come out early in the morning, and you'll see them again at night, often exercising.' Were they some kind of nocturnal species, I wondered, unable to face the light and pace of day?

I decided to investigate. Across the road from the Friendship Hotel is a set of exercise bars and swings. I had seen them during the day, mostly unused. Like Sherlock Holmes trying to crack a most puzzling case, I sneaked over to see for myself on a warm summer evening.

It was about 8 o'clock and as I crept closer, there they were. People in their 60s, 70s and probably 80s, stretching, bending and exercising in ways that would cause creaks and groans in their much younger offspring. This was indeed grey power in action.

As I watched, I could hear distant music in the still night air — not rock or pop but something more melodic. Heading towards it, I found myself outside a paved open space near the Beijing Modern Plaza, filled with about 60 mature-aged women holding fans and stepping out in a most elegant way as an instructor guided them through a traditional dance routine
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 .

Since then I have found even more, especially in the early morning, on my way to work at CCTV. As the car passed the Zizhuyuan (Black Bamboo) Park, seniors danced together and by themselves, moving effortlessly.

My biggest surprise was while walking with friends around the Houhai Lake on a fine but bitterly cold Saturday afternoon last winter. Still the detective, I was alerted to what sounded like water splashing, followed by people cheering. This lead to an even more amazing sight — elderly men wearing only their bathing costumes, as onlookers rugged up in thick coats, applauded. I stood open- mouthed, pulling my own coat tighter against my chilled skin, watching these thick-skinned seniors dive and survive their near-naked plunge into the freezing water.

I had indeed found the Beijing equivalent of the Bondi Icebergs in Sydney and the Brighton Icebergs of Melbourne
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 , elderly men who swim in those cities' famous beaches througout winter. But the water in Houhai Lake must have been much colder than the Australian beaches because it was only days away from freezing over.

My detective work had paid off. I had now uncovered the evidence and found the answer to my mystery: Elderly people are alive and well in China. But in finding the answer, questions arise as the population not only ages longer, but grows to numbers that put added pressure on the society to which we all belong. It is not just a problem here, but in many countries, developed and developing.

In China, these problems seem exacerbated in urban areas where the load of looking after ageing parents is now falling on their one-child offspring, many being handed opportunities greater than their parents ever envisgaed when they were young. Some of these young people are friends of mine.

One who was offered a posting overseas last year, said, 'I feel guilty.' When I asked why, she replied: 'Because my parents cannot come with me and I will worry about their health all the time.'

I assured her that everyone who leaves home shares the same concerns, but for her, the only child, there are no siblings to help. It weighs heavily even at a time when Mum and Dad are in good health, not yet needing special care.

Only a few days ago, another friend explained that keeping both parents literally under his own family roof, 'will provide an environment of love and warmth. It is my duty,' he added emphatically.

While western countries may promote family independence by offering a range of options for those who can afford it, China's tradition of keeping the family literally together through interdependence seems as important today as ever, no matter how wealthy individual members may become.

In the west, retirement homes are a favoured option by a growing section of the community, often for sound reasons. They provide various levels of care ranging from independent accommodation in small villas where residents look after themselves, to dependent care in which everything from meals to medical facilities is provided within the complex.

At the same time, it is a big business with huge money to be made, and a set of conditions to ensure residents 'will back' each dwelling to the operators.

My mother-in-law has just entered one of these homes in New Zealand after a series of falls which made living alone a worry not only for herself, but her family living in the same city. A few years ago she told me, 'I will never live in one of those places,' but while her body is now not as sound as her mind, she admits the previous situation was untenable.

As father of two sons and a daughter, I presently have no plans to live with either of them (they may be relieved after reading this). But after the recent birth of my third grandchild, I have become acutely aware of the passage of time.

Adding to my concern is the regular appearance in this newspaper and other media, of stories about the rapid increase in China's ageing population and the burden it places on health and welfare services.

A report in China Daily
 last month made clear how quickly China's ageing society is growing. It said the number of Chinese people aged 65 or older will rise from less than 100 million in 2000 to more than 200 million by 2007. By then, the elderly will make up 14 per cent of the total population.

While those with one child may need help from other relatives, I have also met a growing number of young people who will face a different situation when they become aged. For reasons of cost and career, these married couples have decided not to have any children, opening up a new dependent sector as China, like other countries around the world, plans social welfare systems for the future.

The outlook is not all bleak. As parents, we can sometimes prolong the period in which we remain lively and independent through diet and exercise. Looking after ourselves as we age becomes as important as when we were children.

Hopefully with good health enhanced by active minds and bodies, we will add to our years by continuing to work in a society that can benefit from our skills and experience rather than simply retire and withdraw from it. Perhaps our children can pursue their own endeavours without feeling guilty, while still keeping an eye on how we are faring.

Last month I heard an interview on China Radio International (CRI) with a leading expert on ageing, Professor Wu Cangping, who confirmed the growing problem for parents of one child families especially as the tradition of looking after them continues.

On the other hand, they might not have to worry so soon. According to Professor Wu, who holds a university position, travels and lectures regularly, one should keep active and become involved in all things like work, paid and voluntary. The good professor should know. He is only 82!

我刚刚解决了一个谜题，是关于中国和中国人的。精确点儿说，是关于中国老人的。16个月前，我刚来的时候就挺纳闷的：“老人家们”都在哪儿呢？

在海淀区我住的公寓附近，无论我往哪儿看，看到的都是满大街的年轻人，正在精神抖擞地赶去上班，或是骑车去上学，可就是没见着老人。

我向当地的一位居民打听，她解释说：“他们都是一大早就出门了，晚上你也能见着他们，通常都是在锻炼身体。”我就想不通了：难道他们是夜行物种，适应不了白天的光线和节奏吗？

我决定去探个究竟。友谊宾馆的街对面有一些运动器械，我发现白天基本没人用。在一个温暖的夏夜，我就像准备破解迷案的福尔摩斯一样，蹑手蹑脚地走了过去，要亲眼看个究竟。

当时是八点左右，我悄悄走过去，看到了他们。一些六七十岁的老人——有些可能都有八十岁了——在那儿做伸展和曲体运动。他们的锻炼方式可能连他们的儿孙都受不了，没准儿还会让这些小字辈们骨节乱响，吱哇乱叫呢。真是一支白发生力军啊。




看着看着，我忽然听到静谧的夜空中远远传来了音乐声，不是摇滚，也不是流行音乐，而是旋律优美的乐曲。我循着乐声走去，来到了当代商城旁边一片砖石铺砌的空地上。有差不多六十位老大姐正手拿扇子，在老师的带领下优雅地跳着传统的舞蹈。




从那以后，我又发现了更多的老人，尤其是在一大早去央视上班的路上。车经过紫竹院公园的时候，我总可以看到老人们成群结队或自得其乐地在跳舞，跳得轻松自在。

最让我吃惊的事情发生在去年冬天一个星期六的下午，那天天气不错但是非常冷，我跟几个朋友在后海散步。仍在坚持做大侦探的我忽然听到了水的泼溅声和人们的欢呼声。接下来我看到的情景更是惊人：一些只穿着泳装的老人！围观的人都裹着厚厚的棉衣在鼓掌。看着这些“厚皮”老人几乎是光着身子跳入冰冷的水中，而且还在水里活蹦乱跳的，我惊得下巴都快掉下来了，不由把大衣又裹紧了些，以温暖我那冷飕飕的皮肤。







I stood open-mouthed, pulling my own coat tighter against my chilled skin, watching these thick-skinned seniors dive and survive their near-naked plunge into the freezing water.







看着这些“厚皮”老人几乎是光着身子跳入冰冷的水中，而且还在水里活蹦乱跳的，我惊得下巴都快掉下来了，不由把大衣又裹紧了些，以温暖我那冷飕飕的皮肤。



在悉尼和墨尔本，一些老头儿会在冬天去那里的知名海滨游泳，这些人被称为“悉尼的邦迪冰山”和“墨尔本的布赖顿冰山”。我终于在北京找到了可以和他们相提并论的人了。不过后海的水肯定比澳大利亚的海水要凉，因为过不了几天就要上冻了。

我的侦探工作总算圆满结束了。我找到了证据，解开了心里的谜团：中国是有老人的，他们活得还很不错呢。可是找到答案以后，新的问题又出现了，因为老龄人口不仅寿命更长，人数也在不断增加，这就给我们的社会带来了巨大的压力。这个问题不仅存在于中国，也存在于其他很多国家，其中既有发达国家也有发展中国家。

在中国的城镇中，这些问题似乎正在加剧——照料老人的任务都落在了独生子女肩上，而年轻一代中的许多人也面临着父辈们年轻时根本无法想象的大好机遇。我有些朋友就属于这一代。

去年，其中一个人得到了去海外任职的机会，她却说：“我觉得很愧疚。”我问她为什么，她的回答是：“因为我父母不能和我一起去，我肯定总是要担心他们的身体状况。”




我让她相信，每个离家在外的人都有同样的担忧。可她是独生子女，没有兄弟姐妹能帮忙。虽然现在父母身体都很健康，不需要什么特殊照顾，但这个问题还是让她忧虑重重。

就在几天前，另一个朋友跟我解释说，把双亲接到家里奉养“会带来充满爱和温暖的氛围。这是我的责任，”他强调道。

西方国家提倡家庭独立，对于那些不能实现这一点的人，国家提供了各种选择来予以帮助。但中国的传统却是一家人相互依存，共同生活在一起。在如今的中国，无论单个的家庭成员多么富有，这一传统依然为人们尊崇。

在西方，社区中有越来越多的人开始欢迎养老院，其理由不言自明。养老院能够提供各种层次的服务，有的老人可以住在小别墅里的独立房间中，自己照顾自己；有的老人则需要从吃饭到医疗都能在院内解决的依赖性护理。

同时，养老院是一笔利润丰厚的大生意，有一整套规定，可以保证居住者会把住所的费用支付给经营者。

我的岳母最近连续多次摔倒。对她，还有和她同住一城的家人来说，让她自己住都是件不安全的事情，所以她刚刚搬进了新西兰众多养老院中的一家。几年前，她还跟我说过：“我永远也不要住在那些地方。”可现在，她的身体没她的脑子那么好使了，她只能承认以前的话不能作数。

我有两个儿子和一个女儿，目前还不打算去跟他们一起住（他们看了这个肯定会大松一口气）。可是最近，随着我第三个孙子的出生，我对时间的流逝也开始敏感起来。

报纸和其他媒体上常常有一些报道，介绍中国老龄人口的增加及其给医疗和福利制度带来的压力，这就让我倍加关注这个问题。

上个月《中国日报》上的一篇报道明确指出了中国老龄人群的增长速度。该报道说，到2007年，中国65岁以上的人口将从2000年的不足一亿增长到两亿多。到那时，老年人将占总人口的14％。

在那些独生子女家庭里，做父母的老了以后可能会需要其他亲属帮忙照看。可我也遇到了越来越多的另一类年轻人，他们老了以后面对的完全是另一种局面。由于花费和职业发展的关系，这些夫妻都决定不要孩子，由此形成了一个新的依赖性较强的人群。中国如今和世界上其他国家一样，也在为未来规划社会福利制度。

前景并非全然暗淡无望。作为父母，我们有时可以通过健康的饮食和体育锻炼来保持活力和独立性。小时候我们要能照顾自己，老了也得会自力更生才行。

通过保持思维活跃，加强锻炼，我们可以保持良好的健康状况，因此，我们应当继续在社会中工作，而不是退休远离社会。这样既可以使社会从我们的技能和经验中受益，也可以让我们自己益寿延年。而我们的孩子也就可以一边放心追求自己的事业，一边随时关注我们的生活状况，而不必感到内疚了。

上个月，我在中国国际广播电台的节目中听到了一次访谈，访谈对象是老龄问题权威吴苍平（音）教授。他指出独生子女家庭的父母养老问题日益严重，在奉养老人的传统仍在延续的情况下尤为突出。

另一方面，他们也许没必要这么早担心这个问题。在大学任教的吴教授经常要四处讲学，他说一个人应当保持活跃性，参与像工作这样的活动，不管是有偿的还是志愿的。这位老当益壮的教授当然知道，自己不过才82岁呢！

未完待续......


to be continued...







[1]

 traditional dance routine：这里说的应该是秧歌。





[2]

 Bondi Icebergs in Sydney and the Brighton Icebergs of Melbourne：悉尼和墨尔本的Bondi Icebergs和Brighton Icebergs都是冬泳俱乐部，此处用来指代冬泳的老人。






A SHOCK IN BEIJING








一桩尴尬事儿




I think I have worn out my welcome and am about to be run out of China. What have I done you ask, to deserve such a fate? First I must declare my innocence, but I have opened one door too many and gone where I should not have gone.

I am so upset about my latest misadventure, I cannot bring myself to reveal it at this exact moment, so I will continue writing about a more enjoyable experience, and hopefully, share the 'incident' with you towards the end.

At this time of year Beijing has a special glow. It sparkles in the autumn light, absorbing the more gentle rays of the sun and reflecting them in the beauty of such places as the Fragrant Hills.

With that in mind, I answered the American pioneering call 'go west young man', but in actual fact went more northwest and found a part of Beijing which is a world of its own. I wanted to celebrate the birth of my third grandson, and on this beautiful autumn day, decided to seek and find a place I had read about — the Jiufeng Forest Park.

Located in the Haidian District, the description of rocky outcrops and forested hillsides with a climb of more than 700 metres to the summit sounded worthy of a challenge, especially so close to the big smoke of Beijing city.

I caught a bus to Yiheyuan (the Summer Palace) then transferred to a 346 — not excatly or even remotely like your Greyhound Express
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 . This was a real hard-driving, noisy, bendy-bus of two carriages, and as it took off down the bumpy road, I hoped my vertebrae would not go out of kilter.

Armed with a map of Beijing along with the article which named the park in Chinese, I showed it to the conductor who immediately recognised the printed characters. Through my 'Chinglish' and sign-language, a request for her to let me know when we arrived was met with a smile and nod.

This tactic has always worked on public transport going to a destination I do not know, apart from one occasion when the conductor forgot, and I had to walk back a couple of blocks. I kept my eye on this woman as she announced each stop, but she made no attempt at eye contact, so my eyes tracked the changing scenery of Beijing's rural hinterland.

After 30 minutes, I wondered if we were near as a voice from the seat behind asked in clear English: 'Can I help you?' It never ceases to amaze how someone throws a life in a strange (for me) environment just when it is needed, especially on a public bus filled with Chinese passengers who looked unlikely to speak any English.

I turned around to see a young man smiling through large glasses. He told me he was from Guiyang in Guizhou Province, and studying at the Jiangxi Finance and Economic University in Nanchang. He and his girlfriend were visiting Beijing for a course at a campus of the New Oriental English School near the park.

When I said where I was going, he replied: 'That's just where the school is. I will take you right to the park entrance.'

He told me his English name was Dengking, explaining he had combined 'king' with 'Deng' as a tribute to the former Chinese leader Deng Xiaoping in the centenary year of his birth.

As we walked towards the park, he asked me what I was doing in Beijing and had other questions about my background and family, which I declared had just expanded by one. 'Congratulations,' he exclaimed, and pointed to a massive eagle carved of stone outside the entrance. 'Maybe your new grandson will soar like that one day,' he added.

When I told Dengking I wrote a regular feature article for the China Daily
 , his eyes widened and he said: 'Maybe one day you will write about meeting me.'

We waved goodbye and I followed his directions to the pagoda at the summit, a climb of more than 700 metres. I joined up with another couple to share the spectacular views which was reward enough for our hard footwork.

Like the nearby Fragrant Hills, the colours of Jiufeng Forest Park have become more vivid as Mother Nature dips deeper into her autumn palette. But you had better hurry before the colours run out and the winds of winter leave the paint box as dry as the fallen leaves.

I am trying to sum up enough courage to tell you about that 'incident'. I am still not ready, but I promise to explain before writing's end.

Of more immediate interest is the amazing number of cultural attractions on show in Beijing at present. The Year of France in China is making a huge impact, and while I am still to visit the exhibition of impressionist works at the National Art Museum of China, I 'sneaked out' of CCTV during a break between news bulletins the other day to visit the Charles de Gaulle retrospective in the nearby China Millennium Monument.

For anyone (like me) who can remember de Gaulle's powerful influence on France and those who are too young to know, this is something not to be missed. Strangely it is a venue foreigners seem to miss especially when here on a limited visit, but the Millennium Monument and the nearby Military Museum are worth making the extra effort to see.

I know, you think I am just rambling, trying to put off explaining what happened to me to risk being deported. OK, I am not going to drag it out any longer.

Last week I visited my former workplace, China Radio International (CRI) to update some of my old announcements introducing the news readers on the English Service. When that was done, the first student during my period as Voice Coach at CRI, Yunfeng, suggested we go out for coffee.

Yunfeng, who is now one of CRI's news presenters, took me to a coffee lounge where we have been several times before near Babaoshan. It has very wide, well-padded lounge chairs which are easy to get into, but so comfortable, customers find it hard to get up.

After ordering coffee, I asked him to mind my bag while I visited the toilet. Now in Australia, most public toilets have their own washbasins within the men's and women's sections. Here in China, many do not, and this was one of them with a shared washstand for both sexes.

I walked into the men's room, then came out, washed my hands and proceeded to leave. What could be more routine, simple in fact? Heading towards the door, I pushed it open. But instead of leading me back into the coffee lounge, I had entered a room where I saw something quite different from the customers, tables and chairs I had left a few minutes earlier.

It was in fact the women's room where a worker was being helped with her uniform by an assistant. Dear reader, this woman had not yet got the uniform on, nor any other article of clothing. Surely you get the picture.

She let out a gasp as I screeched 'sorry' and did a quick about-turn that would have been the pride of any army sergeant.

As the door closed, I could hear the two women say 'sorry' as well, but it was my fault entirely.

When I walked through the correct door, I found my chair and slumped deep into its fabric, my hand in front of my scarlet head. Yunfeng looked surprised as I said, 'you will never believe what has just happened.' He laughed as I revealed the details, but I wriggled deeper into the chair, hoping the women would not see me when they came out.

I do not know whether they did, but as we left an hour later, the woman who opened the front door to let us out, had a broad smile on her face. Was she just farewelling us as customers, or was she pleased to see us go for another reason? I guess I will never know who was embarrassed most, and it is probably best that I do not. But from my point of view, that old adage, 'look before you leap' may be worth remembering in future.

我觉得自己已经不再讨大家喜欢了，就要被中国扫地出门了。你问我做了些什么要遭此命运啊，我得先声明我确实是无辜的，不过是打开了一扇不该开的门，去了个不该去的地方而己。

最近那次不幸遭遇让我太郁闷了，这会儿我实在没法说出口，还是先写点儿比较愉快的经历吧，到故事结尾的时候再告诉你们那场“事故”到底是怎么回事。

这个时候的北京散发着特殊的魅力。无边秋色里，整个城市熠熠生辉。阳光更加柔和，香山这样的地方散发着明媚的秋光。

想到这个，我响应了美国拓荒时期的口号“到西部去，年轻人”，不过实际上我去的方向偏于西北，那是我在北京找到的一个别有洞天的地方。为了庆祝第三个孙子的诞生，我决定在这个美好的秋日，去找我在书上看到过的一个地方——鹫峰森林公园。

这个被描述为巨石嶙峋、层峦叠翠的地方位于海淀区，到顶峰大概得爬七百多米。这个地方听起来值得去试试，何况它离烟雾蒙蒙的北京这么近。

我先坐上去颐和园的公共汽车，然后换乘346路，这车和那种“灰狗特快”可不一样，其实根本就不像。这一路可真够折腾的，两节车厢的公共汽车丁丁咣咣地沿着崎岖不平的道路颠簸，我只希望自己的脊椎不会散架。




我把北京地图和载有公园中文名称的那篇文章给售票员看，她立刻就认出了那上面的字。借助我的“中式英语”和手势，我请她到站的时候告诉我，她笑着点点头答应了。

坐公车去我不知道的地方时，这一招一直都挺管用的。只有一次，售票员忘了提醒我，结果我往回多走了好几条街。售票员报站的时候我一直盯着她，可她根本就不看我，所以我的眼睛只能去捕捉不断变换的郊区风光。

过了半个小时，我想知道是不是快到了，突然听到后面的座位上传来一句清晰的英语：“要帮忙吗？”我一直很好奇，每次我在陌生环境里遇到困难的时候，尤其是在这样一辆挤满了看起来都不会说英语的中国乘客的公共汽车上，怎么总是有人来助我一臂之力呢？




我转过身，看到一个戴着大眼镜的年轻人正冲我微笑。他说他是贵州贵阳人，在南昌的江西财经大学上学。他和他女朋友到北京来上新东方的课，他们上课的地方就在鹫峰附近。

听我说了我要去的地方以后，他回答道：“就在我们学校那儿。我可以把你带到公园门口。”

他说他的英文名字叫邓金，这是把英语里的“王（king）”和汉语里的“邓”组合得来的，他之所以选择“邓”是为了纪念中国前领导人邓小平诞辰100周年。

我们朝公园走去，路上他问我在北京做什么，还就我的背景和家庭情况问了一些问题。我说我家里刚刚添了一口人，他叫了一声：“恭喜啊。”然后又指着公园门口那尊巨鹰石雕说：“也许你的小孙子将来会像它一样展翅高飞呢。”

我跟邓金说我在为《中国日报》定期供稿写专栏，他瞪大眼睛说：“也许有一天你会写到我们相遇的故事呢。”

我们挥手道别。我按照他的指点朝山顶的宝塔爬去，这一路得爬七百多米呢。我与另外一对男女结伴同行，共同分享了壮阔的景观，这是对我们辛苦登山的最好奖励了。

与邻近的香山一样，随着自然母亲的画笔在秋的调色板上越浸越浓，鹫峰森林公园里的色彩也更加鲜明。不过你最好抓紧时间来看看，免得这些颜色褪尽了，冬天的寒风会把颜料盒吹得跟落叶一样干巴巴的。

我正在积蓄勇气，想把那场“事故”讲给你们听。我还没准备好呢，不过我发誓故事结束前我肯定会讲的。

要说更能吸引我的就得算是眼下北京正在大量举办的文化展览了。法国文化年进行得如火如荼，我也计划要去国家美术馆看印象派画展。前几天，趁着新闻快报播出之间的空档，我溜出了央视的大楼，到附近的中华世纪坛去看戴高乐生平展。

无论是（像我这样）熟知戴高乐对法国的巨大影响的人，还是那些因为太年轻而没有听说过他的人，都不应该错过这场展览。来北京游览的外国人，尤其是那些时间有限的外国人似乎都不会去世纪坛参观，这可真是件怪事。其实，千年纪念碑和附近的军事博物馆都是特别值得去看看的地方。

我知道，你觉得我又在漫无边际地瞎扯，想拖着不告诉你到底是什么导致我要被驱逐。好吧，我就不卖关子了。

上周，我去了我的上一家工作单位中国国际广播电台，把我原来录的一些介绍英语新闻播音员的片头给更新了一下。录完以后，我在国际广播电台当播音指导时教的第一个学生云峰（音）提议我们去喝杯咖啡。

云峰现在是国际广播电台的新闻播音员。他带我去了八宝山附近的一家咖啡厅，我们以前去过那里几次。那儿的座椅又宽又厚实，坐进去很容易，可是一坐上去你就会舒服得不想起来了。

点完咖啡，我想去洗手间，于是让云峰帮我看着包。如今在澳大利亚，大多数公共厕所都是在男厕和女厕里分别设置洗手盆，而中国的许多公厕都不是这样的，我要去的这个也是如此，洗手台是男女共用的。

我进了男厕所，一会儿就出来了，洗了手以后准备离开。你说，还能有什么比这更正常、更简单的吗？我走到门前，把门推开。可我没有回到咖啡厅，眼前也不是几分钟前看到的顾客和桌椅。我跑到另外一个房间里去了。

实际上，那间屋子是女厕所，里面有一个工作人员正在让人帮她穿制服。亲爱的读者，这位女士当时还没有穿上制服，其实她什么衣服都没有穿。你肯定已经猜到那是个什么场面了。

她大惊失色地吸了一口气，我则尖叫一声“对不起”，立刻做了一个向后转，要是哪个士兵能做出我这样的向后转动作肯定会骄傲得不得了。




门关上的那一刻，我听到那两位女士也说了“对不起”，可这完全是我的错啊。

我从那扇正确的门走了出去，找到我的椅子以后就一屁股跌坐下去，用手捂住我那涨红的脸说：“你不会相信刚才发生了什么。”云峰给吓了一跳。听我一五一十地讲完事情始末后，他大笑起来，我则扭动屁股以便在椅子里埋得更深，希望那两位女士出来的时候不会看到我。

我不知道她们到底看到我没有，不过一个小时后，我们离开咖啡厅的时候，帮我们推开前门的那位女士笑得很灿烂。她仅仅是在向顾客道别吗？还是她出于某种理由为我们的离开而高兴呢？我想我永远也不会知道到底是谁最尴尬，也许我还是不知道的好。但是从我的角度来讲，以后还是得记住那句古老的谚语——“三思而后行”啊。






When I walked through the correct door, I found my chair and slumped deep into its fabric, my hand in front of my scarlet head.






我从那扇正确的门走了出去，找到我的椅子以后就一屁股跌坐下去，用手捂住我那涨红的脸。



未完待续......


to be



continued...







[1]

 Greyhound Express：“灰狗”客运公司成立于1913年，是美国最大的城际客运巴士公司，拥有2400辆巴士，年运送乘客量达2250万。Greyhound Express指灰狗公司的客车。






Yidianr...TAKE OR LEAVE A LITTLE








“一点儿”的麻烦




My family members in Australia have been telling me how good the weather is at the moment. Pulling out their summer clothes, they find it hard to believe I am wearing gloves and a woollen-lined hat, to say nothing of the other heavy garments to keep me warm as Beijing dives into winter.

No matter where we live, our lives are dominated by the weather. Not only does it affect our every move, but indeed our every mood, like the Seasonal Affective Disorder (SAD)
 


1



 which brings depression to many Europeans in countries where the sun is seldom seen in winter.

I was in Beijing last year when the weather changed the city's appearance and atmosphere overnight. That early November snow caught everyone and everything by surprise. Even the green population did not expect to be struck so early, the leaf-laden branches of trees snapping under the weight of the multi-layers of flakes.

The weather is something which has always fascinated me. As a broadcaster in Australia, I often presented the weather on television, writing a book about my experiences and those of other TV weather presenters around the world. Their live reporting as cyclones, tornados and other storms bore down on them were every bid as scary as journalists assigned to today's war zones.

My home city of Melbourne has a reputation for very changeable weather — a place where you can experience four seasons in one day. While its winters are nowhere near as cold as those in Beijing, the summers can occasionally produce extremely hot days, with temperatures climbing to 42 degrees as searing winds from the dry inland provide ideal conditions for dreaded bushfires.

Most of the time, Melbourne's climate is temperate and apart from the extremes, its more-than-three-million citizens like the variety that comes from the skies.

I have not experienced a complete winter here. When my contract with China Radio International (CRI) expired last December, I went back to Australia for two months, escaping most of Beijing's coldest season.

My return here to work for CCTV International last March coincided with the arrival of spring, and friends told me that last winter was quite mild compared with previous years. But as I write, overnight temperatures are tumbling, and I am preparing to encounter Mother Nature's cold, darker side.

The sight of peddlars selling woollen gloves and other cozy garments on pedestrian overpasses, is proof that we cannot rely on global warming, and I have already been handed two pairs of long underwear by my Chinese family.

However, something has upset my preparations, and I will have to rely on the woollen-lined leather hat I bought last year, which pulls down over my ears to keep me warm on top.

A few days ago I headed to a hairdressing salon I had visited twice before, not far from the Friendship Hotel, my locks far too long for my liking.

I nodded to the man who had cut my hair on previous visits, and he acknowledged that he would attend to me later. But first, the best part. The friendly staff offer a full massage of the head, neck, shoulders, back, arms and even fingers, between two shampoos. All this, including the haircut, for just ¥25. Little did I realise I would get much more than my money's worth.

As the massage began, I sat in a chair while one of the female masseurs went to work. The blood vessels in my head opened up as she pushed her fingers firmly into the scalp, lathering my hair with shampoo. What could possibly go wrong?

I sunk deeper into the chair, both eyes closing as my upper torso relaxed to the rhythm of the young woman's well-practised routine. She certainly knew how to put this customer almost to sleep.

After more than 30 minutes, the massage was over, and I wandered sleepily over to the seat to have my hair cut. The hairdresser gave me a warm welcome, but before he started, I pointed to the sides of my head and said 'yidianr', the Chinese words for 'a little'. I thought it would be enough to explain that I wanted only a trim.

Somehow the message must have been misinterpreted. As he worked with scissors and comb, swapping them from hand to hand in the blink of an eyelid, my own eyes still fuzzy from the massage, were starting to open wider.

After a few minutes the 'fog' cleared, and my refocussed view was not what I had expected. The bushy sides of my head had been removed and I was not left with 'yidianr' but almost nothing. He had obviously thought that was what I had meant — taking not a little, but leaving very little indeed. Staring ahead into the mirror, I decided this would not be a good look on CCTV.

Gazing at my sidelocks now scattered on the floor, I realised there was no point in complaining. They could not be reattached. Maybe if I had explained more clearly, my request would have been interpreted correctly.

Still under the soothing effects of the massage, I resigned to my fate of looking like a shorn toy soldier without his helmet, and prepared to leave. But the hairdresser had not finished. Almost dancing from one side of the chair to the other, he now set to work with his electric razor, trimming a little more. The salon was warm, but the cold night air seemed to find its way under the door and settle on my now totally unprotected ears.

Readers of my many misadventures will know that they usually turn out OK. I could have been angry and stormed out. But the young man was obviously pleased with the result, and if the work he had done looked good to him, at least the 'artist' was happy.

While I had lost a lot on top, and especially from the sides of my head, it was clear that the 'machine' inside it, still needed much more Chinese vocabulary. Offering a polite 'Zaijian (goodbye)' my well-exposed ears picked up an unexpected sound as the man started responding with 'yidianr' English. Maybe I could have explained in my native tongue and he would have understood the instructions.

He asked me how old I was, and how long I planned to stay in China. To the second question I answered truthfully, 'I don't know.' But to the first enquiry, I told an 'yidianr' untruth. After all, maybe he had taken not just more than a little of my hair, but given me a younger appearance.

They say the camera never lies, but until my hair grows back, I hope it does.



家里人最近一直在跟我说澳大利亚的天气这会儿有多棒。北京开始转冷的时候，他们正忙着翻箱倒柜地把夏天的衣服找出来，所以根本就不能想象我戴着手套、顶着毛里儿帽子的样子，更别说我身上一层又一层笨重的棉衣了。




不管我们住在哪儿，天气都主宰着我们的生活。除了影响我们的行动之外，天气还会干扰我们的情绪。在欧洲许多国家，由于冬天少见阳光，很多人都因为季节性情绪失调而患上了忧郁症。

去年北京一夜之间变了天的那会儿，我正在这儿呆着呢。11月初的那场雪搞得全北京都有点儿措手不及。就连那些花草树木也没料到这么早就会遭到无情的打击，依然苍翠的树枝都被层层积雪给压断了。

我一直都对天气挺感兴趣的。在澳大利亚当播音员的时候，我经常在电视上播报天气预报，还写过一本书，谈了谈自己及世界各地的天气播报员的经历。他们要迎着飓风、龙卷风还有其他各种风暴去做现场报道，那个危险劲儿比现在的战地记者也小不到哪里去。

我的家乡墨尔本素以天气变化无常著称——一天之内你就能感受到四季的变化。那里的冬天根本就不像北京这么冷，夏天倒偶尔会有热到42摄氏度那样的时候，从干燥的内陆吹过来的风给可怕的林区大火创造了良好的条件。




一年中的多数时间里，墨尔本的天气还是比较温和的。除了那些极端的天气状况外，三百多万墨尔本居民还是很喜欢老天赐给我们的多变天气的。

我还没在这儿（北京）呆过一整个冬天呢。去年12月，我跟中国国际广播电台的合同到期，于是就回澳大利亚过了两个月，几乎完全躲过了北京最寒冷的季节。

今年3月，我回到北京，开始在央视国际频道工作。这时春天已经来了，朋友们都说，和前些年相比，去年冬天暖和得多了。不过就在我写这篇文章的时候，北京的气温正“噌噌噌”地下降，我要准备跟大自然那冰冷的黑暗面“亲密接触”了。

过街天桥上的小摊贩们兜售着毛线手套和其他保暖的衣物，可见咱们不能只依靠全球变暖来过冬，我的中国家庭已经给我准备了两套秋衣秋裤了。

可是，有件事儿搅乱了我的筹备工作，我只能靠去年买的毛里儿皮帽护着耳朵保暖了。

几天前，我去了友谊宾馆附近的一家理发店，以前我也去过那儿两次。我鬓角的头发已经长得看不下去了。

我朝以前给我剪过头发的那个理发师点了点头，他说他一会儿来给我理发。不过我得先享受一下啦。服务员要给我洗两次头发，其间还要给头、脖子、肩膀、后背、胳膊还有手指头来个全套按摩——所有这些加上理发才25块钱。不过我当时根本就没有意识到，那天我还会收到更多“大礼”。

按摩开始了，我坐在椅子上，一个女按摩师开始干活儿。她在我头上打满了洗发水，用指头在我的头皮上奋力推拿，我脑袋上的血管慢慢舒张开了。谁能想到居然会出事儿呢？

随着那位姑娘娴熟的操作，我的上半身放松下来。我深深地陷在椅子里，闭上了双眼——她确实知道怎么让这位顾客昏昏欲睡啊。

半个多小时以后，按摩结束了。我迷迷糊糊地走过去理发。理发师热情地跟我打了个招呼，开始剪之前，我指着两鬓用汉语说“一点儿”。我觉得这么说挺清楚的，我就是想修一下鬓角嘛。




不过他肯定误解了我传达的信息。随着剪子和梳子在他手里上下翻飞，我的双眼渐渐睁开，慢慢摆脱了按摩带来的矇迷。

过了几分钟，眼前的“迷雾”终于散开了。当我定睛细看（镜子里的我）时，真是吃了一惊。我脑袋两边浓密的头发都不见了，留下的根本不是“一点儿”，而是“一点儿都没有”。他显然认为我说的是留一点儿，而不是剪一点儿。我盯着眼前的镜子看了又看，觉得这样子在央视上镜肯定不咋的。

看着两鬓的头发七零八落地撒在地上，我知道抱怨也没什么用了，反正也接不上了。也许我该说得更清楚些，那样理发师就能明白我的要求了。







The bushy sides of my head had been removed and I was not left with 'yidianr' but almost nothing.







我脑袋两边浓密的头发都不见了，留下的根本不是“一点儿”，而是“一点儿都没有”。



按摩的镇静作用还没有消散，我只能认命了。我看起来就像一个没戴头盔的玩具兵一样，满头短发。我准备就这么走了，可理发师还不肯罢休。他跳舞般地在椅子两旁穿梭奔忙，用电推子又给我剃掉了一点儿头发。理发店里很暖和，可我怎么觉得外面的冷空气好像从门下面钻进来了呢。我那两只完全失去了头发保护的耳朵凉飕飕的。

看过我以前悲惨遭遇的读者们都知道，所有不幸终究都烟消云散了。我是可以大发雷霆，可是那个小伙子显然对自己的作品非常满意。如果这个发型能让他满意，那么今天这位“艺术家”开心了也行。

脑袋上——尤其是耳朵两边——遭受了这么严重的损失，看来这个脑袋里面的“机芯”还得多储备点儿汉语的词汇才行。我客客气气地说了声“再见”，这时那两只暴露无遗的耳朵却听到那个理发师开始用“一点儿”英语跟我寒暄！也许我该用母语解释我的要求，或许他还能更明白一些呢。

他问我多大年纪了，打算在中国呆多久。我实事求是地回答了第二个问题：“我不知道。”对于第一个问题，我撒了“一点儿”小谎。不管怎么说，虽然他给我剪掉了不止“一点儿”头发，他还是让我看起来年轻了一些。

人们都说，摄影机从来不会撒谎，可是，在头发长回来以前，我还是希望它能撒一点儿谎。

未完待续......


to be continued...







[1]

 Seasonal Affective Disorder (SAD)：季节性情绪失调，简称SAD，通常发生于秋季末和冬季，也就是白天越来越短，黑夜越来越长的季节。正因为如此，在国外经常把它俗称为“冬季忧郁症（Winter Blues）”。






POSTAL MAZE BAMBOOZLES BROADCASTER








汇款迷局




Last month I received a check as payment for recording some identification annoncements at Beijing's new English language radio station 774 AM. When the check arrived at the office of my apartment, I had to sign for receiving it — a perfectly normal procedure.

I planned to take the check on my next visit to the bank and deposit it in my savings account — another perfectly normal procedure. But my language inability guarantees nothing is as simple as it seems.

A few days ago, an attendant in my apartment block at the Friendship Hotel asked me to sign for a form which he then handed to me. While I do not like putting my signature to just any piece of paper, this seemed necessary. He could not explain in English what it was about, but waved me towards the same nearby office where I signed for that check three weeks earlier.

On the way out I met one of my neighbours, an American woman who is very fluent in Chinese. I showed her the form to see if she could read the Chinese characters and give me a clue what it was all about.

'Oh, you have some money to collect,' she explained with a wide smile, adding, 'lucky you.' When I asked her where I should go to receive it, she looked again and told me to take it to the hotel post office.

Waving goodbye, I wondered who else had sent me money, assuming it may be an early Christmas present from a relative. But when I showed the form to the woman behind the post office counter, there was no financial reward. Instead, she pointed westward and said something in Chinese indicating I must go to another post office.

Before leaving the hotel compound, I called in to the office of the biggest apartment building, knowing the attendants there can speak some English. Perhaps they could shed some light on this looming paper chase. The woman on duty studied the form then told me I needed to go to a post office about half an hour's walk along the main road west of the hotel.

Puzzled as to why I should have to travel to another post office so far away, I followed her instructions and always the optimist, decided to take the opportunity of getting some exercise at the same time. Rather than just walking along the flat footpath, I stepped out briskly, running up all the pedestrian overpasses two steps at a time, and completing the journey in just twenty minutes. It does not require deep psychoanalysis to understand how the thought of receiving money can generate physical as well as mental enthusiam.

Compared with the normally quiet atmosphere of the hotel post office, this branch of China Post was buzzing with noise and people. I joined a short queue, and when it came to my turn, I explained to the young attendant I could speak only a little Chinese. She smiled, took the form and gave it to an older woman who seemed to be her supervisor.

Studying the details, the supervisor made the first of three phone calls, and while I had no idea what she was saying, the tone of her voice during the first conversation indicated my enquiry was not going to lead to the proverbial pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.

She put down the receiver, then dialled another number. I heard her say 'Youyi Binguan (Friendship Hotel)', and a thought bubble with dollar signs appeared over my head. But there was no sign of a red envelope as she placed the handset down again.

Her third and final call was the longest, and now her voice seemed boyuant enough to make me think I was not going to leave empty-handed after all. I was right. She wrote some figures on the form which she returned to me, then proceded to explain why, not in English, but in rapid Chinese. I should have interrupted her with a 'Qingwen (Excuse me)' followed by 'Wo bu mingbai ni shuo shenme (I do not understand what you are saying)', but she was in full flight, barely stopping for breath.

When she paused for a second, my mistake was to say 'oh' which gave her the clue that I did indeed understand what she was saying. I simply gave in and let her continue. To make sure she was offering some hope, I pointed to the figures 10.29 she had written, and asked 'Youyi Binguan (Friendship Hotel)?' She responded affirmatively, so I thanked her and left. The paper chase had now become what we westerners call, a wild goose chase. Not only was I going around in circles and getting nowhere — this was more like being in a maze from which I could not exit.

At least I was getting more exercise. Walking briskly and climbing the steps of the overpasses again, I returned to the hotel apartment reception room to show the rewritten form to the woman who had directed me to the post office an hour earlier. She was both surprised and apologetic for having sent me so far without a satisfactory result.

I pointed to the figures 10.29 and explained how the supervisor had indicated I should take the form back to the hotel post office where my journey had started almost two hours earlier.

Asking me to sit down, which was just as well because I now felt quite weary, she called the hotel's post office to try to sort things out once and for all.

After a brief conversation, she suggested the numbers 10.29 might be the time I would receive the money. Presumably it would arrive at my apartment the next morning — at precisely 10.29 am. But the look on her face was not reassuring, as if she too was uncertain.

I thanked her, and on the way back, again passed the American woman who had been positive the form was my passport to a pot of gold. 'Did you get the money?' she called out. 'Not yet,' I replied. 'It will be delivered tomorrow.'

The next day came and went, and as I write, more than a week of 10.29 am's has passed with no sign of that money.

But wait a moment, I think I can solve this mystery and end the madness. I still have the check I received from the radio station. Maybe it has a serial number which will match the numbers on this form I was given. Excuse me while I take a quick look.

I am back at my keyboard. Sure enough, the figures are the same. I think I have been on a mission impossible.

When I picked up the check three weeks ago, it was mid-morning — possibly 10.29 am. Yes, that must have been the time I collected it and the woman at the busy China Post office was merely confirming it and explaining that if I had not picked it up, someone else certainly had.

Dear reader, this is not the end of the tale. It is about to take another, incredible twist, so stay close.

Today I went to the bank to deposit that check. But the teller would not accept it. Why? Was it fake? She tried to explain but could not find the English words. Calling for help, one of her colleagues responded with two words so familiar, I listened in disbelief: 'Post office.'

I walked out smiling. It finally dawned on me. This was no check — it was a money order, payable only at a post office.

Why had I been waved on by the hotel post office in the first place? They must have been trying to explain they could not help if I did not have the actual money order. But now I would take it there and simply get the cash.

Riches were still beyond my grasp. The cashier explained I needed to produce my passport. I did not have it on me, so returned to my apartment for what I hoped would be the exit to the maze in which I had become trapped.

The tale has been almost straightened out. After some clarification of a discrepancy in the spelling of my name on the money order compared with my passport, I had to write my signature in the 'received' box in Chinese — a task difficult for me but happily performed.

After carefully counting the ¥100 bills twice, the cashier gave me the money, and the final act in this comedy of errors was over.

Some questions remain unanswered, such as why did I have to sign two separate forms weeks apart for the same remittance? I may never know, but as my watch ticks over at 10.29 am each day, I am reminded of one certainty:

Money never comes to those who sit and wait. After all the confusion, I think Confucius would agree.
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上个月我收到一张支票，因为我曾给北京一家新开设的英语广播电台774 AM录了几段片头，这是给我的报酬。支票被送到我公寓的收发室，我就签收了——程序都很正常。

我打算下次去银行的时候带上这张支票，把钱存到我的户头里——这也是正常的程序嘛。可我不懂汉语，这就搞得事情没有看起来那么简单了。

几天前，友谊宾馆的服务员给我一张表让我签字。虽然我可不喜欢人家让我签什么我就签，可这好像是必须要签的一个东西。他不懂英语，没法解释这是什么，只好打手势指着收发室——三周前我就是在那儿签收支票的。

在出去的路上，我遇到了一个邻居，一位中文讲得不错的美国女士。我把表递给她，让她看看这些中国字是啥意思，好给我提供点儿线索。

“噢，你有汇款要取，”她灿烂地笑着对我说，“运气不错啊。”我问她该去哪儿取钱，她又看了看单子，告诉我去宾馆的邮局。

跟她挥手道别后，我就开始琢磨还有谁会寄钱给我，估摸着这也许是一位亲戚提前寄来的圣诞礼物。可当我把单子递给邮局柜台里的那位女工作人员以后，却没有拿到“经济回报”。相反，她向西指了指，用中文告诉我得去另一家邮局。

离开宾馆前，我去了最大的那座公寓楼的收发室，因为我知道那儿的服务员会点儿英语，也许他们可以给我指点一下如何破解这场迷糊的追逐游戏。值班的那位女工作人员研究了一下单子，让我沿着宾馆西边的主路走，大概半个小时就能到那家邮局了。

我实在不明白为什么要跑到那么远的一个邮局去，但还是按她说的做了。不过，我是个乐天派，决定趁着这个机会好好锻炼一把。我没有沿着平坦的人行道走，而是兴致勃勃地加快了脚步，一步俩台阶地跑完了所有的过街天桥，20分钟就跑到了那儿。想到有钱拿，不仅让人体力大增，还让人精神焕发——这不用什么深入的心理分析，大家都能明白。

宾馆的邮局里一直都挺安静的，这家邮政分局却闹哄哄的，到处是人。我排在一支短队后面。轮到我的时候，我跟那个年轻的工作人员说我只会讲一点儿汉语，她微笑着把单子递给了一位年长些的女工作人员，那好像是她的领导。

这位领导仔细研究了一下，打了一个电话（这是她那天打的三个电话中的第一个）。我并不清楚她在说些什么，不过从她开初的语气来判断，我问的这事儿是不会给我带来传说中“彩虹下的金子”了。

她放下话筒，又拨了一个号码。听到她说“友谊宾馆”，我头顶立刻出现了一个（像漫画里那样）画着美元符号的泡泡。可她再次放下了话筒，还是压根儿没有准备给我红包的意思。




她的第三个、也是最后一个电话打得时间最长。不过这次她的声音听起来很乐观，我想这下子我应该不会空手而归了吧。我猜对了。她在单子上写了几个数字以后把单子退给了我，然后就开始跟我解释原因。可她说的不是英语，是汉语，而且速度还挺快的。我本想用“请问”打断她，然后告诉她“我不明白你说什么”，可她滔滔不绝，连口气儿都没换！




她好不容易停了一下，我却说了声“噢”，这个错误的回答让她以为我肯定明白了她的意思。我只好放弃，让她接着说下去。为了保证她能给我点儿帮助，我指着她刚写的“10.29”问她：“友谊宾馆？”她做了肯定的回答，于是我谢了她就走了。这场追逐游戏已经成了我们西方人说的“追雁”了。我不断转圈，却哪儿也去不了，就像被困在迷宫里无法脱身一样。

至少我的身体得到了更多锻炼。我又精神抖擞地走回去，爬完了那些过街天桥，来到宾馆的收发室，把被邮局的人重新写过的单子递给一个小时前让我去另一家邮局的那个女人。让我跑了那么远的路还没办成事儿，她觉得又吃惊又愧疚。

我指着“10.29”这几个数字向她解释，那个邮局的领导是怎么让我又拿着单子回到俩小时前出发的地点来的。

她让我坐下来，这正中我下怀，因为我这会儿还真挺累了。她给宾馆的邮局打了电话，试图把问题彻底搞清楚。






Not only was I going around in circles and getting nowhere — this was more like being in a maze from which I could not exit.






我不断转圈，却哪儿也去不了，就像被困在迷宫里无法脱身一样。



简单说了几句以后，她猜也许“10.29”表示的是我收到钱的时间，这笔钱大概会在第二天早上到，就在10点29分。可她的表情不是很肯定，似乎她也不能确定。

我向她道了谢。在回公寓的路上我又遇到了我的美国女邻居，就是她信誓旦旦地告诉我那张单子会给我带来一大笔钱的。“你拿到钱了吗？”她大声问我。我说：“还没呢，明天钱才到呢。”

第二天来了，又去了。就在我写这篇文章的时候，一个星期的10点29分都过去了，钱依然不见踪影。

等一下，我想我可以解决这个谜题，结束这种熬人的折磨。广播电台给我的那张支票还在我手里，也许上面有个序列号什么的，能跟我拿到的那张单子对起来呢。等我一下，我看一眼去。

我又回来了。没错，上面的数字是相同的。我觉得自己一直都在面对一项“不可能的任务”。

三个星期前我拿到支票的时候，正是十点来钟——很可能就是10点29分。对，我肯定就是那会儿拿到支票的。那个繁忙邮局的女工作人员只是确认了这一点，她跟我解释的也就是：如果我没拿到支票，肯定是被别人拿走了。

亲爱的读者，故事还没结束呢。还要再经历一次“柳暗花明”才能看到希望，所以，千万别走开哦。

今天我去银行存那张支票，可出纳员却拒收。为什么？这是假的吗？她想跟我解释，却不知道用哪个英文词儿。她向同事求助，她的一个同事说出了那两个再熟悉不过的字：“邮局”，我简直不敢相信自己的耳朵。

我笑着走了出去。我终于明白了。这并不是什么支票，这是一张汇款单，只有在邮局才能取到钱。

可一开始宾馆邮局的人为什么要打发我走呢？他们肯定是想告诉我，如果我没有汇款单，他们就无能为力。不过，现在我可以带着汇款单去那儿拿钱了。

可是，那一套“荣华富贵”还是没有到手。出纳员说我得出示护照，可我没带着，于是又得回公寓去拿。希望这次能成功走出围困我的迷宫。

故事总算就要结束了。汇款单上写的名字和我护照上的有点儿不一样，又小费了一番周折进行说明，我还得在“取款人”一栏里用汉语签上名字——这对我来说可真难，不过这个字签得还是很让人高兴的。

出纳员仔细地把那沓100元的票子数了两遍，然后递给了我，这场“错中错”的喜剧终于落幕了。

可我还是有几个问题没有找到答案，比如：同一笔汇款为什么要签两张单子呢，而且中间还隔了好几个星期。我可能永远也不会知道答案了。不过，每天当我的手表走到10点29分的时候，我就会想起这么一条定律：

坐着干等是拿不到钱的。经过这番折腾以后，我觉得就算是孔子也会同意我的看法了。




未完待续......


to be continued...







[1]

 After all the confusion, I think Confucius would agree.：作者在这里想用confusion（混乱）和Confucius（孔子）在字形上的相似来玩一个文字游戏，但是无法翻译出来。






A HARMONIOUS SOCIETY








和谐社会




I escaped the last month of Beijing's winter by going back to Australia to see my family. It was not what you would call a relaxing holiday because of housekeeping matters which needed attending to, but being reunited with my children and a new grandson gave me great pleasure.

Nevertheless I have come back with a bang — literally. I did not believe the adventures which I have been writing about over the past year would start again so soon. In the atmosphere of a harmonious society which I will analyse below, there has been dischord.

That bang happened on Saturday in the heart of Beijing during a taxi ride after visiting a sick work colleague in hospital. Admiring the view of the Great Hall of the People and the flags fluttering overhead, our vehicle was suddenly struck from behind.

My hands grabbed the dashboard to soften the impact and hopefully avoid injury. Realising I was OK, the driver rushed to see what had happened and began an earnest discussion with the person who had run into his boot — a young man driving a much larger red sedan.

As their voices reached a crescendo, I could only imagine what they were saying. With police trying to keep the traffic moving, my driver returned and resumed our journey, apologising for the disruption. I tried to ask him if he was alright, and he motioned behind where I could see the red sedan following still (very) close behind.

Both vehicles turned into a side street where the real arguing began. The cab driver opened and shut his boot so many times, it was like an earthquake as I waited inside. He was obviously showing the other man that the damage had not only dented the boot, but now it would not close properly.

In Australia, if someone runs into the back of a car, there is no argument over who is at fault. The person behind was travelling too close and that is the end of the matter. Most people simply swap car registration and insurance details, the 'victim' makes a claim, and that is the end of the matter unless someone is injured.

Despite my limited Chinese skills, I sensed a bargaining process was under way, as the 'perpetrator' walked off then came back for another round of tough talk. In the end he reached into his glove box and pulled out some RMB.

The cab driver told me he had been given ¥300, and I thought if that covered his repair costs, he was very lucky. A visit to the panel beater in Australia is very expensive whether you are paying yourself or claiming through insurance.

The other note of dischord happened a few days earlier at the wonderful concert given in the Workers Gymnasium by Norah Jones. Readers of my articles may recall one that I wrote about the Chinese obssession with mobile phones, even to the point of using them at concerts.

If I take my phone to the theatre, I make sure it is turned off. But as Ms. Jones launched into one of her most popular songs, a note sounded off-key. It could not have been her, nor any of the band members, but the sound was getting louder and it seemed to have a beat all its own.

Other people nearby became aware, and then in a moment of horror, I realised it was in fact my own phone, inaccessible beneath a thick overcoat. Me, the critic of mobile phone users in public performances, was now the culprit. I had forgotten all about it.

Trying not to panic, all I could think was to try turning it off without drawing attention. I could not 'own up' by bringing the phone out and risking the wrath of those around me. Who knows, Ms. Jones may have heard it and stopped singing. Then what would I have done? Died probably.

With all my might, I pushed against the overcoat, hoping it would strike the off-button and silence the monster which was now at its loudest. Then relief. As Nora reached a quiet moment of her song, there was perfect harmony, untainted by electronic signals from 'someone' in the audience.

Having returned to China for a second year at CCTV, I am aware that the country is buzzing in more ways than one. The media has been analysing every move at the just concluded gatherings of the NPC and CPPCC, and it is not hard to see why these sessions have attracted great interest beyond the nation.

Before I left Melbourne, the events were being reported by local news organisations. Back in Beijing, I heard an hour-long discussion on Radio Australia's shortwave service about the rise and rise of China.

On my first day at work, a Chinese colleague asked me if I thought people in other countries could understand the much-promoted aim for a 'socialist harmonious society.'

I suggested that whoever created the catchline should get a medal. Political parties around the world pay huge money to public relations firms and advertising agencies to come up with a slogan which not only sounds good, but resonates with those it is aimed at.

During the reporting of the CPPCC and NPC sessions, the theme seemed to vary from 'socialist harmonious society' to just 'harmonious society' but that really did not matter. Whichever form it took, the message was clear, and I can imagine some envious PR manager wondering — who thought of that?

It takes a clever mind to come up with a winner and in recent Australian history there is really only one positive political slogan that people remember — 'It's Time.' Those two words heralded the social policies of the Australian Labour Party lead by Gough Whitlam when he became Prime Minister in 1972.

A year earlier, Whitlam visited China and promised to establish diplomatic relations with Beijing. That 'time' did come.

Call it a product or a policy, selling the goods with a slogan is only one part of a successful strategy. The other is putting the words into action, leaving consumers to judge how they will benefit from the deliberations and promises to make their society a better place in which to live.

As a foreigner working here, it has been fascinating to observe the wide coverage of the CPPCC and NPC sessions both in this newspaper and the electronic media. One could be excused for feeling 'overdosed' with information, but that is far better than not having enough.

Many of the issues are so complex, it has been helpful to hear the analysis of experts or read editorials which give a wider perspective. There is no doubt, as one academic explained on a CCTV report, that unemployment remains a major problem in the endeavours to achieve a harmonious society.

Governments around the world are also battling to solve the employment problem, and while some have made significant progress in reducing the jobless rate, the challenge of sheer numbers in such a populous country as China is mind-boggling.

As the dust settles on the Great Hall of the People and delegates return to their home bases, harmony is already following in their wake. Beijing's air quality has improved with bright sunshine and spring temperatures. Walking through the Haidian District on a beautiful afternoon recently, the signs were for all to see.

Not only were people wearing less clothes, but squads of tree trimmers appeared seemingly from nowhere, pruning rose bushes and blossom branches to ensure new life and colour for the capital's streetscape.

However, last Friday, temperatures took a sudden dive as a cold Siberian wind whistled through the city. But its time must be running out, and when the seasons really change, the true warmth of spring will cheer us even more as those new buds burst open and the blossom trees dazzle us with colour.

Indeed this could not be a better time for the harmonious society to begin.

去年冬天，我回澳大利亚看望家人，趁机逃脱了北京严冬的最后一个月。这可不是你想的那种轻松愉快的假期，因为有好多家务活儿要干呢，不过和孩子们团聚还是让我很开心，新出生的孙子更给了我巨大的乐趣。

然而，我回来以后却遭到了一记重创——实实在在的重创。真是不敢相信，过去一年里我跟大家描述的那些冒险居然这么快就再次上演了。在我接下来将要分析的这个和谐社会里，也有些不和谐的音符呢。

我遭受的那次重创发生在一个星期六，就在北京的中心地区。当时我刚去医院探望完一个生病的同事，正坐在出租车上。我正在欣赏壮观的人民大会堂和头顶翻飞的旗帜，我坐的车突然被追尾了。

我一把抓住仪表板，以减缓冲击力，避免受伤。司机看我没啥问题，立刻冲下去看到底出了什么事，然后就开始跟撞上后备箱的那个人——一个开着辆更大的红色轿车的年轻人——开始严肃磋商。

他们的嗓门越提越高，我只能猜测他们到底说了些什么。警察来了，开始恢复交通，我的司机回到车上，继续向前开，而且还为耽搁了我的时间跟我道歉。我试着问他没什么事吧，他指了指后面，我看到那辆红色轿车依然（紧紧地）跟在后面。




两辆车拐到了辅路上，真正的争吵开始了。出租车司机把后备箱开开关关了无数次，搞得车里的我感觉跟地震一样。显然，他是在告诉另外那个人后备箱可不止是被撞瘪了这么简单，而是根本就没法正常合上了。

在澳大利亚，如果发生追尾，双方不会为了谁该负责任而争吵。双方会同意是后面的人跟得太紧，事情也会就这么结束。除非有人受伤，否则大多数人都只是交换一下车子的登记和保险信息，然后由“受害者”（向保险公司）提出索赔，这么着就完了。

虽然汉语水平有限，但我还是意识到他们正在讨价还价。“犯罪者”走了开去，然后又回来接着进行新一轮艰难的谈判。最后，他伸手从储物盒里拿出了一些钱。

出租车司机告诉我，他得了300块钱。我想，如果这足够支付他修车的钱，那他还是挺走运的。在澳大利亚，不管你是自己付钱还是通过保险索赔付钱，去趟修理厂都非常贵。

另一个不和谐的音符出现在几天前的工人体育馆，就在那场精彩的诺拉•琼斯演唱会上。看过我文章的读者可能还记得，我曾经写过中国人对手机非常痴迷，连听音乐会的时候也要用。

如果带了手机去剧场，我都会确保它处于关机状态。可是就在琼斯女士开始唱她最受欢迎的一支歌时，有一个音却走调了。那根本就不可能是她，也不可能是乐队里的什么人。这个声音越来越响，似乎还有着自己的节奏。

周围的人都注意到了，然后，在一阵恐慌中，我意识到那实际上是我的手机在响，手机放在厚厚的大衣里，我掏都掏不出来。我，这个批评别人不该在公共演出时用手机的人，现在自己却犯了规。我完全忘了还有手机这回事儿了。

我强自镇静，心里的唯一念头就是在不被别人发现的情况下关上手机。我可不能把手机拿出来“公开认罪”，那肯定会引起周围观众的公愤。说不准，要是琼斯女士也听到了，而且还停下来不唱了，那我该怎么办呢？也许只有以死谢罪喽。

我用尽全身力气在大衣上按来按去，希望能碰到“关闭”键，让那个这会儿已经达到最大音量的怪物闭嘴。终于，世界清净了。诺拉刚好唱到歌里一个比较轻柔的部分，非常和谐，一点儿也没有受到观众里“某人”的电子信号的干扰。

当我回到中国要再为央视工作一年时，我发现全国上下正处在一片热烈气氛之中。媒体忙于分析刚刚结束的全国人民代表大会和政治协商会议的每一个举措，不难理解，这两个盛会也吸引了许多来自国外的关注。

我离开墨尔本之前，地方的新闻机构正在报道相关新闻。回到北京以后，我听到澳大利亚电台做了足足一个小时的广播讨论，说的都是中国的崛起。




我第一天到央视上班，就有一个中国同事问我，其他国家的人能明白中国大力宣扬的“社会主义和谐社会”的概念吗？

我说，不管是谁创造了这个说法都应当得到奖赏。世界上其他地方的政党都要花费巨资专门请公关公司和广告机构给设计，才能得到一个听起来不错而且还能得到受众认同的宣传口号呢。

在对人大和政协会议的报道过程中，主题似乎从“社会主义和谐社会”变成了“和谐社会”，不过这没关系。不管形式如何，主旨都是清晰的。我都能想像，有些公关经理正在充满嫉妒地想：“这是谁想出来的啊？”

好想法是要有好脑子才能想出来的。在澳大利亚近些年的历史上，能被人们记住的只有一个比较积极的政治口号——“时机来了”。这几个字传达的是高夫•惠特拉姆领导的澳大利亚工党的社会政策，当时是1972年，他当选为澳大利亚总理。

在此之前一年，惠特拉姆访问了中国，承诺与中国建立外交关系，“时机”真的来了。

不管是产品还是政策，靠口号去推销只是策略成功的一部分，更重要的是如何将口号转化成行动，让顾客自己来判断他们如何能从那些研究和承诺——将社会变成一个更适合生活的地方——中受益。

作为在中国工作的外国人，看到报纸和电子媒体对人大和政协会议铺天盖地地进行报道，我觉得非常有意思。受到过量信息“轰炸”的人是值得同情的，可是那总比缺少信息强吧。




很多问题都是很复杂的，听听专家的分析，看看能让我们开阔眼界的社论，都会很有帮助。正如央视一次新闻节目里一位学术界人士分析的那样，在实现和谐社会的进程中，失业无疑仍是个重要问题。

全球的政府也都在与就业问题斗争，有些国家在降低失业率方面取得了明显的进展，但是在像中国这样一个人口众多的国家，仅从数字上看就已经很让人挠头了。

人民大会堂再次归于平静，各地的代表也都回到家乡，和谐的气氛接踵而来。北京的空气质量有了改善，艳阳高照，春日煦暖。最近一个明媚的下午，我在海淀区闲逛了一下，眼中的祥瑞景象大家肯定都有目共睹。

人们不再穿得那么笨重，而且成群的花木修剪工人好像从天而降，修整着月季花丛和繁花朵朵的枝杈，为的是保证首都的街景充满生机和色彩。

然而，上周五，一股寒流自西伯利亚呼啸而来，温度骤然下降。不过寒冷肆虐不了多久了，当季节开始真正转变，新芽萌生，繁花竞艳，春天的温暖肯定会让我们更加欣悦。

对于和谐社会来说，这肯定是个再好不过的开端。




未完待续......


to be continued...






SCARY TRAVEL BY TRAIN








提心吊胆坐火车




Travelling on trains can be a wonderful way to see this amazing country. There is nothing like sitting back and gazing through widescreen windows at the changing panorama, not having to worry about driving and keeping an eye on the fuel gauge.

Last year I recounted my first rail excursion from Beijing to Tianjin and Beidaihe. The experience proved hair-raising after getting off at the wrong station on the way, and completely missing the return train to Beijing.

But that was eight months ago, and I decided it was time for another ride on the rails. I awoke on Sunday, and like the character from a children's story book, said to myself: 'I think I will have an adventure today.' No wonder my adult kids in Australia think I am going through my second childhood.

Last year's trip left from the Beijing Railway Station, but now I wanted to try the huge Beijing West Station which I always see in the distance when going to work at CCTV.

It was already 10 am, and I wondered where I might be able to travel, if indeed my limited Chinese language skills would get me beyond the ticket box.

I hailed a taxi and the friendly driver tried to speak some English. We had a good laugh at each other's attempts as I switched to Chinese, then he pulled out a card from behind his registration certificate containing a list of essential phrases in both Chinese and English such as 'you have reached your destination', and 'please pay the fare' although the last word was spelt 'fair'. But who am I to criticise? The sound was right, and he spoke the words clearly.

China's population officially reached 1.3 billion earlier this month, and it seemed a large slice of them were moving in and out of the station when I arrived. Although Spring Festival was still some weeks away, people were getting in early to make their way home. Little did I know, they were about to give me the biggest scare of my past sixteen months in this country.

My immediate task to find the ticket office did not take long after the woman at the information desk gave me directions.

But when I reached the booth, the attendant could not interpret my enquiry combining a few basic Chinese words and sign language. However, she called a colleague who could speak some English, and asked me to write down my question. 'I can read it better than speak,' she added.

Printing clearly, I handed back the paper: 'I want to go on a train today and come back to Beijing tonight.' She nodded, started scanning the computer screen and told me a train would leave at 11.29 am, arriving three hours later. However, I would need to get a return ticket at the other end, because this one which cost ¥42, was for one way only.

What I could not understand was her pronunciation of the destination. But I was so excited getting this far, the location of journey's end did not immediately concern me. At least I would achieve my main objective — to see the changing scenery of countryside beyond Beijing and soak up the atmosphere of travelling by the mode of public transport most Chinese prefer.

Finding the waiting hall and platform was easy and I boarded the train to discover something quite usual whether it be on public transport or the theatre — someone had already taken my seat. But when I showed my ticket, there was no argument and the young man got up with a smile.

He simply sat next to me in the aisle on his luggage — a plastic bucket of apples, and while I could only imagine how uncomfortable the rim would feel bearing into his buttocks, he actually dozed off.

Others were still boarding, some carrying packs wider than the aisle, and as they made their way along the passage, people sitting in the outside seats had to move their heads so they would not be hit. At one stage, a man sitting a few rows forward was struck when a bag stored overhead tumbled off.

The train pulled out at precisely 11.29 and as I looked around, there were passengers still standing at both ends of the carriage. Sitting opposite were three people travelling together, one of them a young woman whose help I was about to seek.

Now curious about my mystery destination, I called the newsroom at CCTV-9 to see if one of my Chinese colleagues could talk to this woman to find out where the train was bound. When I told my workmate, she laughed and asked in disbelief — 'you are on a train and you don't know where you're going? Put the lady on and I'll find out.'

I handed the now intrigued lady my phone and after a minute of chatter, she gave it back to hear the result of their conversation. Still giggling, my workmate explained: 'You are on a train to Shijiazhuang, capital of Hebei Province. When the train arrives in three hours, the lady will tell you to get off.'

The woman who had talked to my colleague spoke some English and after we exchanged polite conversation, I settled back to absorb the gentle rhythm of the rails and enjoy the view. Little did I know my energy would be needed to cope with the drama that lay ahead.

My eyes shifted from the window to the people around me. The young man seated on the bucket of apples was now awake and making conversation with a friend sitting opposite him on nothing. He must have had amazing balance and strength to stay put on his haunches before getting up several minutes later to stretch.

Others peeled fruit for a snack, and if that was not enough, the constant parade of staff selling food, drinks and magazines resembled a mobile mini-supermarket. They moved so quickly you needed to be quick to grab their attention and I wondered if each seller had to walk the entire length of the train.

Then a man who looked like an ordinary passenger entered the carriage selling bags of raisins. No one bought any, but half an hour later he was back — this time offering fold-up seats which some people standing did purchase. I knew China was a nation of entrepreneurs, and here was more evidence.

A 'no smoking' notice surely meant I would not have to put up with anyone puffing on a cigarette. But for some, the wait was too much to bear. Two hours into the journey, a man next to me carefully took out a packet, looked around for any sign of a guard, and lit up. A nearby passenger must have felt it was safe and he too started smoking. They kept the lighted cigarettes under the palms of their other hands to provide some camouflage, but no guard appeared. However I would need one soon for a different reason and that moment was drawing near.

The scenery between Beijing and Shijiazhuang was a mixture of drab and delightful as factories gave way to fields, stands of trees stripped bare, waiting for the warmer weather to wear their leaves again. The countryside was still coated in snow, and as we moved away from the sunny skies of Beijing, I shivered at the thought of how cold it must be outside.

A young man walked over and handed me a small piece of paper which I will treasure as an example of the kindness ordinary Chinese can bestow on a hapless foreigner. He waited while I read it: 'Hello! Can you speak English? If you can I may help you. If you meet some trouble I may help you, of course for free. Though I could only speak a little English, I will try to help you. Your friend.' If only he knew the kind of help I was to need. Unfortunately he would be out of earshot to hear my call.

The countryside changed again as we passed through large towns and finally big apartment blocks on the outskirts of Shijiazhuang and as I checked my watch, almost three hours had passed. The young lady opposite tapped me and said, 'This is where you get off.' I thanked her and stood up, knowing that someone close by would immediately take my seat.

The man sitting on the bucket of apples was not quick enough as a woman obviously aware of my preparations to leave, sat down in a flash.

I waved goodbye to the young man who had given me the note, and continued walking towards the end of the carriage.

Despite my attempts to move, I could not pass a group of people standing ahead of me. They were staying on the train. As I squeezed into the crowd I found myself being jostled, unable to reach the exit. Some of the passengers sensed my predicament, and pushed me forward.

Trying to maintain my balance, I noticed a baby boy lying asleep in the aisle. I managed to step over him, but then I was wedged once more by travellers and their luggage blocking my path.

With a racing heart, I worried about the possibility the train would suddenly resume its journey. I was still not within sight of the exit to the platform. My pleas to get through were now louder and it did not require an understanding of any language to realise I wanted to get off.

Eventually I reached the end of the carriage and could see the platform so near, yet so far. How was I going to reach it? Others were still trying to board with huge packs taking up the entire space and preventing me from getting past. One man was almost through, but as I tried to hurl myself forward, another man appeared to come off the roof. In an act that would have made Spiderman envious, he grabbed the ledge above the doorway and propelled himself over the heads of those in front.

I caught sight of a guard on the platform about to signal the train driver to go. Now my adrenalin was really pumping. I had to get off. At full volume, I yelled 'hey, hey' at the guard. He turned around and I pointed at myself then at the platflorm, screaming: 'Wo yao (I want) off.'

He knew what I meant, and if Spiderman was on the train, this guard sprung into Superman mode, leaping up the steps, pulling bodies apart and grabbed me safely to the ground. I thanked him profusely, but it was many minutes later before my heart returned to its normal beat. I realised my mistake was to have waited until the train had stopped before getting up to leave. A few minutes earlier would have allowed me to reach the exit door before it opened to the milling crowd waiting to get on board.

I was free, but before I could explore Shijiazhuang, I needed to buy a return ticket and know that I was booked back home. Like the Beijing taxi driver and his bilingual card, the woman at the information booth realising my limited language skills, produced a book containing questions and answers in Chinese and English.

She pointed to the words, 'Do you need to find the ticket office?' 'Xie Xie (thank you),' I replied, and she indicated the direction with a friendly smile. I was impressed.

When I found the office, there were long lines of travellers, and my heart skipped a beat with the thought of another hair-raising journey ahead. None of the digital signs scrolling up the screen listing destinations were in English and I could only guess the departure times from the numbers. As my queue started moving, I asked the man in front, 'nin hui shuo Yingyu ma (can you speak English)?' but he replied 'bu hui (I cannot)'.

I showed him the ticket from Beijing to Shijiazhuang, and pointing at the board, asked, 'Beijing ma?' He realised what I was saying, and after buying his own ticket, spoke to the saleswoman then confirmed that a train would leave for Beijing at 5.58 pm.

With just over two hours to look around, I walked across the road to the shopping centre anxious to find somewhere warm. The air was much colder than in Beijing and the temperature must have been below zero.

A coffee lounge with wide comfortable chairs caught my eye. This was just what I needed — a warm and cozy atmosphere with a menu in English offering not only coffee, but snacks and meals. At last I could catch my breath.

After ordering, I sat back and watched the citizens of Shijiazhuang go about their business. A few minutes later the waitress returned and said something in Chinese. But I could not understand her.

She left and came back with a woman who seemed to be the manager and could speak some English: 'Trouble in restaurant,' she said apologetically, adding, 'no food.' Reluctantly I left.

A department store just around the corner offered an alternative. My nose sensed the aroma of the food section where a man was making waffles. Watching him spoon the mixture into his four waffle irons, the smell proved irresistable. They were so large I asked for just three waffles, but he kept filling the bag. As I handed him a ¥10 note, I was surprised to get ¥7 change. It must have been ¥3 for a bag. They were the best waffles I have tasted, simply melting the moment they entered my mouth.

Back on the street, I kept an eye on the railway station, making sure of my bearings. I had no idea how big this city was, but when I turned the corner, it reminded me of some US cities I had visited with huge shopfronts and flashing neon signs. This was no small town. I would learn later it has a population approaching nine million.

Another hour passed and I needed to find the station again, leaving enough time to locate the waiting hall for the return journey. The waffles had not filled my stomach, but a small restaurant inside the terminal served me a tasty dish of spicy vegetables and rice.

On the way to the platform, my pulse beat faster wondering what lay in store. But I found a much more orderly scene. Unlike the outward journey, this was a double-deck train with no one pulling heavy packs trying to squeeze themselves on board.

Everyone had a seat, including — sure enough — mine, but the man left politely when I showed him my ticket. He simply moved to another across the aisle. Many passengers seemed like business people returning to Beijing after a weekend with their families.

As the train pulled out, an irritating noise rose above the gentle sound of wheels moving along the tracks. The woman seated next to me seemed to be cutting her fingernails with a small set of clippers. But when I looked closer, she was rolling a well-chewed ball of gum then stretching it as far as it could go without tearing. At that point she rolled it quickly back into a ball and applied pressure with her fingers to make the gum 'pop'.

I decided if this was the only concern on the homeward journey, I should not complain.

Closing my eyes, I replayed the events of another memorable day of my life in China. A burst of the gum popping opened my eyes to the lights and buildings of Beijing. I was home again. It had certainly been an adventure, and I can understand why foreigners visiting places like Shijiazhuang would rather go in the safety and comfort of an organised tour. But hey, would they have as much fun?

坐火车在这个神奇的国度观光应该是很不错的。有什么能比坐在宽敞的窗前欣赏不断变换的风景更美呢？你根本不用担心车子的行驶情况，也不用盯着油表。

去年我讲了第一次从北京坐火车去天津和北戴河的经历。路上我下错了站，回来时又错过了到北京的火车，想想真是让人汗毛直竖啊。

可那已经过去八个月了，我觉得又该坐火车去玩一趟了。星期天早上醒来以后，我就像孩子们看的故事书里的人物一样，自言自语道：“我觉得今天应该去冒冒险。”也难怪我在澳大利亚的那些已经长大成人的孩子会认为我是返老还童了。

去年我是从北京站出发的，而这次我想试试宏伟的北京西站——我每次去央视上班都能远远地看到它。

已经是早上十点了，不知道我还能去哪儿，当然前提是我那有限的汉语能帮我度过售票处这道难关。

我打了一辆出租车。司机很友好，还试着跟我说英语。当我开始说汉语的时候，我们为彼此的尝试而大笑了一通。接着，他从运营证后面抽出一张卡片，上面用中英两种语言写着一串基本用语，比如“您已经到达目的地”和“请付款”，不过上面把最后那个词儿“fare（款）”给拼成“fair（展览会）”了。不过我凭什么批评别人呢？至少音是对的，而且他说得非常清楚。

据官方统计，就在本月早些时候，中国的人口已经达到13亿。到了西站的时候，我觉得似乎这13亿人中有很大一部分正在这里进进出出。虽然离春节还有好几个星期，可人们已经开始早早往家赶了。我也根本没有想到，他们将带给我前所未有的惊吓——我在中国呆了16个月都没碰到过这样的情况呢！




我的首要任务是找售票处，问讯处的那位女工作人员给我指了方向，我没花多久就找到了地方。

可当我挤到窗口时，售票员根本不明白我用几个基本的汉语词儿和手势想表达什么意思。不过她找来了一个会说点儿英语的同事。后者让我把问题写下来，她说：“我能看懂，可说得没那么好。”

我工工整整地写好后，把纸递给她：“我想白天坐火车，晚上再回北京来。”她点点头，开始在电脑上查询，然后告诉我11点29分有趟火车出发，三个小时后到达。不过我得到那边以后再买回程票，因为这张42块钱的票是单程的。

我没听清楚她说的站名。可是这会儿我已经很高兴了，并不急于考虑要去的到底是哪儿这个问题。至少我的主要目的达到了——可以欣赏北京之外那变化万千的乡村风光，用大多数中国人选用的公交工具去感受旅行的氛围。

我没花什么力气就找到了候车大厅和站台。我上了车，发现在公交工具上或剧院里常发生的情况在这儿也上演了——我的座位已经被别人坐了。不过我出示车票后，那个年轻人就笑着站了起来，并没有发生争吵之类的事情。

他坐到了我旁边的过道里，就坐在他的行李——一塑料桶苹果——上面。我正在想他的屁股压在桶边上该多么不舒服的时候，他却已经睡着了。




其他人还在上车，有些人带的包袱比过道还宽，他们从过道上挤过去的时候，坐在边上的人都得把头转开，否则肯定会碰头的。中间有一次，上方行李架上的一个包滚了下来，砸到了坐在我前面几排的一个人身上。

11点29分，列车准点出发。我四处张望了一下，发现车厢两头都还有很多站着的乘客。坐在我对面的三个人是一起的，一会儿我就要向其中的一个姑娘求助了。

这会儿我开始琢磨那神秘的终点站到底是哪儿了，于是给央视9台的新闻编辑室打了个电话，问我的一个中国同事能不能跟这位姑娘通个话，看看这趟车到底去哪儿。听我说完以后，我的中国同事笑了起来，用怀疑的语气问我：“你坐在火车上，却不知道车要去哪儿吗？让那个姑娘跟我说话，我来问问看。”

我把手机递给那个已经非常好奇的姑娘，她们聊了几分钟后，她把电话还给我，让我听她们对话的结果。我同事还在笑个不停，她告诉我：“你坐的这趟车是去石家庄的，那是河北省的省会。过三个小时火车到站以后，那位姑娘会告诉你下车的。”

跟我同事对话的那位姑娘会说一点儿英语，我们客套了一下以后，我靠到椅背上开始感受列车轻柔的节奏，欣赏窗外的风景，根本就不知道前面还有一出好戏等着我倾情出演呢。

我的眼睛从窗外转到周围的乘客身上。坐在一桶苹果上的那个年轻人已经醒了，正在跟坐在他对面的一个朋友聊天，而他这个朋友屁股下面什么也没有。他的平衡能力和腿劲儿可真不错，居然能那样坚持好几分钟才站起来活动活动。

其他人在削水果当零食吃，如果水果还不够，车上还不时有乘务员来卖食品、饮料和杂志，就像一个流动的迷你超市。他们走得很快，因此你也得动作麻利点儿才能让他们看到，不知道每个卖东西的乘务员是不是都得走完整节列车。

接着，一个看起来像个普通乘客的人走进车厢，开始兜售一袋袋的葡萄干，可没什么人买。半个小时以后他又回来了，这次卖的是可折叠的椅子，有些站着的乘客确实掏了钱。我早就知道中国是个企业家的国度，现在又获得了更多的证据。

车上贴着“严禁吸烟”的标志，也就是说我不必忍受别人“吞云吐雾”了。可是，对有些人来说，熬着不吸烟实在是太难受了。火车开了两个小时以后，坐在我旁边的一个人小心翼翼地掏出一包烟，四处看了看有没有乘警，然后点了一支烟。附近的另一个乘客可能也觉得安全了，于是也开始吸烟。他们用另一只手挡着点着的烟卷，企图遮盖事实，可是并没有乘警过来。不过，我很快就需要乘警帮忙了，但不是为了有人吸烟的事儿。那个时刻就要到了。




北京到石家庄这一路既有单调无聊的景象，也有让人耳目一新的情调：工厂退去，田野呈现，一排排光秃秃的树正等着温暖的春天到来好再次枝繁叶茂。乡间依然覆盖着白雪，远离了北京艳阳高照的天空，不知道外面有多冷呢。想到这个，我不禁打了个寒战。

一个小伙子走过来递给我一张小纸条，我会把这个当作宝贝一样珍藏，因为它证明了普通中国百姓能够给一个倒霉老外的最诚挚的帮助。我看纸条的时候，他就等在那儿。条子上写着：“你好。你说英语吗？如果你说英语，我可以帮助你。如果你有麻烦，我可以帮助你。当然，我不收钱。虽然我只会说一点儿英语，我会尽量帮你的。你的朋友。”如果他能知道我接下来需要什么帮助就好了。可惜那会儿他离我太远了，听不到我的呼唤。

乡村的风景在我们经过大城镇时再次变成了城镇风光，最后又变成了石家庄市郊的住宅楼群。我看了看表，过了将近三个小时了。对面的姑娘拍拍我说：“你就要到站了。”我谢了她，站起身来，心想近旁的某个人肯定会立刻坐到我的位子上。

一位女士显然注意到我准备走了，于是闪电般地坐了下来。坐在一桶苹果上的那个人没有她动作快。

我跟递给我纸条的那个小伙子挥手道别，接着朝车厢的尽头走去。

尽管我憋足劲儿要向前走，却怎么也没法从一群站在我前面的人当中挤过去——他们都不下车啊。我钻进他们中间，却发现自己被左推右搡，怎么也挤不到出口那儿。有些乘客发觉了我的困境，便把我朝前推去。

就在我试图保持平衡的时候，却发现有个小男孩正躺在过道上睡觉。我从他身上跨了过去。但是紧接着又被乘客和他们的行李挡住了去路，卡在那里动弹不得。

我的心“砰砰”直跳，不知道是不是马上就要开车了。可我还没看见去站台的出口呢。我提高了嗓门，请大家让我过去。不管我当时说的是哪国话，谁都能明白我是想下车。

我终于挤到了车厢的尽头，站台近在咫尺，却又似乎遥不可及。我怎么才能下车呢？背着大包正要挤上车的人把门口都塞住了，我根本没法过去。一个人马上就要挤过去了，我刚想朝前挤，另一个人却仿佛从天而降，出现在了我面前。他用一个让蜘蛛侠都嫉妒的动作抓住车门上面的突起，越过挤在前面的那些人的头顶，硬是挤进了车门。

我看到站台上的一位乘警正要示意列车司机开车，肾上腺素猛地奔涌起来。我一定得下去。我扯开嗓门朝着那位乘警大喊：“嘿！嘿！”他转过身来，我指指自己，又指指站台，尖叫着：“我要off（下车）。”




他明白了我的意思。既然蜘蛛侠已经在车上了，他只能化身为超人啦。他跳上台阶，把周围的人拨开，把我安全地拽到了地面上。我拼命向他道谢。不过，过了好半天，我的心跳才恢复了正常。我意识到自己不应该等到车停了才站起来下车。早几分钟走的话，我就能赶在车门打开，大批等着上车的人涌上来之前到门口了。

我自由了。可是在我的石家庄探索之旅开始之前，我得先去买回程票，确保自己能回去。就像北京的那位出租车司机和他那张双语卡片一样，问讯处的女士发现我的汉语有限后，拿出了一本用中英双语写着问题和回答的书。

她指着这句话给我看：“您是要找售票处吗？”我回答：“谢谢。”于是她面带友好的微笑给我指了方向。这真是给我留下了深刻的印象。

我找到了售票处，那里排了长长的队伍。想到又要面对一场惊心动魄的旅程，我的心跳都停了一下。电子屏幕上滚动着各个车次的目的地，可都是汉语的。我只能从数字来猜测出发时间。我排的那支队伍开始朝前移动了，我问前面的那个人：“您会说英语吗？”他却答复说：“不会。”

我给他看了北京到石家庄的车票，然后指着显示牌问：“北京吗？”他明白了我的意思，于是买完票之后又跟售票员问了一下，之后告诉我下午5点58分有趟车去北京。

只有两个多小时可以四处转转了，我穿过马路朝购物中心走去，想赶紧找个暖和点儿的地方。这里比北京要冷，温度肯定在零下了。

一家咖啡厅跃入眼帘，那里有宽大舒适的椅子。这地方正合我的心意，环境温暖舒适，有英文菜单，不仅供应咖啡，还供应小吃和正餐。我终于可以喘口气了。

点完吃的以后，我靠在椅背上看着石家庄的人忙活着自己的事儿。过了几分钟，女服务员回来了，用汉语说了句什么。可我听不懂。

她转身走了，然后和一位好像是经理的女士一起过来了。经理会说点儿英语，她满怀歉意地跟我说：“餐厅有点儿问题，”然后又加了一句：“没有吃的。”我很不情愿地走了。

就在拐角处有一家百货商店，这给了我另外一个选择。食品部的一个人正在做蛋奶饼干，我的鼻子嗅到了香味。看着他舀起蛋奶糊糊倒进四个饼干模子里，那味道香得让我无法抵挡。饼干个头都很大，我只要了三块儿，可他不停地往袋子里装啊装啊。我给了他10块钱，结果他找了我7块，真是让我吃了一惊。肯定是一袋3块钱了。这是我吃过的最香的蛋奶饼干了，入嘴即化。

我又回到街上，时时对照着火车站的位置确定我所在的方位。我不知道这个城市到底有多大，转过街角以后却看到了铺张的店面和闪烁的霓虹灯，不禁想起了我曾经去过的一些美国城市。这可不是个小镇啊。我后来才知道，这里有将近900万人呢。

又过了一个小时，我又得去找火车站了，这样才有足够的时间去找回程的候车大厅。蛋奶饼干并没有填饱我的肚子，不过在车站里的一个小饭馆，我吃到了米饭和一道可口的辣菜。

我朝站台走去，心跳越来越快，不知道等着我的会是什么。然而，我看到的是秩序井然的一幕。和我来的时候不一样，这趟车是双层的，没什么人大包小包地挤车。

每个人都有座儿——当然，又有人坐在了我的座位上。不过我出示车票后，他就很客气地离开了，坐到了过道那边的一个座位上。很多乘客都像是做生意的，刚跟家人过完周末，还要回北京去。

列车开动了。除了车轮沿着铁轨滚动时的轻响，我还听到了一种恼人的声音。坐在我旁边的那位女士似乎在用一个小指甲刀剪指甲。不过，当我定睛细看时，才发现她在搓一团儿嚼完了的口香糖，然后把它拽得尽可能长，同时不让它断。接着她又迅速地把口香糖重新揉成团儿，再用手指去压，让它发出“啪啪”的响声。

我想，如果回家的路上只需要担心这个的话，我是不会抱怨的。

我闭上眼睛，开始在脑子里回放在中国度过的又一个难忘的日子。口香糖的一声噼啪声让我睁开了眼睛，看到了北京的灯光和楼房。我又到家了。这绝对是一场冒险，而我也可以理解为什么有些老外去游览石家庄这样的地方时宁愿跟团，因为那样又安全又舒服。可是，等等，他们能有（我）这么多乐趣吗？




未完待续......


to be continued...






A CHRISTMAS CAROLIN CHINA








圣诞欢歌




As a journalist and broadcaster from 'down under', Christmas and New Year heralds the starts of 'the silly season'. It is that time when the print and electronic media are peppered with stories which normally would not make the grade during the rest of the year.

While Santa may be exciting people with his 'ho ho ho', newsrooms where I have worked in Australia and New Zealand will be wrapping their own goodies of timeless tales not subject to tight deadlines or likely to go out of date. Softer stories making up for the lack of hard news
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 are stored to fill out the time slots of television and radio bulletins, and pad the pages of newspapers which need articles on the other side of full-page advertising of holiday sales.

With government departments and major enterprises closed for almost three weeks, someone's huge butterfly collection or a survey of people's dream patterns may be just what an editor needs to get through the slow-news days.

As a foreigner working in China, the approach of Christmas brings conflicting emotions. Feelings of anticipation are mixed with a longing to be with family members far away. At the same time, there is release from the physical and mental pressures which Christmas often brings.

China's celebration of Christmas is not as demanding on its people as in countries like my own. When December the first arrives, I am accustomed to joining long queues in post offices as people start posting their Christmas cards. The arrival of the first card can generate feelings of stress rather than joy, knowing you wanted to get in before anyone else.

Blood pressure rises as time ticks away and there is so much to be done. Not only do cards need to be sent, but presents bought for family, relatives and close friends. The stress increases as catalogues from department stores arrive in the mail, suggesting bigger and brighter gifts than last year. Flat screen plasma TV screens, computers, or for that person who has (almost) everything — why not a new car? Turn on the TV or radio and the barrage of Christmas commercials is at full throttle.

But isn't this a time for peace on earth and goodwill to all men (and women)? Try looking for a parking space on a hot day in the big shopping centres of Sydney and Melbourne and it is sometimes hard to realise this is the season to be jolly. Once inside, the jostling for last-minute gifts
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 can raise stress levels to bursting point.

Christmas is certainly a time for children, and while the young may be inexperienced at most things in life, they are masters of the art of making sure Santa fills his sack.

Visits to department stores are mandatory to see Father Christmas, sit on his knee, and whisper what you want. And in case he does not hear through all that white hair, send a letter through the mail, or telephone him on the Santa hotline. By now, parents have a pretty good idea that little junior is not fishing for merely a hook, line and sinker, but has cast his rod for a much bigger catch.

If buying for others is hard enough, pressure rises with the thought of Christmas dinner preparations. There is food to be purchased and prepared. And what if it is going to be hot on Christmas day? I can remember eating midday Christmas dinner with the outside temperature above 40 °C degrees and no air conditioning inside.

Cold meats and salads may be more practical and just as enjoyable as hot turkey, lamb and roast vegetables. But then it might be a cold day and the menu has to be changed.

Homemade Christmas cakes taste much better than those from the supermarket. And what would Christmas dinner be without the traditional plum pudding? Better to make more than one in case of extra guests. Decisions, decisions.

I have been reminded of this Christmas ever since I started work at CCTV last March. The ringtone on my mobile phone was selected by a colleague who thought I needed something easy to recognise. He chose 'We Wish You A Merry Christmas'.

First-time visitors to China not expecting much evidence of Christmas, must be surprised to see just how popular it has become. The sight of tall trees decorated with vibrant red and white ribbon bows, topped with stars and sparkling day and night, reminds me of my first visit to the United States at this time of year.

From Beijing's CBD to the Haidian District, I have seen Christmas trees which would rival those in New York's Times Square. And the illuminated reindeer which move gently at the front of the Friendship Hotel are a magnet for passers-by, both young and old.

But some decorations are literally, way over the top. The best example is a giant blow-up figure of Father Christmas waving to prospective customers outside a restaurant on Baishiqiao Lu. People may get the impression he is demanding rather than inviting them inside.

Just north of the Friendship Hotel is the Beijing Modern Plaza, and as I entered the supermarket, my ears picked up the sounds of two legends of American popular song — Bing Crosby and Rosemary Clooney (actor George Clooney's late aunt) singing 'I'm Dreaming of a White Christmas'.

A few days ago, I passed a group of Chinese workers lifting sacks of mail at a China Post sorting depot, one of them unable to get the sound of the chirpy carol, 'Deck the Halls', out of his mind. He kept singing the 'la la la' chorus with quickening clipped tones. It probably helped him move the sacks faster, and Santa would definitely have been impressed if the man had been helping load up his sleigh.

Looking through the expat and tourist magazines, there is no doubt Beijing's hotels and restaurants have embraced the festive season, promoting Christmas and New Year feasts for all tastes and budgets.

The only question remains? Will the sentiments of 'I'm Dreaming of a White Christmas' become reality especially to those of us from warmer December climates. If Beijing's milder than usual winter is any indication, the chances seem remote.







a group of Chinese workers lifting sacks of mail







一群中国工人正在扛邮包



This is my second time in Beijing during the lead-up to Christmas, but I am yet to experience Christmas Day here. Last December I returned to Australia at the end of my contract with China Radio International, and this time I am taking four days' leave from CCTV to meet my daughter in Tokyo as she heads home from holidays in the UK.

With three grandchildren in Australia, I have been fairly well-organised this year. Two months ago I bought a remote-controlled car in Xidan for my eldest grandson, and sent it to Australia by surface mail, with instructions 'not to be opened until Christmas Day'.

In the following weeks I found some other gifts of a more traditional Chinese nature, including a battery-operated Erhu player, all of which have arrived in time.

But I have failed to meet the deadline for sending Christmas cards. Perhaps it is the lack of pressure in China which has left me thinking 'I will do it tomorrow' but now time has run out and I am too late.

Wait a minute. I have an idea. While I may have missed Santa's deadline, I can send off cards for the Lunar New Year. My friends overseas who thought I had forgotten them, should be surprised and impressed. Maybe this is not such a silly season after all. Merry Christmas dear reader.



作为一名来自澳大利亚的记者和播音员，圣诞节和新年意味着新闻淡季的开始。在这段时间里，纸质媒体和电子媒体上充满了一些平时根本就上不了公面的报道。

就在圣诞老人“嗬，嗬，嗬”地逗人们乐的时候，我在澳大利亚和新西兰工作过的那些新闻编辑室也要开始用那些“永恒的故事”来装点他们的节目了。那些故事都没有严格的时间限制，也不会过期。既然缺乏硬新闻，那就只能存点儿软消息用来填补电视和广播新闻快报之间的空档。报纸上也铺满了这类文章，以填补整版的节日促销广告背面的空白。

由于政府部门和大公司都要放近三周的假，所以编辑不得不靠某些题材——比如某人的众多蝴蝶藏品或是对人们梦境模式的调查——来撑过那些新闻匮乏的日子。

对于我这样一个在中国工作的外国人来说，圣诞节的到来会让我产生矛盾的心情。一方面，我期盼圣诞节到来，渴望能与远在家乡的亲人们团聚；另一方面，（在中国）我可以摆脱圣诞节常常带给我的那种身体和精神上的压力。

中国与像我祖国那样的国家不同，这里的圣诞节庆祝活动对人们的要求不高。我已经习惯了12月1号一到，就到邮局去排长队寄圣诞卡。收到第一张卡片的时候，你感到的通常不是开心，而是压力，因为你知道自己本想赶在所有人前面去寄卡的。




时间一分一秒地过去，还有那么多事情没做呢，真是让人血压升高啊。不仅要寄卡片，还得给家人、亲戚和好朋友们买礼物。百货商店的购物目录寄来了，让你去买比去年更大、更炫的礼物。买平板等离子电视，买电脑，还有，干吗不给那个（几乎）什么都有了的家伙买部新车？你会感到压力越来越大。打开电视或收音机吧，圣诞广告的炮火正以最高速度向你袭来。

可圣诞节难道不应该是一个让世间静谧祥和，让男人（和女人）心存善意的时期吗？试试大热天在悉尼和墨尔本的大购物中心找停车的地方吧，有时候你根本就不觉得这是个欢乐的节日。一进商场，大家就为了在最后关头买到礼物而挤破头，这时你肯定已经被压力逼得快崩溃了。

当然，圣诞节是孩子们的节日。虽然那些小孩子还没有见过生活中的大多数事物，但说到怎么让圣诞老人装满他们的长袜子这件事儿，他们可都是大师级的人物了。

（带孩子）去逛百货商店就免不了要去看圣诞老人。他们会坐在他腿上小声地说出想要什么。要是怕他万一隔着那么厚的白头发没有听清请求，那就写封信给他寄去，或是拨打圣诞老人热线也行。现在父母们都很清楚，这些小不点儿们想要的可不止是鱼钩、鱼线和铅坠那么简单了，他们下了竿要钓大鱼呢。

给别人买礼物就够受的了吧，可还得准备圣诞晚餐呢，光想想这件事儿就头大。要买吃的，还得做吃的。如果圣诞节那天天气热可怎么办？我还记得之前的一次圣诞午餐，当时户外温度有40多度，室内却没有空调！

冷餐肉和沙拉可能比较现实一点儿，吃起来也和热的火鸡、羊肉还有烤蔬菜一样惬意。可是圣诞节那天也有可能比较冷啊，那菜单还是得改。

自制的圣诞蛋糕比超市里买的好吃多了。如果没有传统的李子布丁，还算什么圣诞大餐呢？最好多做一个预备着，免得到时候还有别的客人来。这么多决定要做，这么多！

自从我去年3月到央视工作以来，关于圣诞节的提醒就一直没断过。那是因为我的手机铃声是一个同事帮我选的。他觉得我应该选一个易于识别的铃声，于是就挑了《祝你圣诞快乐》这首歌。

第一次来中国的人都觉得这里不会有太多圣诞节的痕迹，可是当他们看到圣诞节在中国有多么普及以后肯定会大吃一惊的。高高的树上装饰着红白丝带打的鲜亮的蝴蝶结，树梢上点缀着星星，没日没夜地闪烁着。这一幕让我想起了第一次在圣诞期间去美国时看到的情景。

从北京的中心商务区到海淀区，我都看到了可以与纽约时代广场相媲美的圣诞树。友谊宾馆门前用彩灯装饰的驯鹿还可以轻柔地动起来，像磁石般吸引着过路的老老少少。




可是，有些地方实际上有些装饰过度了，最好的一个例子就在白石桥路上。那儿有家餐厅外面摆了一个硕大的充气圣诞老人，朝着潜在的顾客招手。人们可能会感觉他根本就不是在邀请大家进去，分明就是在下命令。

友谊宾馆北边就是北京当代商城。刚进超市，我就听到了美国流行乐坛的两位传奇人物宾·克罗斯比和罗丝玛丽·克鲁尼（演员乔治·克鲁尼新近亡故的姑姑）在唱《梦想白色圣诞》。

几天前，我从中国邮政的分拣仓库经过，一群中国工人正在扛邮包。其中一个似乎无法从脑子里摆脱圣诞颂歌《闪亮的圣诞节》的欢快旋律，他一直在用欢快、简洁的调子唱着合唱部分的“拉—拉—拉”。也许这能帮他加快扛邮包的速度吧。如果这个人去帮圣诞老人装雪橇，他老人家肯定非常满意。

翻翻移居国外和旅游方面的杂志你就会发现，北京的宾馆和餐馆都乐于庆祝这个节日，推出了各种风味和价钱的圣诞大餐和新年宴会。

还有一个问题？《梦想白色圣诞》所表达的那种感情会成为现实吗？对我们这样从12月时天气比较暖和的国家来的人来说也可以吗？如果说北京异常暖和的冬天能够预示什么的话，这种机会也是颇为渺茫的。




这是我第二次在北京度过圣诞到来前的这段时间了，不过我还是很期待感受一下这里的圣诞节是个什么样子。去年12月，跟中国国际广播电台的合同到期以后，我回了澳大利亚。这次，央视给了我四天假，我要去东京跟我的女儿见面——她在英国度完假后要回家过节。

我在澳大利亚有三个孙儿辈的孩子，这次我可是做好了充足的准备。两个月以前，我在西单给大孙子买了一辆遥控车，通过平邮寄给了他，还给他写了指令：“不到圣诞节不许打开”。

后来的几周里，我又买到了一些更具中国传统特色的礼物，其中包括一个电动的二胡琴师，所有这些礼物都及时寄到家了。

不过我没能及时寄出圣诞卡，也许是因为在中国没有（过节的）压力吧，我总是想：“明天再寄吧。”可是现在时间已经都过去了，我也来不及寄了。

等等，我想到了一个主意。虽然错过了圣诞老人的最后期限，但我可以寄春节贺卡呀。我那些国外的朋友肯定以为我把他们忘了，（收到春节贺卡时）他们肯定会大吃一惊，而且一定会非常高兴。也许，这个节日终究还有点意思吧。亲爱的读者，圣诞快乐！


to be continued...







[1]

 hard news：硬新闻，指政治、外交等方面的严肃的且时效性较强的新闻。soft story即“软消息”，与硬新闻相对。





[2]

 last-minute gifts：最后一分钟礼物，是为那些到最后一刻才去购物的人准备的。






AIRPORT ANTICS








机场的滑稽事儿




These past months of writing have been dominated by my adventures in China. If you read my last story, you will know I was bound for Tokyo to spend three days over Christmas with my 28-year-old daughter.

With travel arrangements booked weeks before, nothing could possibly go wrong in the simple process of getting to Japan and back. But it seems where I am involved, a surprise is never far away. I will save the biggest until last.

Like all stories, this has a beginning, starting on a cold Christmas Eve when Beijing was blanketed in snow. Apart from the shock of stepping outside my apartment block into the early morning chill, everything seemed to go according to plan.

The easiest, quickest and cheapest way to the airport is a ¥16 ride in the comfortable shuttle bus which leaves every 20 minutes from a stop close to the Friendship Hotel in the Haidian District. Even allowing for a couple of pickups, we reached our destination in less than half an hour.

I have been in and out of Beijing's Capital Airport terminal several times, and never encountered any problems, with staff always friendly and communicating in English if required. Sometimes they get it wrong. When I showed an attendant my Air China economy ticket to Tokyo, she directed me to a section which turned out to be the queue for the airline's club members. It was only a short but unecessary wait before being redirected.

Little did I realise this was a sign of things to come. But I am getting ahead of myself.

I had barely walked in the main doors of the terminal when a man wearing a business suit approached me, said 'good morning' and wanted to know if I had paid my airport departure tax. He asked to see my ticket, then offered a polite 'wait a moment please, I will help you.'

I saw him walk over to a group of people who gave him what looked like a receipt. He came back, handed me the paper which had a silver seal, then asked me to pay the tax. I immediately 'smelled a rat', returned the 'receipt' and walked off.

While the airport terminal is a public place, such scams should not be allowed to operate and take advantage of foreigners or locals, especially as we move into Olympic mode. Travellers may be unaware that the departure (airport construction) tax is now included in the price of their tickets. This change to the original system was introduced on September 1 2004 but many overseas travel sites on the Intenet do not have this information, saying instead that the tax has to be paid at a special desk.

And for the unwary who book in China, it would be helpful if agents pointed out the new measure either verbally or with a sticker on the ticket cover. Arriving at an airport in the early morning means people are not always fully alert, and easy prey for the fraudsters.

To be fair, the authorities are aware of this scam — and a report in the Beijing Yule Xinbao
 reported last October that a conman had been arrested at Beijing airport and sentenced to 15 days' administrative detention. But as I discovered on Christmas Eve, others are still getting through the net.

With time to spare, I paid a quick visit to the men's room, its cleanliness maintained by an employee whose presence also offered more than just security. About to place my hands under the automatic dryer, he offered me a thick paper towel in one hand, and as I moved to accept it, held out his other for some money. The hot air was cheaper and just as effective.

There were no extra charges for the welcome awaiting me and other passengers as we boarded CA Flight 927 for Tokyo's Narita Airport.

Air travel gives passengers time to appraise the carrier they have chosen — the good points and the bad. When relatives or friends meet you at your destination, they always ask: 'How was the flight?
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First impressions count, and as 2008 draws closer, it was interesting to observe the standards of travel on the national carrier, especially in economy, the class which most people book.

The smiling crew greeted each passenger with a 'Merry Christmas', and offered a box of chocolates labelled with 'season's greetings' in colourful printing. This was a pleasant surprise, and I could only wonder what business class travellers were getting.

The aircraft seemed only half full and I had a centre row almost to myself. The plane left just a few minutes after the scheduled 9.20 am departure time, and as we headed skyward, Beijing looked beautiful, bathed in Christmas snow.

After the ascent was completed, the always-smiling crew offered drinks, then a hot meal with the choice of fish or beef and the trimmings of salad and desert. Nothing special for economy air travel, but nothing to complain about either.

The only improvement needed for the in-flight service was the movie system which showed Sister Act 2
 . The choice was not a problem, but its projection on the big screen at the front of the cabin was smeared with pink spots, suggesting the lense of the projector needed cleaning.

Not to worry. I had seen it before, and settled back to listen to the audio channels. I looked for an in-flight magazine listing the programmes, but there were no copies in the back of the seats around me. However, on Channel 5 I found a jazz programme compered by a delightful host called Kate. Her warm voice blended well with the music she introduced apart from some crackling through the headphones which I presumed was a technical fault.

Cleanliness of the washrooms is also important, and while this was not a full flight, the crew maintained regular inspections. Unlike the projection system, the toilet facilities were spotless.

We arrived in Tokyo ahead of schedule, and the crew's farewell matched the warmth of their welcome.

I had only two hours to wait for my daughter Elizabeth, to arrive at Narita after her long flight from London's Heathrow Airport. It was easy to fill in the time, walking around the shops and checking the rapid transport system into Tokyo.

People waiting outside the exit doors from customs heard our squeals of delight as Elizabeth and I saw each other for the first time in almost ten months.

Like Beijing, Tokyo is a fascinating city, and a glance at the subway map was enough to realise that a city's heart beats stronger when the arteries for transporting its lifeblood are healthy and efficient. If the Olympic Games in 1964 were a stimulus for Tokyo's development, we can look forward to Beijing's public transport system making a simillar splash across our vast metropolitan area by 2008.

This brief visit was over within four days, and Elizabeth returned the night before me. Next morning I caught the subway from the south-western station of Magome, and changed at Shinagawa for the rapid train to Narita — a journey of less than 90 minutes. But as the train ran smoothly, my blood pressure was about to rise.

The train took us right into Terminal 2 and when I showed my return ticket, I was directed to section F on the third floor. I asked two attendants if the short queue was for the flight to Beijing, and they nodded. A few minutes later I showed the ticket to a woman standing in front, and she assured me I was in the right place.

Some announcements were being made over the public address system, but I could not fully understand those in English. More passengers joined the queue, which had now grown much longer. It was not moving, but the hands on my watch certainly were.

At that moment my heart started racing. I asked a Japanese man behind me if I was in the right queue. He took my ticket and ran to the information desk and when he returned, said something to his female Chinese companion who gave me the bad news: 'This flight is over.'

I ran ahead to the entry point, showed my ticket, but it was too late. Pleas to get me on board proved fruitless and while the head attendant explained her announcements were made in English, I could only assume they had been — to borrow the movie title — 'lost in translation
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My 'lost' plane was scheduled to stopover at Dalian, a city I have always wanted to see. While I missed that opportunity, I was rebooked (for an extra RMB200) on a direct flight to Beijing leaving two hours later, but arriving only 45 minutes after the flight I missed.

A sense of calm returned, knowing I would at least return to Beijing the same day. Just two years earlier I was in a worse situation at Heathrow Airport. After waiting in a queue for two and a half hours, I reached the check-in point only to be told it was too late for my flight to Melbourne, and I would have to stay overnight for a plane the next day.

The returning Air China crew were as friendly as the first, and their service up to the same high standard. The only unusual aspect was the choice of movie which I thought rather violent for any small children whose eyes would not be able to escape the knives, blood and bullets flashing across the big screen.

The economy audio-visual system needs to be upgraded because the important video showing passengers the layout of Beijing's Capital Airport and the articles which need to be declared and are prohibited, had heavy lines of wear and tear across the tape, making it almost impossible to see and read the English subtitles.

But after settled back and adjusting the headphones, I found Kate and her easy jazz programme again on Channel 5. She must have been waiting for me. As we headed towards Beijing and the year of the rooster, that was definitely something to crow about.

过去这几个月我写的主要是我在中国的冒险经历。如果你看过我上一篇文章，就会知道我这个圣诞节要去东京，跟我28岁的女儿一起过三天。

这次旅行的一切在三个星期前就定好了，就这么去趟日本再回来，多简单的事儿啊，能出什么问题呢？不过，好像有我的地方就会有意外。我还是把最大的意外留到故事最后再讲吧。

和其他故事一样，这个故事也有一个开头。这开头就在一个寒冷的圣诞前夜，北京到处白雪皑皑。除了早上出门被清晨刺骨的寒冷吓了一跳之外，一切似乎都在按计划正常进行。

去机场最省事、最快也最经济的方式就是花16块钱坐舒适的机场大巴。在海淀区友谊宾馆旁边就有一站，平均20分钟就有一班车。虽然路上还又上了几次人，但我们不到半个小时就到了。

以前我在北京首都机场进出过好多次，从来没遇到过什么问题。这里的工作人员都很友好，如果我想请他们讲英语，他们也都能讲。不过有时他们也会出错。我把去东京的国航经济舱机票给一位服务人员看，她让我去一个地方等，后来我才发现那个队排的都是国航俱乐部的会员。虽然没等多久，可还是白等了，然后才有人告诉我应该去别处。

我当时根本没有想到，这正是要出事的预兆。不过，现在我已经比原来进步了。

我刚走进机场的大门，一个穿西装的人就走了上来，跟我说了句“早上好”，然后问我交了机场建设费没有。他说要看看我的票，然后很客气地说了句“请等一下，我来帮您”。

我看着他走向一群人，那些人给了他一张看似收据的东西。回来的时候，他把那张带着银色密封条的纸给我，让我交钱。我立刻嗅出了大事不妙的气味，把“收据”还给他就走了。




机场是个公共场所，不应该允许有人用这样的骗局，欺骗外国人或本地人，何况我们就要开奥运会了呀。旅客可能不会注意，机场建设费现在已经包括在票价里了。这个对原有制度的改变从2004年9月1号就开始实施了，可很多国外的旅行网站还不知道，还在说要去一个专柜交费。

对于那些在中国订票却也没有注意这个问题的人来说，如果订票的机构能够口头通知一下这个新举措，或是在票面上贴张条，都是有帮助的。清晨到达机场意味着人们还没有完全清醒过来，这时候就很容易成为骗子的猎物。

公平点儿说，政府已经注意到这种骗术了。《北京娱乐信报》去年10月曾经有一篇报道说，一名骗子在北京机场被捕后被判了15天行政拘留。可就像我在圣诞前夜这天看到的这样，还是有漏网之鱼啊。

还有时间，我抓紧去了趟厕所。一位保洁人员把里面清扫得很干净，不过他能提供的可不止安全服务啊。就在我要把手放到烘干机下面时，他递给我一张厚纸巾；就在我准备接过来的时候，他伸出另一只手来要钱。热风可要便宜多了，而且也一样能达到干手的目的。




我和其他乘客登上了开往东京成田机场的国航927次航班，还好，此时我们受到的欢迎是不收费的。

坐飞机旅行让乘客们有时间评价他们所选择的航空公司，哪些地方好，哪些地方不好。当你到了目的地以后，接你的亲戚朋友也总是会问：“飞机怎么样？”

第一印象最重要。随着2008年越来越近，观察一下国航的服务水平还是很有意思的，尤其是大多数人都会选择的经济舱的服务水平。

面带微笑的机组成员向每位乘客致以“圣诞快乐”的问候之余，还送上了一盒印着五彩“节日祝福”字样的巧克力。这可真是一份惊喜啊，我忍不住想：不知道商务舱的乘客拿到的是什么。







The smiling crew greeted each passenger with a 'Merry Christmas', and offered a box of chocolates labelled with 'season's greetings' in colourful printing.







面带微笑的机组成员向每位乘客致以“圣诞快乐”的问候之余，还送上了一盒印着五彩“节日祝福”字样的巧克力。



飞机上有一半的座位都空着，我坐的中间那排几乎就是我自己的专座。预定的出发时间是9点20分，实际的起飞时间大概晚了几分钟。随着飞机上升，覆盖着圣诞白雪的北京看起来美极了。

飞机的爬升结束后，永远都面带微笑的机组人员开始提供饮料，然后是热乎乎的正餐，可以选鱼肉饭或是牛肉饭，还配有沙拉和甜点。对于经济舱来说这没什么特别，不过也没什么可抱怨的。

唯一需要改进的机舱服务是电影播放系统。当时正在放《修女也疯狂2》，这片子选得倒没什么问题，可是投射在机舱前部大屏幕上的图像满是粉红色的小点儿，这说明放映机的镜头该清洁了。

没关系，反正我也看过这部片子了，于是就靠在椅背上听广播。我想找本有节目单的杂志，可是在周围的椅背上都没有找到。不过在5频道我找到了一个爵士乐节目，主持人名叫凯特，很活泼，她那热情的声音与她介绍的音乐相得益彰。耳机里还有些噼里啪啦的声音，我觉得那应该是技术问题。

厕所的卫生也很重要。虽然飞机上没有坐满，乘务员还是定时做卫生。和电影放映机的镜头不同，卫生设备都一尘不染。

我们提前到达了东京。道别的时候，机组人员和欢迎我们时一样热情。

我要等我的女儿伊丽莎白。她是从伦敦希思罗机场出发的。再过两个小时，她就要完成长途飞行，到达到成田机场了。这点儿时间很好打发，我可以去商店里逛逛，再了解一下去东京的快速交通系统。

伊丽莎白和我有差不多十个月没见了，一见面我们都高兴地欢呼起来，等在海关出口处的人们肯定都听到了。

和北京一样，东京也是个迷人的城市。看看地铁线路图你就会明白，如果一个城市输送血液的动脉健康高效，那么这个城市的心脏就会更加有力。如果说1964年的奥运会刺激了东京的发展的话，那么我们不妨期待2008年同样会促进北京的公共交通系统遍布我们广大的城市地区。

这次短暂的旅行不到四天就结束了，伊丽莎白比我早走一个晚上。第二天早上，我从东京西南的马入站坐上地铁，到品川换乘高速火车去成田机场，路上花了不到一个半小时。火车在平稳行驶，我的血压却要升起来了。

火车把我们直接送到2号航站楼，我出示了回程机票，按照指示来到三楼的F区。我向两位服务人员打听这支短队是不是办理去北京的航班手续的，他们点点头。过了几分钟，我又把机票拿给排在前面的一位女士看，她也确认我没跑错地方。

公共广播系统播放了几则通知，可我没完全听懂那些英语广播。又来了不少乘客排队，队伍变得更长了，可是却不见移动。我手表上的指针可一直都在动呢。

这时我开始心跳加速，于是就问身后的一个日本人，我是不是站错队了。他拿过我的票跑到问讯处，回来以后跟他的中国女伴说了点什么，她告诉我一个坏消息：“那次航班已经停止办理手续了。”

我跑到入口处，出示了我的机票，可是已经太晚了。我请求他们让我上飞机，可是无济于事。乘务组长说她用英语作了通知。我只能当他们确实广播了，而广播信息借用一部电影的名字来说“迷失东京”了。




我那“迷失的”飞机将在大连中转，我一直都挺想看看那个城市的。既然错失了这次机会，我只能重新改订直飞北京的航班（多花了我200元人民币）。飞机两个小时以后出发，不过只比我错过的那班飞机晚到45分钟。

知道我总算当天就能回到北京，我又恢复了平静。就在两年前，我在希思罗机场经历的事情比这还糟呢。当时，我排了两个半小时的队才排到办登机手续的柜台，却被告知已经太晚了，来不及办手续让我飞回墨尔本了。我只能在机场过了一夜，第二天再坐飞机走。

回程航班上的国航空乘人员和来时航班上的一样友善，服务水平也一样好。唯一不太正常的是机上播放的电影，我觉得那部片子太暴力了，大屏幕上满是刀啊，血啊，子弹啊，根本不适合小孩子，他们的眼睛都没法躲开这些镜头。

经济舱的视听系统该更新了，因为向乘客介绍北京首都机场格局、需要报关的物品和违禁物品的重要录像放出来有严重磨损的痕迹，下面的英文字幕基本都看不见了。

不过当我靠在椅背上调好耳机之后，我又在5频道听到了凯特的声音和她主持的轻松爵士乐节目。她肯定一直都在等着我呢。我们正在朝着北京和鸡年进发，这肯定还是值得吹嘘的吧。

全 剧 终

THE END






[1]

 How was the flight?：这里是一个双关，作者用了flight这个词的两个意思。通常人们用How is your flight?表示“旅途还顺利吗？”其中flight表示“飞行”。而作者在这里用的flight是“航班”的意思，同一句How is your flight?就表示“你的飞机怎么样？”





[2]

 lost in translation:
 
Lost in Translation

 是一部电影的名字，译作《迷失东京》，又译《爱情不用翻译》。这个词组本身的意思是“在翻译中信息丢失”。
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