	29 June 2009 

	I’m low on hours this week, I only have one class and they finish on Thursday, which leaves me even lower for Friday. It’s fine by me, I love my job but a quiet week is often a good thing, especially with the backlog I have on the site. 



	I finally wrote the tribute to my dad. Late I know but I was waiting for inspiration. In the end it’s hardly up there with my best work, but I am happy with it. I think down the lines I will change it so as not to be a tribute as such but more of an account of him as a person. For now, so soon after his transformation into the force, as Yoda would say, a tribute is the most fitting thing. 
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Here 



	Something really annoyed me recently. I have a cousin with OCD which is a mental disorder, not necessarily serious but requiring intervention. My acupuncturist is a very powerful healer with both the knowledge and equipment to diagnose and treat the condition naturally. A recent case was successfully treated after being attributed to a vaccination injury. I won’t spew forth my anti-pharmaceutical bile on the web, I’d surely end up in court over it, but it’s disgraceful that they can get away with things like this. 



	But it wasn’t that which annoyed me. The poor lad is suffering a relatively mild condition which does not interfere with his ability to get by in daily life too much. But his uncles both have mental conditions which have been treated by medicines for years and have not got any bloody better! If the stuff works why doesn’t it work? Yet in the full knowledge of this, following my recommendation, it has been decided that the boy will not receive the benefit of natural healing. They’d rather pay four times as much for a counsellor. The establishment must be very proud of them. Pity is, that won’t help their son. 



	I can only hope they’ll change their mind. 



	I met two weirdos yesterday, both in almost the same place and ended up having almost the same conversation with them. I wonder if they came to the same conclusion, after all, a teetotal unmarried vegan 35 year old English man is hardly something they have come to accept as normal, I wonder if they are not publishing something just like this on their own Latest News page. The bog mindles! 




	


	 26 June 2009 

	I have no intention of giving weather forecasts on this site, although it’s worth saying how I expect more rain again tomorrow. And sun. The Almaty weather is usually quite stable, from cold winters to hot summers with a natural period of transition in spring and autumn. The last few months have behaved very strangely, each day trying at least to offer us a little more choice. Out in the sun, out in the rain, each and every weather on offer in the space of twelve hours of daylight. Yesterday it tried to thunder and generally succeeded but it was a very tense rumbling and in spite of its longevity, never really got going. It can but try I guess. 



	Meanwhile most of my teaching now is with private students which is ironically more tiring, as there are fewer periods of respite while students get on with things. Single students pay a lot and it’s wrong to ask them to spend this money doing things they could do at home. So the lessons have to be more interactive. As of next week I’ll only have one group and even they finish their course on Thursday. Ahead however, I believe, of starting the next course, maybe from Friday. It depends on them, some of them have other ambitions and may move on to take exam courses instead. 



	The other thing with one-to-one students is that it only takes one not to turn up to have no students. Much as I love my job I also like it when I don’t have to do it, all the more when I’ve planned their lesson, as it is a double whammy and it means I don’t have to plan it the next time. Two of my students now are on business trips and one of them was on a trip last week. It does reduce my hours and after all, as I say, I like my job, but a little bit of a pause can also give you time to plan other lessons a bit better. It also means they can’t give you more classes as technically you are over your limit. 



	I’ve been invited to a Kazakh wedding on Saturday and short of having anything remotely smaaaart to wear will probably go, stipulating very strong rules banning the use of English in my presence. I have heard however that Kazakh weddings can be a pretty meaty and boozy affair, I won’t be averse to leaving early if I think the pressure does come to bear unreasonably. Maybe I can persuade them that being English is the root cause of all my idiosyncracies, and they might think that English people are all teetotal vegetarians and want to respect my origins and culture. Who knows? 



	I just learn also that I have to prepare a toast. I wonder if they’d prefer Kingsmill or Hovis? 



	I’ll try and get some pictures anyway. 



	I was advised recently to eat more slowly and having actually been told I have found it easier to action, even if I sense I’ve slipped a bit these last couple of days. The consequence has been more energy and a little less chaos in my inners. This has led to a more relaxed energy on a mental level and spiritual level too, including that which I put out energetically. Peaceful on the inside, peaceful on the outside, simple as that. 



	Earlier today I went to see a gym offering a month for 4,000 Tenge, which is about $27. Considering the next cheapest I’ve found has been $400 a month it seems a deal worth taking, even if it is a bit dingy. At that price you get the basic package, three sessions a week, no instruction, tatty changing rooms, and that shower! Luckily I live round the corner and can wash at home. 



	I run a bit more these days, it’s quite an important part of my week, not so much for the traditional benefits (to be honest I think I actually put a bit of weight on during periods when I run more often, a few pounds maybe) and I don’t push it fast enough to get much fitter. It’s more about relaxing and experiencing a change of mindset. But I have to have plenty of time either side. If I’m in any kind of hurry I don’t enjoy it so much. The route is 70% off road, next to a river which for this protracted period actually has water in it. I remember the Bishkek days when I’d run alongside river beds. Well, this time they’ve let the wet stuff flow. 



	Got to dash, work to be done. 




	


	 23 June 2009 

	I noticed in London last week something which caught my eye, all the more as I’ve been away for six years and never paid much attention to the post-modern British style scene in the first place. But what I saw confirmed a trend of social change that started with the smoking ban, a move away from hedonism as we slowly and grudgingly give up ways of pulling the plug before we reach 55. The moves towards care for our health and the environment have slowly made dawn on us the realisation that this lemming hearted madness may be losing its grip. The Who singing of hoping they’d die before they got old, galvanising a youth hell bent on achieving it, no longer has any relevance. Performance vehicles are becoming less fashionable than greener forms of transport. Oyster cards are the new bus passes and no thinking Londoner is without one. And then last week I saw a man in his late twenties pushing a trolley bag down the road. 



	Has our new found desire to prolong our time on the planet awakened in turn a realisation that we do rather accept the idea of getting old? Are we easing ourselves into the wrinkled lifestyle now, with bingo all the rage and even knitting not such an under 70s taboo as once was? Is this new trend for trolleybags a concession to the fear of dying young, a hint to our maker that cauliflower hairstyles and incontinence bags are not as abhorrent as we once exclaimed? Do we take back our youthful hedonistic abandon and go forward with fearful caution and pot plants? 



	Or is it just a more convenient way to get around town? Eee, I’m from up Stoke, yer push one of them things rind there yer’ll get thee yed kicked in. 




	


	 22 June 2009 

	Oh my, so much to do and the site gets negelcted. 



	Pages for this, that, those and also you know what and I haven’t even started them yet. 



	I am delaying unfairly writing the page about dad, a fitting tribute is however called for and as I’m not working to editor’s deadlines, if it’s OK, I’ll wait for inspiration from the boys and girls upstairs (their being androgynous notwithstanding). 



	This week I have a few less lessons (a most painful alliteration that) on my timetable and a slightly more comfortable span of hours, I’ll get to the site as and when. 



	As for now, it’s time for bed. 



	Z 




	


	 16 June 2009 

	It seemed s bit strange being back at work today, not from a body clocks point of view but always after a holiday I struggle to get ideas for lesson plans, this morning I went in to teach on a course for which I didn’t even have the books, and put together a lesson from my files and another coursebook. I think it went OK but not amazing, I felt that I didn’t connect to the students at all and in some ways I was grateful that half of that class were mine at the previous level. 



	Planning the afternoon’s lessons was also strange, one group is sharing I think four teachers, the other did their test early and most of the students have buggered off on their holls to sunny places like Dubai and Miami. Only three came, they thought the course had finished and they were just there to get their marks. Luckily they had done very well. 



	Trying to arrange Kazakh speaking practice is not proving so easy right now, I have a very inconvenient timetable and not a lot of free time, I also have weekend commitments and still have to plan lessons, in spite of the quick route I took this morning. I can plan lessons quickly if necessary, only usually I don’t think it’s necessary, I will spend time on them. 



	My plans for this site include more Italy pages, now I have the photos, an England page, page for my family with a special tribute page to my dad. Then I have a judo page lined up and a page dedicated to the summer school programmes I’ve taught on. And then a page dedicated to the appalling English you see, not from learners but from native speakers. I walked round Chester for a few hours last week and managed to get ten or so photos, without even trying so hard. Tail-gateing! How hard can it be to drop an E? 



	Many of you know however of my disgruntled aversion to the misuse of the apostrophe. Bollock’s! The endemic inability to leave it out or put it in. Acronyms pluralised with them is bad enough, MP’s for example, where MP’s simply means more than one MP. I bet they claimed expenses on it too! But get this, people in England are starting to habitually include the damn thing in regular pluralised words. Cow’s on the road, said one sign. Cow’s what? Cow’s brain? Presumably down there with the sign writer’s. And then my personal favourite, if you can call it a favourite, was one on a London market. Golden Deliciou’s! They say it makes no difference but it’s apple’s and orange’s, IMH’O. Either you can use it, or you can’t. Few ca’n. 



	If you’re learning English or claim already to speak it you should know these are wrong, and why.

ATM’s.
NVQ’s.
The dog eats it’s food.
Its a nice day.
The Queens Head.
Who’s pen is this?

If you don’t know, all I can say is tut. Twice. 



	Heigh ho, got my new Open All Hours DVD to watch. 




	


	 15 June 2009 

	I flew back to Kazakhstan yesterday after my two weeks in England. I refuse to call it a break, but in some ways I don’t feel ashamed to say I do feel rested. But in spite of having done a bit of shopping (only for things I felt I needed) and having cleared a backlog of Kazakh grammar, the two weeks in England was essentially the worst kind of break. Most of you will already know why I went back, a shock heart attack left my father unconsious for four days until the doctors decided there was nothing they could do for him. I didn’t get back in time, but we tried, and to be honest the sight of him in the hospital in that state would not have helped me. Nor did I go to the chapel of rest. Simply, I want to remember him as always I knew him. 



	You can learn a bit (more) about him when I write his own page on the site. For now, I just wanted to say that I have lost a lot more than an avid reader. Although we weren’t close geographically, we didn’t need any orchestrated emotion to understand that we both loved each other. 



	And still do. 



	Landing in Kazakhstan was a relief, I am not a good flyer, but being back now opens the door into a week of some 40 hours’ teaching, not a problem in itself but some of the other plans I have will now have to hold on. I intend to find another speaking partner for my Kazakh, there is now no time, and I will be having dombra lessons, again when my timetable settles down. 



	But the main commitment comes in the shape of development of this site. Going back home did give me the opportunity to raid my CD roms of photos and now leaves me able to add some six or seven new pages. If you’re keen enough scan the site for new stuff, if not, just check out the updates box on the home page. Sadly I can’t provide RSS feeds, maybe in future live updates will be an option. 



	One of the few indulgences I allowed myself over the last fortnight was a Rubik’s cube which my sister and brother-in-law ably taught me to solve. And as of now I can complete the cube from any starting point. I remember in the 1980s when they were new and I bought one (to go with my fluorescent odd socks). I couldn’t do it so I assumed I was not the type. But in fact it’s easy, there is a six stage technique and practice makes it a doddle. Now to work on my speed. 
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	Pic for meaningless effect only, I cannot prove I did this, although I did. 



	Almaty seems much the same, I imagine it was a hive of excitement last Saturday when the English came to town. Most of the British press focused on the Borat issue, hardly fair as it gives the film even more publicity and reinforces the misconceptions, but there was another thing given a great deal of attention, the cost of living. It seemed to suggest that Almaty is rather expensive. Never! Only £11 for a beer, cheap and cheerful. I hope they left with positive impressions, I don’t want to explain to Brits all summer that their ill informed conceptions of this place are precisely that. 



	New regime started yesterday, more measured eating and more meaningful exercise. Back also to acupuncture, and also a step into the world of meditation. I bought a book in the UK, it seems OK although hardly inspiring. It could be a useful start. 




