	30 April 2010

	I’ll have to hope nobody that has anything to do with my contract reads this, the people I’ve told so far have promised not to tell anybody so given the veil of silence it might be prudent to keep the news off the internet, where anybody can read it, however... I’ve got an interview tomorrow. I HAVEN’T decided to leave my current company but if they can only offer me a pay cut they can’t grumble if I do. The new place seems a well to do place offering a fat pile of cash and all sorts of extras, the added bonus being that they are a UK company so I think I’ll be able to get back to paying NI and the like. Not that they’ll pay the last six years’ deficit off for me. 



	I stay in Almaty for Almaty and its delightful socio-urban trimmings, not for my employer and the good work I do in the classroom is for my students, nobody else. If that pleases the managers then so be it. But when the contrary reaction comes about it’s time to look after myself too. There are no hard feelings but it’s my sad duty to report that in this business it pays to be a bit selfish sometimes, kudos is hard to come by and as for thank yous... nah, this is a personal thing, between myself and those wonderful enough to come into my classroom. There are exceptions to this, I have worked closely with school owners in the past and felt valued. In most places one’d be more likely to get a kick in the brazils. 



	The latest course in acupuncture is kicking in and I am awash with vitality, having also lost a few kilos. I went on a run the other day and passed a load of squaddies running the other way, my ego refusing to let them get away so I turned round at the top and ran back down a route I have only ever run up, somewhat faster than they. I think they need to get into shape. That goes for me too, and I wasn’t admittedly wearing boots and camouflage, but I’m no Seb Coe, and yet passed them with relative ease. I should be on the BBC. 



	Speaking of which, here are another two sporting anthems both of which I think are still kicking: 
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Snooker 
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Skiing 



	Don't ask me why I'm plugging all these theme tunes, I don't know. Dima Bilan they are not, but, that’s no bad thing now, is it? I’d put the Match of the Day theme tune on but I hate it with a seething and passionate rage. I used to turn the sound down until I could see Des Lynam speak. It’s murder most horrid and probably enough to put me off football save for the fact that if I watch the whole programme I might get to see Liverpool lose. 



	Now that would be nice. 



	Snooker time. 




	


	  

29 April 2010

	The BBC has its faults, but one thing you can’t knock it for is creating icons. So many sports, as this is closer to my heart, just wouldn’t be the same without commentator A, or presenter B. Many of the old school have been the ‘eyes of the nation’ for decades, bringing an extra dimension to our dearest hobbies. Kenneth Wolstenholme et al, they will live forever. 



	It doesn’t stop at the voices either. I was never a huge cricket fan (to my late father’s probable disappointment – a mantle gladly passed to my wonderful sister who remains to this day the only woman in the world who understands what LBW not only stands for but actually means. Right on, sis), but could always appreciate the toe-tapping which began the coverage. Late the other night amid waves of texts between me and the most drop dead gorgeous girl in the world (if you didn’t comment on the photo I emailed, your name has been added to the naughty list) I was pondering over a new ringtone and the old cricket vibes came into my head. BBC do it again, and since they lost the cricket to Channel Four, it has never been as groovy again. 



	Channel Four did, ironically, choose a good song for their intro, but by then it was too late. The beat had left the building. 



	But thanks to YouTube, zamzar.com and a ready willingness to follow the masses in disregarding copyright I converted it and it sits on my SD card eagerly awaiting somebody to ignore my requests not to phone me (I hate phones!). 



	If you are a passionate cricket music freak finding yourself given to nostalgia, or simply wonder what could have such an effect on so many toes across the former Commonwealth, here it is. 



	And now every time I get a phone call, I will lovingly think of my dad’s endless hours waiting for Steve Waugh’s wicket to fall. I don’t think it ever did, by the way. 



	I think by now it’s too late to be optimistic, I will write this before I tune into Eurosport’s lame coverage of the snooker. LAME I say, no Ted Lowe! No Clive Everton and no John Virgo. Oh hang on, that one’s a good thing. Ah well, good old Eurosport with some Russian bloke with a squeaky voice and no funky intro music (yes, the snooker had a melody to make you jive too) will probably confirm the likely exit of Steve Davis from the World Snooker championship. It’s no bad thing, but Steve Davis is 52 and when I was 6 he played his first Worlds before going on to dominate the game for a decade. That he's still playing is a tribute more to him than anything, but I see it as a comfort. We don’t live forever but would like not to be reminded of the fact too often. A sense of permanence can be very comforting in a world which demands (and fears) change. 



	Seeing Steve Davis play once again this week is an example of this timelessness, a reassurance to all those who head towards middle age that things are in some ways just the way we left them. 



	Until that is they arse with the game and turn it into a version of American popcorn flicking. Barry Hearn did wonders for darts but he didn’t change the rules. Come to think of it, Phil Taylor did wonders for darts by being so damn good at it that the others had to raise their games to come anywhere near him. Snooker suffers from its own lack of such a player. 



	I bought a new tyre for my bike which has not been ridden for a long time now, although I nearly bought a new bike. I have a lot of stuff here, it’s part of the reason I don’t want to leave. Skis, bike, accordion (mostly unplayed), dombra, loads of stuff I’d have to leave behind. This profession requires of its protagonists a willingness to part and if you can’t say goodbye you’d be better off out of the classroom. I’ve probably taught over 2,000 people now, maybe many more, and worked with countless others. 



	One of the biggest challenges of doing what I do is retaining a sense of belonging. And you know, I haven’t really managed it. Some days I miss Italy, occasionally Egypt and OK, sometimes some things about England appeal to me. But if you asked me to state a single place where I felt I truly belonged, I’d have quite a job to answer. But it’s too late to say I’m sorry. Wherever I go now, whatever I do and whoever I meet, there will always be a part of me that will be forever in some distant place. 



	Whichever way you look at it, it's kinda sad, don't you think? 




	


	  

23 April 2010

	A horrid nasty hateful vile thing happened today. I stood on the scales in the place where I go for acupuncture. Now I know I’ve put on a few pounds since I was clearly underweight six or seven years ago, in spite of wearing the same waist measurement trousers, but to find a double figure kilo increase was shocking. The point is, it makes no sense I can be so much heavier and yet not much bigger. My brown trousers (you know, the ones I wear sometimes, from the waist down... come on, you know, they’re brown and trousery) are 30 inch waist and I still fit into them fairly comfortably. 30 inch waist is slimmer than the fit I had at school. But the scales saw fit to inform me that I am a fat bas**rd! 



	The challenge is confused. Most women would try to drop a dress size, men would aim to fit back into 34s or something. But as I still fit into 30s, the next size down is a rice cake too far. So what do I aim for? 



	I suppose it’d make nought but reckless sense to try to get back down to 66 kilos, but 75 might be a nice target. And I can empathise with the reassurances (which incidentally should be uncountable but this is supposed to be quality writing, we play with words, grammar rules are there to be broken) that I don’t need to lose weight, but it can only be my decision, and I’ve made that decision. I won’t listen to anybody else now (not that I ever do); five kilos off. Considering the amount I eat and the fact I don’t run as much as I would like it doesn’t mean radical changes, just a more sensible approach. 



	Some practitioners of healthy eating go to the extreme, and I am very much of the belief that some people need to deprive themselves. It gives them a sense of achievement. Others need to pamper themselves and both approaches will work for the right person. We’re different, that’s all. I refuse to let go and accept that the middle aged spread is a rite of passage, that we are supposed to put on weight as we get older. It’s bull, there are no calories in birthdays and the only reason people get fatter as they age is because they accept it. I don’t. 



	I wonder how big Jocky Wilson is these days. Now there’s a thought. 



	There’s a belief held by many that girls of a certain nationality retain the finest of figures until about 30 at which time something gives up, in style, and the dress size subsequently impersonates Zimbabwean inflation. I won’t name the country, but it can’t be Britain of course because very few British girls were ever slim in the first place. 



	The reason I’ve put on weight is actually quite simple. I’ve been scoffing humble pie for three months, in increasing quantities. Roma are vying for the Italian championship. Earlier in the season we were in last place, then a change of manager turned things round. For a while the fans were disgusted, the old manager was very well thought of and had done very well. The new guy is Ranieri, former Chelsea coach, and many including me were unimpressed at his appointment. And those many, including me, are (very happily) well and truly put in our place. Four games to go, Lazio and Inter disposed of, it could really be our year. 



	I wonder which of the following feature more in the English language learning classroom; students who only need to be told once, teachers who only need to explain things once, clear instructions, full attendance, Wallace and Gromit. I think the latter wins it for me. Another two showings today, activities tailored to the learning aim. WAG are useful for so many things, this time I had students review the film using a range of ED and ING adjectives, you know the ones, the types that students understand until you study them. Gurrrr! Why are they on the course? How many teachers have EVER heard a student say, ‘thanks for an interested lesson’? ‘I’m very boring today, let’s play a game’. Or, ‘I was frightening last night because a dog chased me.’ It doesn’t happen, yet when we introduce to them the concept of feelings and causes they feel very confusing and get the forms mixed up. 



	It was frustrated, I was embarrassing for a moment but I had to be amusing when one girl told d me it was a fascinated video. When we left, everybody was totally exhausting. 



	Maybe I’ll watch some snooker. Not that many people do these days. 




	


	  

19 April 2010

	I’ve loosely made myself aware that there will be a general election in the UK inside a month. People seem to be suggesting that it’ll be a close race but one resulting in a change of executive nonetheless. Now I’m no fan of Brown and although my politics is essentially my business, I’m comfortable saying that I’m no Labour voter. However I’d rather they stayed in power than gave way to the tories, that Cameron seems to have no idea whatsoever what challenges working people and families have to face every day. I know neither does Brown, but Cameron, from what I can make out seems to have turned it into a fine art. Sad thing is, most working people and families have been brainwashed into thinking that this here (or should I say, ‘that there’?) British democracy actually serves more purpose than keeping us free from dictatorship and autocracy and will probably vote for him in the false hope that he’ll make a blind bit of difference. 



	Democracy is essential and the alternatives have demonstrated often tragically over history that the right to choose the government you live under is a fundamental human right with no compromise acceptable. However so too are cars faster than horses, but if the engine is faulty a host of new problems get in the way. Democracy is Britain is a token gesture on the part of the powers that be, it is a fake reassurance that we have some real say in what happens. In actual fact the country is run by a combination of market forces and the unelected Civil Service. Our vote may change the arse on the parliamentary seat but very little else. And then, once elected, balsa wood governments lack the courage to do anything that might cost them votes but which needs doing, and spend the whole term trying to persuade the electorate to vote them in again. 



	This love with voter approval sends the whole show strolling down Pampering Lane to Ego Cottage, ministers joust with opposition leaders not with the remote view to sharing ideas but to looking better than the other guy on TV. You will never hear the PM say to the leader of the opposition, ‘Hey, that’s a good idea, that. Do you mind if we use it?’ For the sake of filling out their own pride packets MPs engage in what I refer to as ‘interrogating’ (see the Celestine Prophecy) which is when people probe into other people’s lot with a view to finding something wrong, which they then criticise so they can feel good about themselves. In doing so, they fail to notice that not all of what they pick up on was bad or wrong. ‘Oh, the government’s handling of the economy is lamentable’, they blast, at a time of record growth. They don’t think to say thank you, or well done, or keep up the good work. Nah, that would cost them votes. 



	I suppose I can see why they do it, but I can also see that it makes for a grand waste of time. If you have the right to vote in The UK next month I encourage you to use it, but not to kid yourself it’ll make any difference whatsoever. 



	I’d like to see a figurehead like this guy running The UK. He may not be perfect, but this was a smart move and this sign on a New York bus stop is something to be proud of. 
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	It came in an email from the Kazakh British society which I joined thinking it would be useful. Their emails centre around London based get togethers that cost more than a year’s salary. I know Kaz is a very rich country in many ways with many very very rich people, but do they have anything teachers can go to? I’d leave, it’s been no use to me but it’s no problem to delete a monthly email, and besides who knows next time there’ll be something useful. Like the above picture, which I’m sharing not to impress you but to inform you, as a country only known to the world because of one crappy film some things need saying, and I’m very happy to be the harbinger of good news. 



	Harbinger. There’s a word. Can you be the harbinger of GOOD news or only bad news? It does seem a very negative word, like a dirty old sack with something vile inside. Can it be a verb? Please harbinge me the answer. 



	I should thank you for being such devoted harbingees. Putting this site together is a lot of fun, although it’s been a while since I put new stuff on the main site. A few pics, but nothing else. But the main intention of the site was that it would be an online portfolio with a few pictures... most of the compliments I’ve received have been for my photography, which I have no idea about doing. I just point the thing. If you’re not a native speaker (well, most people are native speakers, but I mean of English, specifically) you might not know the expression, ‘point and press’. It’s fairly self-explanatory, and the perfect way to describe my photography. I think I have a handle on where to point, you know, background and main foci of attention, what to centre etc, but other than that, I’m a point and press guy. 



	Here’s an example of pointing and pressing... 
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	Much as I hate that film I liked this in Shymkent, a shoe shop called Borat’s. I wonder why? 



	I decided not to give them a page on the site, so far, but I admire a very strange British band called Gryphon who were active in the 70s. They are classically trained musicians of the highest calibre who on graduating from the best music college in England postponed careers in conventional orchestras to do something different. And how so different? They are responsible for two or three of the worst songs ever but these were atypical of their blend of highly intricate, intelligent and curious music. Uncategorisable, medieval rock is as good as I could say to give you some idea as to their odd melodies. 



	A little browsing of Youtube unearthed this video of a one off reunion concert in London, last year, when I WAS IN THE UK!!!!!!!!! I missed it. I slip the odd naughty word into my blogges but this time only a hideous obscenity could do my feelings justice, so I’ll stick to the asterisks instead. ****! Yes, four letters long. 



	A near original line up played this concert last September the highlight of which seems to have been Juniper Suite, a blend of traditional and classical instruments played competently by men who have deservedly made a living out of music. Strange music sometimes, but they are Gryphon, after all. I’ll be amazed if you like it, really. You’ll probably have me arrested. 



	

	Sad thing is, one off seems to mean one off. Popular demand led to this evening being put on, I suppose I’ll never get chance now, not because of me in any way, but I don’t expect they’ll be back now. 



	Raining again today, Almaty spring, rain every day. 



	No excuses, final BBC lesson plan, tonight or bust. 




	


	  

13 April 2010

	I’m sure I must smell of garlic. I eat two or three raw cloves every night in an attempt to combat rampant candida, but people close to me have denied ever noticing. Perhaps the pong has numbed their senses. Tact is one thing but it’d be in their interests to let me know. Post it notes acceptable, but not SMS, people can get quite upset in the world of texting because you only get words. Irony doesn’t relate, nor do subtle remarks. But something like ‘YOU STINK!’ would be clear enough. If you text me, be sure to include a context. I mean what of, incense, turpentine, Matey bubble bath? As it happens, of the three, I only go near incense so I’d get the drift but when it comes to garlic I might need a clearer hint. 



	Speaking of Matey bubble bath, do they still make it? And does it still remind people of their childhood? When I was at uni John Basquill (he of the shrewd dealings) had some and insisted it reminded everybody of theirs, but back then childhood had been just a few years before. They say smells invoke more memories than any other sense. I wonder if the smell of garlic in 20 years time will remind students of their time studying with me? 



	I had a good idea for a lesson today but it involved downloading an 89MB Mr Bean video. I couldn’t do it in the school because we have a 50MB limit per person so I went down to the internet cafe. It took 35 minutes. Or, didn’t. Twenty seconds from completion the download stopped. Disappeared. Now in a perfect world I’d still have had 95% of the episode but with Windows downloads it’s like Dragon’s Den, you either get it all or leave empty handed. As luck would have it, we didn’t even reach that stage in the lesson so it can stand until Wednesday. 



	I have been offered a new contract at work but with less money on the table. They’re lucky that A there are not so many choices in Almaty for teachers and B I do have some handle on the fundamentals of tact, otherwise I might vote with my feet, and say why, respectively. Could you imagine taking a pay cut? I mean, do you think I should? Am I worth less? Contractually I cannot say what my salary is, but I can tell you I’ll be earning less. Yes, LESS! 



	I have asked the British Embassy to let me know what other things Brits do here, I’m sure it’s not all oil and gas, and so far I’ve had an ‘offer’ of translator. Believe it or not they want me to translate into Kazakh. Er, can they not find anybody locally of mother tongue? It’s one thing to speak a language but professional ability is radically different, a skill I don’t have, in that language at least. Other people have made suggestions, I must be honest, I don’t intend to stop teaching yet, but for a few minutes the contract offer burned sufficiently as to hit the send button on the emails that flamed out of me. 



	Oh, and I agreed to the contract. I must really like it here. 



	Meanwhile, I started a fast today and was doing quite well until I remembered judo tomorrow morning. I simply don’t have the metabolism to do full breakfast and then judo, nor the strength to go without some intake of fodder, so I broke the fast after 24 hours and had noodles with tofu sandwiches. Still keeping up the freako diet, you see. Judo wears my body out but there are reasons for this and a fast is a powerful way to combat them. I’m not sure anybody ever won Olympic gold on the back of a 36 hour ‘water only’, but it does me a world of good. 



	Time to try to play my dombra. Haven’t played it for a loooong time, apart from messing around. 




	


	  

10 April 2010

	Three BBC lessons finished, one to go, with an extended deadline until 14th April. It’s been a good day! 



	Dampened maybe, this blogge is the third written in the kitchen since the fuse blew, still no sign of the electrician although I was late in reporting it, I suppose callouts shouldn’t be expected so soon, and I was out for most of the day today. It’s a shame not to be able to appreciate my new bedroom, which I rearranged at the weekend. To coin a tired phrase, it makes the room look bigger. 



	When I was eight or nine I used to rearrange my bedroom every week. I think my parents thought it would be good for my organisational skills but after a while they got fed up with it and rearranged my room for the final time. It was workable, but not my own creation. I managed to forgive soon enough, but the word ‘grrrrrr’ sprang to mind many times for a few days. 



	However, this is officially the first blogge I write as an attractive person. For all my nearly 40 years I have laboured under the by now spent misapprehension that I had a face like a bulldog chewing a wasp. It seems I was wrong. However I fail to accept that I am the most beautiful person in the world. That label belongs to somebody else I am lucky enough to spend time with and it was that person who finally convinced me to believe in myself. I have my own special way of saying thank you, it involves post it notes (the glue free ones). 



	Some of you will have seen the news and may want reassuring that Kyrgyzstan’s domestic affairs are not expected to impact on Kazakh security in any way. I’m no expert political commentator, but Kazakhstan is a more fantastic affair; prosperous, successful, enterprising, hospitable, intelligent, attractive, educated, creative, motivated, well mannered, stylish, family oriented, interesting, sociable, enthusiastic, open minded, warm, contented and wonderful people do not tend to initiate social or political uprisings. I know that Kyrgyzstan is blessed with quite magnificent citizens itself, but hunger and frustration sets them apart from their cross-border brethren. Put simply, there are no political rumblings where I live, there’s no need to call the British Embassy to see I’m OK. 



	I just hope my friends there are OK. It’s easy to make friends in Central Asia. I can see the point of view expressed that Borat is more about western ignorance than Kazakh primitiveness, but essentially the film still reinforces the belief that life here is barely past stone age, when in fact it’s what’s known officially as the ‘best place in the world!’ I think the Lonely Planet guides said precisely that, or they should have done. Kyrgyzstan too, but sadly the absence of masses of oil and gas there has left a very capable people without a foundation on which to build an economy that does them justice. And without being disrespectful to still my favourite country (just), Italy, when I moved to Bishkek from Italy I was struck by how much more educated people were. Italians are brainy, but can be very wayward. Central Asians are for the most part at least bilingual. How many Brits speak more than English? 



	I could say more, just take it from me, Borat made a few quid but not many friends. A joke maybe, but it influenced a great many idiots and I always feel I have to set the record straight. Kazakhstan rules, Kyrgyzstan is cool and Uzbekistan is still very proud of Djamoladine Abdoujaparov, even though he retired going on twelve years ago. I’d be proud of a sporting hero with that name, wouldn’t you? 



	Speaking of sporting heroes, strange to see all four English sides out of the Champions League. I’m even surprised when all four don’t reach the final, such is our superiority. But this year another club will take the spoils, hopefully Inter, even though I don’t like them, but it might rouse the Italians ahead of a World Cup they seem set to struggle in their defence of. But they said Egypt would struggle in the African Nations Cup after a failure to qualify for the World Cup, and they won. So rarely does the top tip win, I think Italy have every chance. That their pundits disagree concerns me not, I still say they have what it takes. 



	I saw a few Italians in the local ripoffmarket yesterday. They were fat and ugly, which is impossible for an Italian. So I wondered if they were Americans speaking Italian but then I remembered that Americans only speak English. Now I don’t want to be rude about ugly people because I only stopped being one last night, but they look so out of place in Kazakhstan, where it is rude to be unattractive. And remember what I said about people’s manners here? 



	My boss is polite. Very polite. 



	One thing I want to know, and have for many years is, why do people insist on telling only Jack that they’re OK? I’m all right, Jack! Er, OK, but why does Jack need to know? What does it do for his views on society to be told, repeatedly, that people only care about themselves? Can’t they tell someone else? I’m all right, Tom, maybe? I’m all right, Esmeralda. And is it the same Jack, or do all self-satisfied people have a friend called Jack? What about the other Jacks, those not assigned to the role of receiving reassurance? Do they get confused when they phone a friend, ask how they are and receive the answer, ‘I’m all right, Jack’? Enforced cynicism, a sadly blemished view of others who may give a monkey’s about their nearest or dearest but end up tainted with the falsely held belief that they couldn’t care less. As for Jack, does he even care himself? 



	I suppose I should explain. In England, the expression, ‘I’m all right, Jack’, means that the speaker does not care that other people have problems provided they are OK. For example, lots of people are losing their jobs, but one guy isn’t. Instead of expressing concern for the common predicament he in fact shows nothing but selfish contentedness with his own situation. It’s often uttered by another speaker on a person’s behalf, as most people don’t tend to advertise their own selfishness, and the expression automatically gives this meaning. 



	I leave you now with a classic commentary from the late Harry Carpenter. 



	“What a monster this man Tyson is, Bruno’s face already heavily marked, but fighting back and he’s hurt Tyson, he’s hurt Tyson, and Tyson knows it and he’s going for it, what a start to this fight...!” 



	One of those people who makes it look just so easy. The sign of a master. 




	


	  

7 April 2010

	I’ve written previously about how I seem to exert a positive effect on the football teams I follow, but this year, quite independently of any apathy or enthusiasm that may have been applied, both my main teams have followed rather different paths to fortune and flop. Roma from last place now occupy a momentum-favoured second place a point behind an Inter side with a manager who’s managed to upset the Italian nation by whingeing about how he wants out; and a beleaguered Crewe side who sit positively (or negatively) mid-table and couldn’t now grace even a relegation battle if they tried. For 15 years the fortunes of my local sides belied the traditional order of Stoke top flight, Alex and Vale bottom division. Not any more. And as a Crewe side led by the undoubted genius Dario Gradi let slip a two goal lead inside stoppage time last week 
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here 



	to LOSE the game, it seems a state of affairs in no danger of changing for now. As for Roma, well, I’ll be sad to miss out, but a championship party could well be in the offing. Hey, Lazio might go down too. Double whammy. 



	Speaking of double whammies, wasn’t it the Conservative Party who introduced the term back in 1992? Labour’s double whammy, they said, and contextualised it with some reference to Labour wanting to tax you more to spend less on schools. Whatever. Then Tony Blair arrived and won the next general election with a promise to teach pupils the same thing three times. Er, I think that’s what he was getting at anyway. This year’s election will have to do without me, and millions of other voters no doubt. Plainly Labour will suffer in the polls but I expect them to limp home to a slim majority and form the next government. I can’t say this is good or bad, but Brown has to be better than Cameron. 



	I would abstain. Some say it’s sad to reject a democracy people died for but I don’t hold with that view, not trusting politicians and political systems is not a threat to democracy. Politicians and political systems are. They don’t deserve my support. 



	Oh, and I can’t vote. I don’t live in the UK. 



	I should mention a special person I thought I’d never meet, in spite of the fact I technically met her 18 months ago. Maybe for now I won’t spill too many beans but I’m sure full of them, and not just because I read that kidney yang can be boosted by adukis. If anything else, the combination of new and rather curious feelings has unearthed a raw talent for cooking, not a reference to the fact my potatoes were not properly cooked but to the fact that I do a neat pasta and spud bake and not a bad sushi either I’ll say (although not everybody likes miso and I should have wet the nori first). Next up will be something like bean burgers with cous cous salad. But dirtying three pans is no longer a thorn in my culinary side, some people are worth it. Well, one person is. Very worth it. 



	Miso in a jar, however, admittedly not so appetising. 



	Spring has arrived and the Almaty air has gone so far as to allow a view of the mountains. I generally decide to run when I can see the trees on the distant peaks, difficult after 9 a.m. any time of the year when people use central heating, but I’ve been so lazy recently, an affliction I attribute to a deficiency of kidney yang. I won’t explain, Google ‘kidney yang deficiency’, read it and nod. Unfortunately the Chinese Medicine Centre here has buggered off to China and will not be back for a wee while. There’s another but I imagine they’ll overcharge me. I had to cry poverty to get the standard rate at the usual place, perhaps a bit more would be OK as it’s local and I’d save on taxi fares, but I will NOT be ripped off! 



	Taxis, well, there are designated taxis in Almaty but they tend to be ridiculously expensive and after all, what guarantee does vehicle livery bring? But a mark of the trust people have here is in evidence on streets across the city when people flag down vehicles and get in to be driven somewhere for a fair (usually) price. This would never happen in England, there, where people barely trust their neighbours. My suspicion of people owes in part to being British, and having cut my teeth in the ‘Charlie says’ era. ‘Don’t talk to strangers’ is good advice for a child, but if they take it with them into adulthood it makes a mess. Single women here get into strangers’ cars and we never hear of anything untoward happening. I can’t promise it’s always always always safe, but people do it, every day. If I am reluctant to do it myself it’s because I don’t feel safe in cars at all. 



	Half my flat is without power, including the kitchen sockets but luckily the power points are spread across two or three fuses meaning I can keep the fridge and PC working. (I should point out that experimentation into mixing their functions did not work.) But I have a contract to supply lesson plans for the BBC, like this one: 
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here 



	I’ve been paid for four, but only written two. The deadline has passed but I keep putting them off. It’s like studying, the resistance I feel to getting started on these things is staggering. I do my job, but everything else waits until I can be arsed. Sometimes that means a very very long time. 



	Even the blogge has gone unwritten. Maybe I could have a blogge open day once a month where somebody else gets to write it instead of me. Like a parents’ evening, only one where parents bother to show up. Hold your horses though, my site shall remain all my own work, good quality websites are available at 
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http://www.mysgw.co.uk 



	where you will have the luxury of your own blogge and mailing list which I will join, of course. 




	


	  

2 April 2010

	My favourite words in my childhood weren’t ‘happy birthday’ or ’happy Christmas’, nor were they, ‘there’s no school today’. Nothing randomly associated with cake or anything sentimental. I also have no memory of compliments from girls, until about a week ago that is, so in the absence thereof, a clear winner emerges... simply ‘end of session, thank you.’ These were the words my old judo instructor used to end class with, and after an hour of pain, humiliation and perhaps the occasional reasonable technique, I could go home. 



	It wasn’t that I didn’t like judo, but I was scared of it, and scared of her for that matter. Not in a bad way, they just each commanded a level of respect I was not used to and I wasn’t sure I got it right. But something stuck, so in the same way now, the combination of Japanese, Kazakh and Russian words used to bring training to a close are equally music to my ears. 



	Especially, and this is my point, if I’m still in one piece. 



	OK, I know I’m not 15 any more but I’m also not 60. And yet my body feels broken, everything hurts today including a rib which probably is broken. To coin a phrase, I feel like I’ve been run over by a bus! 



	My judo has improved vastly and I’m starting to lock into old ways which served me well in my mid to late-teens. Those who beat me easily in early sessions now struggle and as the deep blue of my judo suit gently fades so too does the reluctance to get stuck in a bit and execute a few techniques. The lack of a black belt has left a hole in my heart and I’m very much set on getting it, aching thighs or not. A little yoga will help, acupuncture and gym work. Then it’ll be OK. 



	I’ve been lazy recently with this site, although I kid myself, I had decided to make the blogge less about myself and combat my dreadful tendency to talk about myself all the time. Consequently I couldn’t think of anything to write. But although it might pay me to cut the introspection out of the main pages, this blogge is a personal diary, for the most part. I have to feature somewhere, don’t I? 



	The ubiquitous me, here to tell you about accordions, trips to southern Kaz, northern Kaz, BBC Teaching English payment for work I haven’t done yet, not being able to withdraw cash in Central Asia, Radio Five Live downloads, girls who ask the reason, and Russian grammar. 



	Only, I feel like I’ve been run over by a bus, I have to have a lie down. Stand by at least for a few new pages and photos on the site, when motivation permits.




