	31 May 2010

	It's a year since dad died. Here is my tribute to him once more. 
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Here 



	The onset of summer introduces faint ideas of going back to England for summer, hopefully not alone this time, but also sees an ongoing commitment to living in Kazakhstan with a few useful purchases one of which you see here glowing in orange from different angles. It’s a doofer, I won’t explain the word again, but will remind you that I use it because I have no idea what the real name is. You stick a flashcard in and it plays the media files on there. Simple, effective, Chinese, and cheap (for Almaty). 



	PIC DELETED TO ALLOW UPL0AD


	Battery life somewhat close to nil, but unlike the last one this has a mains supply socket. So far I’ve stained the speakers with the sound residue they’re likely to pick up from BBC downloads... not all economic woes this time. No, this time we have good news, Blackpool have been promoted to the English Premiership. 



	It’s not good news for me especially, but who knows if a Blackpool fan has stumbled on this page by mistake. If they have, and it’s you, congratulations. Please beat Liverpool for me next season. Twice. 



	On the subject of Blackpool fans, I was suitably taken to get in touch with one via Facebook, a guy I vaguely knew at school, mainly through his brother, who was without doubt my best friend for ten years or so while very young. We used to live close by. Nick Hornby in his book Fever Pitch (without doubt the best book I have ever read) made a point about football fans that I could say hits home at times like this... that the people who constitute an important part of our lives during its various stages come to associate us with the football team we support to the extent that when they are presented with news of that team in a later context, they automatically think of that person. 



	An example may make this clearer. I support Crewe, loosely these days but have done so passionately in the past. Were Crewe to achieve on the scale of Blackpool you can bet a week of Rooney’s wages that a few dozen people will, on learning the result, think of me. Inevitable and irrefutable. And I proved it to myself this week, Blackpool win the playoffs and I think of a guy I barely even knew twenty plus years ago. 



	This only happens to football fans, at least on this scale. 



	I’ve said this before and I’ll say it again... er, hang on, I’ll recycle an old blogge to save mental energy. It’s not like I can sue myself for plagiarism... 



	“ does this new phenomenon of online social networking consign the previously accepted phenomenon of losing touch with somebody completely to the waste bin of history? Surely it’s healthy to move on and leave things behind, sometimes, often, usually, maybe even always. Does Facebook, its benefits notwithstanding, enchain us to the same relationships indefinitely when plainly they are not serving us at that time? Couldn’t we do without cluttering our karma quite so much? I can think of many good friends with whom I’ve had great times and from whom I’ve learned a lot, but there has always come a time to move on. And some of these same friends from the past could not be the same now, just as I could not offer the same in return. 



	So while I curiously search for a handful of once very close friends who in their own way have been very dear to me, I retain a healthy distance, knowing that I am no longer a Madeley High School pupil nor a Lancaster University undergraduate with a strange passion for running at about 3:00 in the morning. And on finding some of them, I do not ask the same level of commitment that was once offered. By the same token, it is my sincere hope that some of them do not still find flatulence so amusing as we once did, nor that their idea of a good day out has to involve jumping a narrow brook somewhere.” 



	I think the Facebook phenomenon is sad in many ways. I reopened my account this week and will keep it open for a few days. Then I’ll close it again. Real friends don’t need Facebook, I know who keeps in touch and who means what to me. The others can inflate their friends lists as much as they want. Real friends visit my website. Some of them even understand what on Earth I am talking about. 



	My landlord surprised me a bit yesterday, although I was paying the rent early at the time. This is not to say he’s not a good bloke, he’s been perfect, and considering they live next door have been suitably distant and not interfering. But when the time came to say I’m leaving for two months yet would like the flat again in September I wasn’t expecting to be told it was OK because I can’t pay over summer. Well, they can’t promise but they do think there’ll be some scope for letting it during the summer months to offer it back to me again for another year. I do admittedly come with a track record of paying on time and causing no problems. 



	The photos above are put together into a collage using Picasa Photo Editor which I believe (and hope) is available for free download. I get links to freeware emailed to me from a site called www.filehippo.com which has so far provided me with anti-virus, photo stuff, deleted file recovery software, multi-media players and a notification program called Growl which notifies me that Growl is working and of nothing else. File Hippo also offers a lot of things that internet users would benefit from, as I don’t have the internet at home I don’t bother. But if you want free software, I think it’s a decent site. 



	I think I’ve finally decided on a theme for my first novel, but I’m not going to advertise it online. I might serialise snippets of the book but as I hope to find a publisher this may not be contractually viable either. But I don’t know how to start. Nor have I decided on the register. This doesn’t mean I tick the characters off as they come into the story or mark the plot as absent, ho ho, but rather who is going to narrate and who are they speaking to? I... I... I... or he... he... he... That sounds like I’m laughing, doesn’t it? 



	I understand the Lord of the Rings trilogy took some ten years to write. I wonder what I’d produce in ten years. I’m not saying it’d be great necessarily but it makes you wonder. How can anybody have that much patience to write something that a publisher in a bad mood could spit back at you in ten seconds? Even JK Rowling’s famous contribution to literature was sent back a few times, I believe. I wouldn’t be thick skinned enough, I’d take it too personally. So I need it to be right. If they send it back at least tell me it’s good. 



	Although I haven’t read the book itself, what I think I like best about The Lord of the Rings is Tolkien’s playful way of using language wrongly. He was an Oxford professor of English and it stands to fair reason he will have been a purist, who knows, but he introduces impure language to accentuate impure character. If you watch closely you will see Gollum’s English involves a range of grammatical errors which in many ways reflect his confused personality. Filthy hobbitses, a double plural. Anyway, this is another discourse and I’m running out of ability to stay seated. I just felt I had to publish today because I’m going away for a few days. Probably to Shimkent, but I don’t know yet. 
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28 May 2010

	Soon be the World Cup. I might get round to caring when it starts, and will at that point care quite wholeheartedly, but probably won’t register much enthusiasm on the site until Englitaly kick off. Mixed allegiance can be painful in football, and although it’s genetically impossible to support, say, Arsenal AND Spurs, when it comes to home nations and mother tongues, as many TEFL teachers will agree, plurality is a definite reality. It’s a relief for my sanity that Egypt and Kazakhstan are not playing, how could I cope with four way allegiance? Footballing schizozophreniania. Bemusing, a little. 



	Haven’t decided where to go next week, but have decided to go somewhere next week. It might preclude blogges but provide new photos and inspiration for another scattering of punctuated amblings. I’m still waiting for a village decision after offering to pay Dubai prices to stay there again. This time I’m taking wet wipe things to sort of wash a bit. Last time I think the background pong in the taxi back was more mine than anybody else’s, but as my Kazakh had more than doubled in four days it was a fresh scent of success and for those 90 minutes at least I was prepared to pollute the air with a touch of pride the likes of which no amount of incense was going to rid me of. 
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Here 



	Speaking of Dubai, I received an email the other day with some pictures of a new hotel there asking $35,000 a night. Full of Kazakhs no doubt. But I still wonder why. I mean, OK, people who go there won’t miss $35,000 but what would hurt about staying in a Travelodge and donating a stack of cash to Cats in Need, or some othersuch? Do people really need to sleep in tanks of dolphins while babies starve across the sea? Anyway, the point I wanted to make was that it does seem, as I’ve said, ever more evident that the balance of power is shifting. Dubai was probably a Bedouin encampment when England was leading the world in every conceivable way, but these days. The reason may be obvious, but it still makes you think. 



	I’ve actually stayed in a Bedouin camp and I have to say it suited me better than I think modern cities would. I wanted to go back and spend a week studying Bedouin skills at the school there 
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here 



	and I suppose I regret not doing so, but when my holiday came round all I wanted to do was go back to England and relax in the sauna. Speaking of which... 



	I plan to diversify this page and add a new page which will be an Italian blogge. I don’t expect to get more than a couple of readers but given the intensity of concentration required to follow my protracted musings on this page I think it’s time I gave a bit back and published something to keep the azzurri interested. A Kazakh blogge would be nice but it’ll have to be published by attachment and to be honest I would imagine having even less readers. It’d be for me more than anything, I learned Italian mainly by writing so I know the approach works, for me at least. As for class, I hardly do any substantial writing. 



	Writing itself is next to useless because all it does is reproduce existing skills. Strategic writing is what class time should focus on but students don’t really tend to understand what the benefit is and teachers can chicken out. I keep meaning to improve my understanding of writing in class and it is on my agenda. In fact, it’s been on my agenda for years. A real stalwart, dependable to the last. 



	Time for a week off. Enjoy work, etc ;) 




	


	  

27 May 2010

	One of the good things about having a blogge is I get to rant without having to face the response. It’s like an argument you can’t lose. One of the bad things about having a blogge is you can always get hauled into court if you take advantage of the former benefit without due care and attention. For this reason, I don’t spew unadulterated bile quite so wantonly, and won’t be commenting on a certain organisation which continue to amaze me with their snobbery. 



	Not my employer, lest you wondered. 



	Meanwhile, back at the ranch, our school has included a new Premiership coffee machine which gives you a drink depending on what team you support. If you look at the part I’ve marked you can see that they cater for Liverpool supporters too. 



	PIC DELETED TO ALLOW UPL0AD


	The next machine down doesn’t offer sugar + or – but in fact Gerrard + or -. The problem is for modern football that when we had the previous machine somebody had mixed up the English labels and given us the option of Instant Cup. All the chairmen chose that one, and the hot water went splashing onto the floor. 



	And is my old university 
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	trying to attract foreign students with promises of getting beaten up in town or lost in the concrete maze aside either one of the old or new Alexandra Square? No, in fact it’s trying to attract them with support and access to university facilities. Hmmm, I wonder which is more likely? When my students with aspirations of studying in England ask me where they should go I am delighted to recommend from a host of establishments which include Oxford, Durham, Exeter, Leicester and St Andrews. I haven’t recommended Lancaster to anybody yet and nor do I expect to. The best things about Lancaster are the proximity to Ulverston and the hills behind campus for running in. After that, the sheer and sometimes violent hostility of locals towards students, and the faceless lack of wonder of the campus itself leave me with nought but pity for anybody who ends up there. 



	

	Graduation, whatever that means, is when I got my degree thing which was useless until I decided to become a teacher. OK, I know I can’t blame the degree for my lack of pre-TEFL achievement, but honestly, it means nothing to me. Who doesn’t have a degree these days? Thirty years or more ago maybe, good call, but now they are ten to the dozen and mine is just a piece of paper as far as I’m concerned. These KIMEP graduates (below) are rightly far more proud of their diplomas because they will have done a lot more work for them than I did for mine. It never ceases to amaze me how many hours students here put in, and their government rewards them with excellent scholarship opportunities for study abroad. Many of our students have this ambition and I know of four or five either in the UK now or preparing to leave. 



	PIC DELETED TO ALLOW UPL0AD


	I’m no economist, but if I state the unemployment in under 25s in the south of Italy to be about 60% I don’t think I’ll be far off. By contrast the same figure in the UK is much lower, but does this mean there’s more work? Or does it mean that the government is keeping people at school to keep the stats respectable? And are A’ Levels really not getting easier? And are the two possibly connected in some way? I think we should be told. 



	Ahead of my break next week I have a break this week. My remaining lessons are planned, or, the students have tests, which are also prepared. I don’t even have to mark them, because they are final tests and the school decided to remove teachers from the marking process in case we fancy our students or something. And you can see their point, how many English men teaching adult students in Kazakhstan don’t fancy their students? Of course I don’t, because there is also a top model in the teachers’ room who will banish me from favour if my PDI becomes a BDI. Ask me to explain that joke, I’m sure only one or two of you will get it. 



	My occasional trip to the Jethro Tull website led me to a band from Armenia which I haven’t even listened to properly yet, but the first ten seconds did seem to back up Ian Anderson’s claim that they are the best rock band this side of Mars. Now, I don’t like rock music, but they seemed to have something extra, and being Armenian, it makes it different thus passable. Those of you who I know like a few vibes with more substance might be happy I nudged you towards this band, Dogma, whose debut album is previewed in snippets at youtube. 
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	Those of you who don’t like rock music can just relax in the knowledge that no, neither do I. 




	


	  

26 May 2010

	They, and I, say that vocabulary is the most important thing in learning any language. Let’s face it, if you want to talk about a dog, you’re pretty stuffed if you don’t know the word for dog. And while it’s a useful skill to be able to talk around words, you know; it’s like..., it’s the opposite of ..., it rhymes with ..., anybody trying to communicate in a second (or seventh) language is facing an uphill trek if they don’t have a vocabulary commensurate with their other linguistic skills. 



	Er, that would be me, an intricate blend of Advanced and Elementary, able to talk for hours about languages, school and one’s good self, but barely able to mutter a faint disagreement when the subject turns to more salient matters such as the new British so-called government or the ingredients of vegan pancakes (the thought of which entertains, and interests, many Kazakh hosts). 



	As fortune would have it, I have experienced one of those synchronistic happenings that tree-huggers (again, including me) would refer to as somehow divine intervention to steer you towards, or away (as per the requirements). A woman requested my help in the approval of a new English language classroom study coursebook for Kazakhs which has dipped its fledgling toes in the brave new slightly less pedagogical waters of modern methodology, and she wanted a second opinion as to the efficacy of a few things. 



	To say thank you, she gave me a really nice present, a thematic Kazakh-English dictionary containing not only Kazakh words I am unfamiliar with, but some English ones too. Quite what these are given to mean is a tad bemusing; windjammer, indiarubber (adjective), budger, loon, afterburning, topas, parka, bobby-sock, patty-pan, salus... there are more, but I run the dire risk of exposing my English lexical frailty. Maybe you know all these words, and I don't. 



	Most of my students at the moment are individual which saves on planning time but it requires a lot more of you during the lessons. I’ve also taken on a language exchange four days a week which has clogged up my timetable enormously. It has also reminded me of my dire need to learn new words, as I mentioned. The timetable issue has prevented me going back to my dombra lessons which would be starting tomorrow, and have left me no time for a decent lunch, so I’ve been walking round like a lost frog all week. (A lost frog?) So it is my sincere pleasure to announce to the world that next week I have a holiday. Chance to get out of town and sample some fresh air. I might go back to Shymkent but it’s a sorry second best to the offer I’ve had of staying in a yurt in the countryside. Shame is, it’s two days by train, and the same coming back. I like train journeys but have my limits, and I’m limited to one week off work. 



	It’s always nice when you take a week off and they offer students the choice of another teacher or to cancel. So far mine have all cancelled. I have one student who is a supermodel. But don’t be surprised, it’s a legal requirement in Kazakhstan to be attractive, and apart from the occasional hint of lawlessness here and there, people respect the rules 100%. Ex-pats are exempt, but in return they have to pay more just about everywhere for most things. Fixed prices, it reinforces the notion that the word ‘fixed’ has a very definitely double meaning. 



	Egypt was the worst for price alteration and led once or twice to fierce altercation, as sweet potato value went up by five guineas, and the man in the taxi got bopped on the chinny, by disgruntled ex-pats who know more than he thinks, it’s a good thing they’ve not had a couple more drinks. 



	I hate rhyming poetry, or rather, the fact I can’t write it! 



	The annual conk-out has come a month early. Usually I find myself tiring a few weeks before the end of the contract. This year it’s happening a month early. I don’t think it’s a problem, but I’m looking forward to summer school and chips and beans now, along with the token effort I make each year to retain what shread of Englishness I have not cast aside; thoughts of cricket on a sunny Sunday afternoon on the village green, green fields, birdsong, log fires, country pubs and Indian fodder, shops where you have a choice and can actually afford to buy things, cool summers, alternative medicine, organic brown rice, Lake District walks, fresh air and Radio Five, without having to download. 



	I’ll leave the negative list off. I don’t have time to write it all. 



	Earlier today I worked out that the school is so low on students that they aren’t even making enough money to pay my salary. But I got the maths wrong. I multiplied by 10 instead of 1,000. I didn’t even question it. Maths was never my strong point. In my year at school 120 took the exam, one person got an A, nobody got a B, 20 got a C and the others failed. The teacher was understandably devastated and although I think it will have done him some good to reflect a little, he is one guy I would love to see again. Not to say sorry as such, hey, I failed, I was not cut out for maths, but these days I understand the classroom and the exam from both sides of the lesson plan and it might interest him to know that retrospectively, he has my full support. 



	My GCSEs were unfantastic, only, apart from on exam results day, nobody ever asked about them. When I were a lad exams were exams, not like these tubes of Smarties they hand out now. (I’ve just unwittingly invented a new type of confectionery. Thickies. No letter in the cap, nobody can read it.) 



	I think you have to be British and over 30 to really know what I’m getting at there. 



	I’ll get me coat. 




	


	  

21 May 2010

	Thanks to the BBC offering the mainstay of Radio Five programmes for download I’m able to keep up to speed with a lot of the moaning and groaning back in Blighty. Er, is there a recession happening by any chance? I suppose in many ways I should care, I mean, it’s my country and if all this I hear is true it’s obviously a very unhappy place at the moment. But I don’t remember anybody outside my family caring when I laboured through the economic growth earning a few hundred dollars a month. So for this reason, not noticing the recession is far from being all right, Jack, rather, I never had any money to lose. No pension, mortgage, savings. I have moderate debts and a handful of healthy court summons from a bank which can’t tell the difference between payments and absence of payments, but nothing significant enough to slap me in the face when the money drains away. 



	I heard that the new chancellor arrived at work yesterday to find a note from his predecessor saying that there was no money left. Where has it gone? If the money only moves around the country how can the country not have any? Or, if it moves out of the country surely it goes to other countries... how come then no countries have any money, as they say. Did somebody tip it all in the sea? 



	Well, sorry to disappoint you all but I didn’t notice the recession because there almost wasn’t one over here. Sure, growth was not to be relied on and Kazakhstan has suffered in its own way, but all that what I hear from that there Europe is not remotely in evidence in this here Almaty. Our students working in the financial sector openly suggest there is no recession, or at worst that it is over. Does this stack up like a game of Kerplunk or does it hint at a new world order? Europe might be prettier, but look at the innovation shaping the future world, most of it seems to owe to western expertise but in eastern places. China amazed the world when it hosted the Olympics but didn’t crawl back into a hole when the closing ceremony finished, people just declined to notice on an ongoing basis. They say that of all the cranes working in the world, a quarter of them are active in Shanghai. Be afraid. Be very very afraid! 



	I should be fair, they did open a new pedestrian crossing on Oxford Street a few months ago, but they couldn’t include belisha beacons because they need the money for our own Olympics. I fear for those too, but will at least give them a chance. 



	Not long ago I heard the government trying to encourage participation in disability sports by saying, and I attempt to quote, if people get involved in paralympic sports now there is still time to be ready to win gold medals in the London Paralympics. Now isn’t that degrading? They didn’t tell so-called able-bodied people that they could take up a new sport and take home a gold medal, isn’t it demeaning to athletes with disabilities to have their achievements reduced to mere hobby status like that? ‘Hey, guys, turn up and throw the ball around and you can become the best in no time.’ If I were a paralympian I would consider this to be extremely patronising. 



	It’s political correctness. There are set (and very artificial) standards established by a few left wing morons with nothing better to do than protect their political careers by demonising everybody who dares utter the word ‘disabled’, or others like it. There are many very good reasons why certain language be institutionally rejected, but limits of common sense are of the essence. Here is a blogge from March 2009 which reflects the fact that no, I am NOT always changing my mind, and more relevantly, the fact I am very tired and need to go to bed, now. 



	Political correctness is the weapon those scared of revealing their inner truths use to bully other people into being their scapegoats. However, idealism suffers from grossly blurred boundaries. While mainstream society cannot (sadly) be trusted to make the necessary effort to acquire adequate understanding of the issues surrounding many expressions we have no moral right to use in a civilised society, let’s keep it reasonable. I learned while working for a past employer that the word ‘wife’ is considered offensive to couples living together who are not married. But it was OK for them not to provide vegan food (yes, I would have had to take my own food to the Christmas dinner!!!). I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again, the idea, corporately, that some things are offensive and others not depends not so much on concern for the sensibilities of vulnerable people, but more that for the reputation of the organisation. 



	Meanwhile, back at the ranch, I need a holiday. I tend to run out of energy just before the end of the contract but this year I’ve had a sneak preview six weeks early. I have ten days’ leave available so I will take a week off soon, as soon as possible, and hopefully go to a village, somewhere Kazakhy so I can improve my speaking again. I’m still not absolutely fluent although probably scraping into advanced when comfortable and after half an hour speaking, although I am going to apply to the school to train as a Kazakh teacher. It means more to me than training to do half of the things considered to be at higher rungs on the TEFL ladder, including DELTA. I suppose I could claim also to be an Italian teacher although it’s surprisingly hard to intuit what to teach. Knowing the language is not enough, the whole package requires a sense of what order to teach in and it never came so naturally. 



	Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz! 




	


	  

17 May 2010

	The last few weeks have been tied up making mental notes of what I wanted to write about in the next blogge which I suppose I’d already decided to leave for a few days (fallow period). But now it comes to terminating the delay, I have to be honest and say I don’t remember what I set myself up to write about. 



	It may have concerned the evident inability of a collective electorate to decide who they want to claim to run the country. Labour supporters’ disappointment is clear but surely tinged with a collective glee at the probable end of Peter Mandelson’s political career. Could anybody really have liked that man? 



	Or perhaps I wanted to tell you about the sad whisker that lay between Roma and a fourth Italian title, after a season which promised so little and ended with so little but after also promising so much. It has to be said, Inter were very lucky, not because they played badly at any time but because had the season been one week longer they would have finished in second place, such is the nature of sporting momentum. 



	Maybe I wanted to communicate to you all my monthly gloom now firmly embraced by the onset of the Grand Yawn, a seminar in which teachers are reminded of potentially how painful it can be to be on the receptive side of the classroom environment and simultaneously encouraged to be creative in avoidance thereof, a feat not so easily achieved given that very few people actually want to be there. International House schools are required to gather the teaching team together each month to retain their franchise. There may be some other reasons too, but I’ve not witnessed them play out personally. 



	Joking aside, monthly teachers’ meetings are scant fun for anybody but I shouldn’t be so dismissive, people go to a lot of trouble to present ideas to their colleagues while I usually throw my toys out of the pram whenever it is suggested I do the same. Maybe I know I could never be as good as Liam the Mouse. 



	Maybe I wanted to talk about the mass of new dance music I have, but then that would let the bag out of the cat (note: you can let the cat out of the bag but only a horrendous faux pas would ever let the bag out of the cat), I’m not supposed to be into dance music. I’m not as such, I just have about 4GB of the stuff. It probably all sounds the same, but then vegetable madras always tastes the same. I am suffering a little from Nietzsche Syndrome these days, a man who proudly declared himself to have discovered his youth late. It’s funny I spent my chronological youth rejecting any music written by anybody without a beard and now find myself propping up most Moscow DJs’ incomes. Meloman in Almaty sells club CDs for about one penny each, I’ve cleaned the cheap bins. 



	Ironically, said shop sells Jethro Tull for about thirty pounds a CD. I think on reflection the differential is fair and thinking so mirrors my ongoing admiration for the unsurpassable genius of Ian Anderson whose MBE and honourary Doctorate were long overdue recognition for a man whose own eccentricity was, in all honesty, both his greatest asset and greatest weakness. 
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Here 



	But the dance floor vibes are better soaked up on a ten mile run... you can’t beat a thunderous synthesised beat for a bit of athletic impetus. 



	Speaking of Nietzsche and ageing teenagers I wonder if anybody has reflected on the usefulness of wisdom in recklessness. The usual hedonistic approach to one’s best years combined with a healthy concern for one’s mortality and the fine line we tread between vitality and simply ‘absence of symptoms’. I mean, had I had my youth as a youth, would I have known not to overdo it? Do teenagers really know they are not immortal nor invincible? Can one be a prudent hedonist? Can we deprive and pamper ourselves at the same time? Can we be careful and carefree in the same sentence? And does the question, ‘let’s go clubbing, don’t forget to soak the beans,’ really really work? 



	I’ll get me coat. 



	Did I want to tell you about the lawn mower which would not mow? No. I had decided not to write anything tonight either, look at these pictures instead, scenes from the weekend. 



	PIC DELETED TO ALLOW UPL0AD



	


	  

7 May 2010

	By now the UK election result will be in, but I write these blogges in advance so I can’t comment yet. I actually write them all on January 1st and publish them randomly over the year. If only I could prove this, I could apply for a job as an Assistant Director of Studies. Of course, I wouldn’t get it, I think you have to be intelligent, attractive, creative, widely experienced and a very good teacher before you can get promoted in this place. 



	I wish I could be so revealing about my other gripe today. I bank with a bunch of clowns in England who have sent me about ten court summons for unpaid debts when in fact their own bank statements detail a regular monthly payment at exactly the level they themselves stipulated. I should have been in court in April, as chance would have it I didn’t go. The hope remains that when they receive my letter they’ll actually look at the account and see that I have in fact already showed them the money. 



	I won’t write any more today, it would be a little on the angry side. 




	


	  

6 May 2010

	A rabbit helped me write today’s blogge. It skipped across my keyboard like a wisp of fairylight, leaving specks of semi-chewed carrot in its wake. I watched in awe as it nibbled gently at the keys, and again as the nest of fluffy letters turned into a hutch of words on the cage. Er, page, sorry. 



	But I had to take that bit out as I am keen to retain the bragging rights and ability to say that all bar a few pictures and the songs here are my own work. 



	Legally in the UK rabbits are not rabbits. If the police are involved in investigation of poaching or rabbitnapping, they will not talk about bunnies, but about coneys. I always thought a coney was something you put an ice creamy in but in legal terminology it is in fact a bob-tailed warren-dwelling carrot muncher. And on that basis, although it bugs me to say it, I cannot have them contributing to my website. 



	Friday’s interview went as well as couldn’t be expected, although I accept I probably didn’t give it the respect it deserved and only limped home. I fell flat on a few simple questions to which I probably had great answers but not such pedagogical ones, the absence of any quantifiable grammar delivery techniques in my armoury at point of sale will have made me sound inexperienced in error... a failure matched only by that of the interviewer who didn’t even know where the school was. Mutual losses cut, I refused the offer that I never received and expect to sign for a third year in my current school tomorrow. 



	The same school that offers teachers with 2 years’ experience promotion to senior positions but those like me with 7... nah. It’d snow in Cairo before they promoted me, and then again in The Atacama before they had the courage to explain why. Am I too much of a free spirit or just a lousy teacher? I wonder. 



	Nevertheless, last year was the first time I stayed on in any school, now as I plan to do it again I am sure we can forgive each other our relative imperfections, it’s not a bad place to work and I’m grateful they are happy to have me back again. 



	I’ve made a movie of some more photos, almost all of which I didn’t publish on the site. It’s set to music played on the dombra, which is our national instrument. I wanted to perform it myself, but the recording quality wasn’t so good. If the haze that clouds my memory is not nudging me towards warped ideas, I seem to remember in turn not being competent enough to play 95% of the notes. That may admittedly have been a contributory factor. So, without further ado, here is a very very fast photofilm with somebody else’s plinking and plucking in the background. 



	

	Thought for the day: If Bob Dylan was so influential why are tambourines still music’s answer to a train spotter’s log book or an episode of Robot Wars? 



	I browsed through the BBC’s online General Election service and found it surprisingly interesting. It wasn’t so surprising to see three middle class, white, average intelligence public ex-schoolboys leading the same dross to a by now tiresome battle for the sparse suffrage on offer. But this very day do British people vote for a new government. And it will probably be that unspeakable David Cameron that I have to disown to students around the world for the next five years. Tony Blair was easy, it only took a simple motion of the wrist; Gordon Brown easier still, nobody outside The UK has even heard of him (honest – when I do general knowledge quizzes I ask who the PM is. Nobody’s got it right yet.) but what do I do for Cameron? Dress as a fox? 



	Please, Brits, listen! The reason your economy is in a mess is not just Labour incompetence, it’s the product of Thatcherite and Reaganite economic policy, greed and cross-party cowardice. If you have a vote today, please vote Lib Dem, Greens, or for UKIP or something. Vote for the Hairy Bum Party. But not Conservative. Please! 



	One day I will lead my country. I shouldn’t say so because it makes me look like a nutter. But I’ll be back, and stand for no sh*t off anybody! I will make vegans exempt from paying tax, introduce strict new laws to combat greedy Nantwich dentists and will refuse to ever reintroduce capital punishment. 



	Blogging will become a crime, unless you are using an SGW website. 
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4 May 2010

	Tomorrow is May pay day. Hey, it’s OK, what d’you say? 



	I have managed to combine being paid with not having any money left again. It’s salary day eve, and it comes with the lingering hope that nothing’s going to crop up requiring more than 2,000 Tenge, which is about ten pounds. I have fodder, can walk to work for free and don’t have to fill the car I don’t have so it should be OK. 



	But each passing month reminds me of the huge disadvantage this career puts me at financially. OK, I could sit back and relax as people’s pensions fell in value and they slipped into negative equity, but as that storm seems to have been weathered by most I once again find myself needing to play catch up. As a colleague’s father once said to me, “What are you going to live on when you’re older?” 



	I didn’t know the answer. 



	I manage to save enough each year not to have to work in summer, a feat soon undone by the fact that I don’t then, in fact, work in summer. I like to get six weeks off, which for non-teachers is the equivalent in rest terms of about a long weekend. It’s not about hours as such, we know that other people work hard, but look at it this way... if a member of staff in an office is required to give a presentation they will stress over it for weeks, spend hours planning it and feel absolutely drained when it’s over. Suppose that person then becomes responsible for preparing and delivering presentations five times a day, incorporating a range of interpersonal skills relevant to public speaking and rapport building, something they have to make interesting and effective, and deal with a range of other presenting factors too, which I won’t list... 



	Need a break? 



	I have started to think more about solving my own personal credit crunch without retiring to a life of drudgery back in the UK, and the more I think about my new idea the more it makes sense to me. Many of you know I attempted to become an acupuncturist back in the late 1990s and fell foul of a combination of not being ready and a shambles of a college in which there were no signs of life other than for a receptionist who smiled once a month. So I dropped out, was not allowed to drop back in again, was refused a refund and retired to a life of drudgery behind dozens of West Midlands companies’ reception desks and filing cabinets. I felt a failure. I suppose even failure doesn’t make you a failure, but I felt one all the same. 



	Recent self-awareness/self-obsession* (*delete as applicable) and a new course of acupuncture led me to do a little research into something and the squeaky door which I left slightly ajar in 1999 creaked open. Inside, on shelves of well-read but near abandoned text books lay a glistening dust which my eye could not ignore. As I chanced towards it, cautiously but totally at ease, the dust playfully breezed off the covers as if of its own volition and a curiosity arose within me, leaving my body to return to my skin and embrace me, and as the encouragement pulsated a youthful enthusiasm awoke within me once more. 



	I will teach in China, and study TCM (Traditional Chinese Medicine) at the same time. Next year. 



	Unless I change my mind. Of course, I never change my mind :D




