


Among all the people on the 
sidewalks, we could have carried a 
Tim Hortons cup full of coffee and 
not spilled a drop! Even coming out of 
the subway during rush hour, we were 
never jostled in those close quarters. 
Everyone patiently and purposefully 
flowed up and out onto the street. 
Those who wanted to get somewhere 
faster than the crowd allowed moved 
more smoothly than the rest of us 
toward their goal—not a skill for 
newbies like us!

Another wonderful aspect of 
life in Hong Kong is the food. For a 
place that has to import all its food, 
everything is always so fresh! The 
act of ordering and eating is also 
an exercise in “happy wanderings.” 
We tried to frequent the same 
places as the locals for our lunches. 
Fortunately, the menus were displayed 
pictorially, either under the glass of 
the table top or up on the perimeter 
of the cafeteria wall. 

Still, we never were quite sure 
what we would be getting . . . or 
how to eat it.  Trust me, chopsticks 
weren’t a problem. For a people so 
good at polite manners, the eating 
etiquette of the Chinese surprised us 
Westerners. It is perfectly alright to 
leave the bones from your meal—and 
the collagen from your tripe—in a 
pile on the table . . . although one 
distinguished-looking gentleman’s pile 
of collagen was impeccably tidy.

We visited an outlying island 
named Cheung Chau that does not 
allow motor vehicles. We heard it was 
a great place to rent a bike and ride 
around the island for the day. 

Now, I do a bit of mountain biking 
up here in the Okanagan, so my 
Western expectations were primed and 

ready! It was going to be exciting to 
bike in the part of the world very near 
to where my bike was made. 

The excursion was exhilarating 
and enjoyable but for different 
reasons. The beautiful green hills rose 
tantalizingly above the village—and 
remained out of reach for the better 
part of the afternoon. Again, Tim and 
I felt like Alice as we attempted to 
follow streets that led nowhere. 

We bumbled our way through the 
postage-stamp paved backyards of 
some kind locals who invited us to join 
them for their BBQ lunch. When they 
giggled at us, we could not help but 
feel we were part of a joke that was 
too big for us to see. Did I mention we 
were the only biking people wearing 
helmets and “tech” gear? 

Hong Kong, the East has had at least 
as much influence on our culture. 
These days, there are few things in 
the West don’t have ties to the East. 
I hope it goes both ways. 

Tim and I are so thankful we had 
the opportunity to see that part of 
the world, thanks to The Society of 
Notaries Public of BC and Oasis Hong 
Kong Airlines.  s

tjanzen@notaries.bc.ca

Note: �Oasis Hong Kong Airlines 
ceased operations on April 1, 
2008.

When we eventually made our way 
up into those hills, we discovered the 
Asian concept of The Great Outdoors 
is indeed civilized. Every single “trail” 
is paved. 

We managed to find about 100 
metres of what we would consider a 
tame mountain-bike trail that ended 
quite precipitously. We’re not sure 
what the local bike community does 
at that spot.

After all our efforts, we were 
rewarded with the most gorgeous views 
of the Island and the South China 
Sea. I would love to go back when the 
weather is conducive to swimming!

There is so much more we could 
tell you. The people of Hong Kong 
are very hospitable and took care of 
us so nicely. Never did we struggle 
with our map for more than a minute; 
we would notice someone keeping a 
tactful eye on us. If we continued to 
struggle, the person would come over 
and offer us help. 

The blending of East and West 
was hugely interesting, and we only 
scratched the surface. As much as 
Westerners have had an influence on 

The blending of East  
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Another typical street in Hong Kong

Cheung Chau fishing fleet

Outdoor market café

Cheung Chau fish market

Cheung Chau junket
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