Тext 1. A Few Fascinating Months in Chita by James Brooks

Part 1.

I had long had an inexplicable fascination with Russia and, having finished a Masters degree, was seeking a chance to live and work in the Russian-speaking world. Russian history, politics, economics… I had studied them all for many years but still struggled to understand the apparently complex character of the Russian people. Now was the time to gain my first experience of Russia, and Siberian Intercultural Bridges seemed to provide an ideal opportunity. English-teaching jobs seemed plentiful in Moscow and St Petersburg, but I wanted to live among Russians and feared that in a major city I may lazily sink into an ex-pat circle of English and American friends. 
Of course, family and friends questioned my reasons for choosing Siberia, imagining it to be an undeveloped wasteland of bears, prison camps and year-round Arctic temperatures. Having read much about the region I felt a little more informed, though the next few months still really did promise a giant leap into the unknown. Nerves only began during the day or so prior to departure. Knowing of Russia’s far-from tourist-friendly reputation, I resolved to treat each obstacle as a challenge and a learning experience. The flight to Moscow went smoothly, but negotiating the booking of a train ticket and dealing with a document-hungry militia man certainly tested my ability to sink or swim in unfamiliar territory. Four and a half days of uneventful train travel later and I was in Chita. 
Having so far encountered only non-English speaking Russians who were not interested in communicating with me (my two years of evening-school Russian proving frustratingly meager), I was de-lighted to be welcomed at Chita station by my boss to be and by SIB rep Michael Shipley. I was driven to my brand new flat, given tea and food, and generally made to feel very welcome. Things were very definitely locking up. 
Having no prior teaching experience, my first day of work was a daunting prospect. Would the students speak English fluently or would I be pointing at items and mouthing the words «table, door, pen… »? To my immense relief, the students spoke English very well and my task was merely to converse and discuss so as they may learn phonetics and modern English from a native speaker. 
Social invitations were quickly forthcoming and my students soon became my friends. The divid-ing line between professional student-teacher relations and personal friendships soon became blurred, but this is how I wished to do things and I believe that the English conversations outside class were perhaps of greater value to the students than in the classroom environment where many were not so comfortably forthcoming. 
Life in Russia proved every bit as fascinating as I’d hoped. Chita is more developed than I had anticipated and, whilst poverty is still clearly a problem for many, globalization has not bypassed even this remote corner and those with the means to live, can live well. As SIB teachers salary is likely to be above the local average, and with no accommodation bills there is enough to live comfortably, though actually saving money is probably unlikely! 

