
My first business trip to China.

It was when I live in Brunei that I was asked to represent Royal Brunei Airlines (RBA) on a business 
trip to China.  The purpose of the trip was to present RBA and its technical capabilities to the 
CAAC, as it was in the late 60s.  What I did not understand, and still do not understand, is why the 
MD insisted on me, the Logistics Manager, to travel to china to sell technical services to the CAAC 
when all we could do was to test life vests and reline cabin wall panels.  Not really very much to 

sell, I thought.  But an order is an order and one 
day our Technical Director, Mr Dick Webster, his 
wife,  and I flew from Bandar Seri Begawan to 
Hong Kong, the first step of the journey.  Well, I 
suppose that one important point was that in 
those days Brunei did not talk to China  Back then 
it was not too easy to get an entry visa for China so 
our job in Hong Kong was to get these stamps in 
our passports.  Although we were invited by the 
CAAC this business took us four days during which 
we enjoyed Hong Kong and spent a lot of money 
on shopping.  Having lived in Hong Kong before I 
also took the opportunity to visit old friends.  All in 
all we had an altogether grand time there.

Finally we received our passports back with all the 
stamps required to enter China and having plenty 
of time on our hands we decided to journey from 
Hong Kong to Guangzhou, where we were going to 
meet with the CAAC, by train.  The train, a Chinese 
train, was what we would would call a Pullman 
Class train.  Boarding the train we were met by a 
steward in  a very smart uniform and white gloves 

showing us our seats.  All seats were swivel seats so, although they all faced forward, we could 
turn two of the seats so that we could travel as a party.  The train had no restaurant car which did 
not bother us as, as soon as we left Hong Kong catering girls served Dim Sums throughout the 
journey. 

Note the advertisements in the background of good sold on the train.  Brandy is a very popular 
drink amongst the Chinese who drink it like we drink wine with their meals.  American cigarettes 
were also very popular in China.  Welcome to Marlboro country.  Well, it certainly was farming 
country we travelled through was but we were amazed to see how very poor the farmers seemed 
to be living in mud huts and water buffaloes pulling a wooded plough up ad down the fields in the 
most lazily mood.  The trains whizzed through small villages and towns but most of the journey 
went through farmland.  

The Chinese embassy in Hong Kong had booked rooms for us in Guangzhou and having 
disembarked the train we hailed a taxi showing the driver the hotel documents as he had no 
English.  The first thing we noticed was the absence of cars in the streets with the exception for a 
few taxis and the odd black limousine.  But even so the streets were full with bicycles and light 
motorcycles.  As we arrived in Guangzhou in the early afternoon the traffic was not particularly 
heavy.  Later that day at rush hour time the streets I could see from my hotel room were like rivers 



of Chinese in their blue daily cloths filling the streets to their limits.  I made a mental note of not 
travelling anywhere during rush hour.

The hotel was very impressive and absolutely spotless.  My 'room' consisted of a bedroom, a living 
room and a very big bathroom.  Each room had a telephone, even the bathroom.  I will come to 
this later.  All furniture was made of highly polished rose wood. 



My first task was to telephone the head of the CAAC to tell him that we had arrived and to confirm 
that we would attend the meeting planned for the following day.  To my surprise I was told that the 
gentleman in question was out of town and the lady I spoke to was not sure when he was expected 
to be back.  So, I simply left a message asking the CAAC official to call me back giving the name of 
our hotel and my room number.  In the meantime Dick set out to hire a translator. Although the 
majority of the Chinese in higher position speak excellent English a translator is a must.  One get 
used to it but it is a bit odd when you crack a joke and everyone, including all the Chinese, laugh. 
The laughter having died down the translator tells the same joke in Mandarin and the Chinese give 
a polite laugh.  Few jokes are funny the second time it is being told.  

View from my hotel room.

I called Dick and we decided to meet in one of the tea rooms in the hotel.  Over a cup of coffee I 
told him about my failure to contact the CAAC boss and Dick told me that he had hired an 
interpretor who was now on her way to meet us.  The waiter serving us had excellent English and 
we enjoyed talking to him.  Commenting on his English we asked him about his education and he 
told us that he had a degree in Engineering.  So, why was he here working as a waiter then?  He 
explained that, after he had finished his studies the Party had decided that he would serve China 
best working as a waiter.  Wasn't that a waste of talent, we wondered.  No, not at all.  He was quite 
happy being a waiter as he had been told that in this way he would serve his country the best.  

Later the interpretor arrived and we told her that the meeting we had expected to take place the 
following day had been postponed to a date in the future and that we had to lengthen her 
employment until after the meeting.  The young lady was happy with that and, as we had nothing 
else for her to do we told her that we would call her again when a date and time for the meeting 
was fixed.



Now, there is one Chinese dish Dick and I love 
more than any other dish and that is Peking Duck. 
We made enquiries at the hotel where we could 
the the best Peking Duck prepared in Guangzhou 
and we were directed to another hotel about 
fifteen minutes away by taxi.  We asked for the 
name of the hotel to be written down in Chinese to 
show to the taxi driver.  On arrival we found this 
hotel too absolutely spotless and if they had 
served our meal on the floor of the lobby would 
have had no hesitations eating it.  Peking Duck, for 
anyone not being familiar with the dish, is a 
roasted duck.  The first dish is the crisp skin.  It is 
skilfully carved off in very even pieces.  You are also 
served with small, round, and thin flat breads and 
a number of stir fried vegetables and sauces.  You 
then help yourself to a slice of the duck skin, place 
it of the bread, top it up with whatever vegetables 
and sauces you like, roll it together like a Spring 
Role and eat it.  With the different vegetables and 
sauces each each roll tastes differently.

Having served the skin the rest of the duck is 
removed from the table and brought back to the 
kitchen.  It later appears as a very delicious soup 
soup.  I suppose a Chinese would enjoy a few 
glasses of good Brandy with the meal but we 
decided on Chinese green tea which I still enjoy 
immensely.  In traditional Chinese style we were a 
variety of fresh fruits to round off the meal. 

After the meal we walked around in the hotel 
doing a bit of window shopping.  There we may 
things we would have like to buy but we were 
limited to the baggage allowance we has when we 
travelled.  We we not worried about the flight 
from Hong Kong to Brunei as that was 'our own' 
airline, but we had decided to try out the CAAC 
service from Guangzhou to Hong Kong and we 
were not sure how flexible they would be on the 
baggage allowance.  So by taxi back to our own 
hotel.

The following day I made two more calls to the office of the CAAC chief we were supposed to see 
but I was each time told that he was out of town, which I was aware of, and that it was not known 
when he would be back.  So we spent the days sightseeing and spending some money in the 
various shops.  Amongst other things I bought two identical silk dressing gowns with Chinese 
embroideries which I thought would suit my wife, whom I had left in Brunei,  and myself.  They 
cost so little I was almost embarrassed when I paid for them.



In the morning of the third day I made myself ready to meet Dick for breakfast and I was sitting on 
the toilet with my trousers at floor level when the telephone rang.  It was situated very 
conveniently next to the toilet.  Thinking that it was Dick calling me I picked it up but instead the 
was the chief of the CAAC who greeted me with a happy 'Good morning' and was all well with us? 
After the preliminary pleasantnesses he suggested a time for our meeting and told me that we 
would be picked up at the hotel at such and such a time.  Oh, if I had just had some paper and a 
pencil to make notes on, and with my trousers around my ankles I could not really move myself to 
the living room desk and telephone.

As soon as He hang up I pulled up my trousers and dashed to my desk to write down what what 
had agreed on.  I then telephoned Dick using my sitting room telephone telling him about our 
agreements, a car to pick us up in two hours and then the long awaited meeting.  Dick promised to 
get hold of our interpreter and to get her to our hotel as fast as she could.  

After a good breakfast we went to the lobby where the interpretor and the driver was waiting for 
us.

We were well received at the airport and escorted to the meeting room, a large room with 
comfortable seats along the walls.  I am sure that all the Chinese had good English but even so we 
went through the rather painful procedure to say our bit in English and then having it translated to 
Chinese after which one of the Chinese said something and this was then translated to English for 
us.   

  

Meeting in progress. Our translator is sitting next to Dick.

You do not achieve very much during a first meeting with Chinese.  I have a feeling that all first 



meetings is just for them to get to know us and to see what kind of characters we are. 
Consequently we presented our case and gave a brief history of RBA and what we could do and 
what we had to offer them and they listened patiently and asked a few questions.  After that we 
were told how honoured they were to see us and that was about it.

The official photo I took after the meeting.
 

As with all Chinese meetings and official dinners there is no chatting of any kind at the end.  The 
meeting or the dinner is over.  Off you go.  However, this time we were invited to view the new 
hangar and the workshops, an invitation we gladly accepted.  It is not every day you are invited to 
walk around inside Chinese airports.

The new hangar and the nearby workshops were some twenty minute's walk from the building 
where we had had the meeting.   It was all quite impressive although still not ready for use.   We 
were told that it would be ready for use in less than two month time and I am sure they met that 
target.

What did astonish me was how open the Chinese were with us about the design of the building, 
the equipment, docks, etc. still to be installed, the capacity of the workshops, and number of men 
to work there.  Any question we asked was answered in detail.

We were guided to our car that waited for us at the back of the hangar and we were brought back 
to our hotel.  As this was going to be our last day in China for this time we decided to go out and 
have another delicious meal.



Walking to the new hangar.

After a shower and change of clothes we again took the advise of the hotel staff about good eating 
places.  The name of the place was written down in Chinese characters for us and off we went.  To 
celebrate a successful meeting we had a five course meal designed for us by the waitress.  The 

meal was a real feast and we enjoyed every dish.  After the meal 
we visited some shopping malls for our last chance to buy some 
additional souvenirs.  I had already a good collection of Chines 
vases and had in mind to add one or two but the one I like the 
best was not really suitable to fly home.

The following morning we set out for the airport as we had 
decided to fly CAAC to Hong Kong.  This is a flight no longer than 
a short hour so we thought that our chances of surviving the 
flight was rather good.  The aircraft was a Boeing 737.  Having 
boarded the hostesses gave an announcement in vary rapid 
Mandarin, handed each passenger a small box of juice and that 
was the last we saw of the cabin crew.  Feeling around under my 
seat I found the pouch for the life jacket but no life jacket.  I 
asked Dick to check his seat and he came to the same result. 
Well, the only flight over water would be when we were about 
to land in Hong Kong so the chances to have to use them was 
minimal.  

We made it Hong Kong's  Kai Tak airport all right where we had 
a couple of hours to collect ourselves before we boarded the 

RBA flight back to Bandar Seri Begawan.  How nice it was to be on 'your own' aircraft again.   




