
Just a Drill?
 by William Grey

In China I have encountered a non-
stop barrage of sounds, turned up 
to a level of intensity I have never 
before experienced. The country 
appears to be in overdrive; from 
the e-bikes that make their 

presence felt via a whiny beep, to the 
relentless clanking of construction sites - 
it’s a horribly loud din. 

Generally speaking the brash loudness, 
for me at least, is part of China's charm. 
My wife found 
us a great flat at 
very short notice. 
Locals socialise 
and play musical 
instruments outside, 
there are a range of 
amenities on offer, 
and there is a little 
park for children 
to play in - where 
people also like to 
exercise. Within a 
short walk are all 
the food options 
one extremely 
greedy man could 
hope for. Even the neighbour playing 
'Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star' very badly 
on his piano - seemingly sometimes for 
hours on end - has not dampened my 
enthusiasm for living here. Nor the old 
lady next door who berates and chivvies 
her grandchildren early in the morning 
before piercingly announcing from her 

open window that she is full, in response 
to her friend in the street enquiring as to 
whether she has eaten today. 

My capacity to endure all the noises 
China ruthlessly fires at me however, is 
currently being tested like never before, 
as my neighbours have decided to 
refurbish their flat. I mistakenly believed 
that the Chinese finish building projects 
quickly. Not in this case. The work is 
predicted to continue for at least another 

month. I suspect my 
neighbours aim to 
complete the work 
as cheaply and as 
slowly as possible, 
not to enlist the 
type of crack squad 
of professionals 
you see on home 
improvement TV 
programs when, 
somehow, in just a 
day or so the work 
is finished, much 
to the beaming 
homeowners' giddy 
surprise. They 

certainly have not skimped when it 
comes to their choice of drill though, 
I'll give them that. I am no tool expert 
but it feels like they have opted for the 
biggest, noisiest and most powerful 
model money can buy. 'It is hard for us 
too' my neighbours plead. 'We have to 
live somewhere else whilst all this work 
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Instagram Slam 
Every month that's China chooses our favourite Instagram picture and 
brings it to these hallowed pages for all to see. Beautiful landscapes, 
funny pets, snap-shots of awe-inspiring architecture or just some good-
old-fashioned Chinese randomness - anything goes. Link your images to us 
via the @thatschina tag. 5 Starbucks vouchers are awarded each month 
to the best pic! For more info contact us at: editorial.thatschina@gmail.
com.

This months winner is a striking shot, presumably taken from 
under one of the city’s pagodas. The thing I love about this 
picture, is that fact that it’s not immediately apparent what it 
is you’re looking at.

Congratulations Louise Sterling, and thanks for submitting!

WIN !

is being done'. My heart bleeds. Care to 
swap accommodation?

Of course, in my more rational moments 
I fully understand my neighbours' 
wish to furnish their flat with a more 
modern interior. The mental stress 
and increasing fatigue caused by 
never-ending noise pollution does not 
naturally lend itself to rational thought 
processes however. More, it lends itself 
to burgeoning insanity and slowly 
simmering murderous resentment. 
Wikipedia in fact tells me noise pollution 
'affects both health and behavior' and 
that it 'can damage psychological health.' 
Often, when the drilling stops, I hear 
drilling elsewhere, slightly further away. 
Drilling in the distance used to be a 
sound I positively associated with the 
new China, the China that never rests, 
the China that is forging ahead in a bid to 
build an exciting future. I feel confident 
I will soon return to this positive way of 
thinking; just not today. 


