
043

Survive C
hina/C

heeky C
hina

在
中
国

042

Su
rv

iv
e 

C
hi

na
/C

he
ek

y 
C

hi
na

在
中
国

Executed like a pro or 
sloppily slap-dash?

Many of us have been there. It’s 
the weekend. Guests are coming. 
Mum’s told Dad to get the BBQ 
out of the shed numerous times 

and he’s fi nally put his newspaper down 
and dragged a dusty, rusting hunk of metal 
out into the garden. Finally the coals are hot 
enough and it’s time to plonk the meat on 
the grill. Oh actually no, it’s not nearly hot 
enough. OK. Swear a bit. Take the meat off. 
Right, now it’s hot enough, back on with the 
already slightly cooked meat. What’s this 
we see on the horizon? Mmm. A storm’s 
brewing. That ‘chance of intermittent 
showers’ forecast we heard on the radio 
this morning is actually a full on downpour 
accompanied by gale force winds which will 
now last hours. And no, that fl imsy patio 
umbrella’s not going to offer much in the 
way of protection. Everybody inside. Get 
the board games out. Praise be for the oven 

and grill. Dad’s secretly relieved, ‘What’s 
the point in burning our food outside when 
we spent a small fortune refurbishing the 
kitchen anyway?’ he remarks. He has a point. 
I may have exaggerated somewhat but for 
any Brits reading, there’s surely a grain of 
truth in there no? Now, contrast this with 
your average Chinese BBQ street vendor. 
Continually surrounded by customers, they 
cook, coat and sprinkle their way through 
the afternoons and evenings, untroubled 
by the smoke billowing into their eyes and 
never once providing anything other than 
perfectly barbecued sustenance for the 
punters. Practice makes perfect eh? There’s 
no need to continue any further. I think we 
know where this is going. 

CHEEKY CHINACHEEKY CHINA

British BBQ

Street style or English 
country garden?

Much of the attraction of BBQ in 
either country, for me at least, 
is linked to the location. In 
Hangzhou I’ve spent many an 

hour perched on a stool with friends (not 
sharing the same stool - that would be silly), 
knocking back bottles of lager, chewing the 
fat whilst…err…chewing the fat. It’s a great 
way to watch the world go by because you’ll 
often be sat right there on the street. What 
better way to absorb both everyday China 
AND experience taste sensation after taste 
sensation? In addition, BBQ is available all 
year around on the streets of China NOT 
just fl eetingly in the summer in people’s 
gardens as is often the case in the UK. But 
let’s not give up on the UK just yet. Readers 
might be aware of the song ‘English Country 
Garden’. Well, when I was back home I 
was sat in a Welsh country garden in the 
main but let’s play by Hangzhou taxi driver 
rules and return to a world where Wales, to 
all intents and purposes, doesn’t actually 
exist, and then I don’t have to change the 
subheading. Anyway, there’s a reason why a 
song was written extolling the virtues of the 
English country garden as anyone who has 
actually sat in one on a beautiful, sunny day 
will know it’s defi nitely not too shabby an 
experience. Add some grub to the equation 
and then you’re really cooking. Literally. Or, 
if you like, burning beyond all recognition. 
So what we have here are two entirely 
different but equally enjoyable settings. It’s 
hard to say that one is better than the other 
in my view. So I think we’re going to have to 
call this one a draw.

Reassuringly Western or 
exotically Asian?

OK, so food in the UK, even when 
it comes to the humble BBQ, 
isn’t exactly limited to sausages 
and burgers these days. The UK 

is a truly multicultural society and what is 
available in the local supermarket, or what 
people cook, refl ects this. A typical British 
BBQ therefore may consist of anything from 
Jamaican jerk chicken to skewered paneer, 
with a Greek salad on the side. If I’m being 
honest, when I was home over the summer, 
I mainly concentrated on the burgers and 
the sausages. Particularly the sausages. 
I like Chinese sausage I really do (ooh 
matron) but I really miss the British banger 

and if that 
means I 
like hooves 
and lips 
mashed 
together 
with 
anything 
else they 
sweep 
off the 
abattoir 
fl oor then 
so be it. 
I guess what counts as a home comfort 
or ‘reassuring’ is that to which you are 
accustomed. So in this sense a range of 
British foods absorbed from different 
cultures and tailored to a British market 
is simply what I am used to. Exotic in the 
world of BBQ for me then is squid on a 
stick, steamed bread (mantou) on a stick, 
caulifl ower fl orets on a stick or rice cakes on 
a stick. Yes there are many sticks involved. 
But not always. I’m also partial to a big old 
aubergine cooked in so much garlic my 
wife would be perfectly justifi ed in moving 
out of the fl at for a week whilst the aroma 
subsided. And then there’s the chilli and 
cumin powder your favourite local BBQ 
street vendor is so adept at employing just 
the right amount of on whatever you’ve 
pointed at and said ‘wo yao’ in relation to. 
BBQ’s just very different in China as far as 
I’m concerned. And that’s what makes it 
exotic. But which is preferable? 
Well, again, I 
love both so, 
you guessed it 
- DRAW!         
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Conclusion 
It’s actually proven a hard fought contest this. And perhaps harder fought than many 
of you reading might have presumed from the outset. Yes Chinese BBQ is amazing 
and one of the things many of us Westerners perhaps love the most about being in 
China. However, when BBQ is good back home then it’s very good and if the Chinese 
were willing to throw a few sausages and burgers into the mix then I for one would 
not be complaining. In fact some halloumi would be most welcome too. To sum up 
though it is the degree of profi ciency on display in this culinary paradise that has 
nudged China over the fi nishing line fi rst. Don’t be too disappointed UK. You put up 
a noble fi ght and there are certain factors here that work in China’s favour. For one 
thing you’d never be allowed to set up this many barbecues on the street in the UK. 
IT’S HEALTH AND SAFETY GONE MAD. Another point is that the weather forecast is 
more reliable in China, whereas in the UK all kinds of weather can drift in and spoil 
what was otherwise a perfectly good BBQ. Finally, Brits can take some consolation 
in the fact at least homes have ovens in the UK as a matter of course so, when the 
weather refuses to play ball, at least there’s a back-up plan and that, my friends, is 
something to be grateful for. 

by William Gray

                                      Come on baby                                       light my fire
Result: tie

Result: tie

Now the frozen months are beckoning what’s more 
appropriate than a wistful look back at BBQ season? 
I took a trip back to the UK over the summer and, 
believe you me, I ensured that I stuffed as many home 

comforts into my fat face as possible. This of course included being 
sat outside with a good honest burger or whatever else could 
be reliably incinerated before being shoved into a bap - whilst 
carefully avoiding doing any of the actual cooking myself. In my 
defence I did have a baby to hold onto and babies and really hot 
grills don't mix too well. Unless you're a cannibal. So, on my return 
to Hangzhou, was I pleased to be back in the cumin seasoned 
embrace of Chinese street food? Or, did I secretly yearn to be back 
in Blighty, chomping away whilst nervously eyeing the skies for 
the arrival of the inevitable rainclouds to dampen proceedings? 
You know the drill - there's only one way to find out... 

Us Brits just don't know
when to quit....

Chinese BBQ

Men at work

 Lots of Yang rou chuan

Overall winner: China

Burned bangers

'Innovative'

Winner: China


