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A Good Night’s Sleep

A Good Night’s Sleep

(% O R B R M AR 7]

obody likes to travel as much as I do. On business or
N for pleasure, on foot or by boat, I am ready to go any-
where, anytime. But recently I was sitting in a railroad sta-
tion and cursing the day that I left home.

The reason was simple. 1 had just found out that my
train would be three hours late. I love traveling—but I hate-
waiting !

Suddenly I had an idea. Why don’t I take a bus instead?
1 was about to rush out of the train station when a well-
dressed old man took me by the arm.

“Young lady,” said the gentleman, “shouldn’t you find
out the bus schedule before you rush to catch that bus?”

I stared at him with my mouth open. How did he read
my mind? Before I could say a word, he smiled and added:
“You are wondering how I knew about your plan? You see,
my train is also running late. The same idea came to me.
But I have learned the hard way that it doesn’t pay to be too
clever when you are traveling. Shall I tell you how 1 learned
my lesson? Good conversation helps pass the time. Before
you know it, your train will be there. ”

Well, the truth is I love listening to a good story, How
< 3.
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could I refuse? I sat down again and the man began:

As you can see, I have many cameras with me. That’s
because I'm a professional photographer. I have done well.
I can choose when and where to go. But when I was young,
things were different. I had to take every job that was of-
fered to me.

One of my first big jobs was to photograph the Winter
Olympics in Austria. For eight days 1 worked day and
night. To save money, I took a hotel room with two other
photographers. It was cheap, We also liked each other. We
had a wonderful time together. There was only one prob-
lem: we never got any sleep. When the job was over, 1 had
only one desire: a good night’s sleep. After my two friends
left, 1 kept the hotel room for one more night. Early that
afternoon 1 went to the room, took off my clothes, and
went to bed. I closed my eyes and right away I+

Fell asleep? I wish I could say that. Just then I heard a
noise at the door.

“Telegram!” a man cried out. I got up and opened the
door. A clerk handed me the telegram. It read; “Take first
plane to Paris. Call magazine when you arrive.” It was
signed by the editor of the largest magazine in France. I had
no choice. I needed sleep badly, but this was more impor-
tant. 1 had to go to Paris right away.

I rushed to the cafe downstairs. I drank several cups of
coffee to keep me awake. Then I crossed the street to the
travel agent’s office. The next plane to Paris was leaving at
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A Good Night’s Sleep

seven that evening. I looked at the clock: It was already
5: 30. 1 bought a one-way ticket and hurried back to my
room.

1 quickly packed my suitcases, and paid my bill. In half
an hour | was sitting in a taxi. A light snow was falling.
The taxi driver said that he hoped the snow wouldn’t get
worse. If it does, he said, they might have to close the air-
port for the night. He said he wouldn’t want that to happen
to me.

Close the airport for the night? The idea seemed too
good to be true. I could get a good night’s sleep and leave
for Paris in the morning. I could still take the first flight to
Paris. And I would be well-rested when 1 got there!

During the ride I began to form a beautiful picture of
the night ahead. The airline would give me a free hotel
room. I would have my own bathroom, I would order din-
ner in my room. Then I would take a hot bath. After that I
would send a telegram to Paris to explain why 1 was late.
Finally, I would go to sleep at last.

“What happened?” I asked, when the man stopped for
a moment. “Did they close the airport for the night? Did
you get your own room?”

The man looked at me and smiled. The he went on;

I told you before, I was young then and a little too
clever. Oh, they closed the airport all right>" And the airline
did offer us free rooms—but not our own. Passengers trav-

eling alone were told that they had to share a room with an-
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other passenger.

When 1 heard that I got angry. I decided that one way
or another I would get my own room. When we got to the
hotel, everyone stood in line at the desk. When my turn
came, the clerk said, “Are you traveling alone, sir?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I covered my eyes.

“Are you feeling sick?” he asked, without real interest.

“Sir,” I answered. “I have a serious and unusual dis-
ease. If I fall asleep T may stop breathing. I am on my way
to see an important doctor in Paris, Until then I must not
fall asleep. I must have the lights on in my room all night
long. ” (Not a bad story, don’t you think? My grandfather
had this disease once. It’s known as Ondine’s Curse. )

I watched the clerk carefully. Would he believe my sto-
ry? 1 was afraid that he wouldn’t. But 1 was wrong. He
picked up a key and said, “We have very few rooms, but it
is clear that you must have a private room. Here’s the key
to Room 20.”

I can’t tell you how happy I was. I wanted to throw my
arms around the poor fool. But before I could take the key,
a little man walked to the head of the line. He was wearing
sunglasses and walked with a metal walking cane,

The man turned to the clerk and said, “I will be happy
to share a room with this gentleman, It won’t bother me if
he keeps the lights on all night, As you see, 1 am blind. ”

I couldn’t believe my ears! The clerk quickly gave us
the keys to another room. He looked very pleased. So did
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A Good Night’s Sleep

the blind man. The only person who wasn’t pleased was —
well, you know who. 1 took my suitcases and the blind
man’s and together we went up to our room.

“Well, you didn’t have your own room,” I said, “but
you probably got a good night’s sleep. ”

“No,” the old man answered, looking very sad.

“But the other passenger was blind. Didn’t you turn off
the lights?”

The old man smiled. “When we got to the room, the
blind man turned to me and said, ‘I am very sorry that you
have such a bad disease. But I also must tell you that I am a
little pleased. 1 have a serious problem falling asleep. 1
don’t think I will be able to sleep tonight at all. T have in-
somnia. The reason I wanted to share a room with you is
that I wanted someone to talk to. Since you can’t fall asleep
and I can’t fall asleep, we can pass the time together! The
troubles of many are half a comfort, as they say.’”

“He smiled at me so sadly that I knew that I could nev-
er tell him the truth. He needed me. He thought I needed
him. I thanked him and:--well, stayed up all night. Oh, I
think that’s your train now, young lady. ”

I looked up. Everyone was running to catch the train. I
thanked the gentleman for telling me such an amusing story
and rushed to get on the train. As the train started off, I
looked up to say goodbye again to my new friend. And what
do you think he was doing? Taking a picture of me, of

course.
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Notes .
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China Dragon

[SE {35t Ay R AR AR B HERAR — ER
FEEE R ER A HREE T ERRN R EDNE.]

ruce lee (Lee Hsiao LLung), was born in San Francisco
B in November 1940, the son of a famous Chinese opera
singer. Bruce moved to Hong Kong when he soon became a
child star in the growing Eastern film industry. His first
film was called The Birth of Mankind, his last film which
was uncompleted at the time of his death in 1973 was called
Game of Death,

Bruce was a loner and was constantly getting himself
into fights, with this in mind he looked towards Kung Fu as
a way of disciplining himself. The famous Yip Men taught
Bruce his\ggﬂs\igwsfk'iﬁs, but it was not long before he was
mastering the master, Yip Men was acknowledged to be one
of the greatest authorities on the subject of Wing Chun a
branch of the Chinese Martial Arts. Bruce mastered this be-
fore progressing to his own style of Jeet Kune Do.

At the age of 19 Bruce left Hong Kong to study for a
degree in philosophy at the University of Seattle in America.
It was at this time that he took on a waiters job and also be-
gan to teach some of his skills to students who would pay.

Some of the Japanese schools in the Seattle area tried to
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force Bruce out, and there was many confrontations and du-
els fought for Bruce to remain,

He met his wife Linda at the University he was study-
ing. His Martial Arts school flourished and he soon graduat-
ed. He gained some small roles in Hollywood films — Mar-
lowe —etc. , and some major stars were begging to be stu-
dents of the Little Dragon. James Coburn, Steve McQueen
and Lee Marvin to name but a few. He regularly gave dis-
plays at exhibitions, and it was during one of these exhibi-
tions that he was spotted by a producer and signed up to do
The Green Hornet series. The series was quite successful in
the States—but was a huge hit in Hong Kong. Bruce visited
Hong Kong in 1968 and he was gyggwhglpled by the atten-
tion he received from the people he had lef-;._

He once said on a radio program if the price was right
he would do a movie for the Chinese audiences. He returned
to the States and completed some episodes of Longstreet.
He began writing his book on Jeet Kune Do at roughly the
same time.

Back in Hong Kong producers were desperate to sign
Bruce for a Martial Arts film, and it was Raymond Chow
the head of Golden Harvest who produced The Big Boss.
The rest as they say is history. Bruce moved back to Hong
Kong with his wife Linda and they had two children—Shan-
non and Brandon.

Bruce Lee was the fittest person in the world his exer-

cise regime was one of the most strenuous you could imag-
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ine. Tragically this fitness proved to be the fatal chink in his
armour, on July 20th 1973, Bruce Lee died from a brain
hemorrhage due to an allergic reaction from an analgesic
pain killer he was taking for a headache. Doctors were
stunned, as he seemed so fit and strong.

Bruce had two funerals:the first a symbolic one in Hong
Kong where over 120 000 people lined the streets to pay
their respects. A special plane was organized to complete
the second funeral in Seattle, America—where Bruce is now
buried. Pall bearers were many stars from Hollywood, who
he had taught during his time there. Linda now resides
there with her daughter Shannon Lee.

Brandon Lee was killed on a set of The Crow in 1994.

Another tragic accident to the family of Linda Lee.

Notes ;
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