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BAMBOOZLED

Yo – so what was I saying?  So, well, it doesn’t really look good to me right from the start.  You
know,  a  whole  bunch  of  eager  humans  jumping  out  of  their  little  vans  and looking  round  with
binoculars.  What am I supposed to do?  They find me hard at work among the bamboos, they whisper
excitedly to each other, then they just stare.  I mean.  Come on !  Is that rude or is that just plain rude?
Do I stare at them when they’re eating?  Well, maybe sometimes, but that’s because I like to see what
they’re eating.  Usually things that are pretty bad for them.  A bamboo diet’s good enough for the likes
of  us, that’s what I’ve always said.  Yo – so anyway, whatever.  Sorry, my head’s spinning a bit with all
this rush.  Where was I?  Oh yes, they turn up, I’d say about ten, twelve of  them, squashed into two
vans.  Not the usual crowd of  rubberneckers, I can that see straight off.  Still had about fifty cameras
between them, but at least these ones keep the noise down.  Which means I can have a short nap.  Next
time I wake up, an hour, maybe two had gone by, time for another snack I’m thinking, and there they
still are, this time a bit closer.  Too close for my liking.  I growl a bit, shook the bamboo and make as if
to run off  up the hill.  As if  !  Too much to be done down here.  Anyway, that does the trick.  They
ease back, right back to their funny little vans.  Don’t like them getting up close and personal like that.
Puts me right off.  No, right off  everything, full stop – food, sleeping, sleeping, food, thinking about
the ladies, food.  OK, OK, so maybe I never think about the ladies anyway.  Look, give me a break, I’m a
Giant Panda.  What do you want?  Just don’t get me started on all those romantic hassles.  Makes me
lose weight.  That cannot be good.  Yo – right, so we have a bit of  a stand-off  on our hands, don’t we?
Them pretending not to look at me, but dead interested; me looking at them, but pretending not to be
interested.  Just at that point, night fell.  Handy.  They all climb into their tents or whatever.  I’m free to
head up the hill for a right old snooze in the trees.  It’s raining all night, but I’m all right.  Bet they
aren’t.  Daylight comes, I head down the hill again, see what they’re up to this morning.  They look
pretty wet.  Most of  them look grumpy.  Serve them right.  If  you don’t like the rain, stay out of  the
kitchen, that’s what I say.  One or two of  them are having a right go at each other.  Quietly, but I can
tell.  Not at all happy, not at all.  The river’s pretty full.  Overflowing actually.  They’re worrying about
their tents.  Not paying any attention to me.  I try a little trick I’ve learned.  Shimmy up a bamboo and
snap a few bits off.  Loudly.  They all turn round quick as a flash.  I stare at them.  They shut up.  Gets
them every time.  I get on with my work, but I listen in.  Always good to know who you’re dealing with.
Turns out this lot are all conservationists from Europe.  There’s a couple of  the local guys there as well.
Obviously.  But, I mean: what do Europeans need to be looking at me for?  It’s not like they’ve got any
pandas in the wild back home.  I know that for a fact.  I’m not just a pretty face, no way.   And I’ve got
contacts you wouldn’t believe.  Some other time, maybe, tell you about them.  Excuse me, just got to
have a nap, helps the digestion.  

Yo – so what were we talking about?  Oh yes, those conservationists.  And rain.  It rains all day
long.  No surprise – it’s been raining for the past week, I tell you: non-stop.  Well, turns out these guys
now have a problem.  I can see them getting all over-excited: won’t do them any good, I could tell them
that.  Look at me, I don’t get over-excited and who’s the more interesting species here?  I rest my case.
Their problem?  Well, seems like the mountain’s fallen down, right over that nasty noisy dirt track they
brought their vans along.  And now they can’t get out again.  Bit of  a bummer, I’d say.  Tough.  They all
start panicking, even the local guys.  What a waste of  energy.  Don’t see me panicking, do you?  Hey –
but now I come to think of  it, bit of  a problem for me too.  This is my patch of  the forest, I don’t
want them hanging round for days on end.  Really brings down the neighbourhood.  Well, night comes
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down again, I go off  for a kip, leave them discussing their situation.  There’s always a ‘situation’ with
humans, always something that got to be ‘addressed’.  Addressed.  Got to be.  Right now.  An or else
situation.  No sense of  how to live life, those guys.  Of  course, it rains all night.  Next morning I’m
back on the job checking out the bamboo.  Tastes just as good as it always does.  Checking out the
conservationists.  Seems they’ve run out of  food.  One of  them says there’s no phone signal.  Too
damn right there’s no phone signal.  What does a panda want with a phone?  Who am I going to call?
A take-away for bamboo-shoots, or something?  They’re beginning to panic, I can tell.  I try that thing
with snapping the bamboo and what do you know: they don’t even bother to turn round and look at
me.   That’s  how panicked  they  are.   Like  I’m suddenly  not  the  most  interesting  creature  on  the
mountain?  I think not.  I take a nap, got to think some things over.  

Yo – so back to the case.  Had my nap.  No thoughts occur.  Some of  the humans have gone back
up the way they came.  I track them at a safe distance.  Tracking’s something we pandas do really well,
just as long as everyone involved takes it nice and slow.  They did, I did.  All fine.  We get to the
landslide.  Got to admit it’s a real beauty.  Half  the mountain fallen in there and half  of  that’s still on
the move.  The humans stand and look at it for a while, shout at each other for a while and then sulk
for a while.  All in the time it takes me to have elevenses. Then they head back to the others.  No good,
they say, the whole things blocked.  They all shout and some cry and most say they’re starving.  Keep
the noise down, won’t you?  I tell you, this is a fine mess and no mistake.  I have a nap.  What’s the next
thing I find them doing?  Only filching my nice bamboo shoots, that’s all !  I mean, where did that
come from?  I try a really menacing run at them and they back off.  Easy to do with conservationists, I
reckon.  They don’t want to upset my environment.  Too right.  Don’t want to upset me, no way, that’s
my message to the world.  Night falls, I head uphill, leave them sitting around wondering what to do
next.  Next morning I find them pilfering again.  What’s with them?  I chase them off  again.  So
what’re they going to do?  Shoot me?  Oh hey, hold on just a minute there – let’s go back a bit.  Yo – so
a nasty thought’s just occurred to me.  They’re stuck, they’ve got no food, and they’re not getting their
mitts on my bamboo: so what are they going to eat?  Are they going to be looking at me all funny all of
a sudden?  Surely not.  I know a few things about conservationists or I’m no global icon.  But it’s best
not to take unnecessary risks.  I need a sleep, big-time, but this isn’t the moment to be taking a nap.
This is the time for a bit of  creativity.  Got to look cute and endangered, first off: that’s a given.  The
more cute and endangered, the better.  I brush my fur up a bit, widen my eyes, pose all cuddly clutching
just a few bits of  bamboo.  That’ll keep them well away from me, I reckon.  Yo – so then part two: get
them thinking along different lines altogether.  Some easy prey, a real good meal: just not me.  I catch
the attention of  one of  them, a lean hungry-looking guy with long hair.  I’m pretty good with my eyes.
Hypnotic, I heard someone say once.  They weren’t wrong.  If  I wanted to, I’d have a way with the
ladies, no question.  So I’m looking at this guy, and catch his attention.  I rub my rummy and roll my
eyes a bit.  So does he.  All good.  Inter-species communication here.  Now comes the good bit.  I’ve
already spotted the fattest human in the party.  Young guy, but is he overweight or what?  Could shed a
few kilos and still break the scales.  OK, so I’m no catwalk model – but I need all that bulk for the
winter.   You ever tried a Chinese winter without a few extra pounds in reserve?  I did once.  Almost
caused a species extinction single-handedly.  Not going there again, not if  I can help it.  Humans can
keep their thieving paws off  my bamboo.  Yo – so where was I?  The fat guy, right.  So I swivel my
eyes, all meaningful like, towards the fat guy.  The lean guy’s eyes follow mine.  Then I make some
pretty appreciative noises with a bunch of  young bamboo – m’m, tasty, m’m, de-lish, kind of  thing.
The lean guy rubs his tummy and smacks his lips.  But he’s not thinking about bamboo.  He’s thinking
about the fat guy.  Job done, I reckon.  Time for a sleep.  Long overdue.
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