
Thayat Myo – December 21st

We had moored all night tied up to a sand bar in the middle of nowhere.  It got quite cool overnight.

I woke up at 05:00, the auxiliary power generator having woken me occasionally during the night.  I 
was shaved and showered and on deck at 06:00 when the engines started and we headed upstream.  

There was a lovely sunrise which I captured with both cameras.  The sun rose quickly and the redness 
had gone within ten minutes.  The coffee was good and it was strong.

I had breakfast with my rain jacket over my T-shirt – it was quite cool and there was mist over the river.

At 07:00 I had an omelet and streaky bacon for breakfast – what a treat.

We nosed in and ”banked” at Thayat Myo at 09:00 hrs.  We drew alongside a couple of boats that had 
hauled gravel and were being unloaded by a bucket brigade of ants.  The gangplank was pitched over 
the brow and we had to clamber up the ten percent grade of the sandy river bank.  Some needed crew 
assistance.

At the top there were about thirteen horse carts – each cart took two passengers.  By now it was quite 
warm, but not hot.  All the drivers were wearing jackets and longyis.

Thayat Myo is known as Mango City, but there was not a mango in sight.

The carts lurched off to the local market.  We were set free to explore the market from 09:30 to 10:30, 
meeting back under a massive banyan tree.  The market was a lively colourful rabbit warren and we 
were obviously the object of much curiosity.  The kids gave the game away by staring at us 
unabashedly as if seeing an alien species for the first time.

In the market they had gorgeous vegetables, fruits, fish and a bit of meat – squash, carrots, cabbage, 
green bananas, scallions, egg plant, apples, mandarin oranges, peanuts, kohlrabi, cauliflower, ginger, 
garlic, potatoes, ochre and dried fish.  The fish for sale were big, over a foot long, and looked like 
bottom feeders.  You don't want to know about the meat – it got me wondering where the chef got his 
supply.

Also for sale were one foot lengths of the wood whose bark you grind up to make the Tha na kha 
yellowish makeup that is used as sunblock. Any illusion that we were “off the grid” was shattered when
a ten year old kid's cell phone went off.

I felt perfectly safe and we were not pestered at all by vendors.  Most merchants in the market could 
not speak English and merely smiled.  Women and men squatted in tiny stalls that seemed impossible 
by western standards.

I spotted a stall with Longyi – I knew from my previous trip that they cost $5 but pretended ignorance.  
The price asked was 4,800 Burmese – I knew I would never see the 200 in change.  So, I figured that 
five bucks was a good way to go native.

Back at the Banyan Tree rendez-vous there was a beggar woman with a tarted up young daughter.  The 
implications were unnerving.



Remounting our carts, the drivers still wearing jackets although it was about 75 Fahrenheit, we broke 
our backs trundling through the town to the Golf Course that Scots had founded in 1887.  It is allied to 
to St Andrews.  Green fees for locals are $1.50 and for foreigners $20.  

Soe, our ship guide, conducted a putting contest and two members got a “hole in one”.  The prize was 
free beer on the ship -  which we all enjoyed anyway.

The jolting cart ride threw out my back and I was in a lot of pain. I knew that I needed internally 
applied 'rubbing' alcohol to relax the muscles that were in spasm.

Accordingly, at 13:00 I had a three beer lunch to rehydrate.  The menu for me was salad and blue 
cheese with pork.

After lunch I tried to catch up on my notes typing furiously into my Asus laptop.  The laptop is a lousy 
speller – amazing how many mistakes it makes!

At this point the river is quite treacherous.  There are exposed sandbars and I expect that the channels 
change dramatically given the changes between the wet and dry seasons.  We were forever changing 
course from one bank to the other.  Occasionally the engines are cut while the wheelhouse debated the 
best route to follow.  I have the feeling that this river bursts its banks quite often to inundate the low 
areas.

Wherever you look there are Stupas.  Every conspicuous high point seems to be crowned with a gold 
Stupa.  There are fourteen million people on or near the Irrawaddy.  Only thirty percent of the 
population of Burma has electricity.

We got the bad news that the government is conducting a tight audit of imported booze.  Our boat is 
likely to be inspected to make sure all duty has been paid.  While local beer will not run out, those who 
prefer finer things might be disappointed.

At 16:00 we had a lecture on Burmese customs and a culinary demonstration on how to prepare 
traditional Burmese ginger salad.  This was followed by Longyi wearing and a Tha na kha make-up 
demonstration.

For this session I played the game by wearing my new $5 Longyi – held up by a wing and a prayer.  I 
did not know the Burmese way of securing the garment.  I hoped I did not have a Janet Jackson 
'wardrobe malfunction'.  

The Ginger Salad recipe involved 13 ingredients.  The killer was that you had to let the Julienne ginger 
soak for three days in water with some salt and lime juice.  The chef passed around samples and it was 
nice, but not so nice that I would take the trouble.  

One ingredient is peanuts and I was told that Burmese do not have the peanut allergy reaction.  The 
doctor opined that it was because Burmese kids are allowed to get dirty so they pick up immunities.

Eighty percent of Burmese men wear the Longyi – the name was borrowed from Hindi. The staff 
demonstrated several different uses of the two metre length of cloth that is sewn into a tube.  The most 
comical was to wrap it into a shape that looked like an elephant's trunk – fathers amuse the kids with 



that.

Schoolboys are required to wear the green longyi entering grade 6.  The boys play a school yard prank. 
They carefully observe their compatriots to determine who might not have secured his garment tightly 
enough.  Finding a victim, they sneak up behind and give the Longhi a sharp tug hoping to expose the 
unwary in front of the girls.

The male version is called the Puso and comes only in checks and stripes, in basic colours.  Black is 
reserved for funerals. The female variant is called the Thaman and comes in thousands of colours and 
designs.

We had a demo on how the bark of the Tha na kha is ground into a paste.  Women spread it on exposed 
skin as a sunblock or skin care.  Young boys wear it but once they hit puberty it is considered sissy.  
The use has been traced back 1,500 years.

The sun went down very rapidly at 17:30 and the Captain took that as his clue to nose into the bank at 
Lat Pan to tie up for the night.  I got a series of shots of a hazy sunset.

There are three seasons.  From June to October is the rainy monsoon in the coastal area.  Then there are
three months of winter, which varies from comfortable on the coast to frigid near the Himalayas.  
Summer is March, April and May and can be hotter than the Hubs of Hell in the high 40s Celsius.

I decided to stay native and wore my Longyi to the administrative briefing at 19:15 hrs.  The first 
lesson I learned was to lift my skirt when climbing stairs – I almost disrobed myself.  

For dinner I had lamb, Burmese style, at 19:30 hrs.  Unhappily Mayor Ford was the topic yet again.  I 
was happy to hit the hay at 21:00 hrs and was asleep almost instantly. 
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