
Ohn Ne Kyaung – December 25th

It is very hard to sleep beyond 05:00 hrs.  The crew gets up and starts scurrying around and going up 
and down the stairways.  Externally, I was hearing loud music that I initially thought was coming from 
a neighbouring boat.  Wrong!  It was emanating from a settlement on the opposite bank, about three 
quarters of a mile away.

In honour of Christmas Day, I wore my solid red T-shirt and beige slacks.

We had a short breakfast from 07:00 to 08:00 hrs.  At 07:00 the engines started and we moved so that 
we could put the gangplank down onto the shore.  

Already workers were unloading gravel from a boat by going to the hold, having their rubber basket 
filled up and climbing out of the hold and down a narrow plank to the shore where they dumped the 
contents onto a gravel pile.  A truck appeared and the gang started the process again moving the gravel 
from the pile onto the truck.  It would be so simple to mechanize all this back-breaking labour, but that 
would put a lot of people out of work.  I felt guilty sipping coffee while watching it all.

About half a dozen hot air balloons floated over headed towards the stupa complex.  Two of our 
members had signed up for this extra excursion.

Then I spotted a group taking apart bamboo rafts that had been floated in from elsewhere.  The poles 
were thrown up onto the shore ninety degrees to the shoreline awaiting the next step in transportation. 

At 08:00 the group left for “further explorations of the Bagan area with its thousands of magnificent 
temples, stupas and pagodas”.  After that they visited a lacquer workshop.

I played hookey.  After all the Buddhist buildings I had seen in Korea, Cambodia, Viet Nam and Japan I
needed a 'Buddha Break'.  I had seen several lacquer shops in Viet Nam and once you have seen one, 
you know the real object is to lure you into the sales shop.

I really relished the down time sitting in the lounge area in the upper deck watching the poor workers 
on the shore.  However, it was not peaceful.  The small boats use a Chinese “One Banger” that is 
completely unmuffled and unbelievably noisy.  The operators must all suffer serious hearing loss.

At 11:30 the group was back and we had lunch at 13:00 hrs.  My Christmas present was the burger and 
fries I had ordered at breakfast.  What a magnificent present!  The best Burmese hamburger I have ever 
had.

We kept running into shallow water and quite a convoy built up.  We slowed down and wove back and 
forth trying to find the best channel.

Barges laden with huge logs came downstream.  We learned there was quite a race on to get the logs 
out of the country before a new law came into effect in the new year.  The export of raw logs was to 
become illegal.  The intent was to create value-added by having the logs processed into lumber in-
country.

We cruised to Ohn Ne Kyaung arriving at 15:45 hrs.  We disembarked for a walk in this typical 
riverside community of 300 houses.  Many of the compounds housed extended families. We had our 



school supplies ready for donation.

The tablecloth ladies were laying in wait and the kid platoon was out in full force.

We went into one compound where a farmer had a two ox cart full of grain in bags.  His two small sons
were helping him unload.  Off to one side a young girl was wielding a machete to cut open small 
coconuts to feed to the cattle.

Then we went to the musician's house and a young women demonstrated the tin drum set – they 
sounded just like a Jamaican steel drum band.

The fisherman had wicker basket fish traps.  Each house seemed to have a large pig.  The smell told us 
when we passed the goat compound.

We went into one house to see the rice flour grinding operation.  The machinery was run by a 
“Burmese Banger” and ran both the milling machine and an electrical generator.

At 16:20 we gathered in the school yard where about 100 young kids were lined up.  The kids looked to
be about fifth graders.

Our ship guide acted as conductor when the children sang a clapping song.  This was followed by a 
hearty rendition of the National Anthem, for which I doffed my hat and stood at attention.

Then we sang back a rather feeble version of “Jingle Bells”.  Had we known we could have had choir 
practice on the ship.

Then a group of volunteers from our group, I suspect school teachers, began distributing our donated 
books and pencils.

At the end the children chanted, “Thank you very much”.

At 16:50 we were back on the ship and cast off.

The setting sun made for some lovely photos of following vessels silhouetted in the orange orb.

For dinner I wore my red T-shirt and my green Longyi.  It was a unique Christmas Day.  During dinner 
absolute swarms of white may flies invaded the vessel.  They danced around the lights and dropped 
dead in their hundreds.  They did not bite, but tickled the hair and were just a plain nuisance.  

I had been unable to establish any WiFi connection since I boarded the ship and was beginning to feel a
bit Net deprived.

We moored overnight near Aung Pun Choung.

“Gripped by fear, men go to sacred mountains, sacred groves, sacred trees and shrines.”  
        Ven. S. Dhammika 
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