
Yandabo – December 26th

The routine was now quite well established.  At 05:00 the crew started scurrying around and at 06:00 
the engines started.

This time the crew had to sweep the corpses of thousands of white flies off the ceiling, the furniture, 
tables and the deck.

We cast off from Aung Pun Goung, the spawning ground of the zillion white flies, and steamed 
upstream.

Whenever we come back on board we have to take off our footwear so that the crew can clean the 
same.  There are so many pairs of Keen sandals that I have added red tape to the back strap to facilitate 
identification.

By 07:00 we were at the confluence of the Chindin and Irrawaddy Rivers.  The swirling eddies 
indicated a tremendous amount of water under a high flow rate.  This was mostly melt water coming 
down from the Himalayas.

In the rising sun we saw all sorts of Ma and Pa fishing canoes.  The ship was followed by squadrons of 
swallows gobbling up the flies the ship flushed up.

After breakfast we were in an area of cultivated land.  I saw ox carts being driven out to the fields and 
men on motor bikes going back and forth.  We left the Chindwin, which we had used to get around 
some shallow water and came back into the Ayeyarwady.

Long thin boats were bringing raw clay from an island opposite the village.

At 09:00 we disembarked for a morning walk in Yandabo.  I wore my powder blue Galapagos T-shirt 
and lightweight khaki Tilley shorts.   This village is famous for its production of terracotta pottery 
made from riverbank clay.  We witnessed the various stages of of pottery production.  Then we had our 
second school visit, but this time I kept my work books and pencils hidden in my back pack.

Historically, Yandabo is known for the signing of the Yandabo Treaty, which had been signed by the 
Burmese and British to mark the end of the First Anglo-Burmese War.  The Burmese lost control of 
about half of their territory.

The first step of the pot making was demonstrated by a man and a woman.  He kicked a length of wood
that was connected to an old car rim which was in turn the base of a potter's wheel.  The woman threw 
and shaped the slug of clay until it was an elegant pot.  The clay is a mixture of one part sand to three 
parts clay.  This makes for a porous clay that allows a small amount of water to seep through.  
Evaporation causes the pot to cool down, thereby providing refreshing drinking water.

In the second stage, the daughter was beating the clay pots her parents had produced.  She used varying
sized pucks inside the jar while she beat the outer surface with a wooden paddle.  She could tell by the 
sound when the thickness was correct.  

The third stage was to beat a pattern onto the outside using wooden paddles that had a pattern cut into 
them.  The young woman was expert in not overlapping stampings.  She had started at age eleven and 



could finish 35 pots a day.

Burmese Saying:  “Pots and children need hard spanking”.

The final stage was to fire the pots.  They build up a layer of kindling wood and then lay the pots on 
their side making a complete circle.  Then they add more pots in a lesser diameter circle until they have
a cylindrical pyramid.  Along the way, rice straw has been stuffed into the layers of pots.  Then the 
whole mound is covered and the fire lit.  They create peep holes around the bottom circumference to 
watch the fire.  The kiln reaches 600 degrees Centigrade and it takes a day and a half for the pots to be 
properly fired.  There is a 10% rejection rate.  A complete pot sells for seventy cents.

While we were watching a group from Grand Circle arrived wearing “Whisper Sets”.  We saw a 300 
watt solar panel being used to charge a battery to provide light at night.

We walked on to a compound where a group of men and a group of women were assembled in separate
areas.  Apparently one of the school teachers had died and this was a wake prior to cremation.  The 
groups were awaiting the arrival of monks to officiate.

We walked on to the retail emporium where small clay figures were for sale.  In the dirt there were 
holes in a triangle pattern – think of billiard balls being racked for the start of a game.  This is what I 
dubbed “Burmese Boules”.  There are five ranks of holes for a total of fifteen holes. You get three small
balls and the aim is to bowl them into the holes.  The holes are scored from one, two, three, four and  
five, five being the furthest back.  So, with three balls it is possible to get 15.  The Burmese bet on the 
outcome.

We passed the local dirt scrub soccer pitch, the goals marked by two broken pots.  Burma used to be 
champions in South East Asia up to 1976.  The Generals abolished the soccer league and had only 
teams from government departments – soccer skills declined.

We walked on to see a clinic that had been built in 2004 with Pandaw passenger donations.  The 
government will not allow it to operate as there is a government clinic three kilometres away.

Then we had the main event at the school.  It featured Grades 1 to 5 and there were about 100 kids 
sitting on the school steps under the control of one teacher.

The teacher started them off with a vigorous, boisterous song about what you did before coming to 
school.  “Wash, your hands, comb your hair etc”  Then they sang a very loud version of the National 
Anthem.  We replied with a tired “Jingle Bells”.

I became fascinated with a kid who was a dead ringer for the French mime Marcel Marceau.  I got a 
perfect photo.

Then we did the book and pencil distribution, the usual culprits handing out the goodies.  The teacher 
had been given a strategic reserve in case we ran short.

There were a lot of dead beat dogs just sleeping.  In rainy season any dog not owned and controlled by 
a family is killed to prevent the spread of rabies.

Leaving the school yard we ran into a man with two metal food containers on a shoulder balance beam.



He was taking the food to six monks.

By 11:30 we were back on the Katha Pandaw to continue cruising up river.  However, I thought it was a
memorable Boxing Day.

I had a couple of beers for lunch to celebrate.

At 16:30 the ship's guide gave the “Modern History of Myanmar”.  You had to listen very carefully and
read between the lines.  Given the military dictatorship, this was a delicate subject and required a deft 
tight rope walk.  The lecture went on for one hour and forty-five minutes – towards the end the sun had 
set and the crew did not want to turn on the lights due to the flies.  So, I could not take notes for the last
half hour.  Note to self:  Look up on Wikipedia.

Dinner was at 19:30

We moored overnight at Pauk Taw Pauk Mying village.

“There is not a nation on the face of the earth so fond of theatrical representations as the Burmese.”

“The Burman, His Life and Notions.” by Shway Yoe, London 1882
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