
Hti Gyint – January 2nd, 2004

I woke up moored against the beach at Hti Gyint to the crowing of a rooster.  Of all things!

I stuck my head out at 06:00 to feel nothing but the cold clammy embrace of fog.  It must be the time of
year.

I had to dress warmly for breakfast on the upper desk open to the elements.

Just as I was about to leave I saw my second mosquito.  So, I popped a Malarone ant-malaria pill just in
case.

The plan was for an early start at 08:00 to climb up above the town to view the stunning views of the 
Irrawaddy.  Given the shroud of fog, fat chance of that! So,we wandered through town watching the 
locals grab sticky rice fritters for breakfast.  

Along the main street they were soliciting for contributions for the pagoda.  They played what were 
probably Buddhist prayers over a big tin horn.  It was so noisy I could not hear the guide.  I think we 
passed a World War Two military observation tower.

Various small shops were offering petrol in used bottles.  The gasoline probably came from doubtful 
sources.  The local bikers like to wear Wehrmacht steel helmets.

We had a good stroll through the market.  There were no hawkers pestering us and the locals were 
friendly and posed for photos.   I was a bit put off by the sight of dogs wandering around with meat and
fish only eighteen inches off the ground. 

We finally saw beetle nut palm trees.  The stuff that stains the teeth but gives you “go power”.

Vendors were huddled over small wood fires trying to keep warm.  

There was an electrical gird.  The power comes from a dammed river near the China border.  The 
generation was built with some co-operation with the Chinese.

Then we started to experience Chinese electric scooters.  They are a bit dangerous as you cannot hear 
them coming.

We stopped at a printing shop where you were required to take your shoes off to enter.  The fact that I 
could not ready any of the signs made it clear what it is like to be illiterate.

We saw a house being rebuilt using red clay bricks.  The bricks were moved by hand by women.  There
was not a hod or wheel barrow in sight.

We have seen many examples of crude Chinese load carriers.  The hood-less diesel engine chuffed 
along emitting vast clouds of fumes, sounding like it would quit any moment but keeps running.  The 
gearing all seems to be belt driven.  Rugged, easy to fix – why not?

At the hardware store I saw a solar panels, a steel plough, the curved hook used to roll logs, wicked 
machetes and iron plough shares.  Next door was the gold shop where you could buy nuggets of 85% 



gold for $1,200 an ounce or gold jewelry.  Getting a certificate of authenticity might be a bit dodgy.

At end of the walk we went up to the pagoda.  I counted 308 steps for a vertical change of 170 feet, 
which meant the average step rise was 6.7 inches.  The view from the top might be nice on a clear day 
– we just got a hazy impression.  Of course it was 308 steps back down.  A good workout.

We cast off at 09:30 and started fighting our way down stream.  We bounced off several sand bars.  I 
guessed that the added momentum going down stream made the Captain braver.

I decided to use the down time to do a test packing.  I have discarded some items to lower the weight.

Fortunately, “Alles war in Ordnung.”

We sent the skiff ashore to pick up the pilot at Tagoung, the town we had visited before to inspect the 
fortifications against the Chinese.

At 13:00 I was enjoying an excellent Club Sandwich for lunch when it slowly dawned on me that we 
had run aground.  Since this had happened several times before I paid no heed.  But, after half an hour 
of shuddering hull and a lot of noise it became apparent that we were really stuck  We were 19 kms 
south of Tagoung.. 

The crew tried an improvised solution using a long pole with a rope at its base.  Three and then four 
men jumped overboard with the pole and wedged it into the sand.  The ship then used its winch to haul 
on the rope leading to this pseudo kedge anchor.  It did not work.

The next attempt was to use the ship's fire hose to hydraulically blast sand from under the keel. The 
crewmen were shivering from hypothermia.

All this commotion was right outside my cabin so I could not simply have a snooze.

When I went to withdraw my laptop from my cabin safe to record this misadventure, I discovered that 
the safe batteries had died.  It  took two crewmen fifteen minutes to get the safe open.

“Troubles come not single spies, but in battalions.”  Shakespeare.

At 15:30 we were supposed to be passing south through the 46 km long Third Defile that we had seen 
on the way north.  However, having been stuck on the sandbar so long, the timings went out the 
window.

After three hours we finally got free but hung up again about two hundred yards further on.  Another 
hour of hosing and diesels roaring finally got us free.  

The 16:00 disembarkation briefing was delayed to 19:00 hrs. 

By sundown the temperature dropped.  Since we were moving the wind made it too cool for comfort.  
So, I retreated to my cabin to keep warm.  I was also showing signs of the sniffles, which was not a 
surprise given the temperature changes.

The 19:00 disembarkation briefing had a surprise.  The Captain had called it a day when the sun went 



down.  He had deemed it too dangerous to continue after nightfall.  So we moored overnight off a 
sandbar about three kilometres north of Kyat Nyat.

The 17 man crew came on deck in full uniform for the farewell.  We presented a group tip to our 
freelance guide.

So, we had a pleasant and quiet farewell dinner in the middle of nowhere.

I was in bed by 22:00 hrs.

Tour Guide:  Mr. Kyaw Soe Latt
 email:           kysolatt@gmail.com             
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