
 

 
The ACS chat room was buzzing when Edward and Chin Teng coincidentally announced their plans to 
be in KL early October. Timing was perfect; one from Guangzhou, China and another from New 
Zealand.  Both of them were available for a meal in Seremban and I could make the trip down to 
Seremban with my luggage and hop off to the Yangon trip early the next morning. Thanks to Sing 
Khow for giving me ride down, 
 
Edward took the opportunity to visit family in Seremban while Sing Khow, Chin Teng, Zip, Koon, Mei 
Ling and me went durian chendol hunting in Seremban 2. We were disappointed as Nyona Colours 
were closed for the day and had to settle for the regular in Paul Street. 
 
It was a good turnout at Ming Kok Restaurant. As Yatha could join us,  the debate on who dropped 
the baton continued. Edward was known as Valentino after a couple of whisky. Kit Siew who was 
back from Melbourne also joined us. The evening was early and we landed in Pence Restaurant for 
more beer, coffee shop talk and laksa.  Fui demonstrated useful tips on how to savour fish balls. It 
was an evening of good fun, reliving our childhood days. Zip and I got back to her place in Rasah and 
managed to sneak up 2 hours of sleep before the van collected us for the airport. 
 
 
 
9D/8N Adventure in Myanmar: 5-13 October 2016 
 
Our trip to Myanmar was decided in March 2016 because of Air Asia cheap fares.  Mei Ling made the 
bookings; chose the dates and cheapest flights and then it was a done deal and we paid additional 
charges for luggage, visa, hotels and insurance.  We had no clue what we were going to do there and 
scouted around for local/ground tours. They were not cheap as internal flights were expensive and 
interstate trains were not reliable.  I had to read the reviews after reviews as the 5 star hotels were 
expensive and what do we do for 9 days. We needed a reasonable location, clean room with your 
own shower. We settled for Millennium Hotel and Agga Youth Hotel in Yangon as Zip and I decided 
not to make the trip to Mandalay which meant spending 8 days in Yangon. Through 
recommendation, we managed to find a local travel agent who will take care of our airport transfers 
and conduct a 2 days local tour. We do recommend their services. It cost US139 per pax for the 
Yangon only leg and the rest had to pay more for their Mandalay leg as internal flights were more 
expensive than our flights from KLIA.  
 
Our jet setting ML misplaced her passport on the eve of our departure and found it after frantic 
search and sending sms to pray for her.The flights to Yangon took just over 2 hours and we managed 
to doze off to recharge as our tour will start once we landed. It took a while at the immigration for 
the girls whereas I skipped the queue due to my disability. Still we waited over 30 minutes for our 
luggage to appear. Our tour guide Richard Roy or Nyet Tun Win and the driver loaded our luggage 
and our first stop was a local teahouse for breakfast.  A selection of pau, tim sum, sticky rice 
dumpling, puri, chapatti which we did not try; similar grub you get back home. We settled for 
samosas which was flavoursome and tried mohinga which was rice noodles in a fish sauce broth 
which reminded one of assam laksa texture. Tasted like a mild curry, with pieces of soften banana 
trunk, ground chickpea flour and flavoured with crispy bits of flour, crushed peanuts, coriander and 
spices. It is usually served for breakfast.  The girls liked it even better with a dash of fresh lime and 
chilli flakes.  
 



Take when crossing the main roads, pedestrians do not have the right of way and although the cars 
are right hand drive, they are also on the right side of the road. We were told that after the army 
took over; the traffic direction moved from the left side to the right to signify a cut off with the 
colonial masters who built the roads. So it was really confusing as the drivers have blind spots when 
they turn the vehicles. Motorcycles were not found in the city centre and only in villages. Most 
vehicles were white as that was a colour of purity. 
 
We had quick stop-over at Lake Inya which was built by the British as a water reservoir.  It was 
picturesque as the place was well maintained as the elite have their homes in this area. When Aung 
San Su Kyi was under house arrest for 15 years; she was living at her lakeside home here.   The 
Yangon University is in the vicinity; so a favourite hangout for courting couples.  
 
Our money changer experience - Just before we left for the money changer, ML realised she left 
behind all her new US (which was the money she was to pay the tour operators); so a scramble in 
the van to pool enough US$ to pay the agent. A useful tip; make sure you bring your US currency in 
crisp mint condition to get the current market exchange rates. Any creases or folds in your notes can 
potentially result in a 10% reduction in exchange for their local currency kyat. Their smaller notes 
had seen better days and often soiled. Thankfully we had crisp 100 Ringgit which the money changer 
accepted.  I had US$ which I could not use to pay for our rooms. So forget your US dollar experiences 
in Cambodia or the Philippines where you can use US $1 to buy your trivial stuff on the street. The 
only place which accepted our US dollar regardless of the condition of the notes was a wholesaler 
who sold jade pieces in the west wing corner lot in Scott Market (colonial name) aka Bogyoke Aung 
Sang Market.  We made our purchases for trinkets there. At the time of our visit, the estimate we 
used was US$1=1,000 kyat- which made calculation on costs much easier. 
 
We decided to drop off our luggage at the hotel which will give us an opportunity to freshen up. It 
was a good decision – as there was a mess up on our booking. Our organiser, ML completed an 
online booking with AirAsia for 3 nights’ accommodation x 3 rooms in Millennium hotel. She printed 
the first page which said – your booking is confirmed. In hindsight,  I had earlier insisted she send me 
the entire booking details; so had printed all the pages which specifically said 3 twin sharing room 
for 3 nights for so and so; with breakfast and wifi.  When we got to Millennium we were told 
booking.com sent the papers for 1 room only for 3 nights. My papers became very useful to secure 
the remaining 2 rooms at discounted rates– moral of the story; produce every paper even what is on 
the dotted lines. We would have to pay walk-in rates if we did not have the papers. 
 
ML’s saga did not end. She thought the slip of paper in her hands was a receipt and crushed it, and 
chucked it next to the ash tray.  Thankfully her sister, Mei Ching was looking for her 
arrival/departure slip as the hotel reception left it on their desk after taking a photocopy of our 
passports. ML realised hers was missing too and again a frenzied search for the missing tiny bit of 
paper. I spotted the crushed papers, opened it and there it was,  her departure papers. 
 
As we had a coach tour of the city sights on our way from the airport, and our tour guide suggested 
we visit Dala which was a small township located to the south of Yangon River. We were told that it 
was a contrast to the busy streets of Yangon.  We embarked at Pansodan Jetty, paying US$4 each 
(4,000 kyats while the locals pay 100 kyat).  The ferry ride on plastic chairs on the upper deck itself 
was a highlight as it gave us a taste of the local life. It was a pretty quick and comfortable 20 minutes 
trip. The hawkers had with their wares of eggs, (quail eggs were popular), Burmese snacks, betel 
nuts and sireh leaves and cut fruits.  At the Dala jetty, you will be jostled by passengers eager to get 
out with their shopping from the city (mainly household stuff).  
 



We took a rickshaw ride (5,000 kyat per person) to view the rural life that unfolded before us. It was 
bumpy ride and some of the seats really narrow so can be uncomfortable for the 2-3 hours tour. We 
did make a couple of stops enroute. The villagers we passed by were cheerful, blissful despite their 
poverty stricken conditions.  Most of them walked, cycle or move on motorbikes. Many of them 
lived in tiny huts without electricity and stagnant water amidst the strewn rubbish, discarded plastic 
bottles. They were only allowed a window of 2 hours each evening to collect water from the ponds 
for use. It really broke our hearts to see young boys and girls walking to and fro barefooted, 
balancing on a pole two buckets of water to fill big earthen wares in their homes.  Along the way, 
young men with tattoo were playing chinlone which is similar to sepak takraw.  We saw young 
mothers nursing babies with young children in tow many barefooted or in clothes that had seen 
better days.  At the village sundry shop, we stopped by to purchase cakes and sugared drinks for 
distribution at one of the stops where our guides have been a regular visitors. 
 
Nothing much grows well due to the poor quality of the soil which was often water logged. It was 
only at the furthest part of the village, we saw the cultivation of rice. Here we stopped to distribute 
the goodies. The children recognised Candy, who was the accountant of the tour agency we used 
and they were all lined up even before we started to distribute the stuff. The children were delighted 
with just a small prepacked cake slice and drinks. Our kids at home won’t even give this stuff a 
second glance.  
 
Most of us struck a conversation with our riders as they can speak decent English having learnt from 
tourists.  I was told in Dala the community was made up of mainly Buddhist, Catholics and Muslims 
and they all live in harmony. I saw monasteries, a catholic church and a mosque.  Despite their hard 
lives they were happy and during tourist season, they make more money. There are days when they 
don’t have any customers and they go home empty handed. My rider was only 30 and have 2 
children age 12 and 10. A quick calculation, he become a father at 18; and the cycle goes on.  
 
For me, the visit to Dala was one the highlights of the entire tour and took me back to the days when 
I went on mission trips to Vietnam and Cambodia when I was more surefooted.  Emotionally it was 
exhausting and we all dozed off in the van to the city. It was now time to experience Chinatown.  The 
streets of Yangon were designed in a grid system; and Chinatown was from Street 18-24. So you 
can’t really get lost in the day time but at night, it could be pretty dark and if you rely on the street 
signs or shops as your landmark you can get confused as most of the shops turn off their lights. Only 
30% of Myanmar has electricity supply and only in recent years the bigger towns have a steady 
supply.  
 
Chinatown is busy in the evenings when the street are teem with vendors selling fruits, fresh 
produce to ready to eat local cuisine. We did not want to put our stomach at risk as the food was 
enhanced with road dust and potential spill over spit from the betel chewing locals. Our guide took 
us to 19 Street, filled mainly with tourists, beer and store display of meat, fish, seafood in skewers to 
be grilled over a barbeque pit.  We ordered stir fried noodles, local ikan bakar and chomped down 
bland seafood skewers (rubbery cuttlefish).  Candy was enjoying his meal of deep fried crickets. We 
left for our hotel at 54 Street to crash out and decided for a late start the next day. 
 
On our second day, we ventured into the outskirts to Kyauktan District. It was over an an hour drive 
out of Yangon and was a win win situation as our guide Richard came from this district. It meant he 
could also meet his lovely wife whom he has not seen for a while as he stays in Yangon to look after 
his 90+ year old mum. As you pass through the small villages along the way, there are toll charges; 
US$10 cents which we were told goes back to the welfare of the local community.  We visited the 
YELE pagoda which was in the middle of the river. The steps leading to the ferry were slippery as 
certain parts were made of marble and well-rounded cobblestone. We got into a small boat and had 



to take off our shoes. Even before I managed to take off my shoes we were already at the 
disembarkation point to the pagoda.  As it rained earlier, it was even more difficult for me to 
manage barefooted with my walking stick. We spent 20 minutes with opportunities to feed the huge 
catfish splashing at the edges of the structure. We got back onto the boat and were thankful that 
Lee Choo had a supply of wipes to clean our feet. The assistant who helped the boat operator was 
really good because he could remember who wore which pair of shoes. Bring plenty of wipes if you 
intend to visit pagodas as you have to take off your shoes and dressed appropriately.  
 
Kyauktan is a small village and the centre of activities was in the market area.  (I can see vivid 
similarities of our old Seremban market in the 1950/60s before it was burnt down). Trays of betel 
nuts, sireh leaves, long bars of yellow soap (the labour brand your grandma/mother have to cut; 
multipurpose for washing dishes, clothes and even bathing). Tucked at the end of the market were 
the clothes, shoes, cloth section – like our old chat-kar-tow. There were an array of fruits; castor 
apples, avocado, papayas, melons and banana.  
 
I can’t recollect the order of events for the entire trip but remembered we went to a nice restaurant 
called Monson (recommended). For the ambience, good service it was not expensive; close to US$4 
for a big plate of basil chicken with rice and a refreshing glass of fresh mango juice. For light eaters, 
the one serving is enough for two.  
 
Then it was off to more temples. This time it was it was off to Chaukhragyi Paya, the giant reclining 
Buddha. I had decided it was too much effort to take off my shoes for the walk about; so I gave this a 
miss and sat outside waiting. I had read that originally this was a standing Buddha but toppled some 
years ago and was eventually replaced with a reclining version. 
 
Traffic in Yangon can be challenging in some parts of town, so we hurried on to Shwedagon Pagoda; 
which was one of the most important religious and must visit sites in Yangon. The giant golden dome 
stupa is the city’s most prominent landmark. I was told much of the structure was covered in gold 
and you must see the sunset from the top of the pagoda. Again, I was not game to do a barefooted 
hour walkabout so was happy to rest in the van to accompany ML and doze off (we also made a 
saving of 8,000 kyatts each).  
 
The girls returned after spending over 80 minutes at the pagoda. We were all pretty tired and 
decided to have an early dinner – take away; Burmese KFC. Two pieces of chicken, with coke and a 
choice of white rice or French fries for 3,900 kyatt (Almost US$3.90) Meanwhile we added a few 
more Burmese words to our vocabulary; the most potent being citeh – which means I love you and 
we reciprocated with favours when our on-site actress, Zip expressed them. 
 
On the third day, we decided to take the Yangon Circular Train ride. That was our first experience of 
a 6 passenger in a taxi ride. The circular loop train route in Yangon was built by the British in 1954 
(when some of us were born). It runs for 29 miles stops at 39 stations and takes 3 hours to complete. 
It was a great way to have a glimpse of the life and culture in the outskirts of town.  
 
We arrived at the main station and had no idea what to do as there was no signage in English.  We 
bought the tickets which cost 300 kyatts but no idea which platform to go to. The locals figured out 
our hand signs and soon we were on the train along with fresh vegetables and livestock to be 
transported.  
 
This bumpy ride travels at a snail’s pace through 38 stations while vendors hop on and off between 
stops selling boiled peanuts, fruits and Myanmar traditional food (bring your own water). This tour is 
rough and rugged though, so if you are expecting an air-conditioned, comfy train ride this isn't for 



you. Just massive and buzzing with energy, vendors were tending to their ware. Much to our 
amusement we saw a local skilfully tucking quail eggs in his longyi. (sarong like garb for local men) 

With no air-con and slightly uncomfortable seating on this basic train, feel free to take the vendors’ 
lead and hop off with them as your ticket allows off-and-on-again privileges. There was a vendor 
who was not able to unload on time and she had to get down at the next stop; cart her remaining 
ware down, cross the track and catch another train to get back to her original point of disembarking.  

We sat next to a local us who worked in Malaysia for a number of years and spoke good English. We 
carried on a delightful conversation about his Malaysian experiences.  He also warned us to be 
careful as just before he got off, a few ruffians who just got on to our carriage. He repeatedly 
warned that we should be careful and look after our stuff and avoid conversation with them. We 
noted that these guys seemed like checking us up.  We then decided we should hop off at a one of 
the bigger stop and meander through the village. Not sure what was the stop we got off but were 
thankful they did not get down as well. We landed in the Mayangone Township and had coffee in 
the low plastic stools among the locals. A few schoolboys were approached us to practice their 
English; the teachers obliged and gave free lessons.  We back on the train for our return leg to 
Yangon. May Ling almost did not get back the train as she struggle to manage the steps up the train; 
so you have to be quick. This time we got into a carriage that looked like a vegetable market. One 
lady was scrapping coconut and she managed to finish two halves before she got off.  Lai Meng 
helped another sort and bundle up eggplants.  

When the train came to a standstill, we were not sure if we reached our final destination as not 
many people got off. We asked in sign language, a couple sitting next to us; “Here Yangon? “They 
gestured that there was one more stop. We were a bit surprised as a few minutes later; they were 
giggling and got off the train.  We asked a passing man in uniform if we arrived in Yangon and again 
he said one more stop. Zip stuck her head out of the windows and recognised the familiar façade 
right across the track. It was not far from where we got up in Yangon. We scramble down and two 
minutes later, the train moved and we were thankful for our guardian angels throughout the entire 
journey.  It was a journey which we all enjoyed. 

Not sure what to do next and we thought we should go to a mall for food. ML was adamant we walk 
to Ang San Market which she said was around the corner according to the map. It was already 1.00 
pm. in the afternoon and certainly did not go down well with the Puteri Lilins. It certainly was not 
around the corner as we had to deal getting across several main roads where cars don’t stop for 
pedestrians and you are not sure which side of the road they are.  Hot; flustered and needing a pee; 
we passed by Station Hotel where the debate was still going on where to eat. I walked into the 
coffee house to cool off and the prices were reasonable; instant decision made to eat here. We had 
a good lunch and Zip and Lee Choo enjoyed their sandwiches. We recognised the KFC which was 
further down the road and recognised our bearings. Opposite KFC was Parkson Mall and outside the 
mall were local stalls.  Yippe… At last, some local shopping.  At the entrance of Parkson was a 
Singaporean Café, they served Kopi-O which was to our palate. After cooling ourselves in Parkson, 
we were game to walk the streets again. It was a good thing we did, cos there it was Aung San 
market – aka Scott Market which our guide had introduce the colonial name took us on our first day.  
It was tucked not far from Parkson. We found a wholesaler for jade trinkets who accepted US$ 
regardless of their condition. The vendors started packing at 4.30 p.m. as the place officially closes at 
5.00. 

Back to the hotel, 6 in a taxi for again, this time Lai Meng offered to recline in the boot compartment 
with the gas cylinder. We had a fit laughing ourselves silly all the way back to the hotel. We decided 
to try out dinner at the restaurant as we were moving out the next day. The restaurant had a nice 



night view of the Sule Pagoda. After dinner, we decided to practise and dedicate a song to our 
wonderful guide and driver. It was an old song, Oh Malaysia – ML could not remember the lyrics, so 
our actress Zip tried to do the actions. Again we laughed until someone could not hold her pee. 

The next day we checked out of our hotel and transferred to Agga Youth Hostel at 12th Street. We 
prepared ourselves for the worst; not knowing what to expect. The girls left their heavy luggage with 
us in the tiny room and left for the airport to Mandalay. We tried to ignore the musky smelling room 
and swat the mosquitoes and tiny insects. At least they gave us bottled drinking water.  I asked if 
they had hot water to make a cup of coffee and the bell boy pointed me to the hot shower. Boy, we 
were down for an interesting 5 nights stay. The bright side was; I had contacted a former colleague 
Sandar Myint and she came over to take us out for a meal and had a chance to try the local version 
of bovine spare parts and a hot stir fried cooked meal. Sandar walked us to Chinatown but it was too 
wet and we decided to call it a night and traffic too close for our comfort. 

Next day, Sandar took us and her mum to the Allied War Memorial/Tau Kkyan War Cemetery. It was 
quite a drive out of town and was a popular place with the local for photo-shoots as the graves were 
neat with well-kept gardens.  We went to a high end Burmese restaurant for lunch. It was interesting 
as it was like our chap fun restaurant. You pick out what you want and they heat it up before serving 
you. We dropped off at the Cultural Village which did not have many activities as there was no 
crowd.  

Ming galabar – is a greeting; it can mean hello or how are you.  It can also be used for good morning, 
good afternoon. Yah bah day means it’s OK. Throughout the trip, we met Myanmarese who had 
experiences working in Malaysia. Both the restaurant supervisors in the Millennium Hotel and Agga 
Hotel had worked in Malaysia, so could speak Bahasa and some English which was useful when we 
need information.  They were amused as our conversation brought back memories of their time in 
Malaysia.  Tida, the supervisor from Agga Hotel took Zip and I to a local night market (Kye Myin 
Diang Market) which was an interesting experience and we went back to the place again and 
brought the girls as well.  Zip not only got the alteration done for US$1 but bought more outfits over 
the course of the next few visits. Tida and her husband took us to a local street stall that served Shan 
noodles. Finally, we had a chance to try it. We did not try it earlier as you see the vendors mixing it 
with their bare hands. Our Malaysian kong low uses chopsticks and a ladle; not in Yangon. This stall 
they wore disposable gloves. Shan noodle is a simple dish of sticky noodles with a thin broth of garlic 
and black pepper. They are tossed in a sweet 5 spice sauce with bits of ground pork or chicken, 
topped with chopped coriander.  The red pepper sauce reminds one of the Thai sweet chilli sauces. 
 
It had rained on two of the mornings after the girls left for Mandalay; so Zip and I were content to 
have a lie-in to recharge. We had no plans what to do when we were in Yangon; so we walked 
around to experience the city. Ask the locals to write the names of the places in the local language 
you want to go and your hotel. That way you don’t have to explain.  We went into Chinatown again 
and both of us did not enjoy the experience. It was overwhelming as it was busy and the wet 
cobblestone could be slippery.  The walkpath were narrow and you had to avoid crashing into 
shoppers who suddenly stop to make a purchase. We had wanted to visit the Myanmar Mall but the 
locals we spoke to advice against it as they said it was a distance away and expensive as the products 
were imported. It was likely what we can see in our malls back home. Zip stocked up some local beer 
while I bought several cans of espresso. We revisited some of the places we had been to earlier. I 
picked up an electrical mug for RM10 which could have been handy when we needed hot water for a 
caffeine fix. As our second hotel did not have a full restaurant service, we found a nearby café 
serving good coffee. Although our second hotel was not as nice as the earlier hotel, the services of 
all the staff were superb.  By the time the girls returned from Mandalay (8 hours bus ride with only 4 



toilet breaks) we were such good friends with the staff. As we had to move to triple sharing rooms 
when the girls returned, we certainly got some of the best rooms in the hotel.  
 
The final 2 days passed quickly and time to be collected to the airport. Both Richard and Candy came 
to send us off. Earlier la-de Zip had bought some blouses and Candy offered to add sequins and 
beads to make it look even nicer. This man stayed up to do the beadwork. On the way to the airport, 
we diverted to the white elephant zoo in Hsin Hpyu Daw Park. The predominantly Buddhist nation 
have traditionally treasured white elephants, whose rare appearances in the country are believed to 
herald good fortune, including power and political change. White elephants according to Burmese 
culture foster stability, peace and prosperity in a nation. I think they have a pigmentation 
disorder/albino so they looked pinkish. It was heart breaking to see them chained up. I was told that 
in the evenings they are released and the monks take them up to the nearby hills. Originally there 
were 3 elephants but one went mad and killed his handler. I did not want to know what happened.  
 
We had a stopover meal before we arrived at the airport and soon it was home sweet home. 
 

 
We were informed that Swee Khoon (James) was going to be in town just after we landed back in 
Malaysia after our Myanmar holidays. Koon organised the dinner in Seremban. As I was not there for 
dinner due to a prior commitment, I can’t tell the tale of what transpired. Gather Fui and Swee 
Khoon relived the saga of their school day fight which resulted broken front teeth for James. Sing 
Khow planned a separate drinks session in PJ Hilton which also saw a good turn out as many haven’t 
seen US based Swee Khoon since he left school. Down memory lane- The javelin which could have 
hurt Lai Cheng seriously was enacted and the glorious days of ACS sports days and days in the offices 
of the late Mr Ng Bee Hoon. The chat room has since been buzzing now that James is added and the 
origin of Shanti and Nanyang houses continues. 
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