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The Plan (and a couple of acknowledgements) 

 

The focus of our holiday was to look for birds in some of Yunnan Provinceôs 

mountainous areas, running along a long arc from Ruili in the south-west, north-easterly 

to Zhongdian (or Shangri-La) on the eastern edge of the Tibetan Plateau (see map below). 

Once more we used the services of the Chengdu-based travel agency Sichuan China 

Youth Travel Service, who planned a tour of 27 days for us. While birding provided the 

focus, Yunnan features much ethnic diversity, scenery, good food and a relaxed and safe 

atmosphere. Barry-Sean Virtue joined me for our eighth holiday together. We are still 

friends. 

 



Whilst most of the key birding sites can be visited in much less time than we allowed, I 

always like to spend more time so that non-birding activities can be explored, particularly 

opportunities to interact and learn more about local people and customs (this means 

drinking alcohol in the street).  

  

It has been said that mammals are hard to see in the parts of Yunnan we were to visit. 

Those that said this were proven correct. 

 

Fortunately birding legend Dion Hobcroft had travelled much the same route as we did 

and he started only ten or so days before us. He called us on the mobile a couple of times 

with important site tips; and later our guide would call Dionôs ex-guide to ask questions. 

This added much value to our trip and more importantly, enabled us to see more birds 

than Dion did. Well, we had an extra week or so, but the handicapper said that this was 

fair. 

 

One of the trip reports we were carrying was written by Jemi and John Holmes. Fate 

determined that I would meet in Tengchong where the Holmesô reinforced the value of 

staying at the Higherland Inn above Old Dali in the Cang Shen Mountains National 

Geopark. This site was a trip highlight for us.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



Itinerary  (as executed) ï changes were made from the original itinerary as we went 

along 

 

General comments on sites visited are included in the Diary section (below). 

Day 0: Friday March 13 

¶ Left Sydney at 0835 on Cathay Pacific CX110 

¶ Arrive Hong Kong at 1450 

Day 1: Saturday March 14 

¶ At Mai Po Marshes, Hong Kong 

Day 2: Sunday March 15 

¶ At Tai Po Kau Nature Reserve, Hong Kong  

 

Day 3: Monday March 16 

 

¶ Fly to Kunming at 1155 on Dragonair KA0760 

¶ Arrival at Kunming at 1425 

¶ Birding at Dianchi Lake and Xishan (West Hill) 

¶ Overnight at New Golden Flower Hotel, Kunming 

 

Day 4: Tuesday March 17 

¶ Birding at Xishan in the morning,  

¶ Fly to Mangshi (Luxi) with Lucky Air in the afternoon   

¶ Drive to Ruili 

¶ Overnight at Ruili Hotel 

 

Day 5: Wednesday March 18 

¶ Birding at Moli Waterfall Reserve, Wanding and Jiele Reservoir 

¶ Overnight at Ruili Hotel 

 

Day 6: Thursday March 19 

¶ Birding around the Nanjingli area                                          

¶ Overnight at Ruili Hotel 

 

Day 7: Friday March 20 

¶ Birding at Hu Sa Dong Shan (between Ruili and Yingjiang)                  

¶ Overnight at Dong Nan Hotel, Yingjiang 

 

Day 8: Saturday March 21 

¶ Birding in Tongbiguan Nature Reserve (between Yingjiang and Nabang)                   

¶ Overnight at Bianchui Hotel, Nabang 

 

 

 



Day 9: Sunday March 22  

¶ Birding at Xiamaudao (on the Burmese border in Nabang)                     

¶ Overnight at Bianchui Hotel, Nabang 

 

Day 10: Monday March 23 

¶ Birding in Rongshuwang area (the giant banyan tree site 20 minutes south of 

Nabang) 

¶ Overnight at Bianchui Hotel, Nabang 

 

Day 11: Tuesday March 24 

¶ Drive to Tengchong  

¶ Birding at Lai Feng Shan (in Tengchong) 

¶ Overnight at Hump Hotel, Tengchong 

 

Day 12: Wednesday March 25 

¶ Birding at Lai Feng Shan in the morning  

¶ Afternoon go to Yun Feng Shan Temple 

¶ Overnight at Yun Feng Shan Temple 

 

Day 13: Thursday March 26 

¶ Birding around Yun Feng Shan Temple 

¶ Overnight at Yun Feng Shan Temple 

 

Day 14: Friday March 27 

¶ Birding around Yun Feng Shan Temple in the morning 

¶ Return to Tengchong 

¶ Birding at Lai Feng Shan 

¶ Overnight at Hump Hotel, Tengchong 

 

Day 15: Saturday March 28 

¶ Birding at Bao Feng Temple (near Tengchong) 

¶ Drive to Long Wang Chau, birding along the way 

¶ Overnight at Long Wang Hostel, Long Wang Chau 

 

Day 16: Sunday March 29 

¶ Birding along the road over the main Gaoligong Range  

¶ Overnight at Baihauling (Gaoligong Reserve Station)  

 

Day 17: Monday March 30 

¶ Birding at Baihauling 

¶ Overnight at Gaoligong Reserve Station  

 

Day 18: Tuesday March 31 

¶ Birding at Baihauling 

¶ Overnight at Gaoligong Reserve Station 

 

 

 

 



Day 19: Wednesday April 1 

¶ Birding at Baihauling 

¶ Overnight at Gaoligong Reserve Station 

 

Day 20: Thursday April 2  

¶ Birding in Baoshan area (water reservoir + forested recreation park)  

¶ Overnight at Rui Bao Hotel, Baoshan 

 

Day 21: Friday April 3  

¶ Drive to Dali 

¶ Visit Dali Old Town and lake  

¶ Overnight at Tian Chi Hotel, Dali City 

 

Day 22: Friday April 4 

¶ Birding along the Cloudy Tourist Road 

¶ Overnight at Higherland Inn in Cang Shan National Geopark 

 

Day 23: Sunday April 5  

¶ Morning birding in Cang Shan 

¶ Drive to Lijiang 

¶ Birding in Lijiang area at Heilongtan Park (aka Black Dragon Pool Park)                            

¶ Overnight at Cai Lu Hotel, Lijiang 

 

Day 24: Monday April 6 

¶ Birding near Jade Dragon Snow Mountain and Lashi Hai Lake 

¶ Overnight at Cai Lu Hotel, Lijiang 

 

Day 25: Tuesday April 7 

¶ Birding on trail leading up from Lashi Hai Lake 

¶ Visit Tiger Leaping Gorge                           

¶ Overnight at Huanyingguanglin Hotel, Qiaotou 

 

Day 26: Wednesday April 8 

¶ Drive to Zhongdian birding along the way 

¶ Birding at Napa Lake 

¶ Visit Zhongdian Old Town 

¶ Overnight at Salong Hotel, Zhongdian 

 

Day 27: Thursday April 9 

¶ Birding at sites along the road to and beyond Postada NP  

¶ Visit Ganden Sumtseling Gompa Tibetan Buddhist Monastery and associated 

wetland 

¶ Overnight at Salong Hotel, Zhongdian 

 

Day 28: Friday April 10  

¶ Fly to Kunming  

¶ Slothing in Kunming            

¶ Overnight at New Golden Flower Hotel, Kunming 



 

Day 29: Saturday April 11  

¶ Birding at Xiashan  

¶ 1520 fly  to Hong Kong and connect to Sydney  

 

 
 

 

Sichuan China Youth Travel Service  

 

Sichuan China Youth Travel Service (SCYTS) arranged our itinerary and for all our 

transport, accommodation and guiding needs. On our previous tour of Sichuan we found 

the company to be honest, reliable and very competent, and this has not changed. Our 

contact was the very professional Ms Yia Min (or Kate). Once more we were quoted a 

very reasonable rate. SCYTS went to a considerable effort to arrange the itinerary and 

was always keen to help us with answering questions before our departure and allowing 

changes to the itinerary during the trip. This flexibility was invaluable as some sites were 

better than expected and vice versa. 

 



It should be noted that SCYTS arranges the ground content for many of the international 

birding companies that travel to Sichuan and Yunnan.  

 

SCYTS can be contacted at chinabird@tom.com. 

 

 

Our Guide  

 

Ming Wei, our licensed guide, spoke very good English and was suggested by our guide 

from a previous holiday in Sichuan, Zu Hang. Zu was unavailable at the time of our tour. 

Ming had been warned about birdwatchers and knew what to expect ï early starts, 

peculiar personalities (with strong tendencies toward alcoholism), list-making and the 

irrational joy that follows seeing ñlifersò.  

 

 
 

Long tours can sometimes wear friendships but Ming was as cheerful, unflappable and 

professional on the last day as he was on the first. Ming was generous (e.g., he knew 

about us wanting to drink coffee at breakfast so he had bought some for us) and regarded 

any possible question as a personal challenge if he didnôt know the answer. So in the 

evenings he would research the internet or his network of guiding friends and report back 

to us the next morning.  

 

Ming never complained about anything and was always punctual. Whilst he made no 

claims to know anything about birds I am sure his experience on this tour will enhance 

his knowledge and assist him when next he confronts a birding group. At least he now 

knows what a bulbul looks like. Ming also acts as a guide for Wendy Wu Tours. He is 

highly recommended for personal tours ï and can be emailed at 

franktigerwei@yahoo.com  

 

 

mailto:chinabird@tom.com
mailto:franktigerwei@yahoo.com


Our Driver  

 

Mr Bo (apparently drivers in China only have one name) hails from Tengchong in the 

bird-rich area of south-west Yunnan. His knowledge of birding sites and the road network 

anywhere between Ruili and Baoshan is encyclopaedic. Mr Bo has driven for foreign and 

local birders many times so he, too, knows what to expect. Once we reached Dali and 

beyond, Mr Bo was less certain. It was clear that neither he nor our guide could read a 

map. We met a lot of Chinese by virtue of roadside interviews. 

 

Mr Bo was punctual, cheerful, extremely obliging and if he had any complaints other 

than those associated with his delicate stomach, we failed to understand them. On the 

subject of Mr Boôs stomach I was tempted to write a paragraph or two, but suffice to say 

that he enjoyed a certain type of noodles. 

 

Mr Bo drove conservatively in comparison to those around us and despite being the 

instigator of a few curly overtaking manoeuvres, I would recommend him to others.   

 

We had two different vehicles ï a Mitsubishi Pajero (or ñPalfroò ï the wags at the factory 

must have rearranged the letters on one side of the car hoping nobody would notice and 

they were right ï up to a point), and a VW Santana. The Pajero was used on the cobbled 

roads as far as Baoshan and the VW thereafter. Neither vehicle is subject to any kind of 

depreciation when Mr Bo fills out his tax returns, and despite some ominous sounds 

coming from the vehiclesô engines, braking, steering, bearings, transmission, and on 

occasion, radio and driver, neither conveyance failed us.  

 

 

Wildlife (see also lists and notes at the end of the report) 

 

Along with trip reports from Jemi and John Holmes and a number of other birders, and 

notes and tips from Dion Hobcroft, we used MacKinnon and Phillippôs Birds of China. 

For mammals we relied on the knowledge that we were unlikely to see any.   

 

We identified 352 different birds and a variety of squirrels in Yunnan and Hong Kong. 

316 of these birds were seen in Yunnan Province. We were very happy with this, as the 

number of rare or regionally endemic birds was quite high. 

  

Unusually for my rather irrelevant trip reports, this one has a bit of detail on birds seen 

and site notes in the diary section. There are a few reasons for this. Firstly there are not a 

lot of useful trip reports for Yunnan. Secondly our driver, Mr Bo, has driven a lot of 

Chinese birders to sites not featured on any of the trip reports that I had seen. And finally 

we discovered quite a few birds that had not featured in the trip reports of others, or were 

shown as out of range on the site maps in MacKinnon. These birds were all seen at times 

of the day before we started drinking. And I guess a contributing factor was that 

mammals were so elusive (or eaten) that we needed something else to do. 

 

Apparently ñout of rangeò birds are not all that surprising in Yunnan. It has not been 

studied as much as many regions in of Asia, and the whole patch is subject to seasonal 

visitors and passage migrants, particularly at the time of our visit. Additionally most birds 



cannot read field guides, have wings and do rather better than many people when they are 

truly lost. 

 

We failed to see a number of key species. Some, like collared myna, were not searched 

for, whilst others were just missed. Interestingly we found some target birds at known 

birding sites but unrecorded at these sites in the trip reports of others. 

 

Ruili was very birdy and we should have spent an extra day or two there. Other really 

good sites were Lai Feng Shan Park in Tengchong and the area around Zhongdian. We 

stayed for four nights at the much-celebrated Baihauling. Our visit there intersected with 

wet and very cold weather so we came away less than excited although we still managed 

a few good birds. 

 

As an aside I would think that birding by public transport in Yunnan would be quite 

difficult and would result in much time wasted. 

 

Our bird list does not feature many warblers. You can draw your own conclusions about 

this. Personally I found it liberating to ignore all warblers that had wing bars. Chairman 

Mao had the wrong list of targets when he thought he could prevail over wildlife. An 

attempt at getting rid of Phylloscopus warblers might have been a greater legacy. 

 

 
                                          grey-headed flying squirrel 
 

Mammals were tough. Aside from a treeshrew all the other mammals seen were 

squirrels, with the best being a sleepy grey-headed flying-squirrel seen sunning itself in 

the middle of the afternoon in a park in Baoshan. Mammal spoor corresponded with 

various small cats (probably leopard cat and jungle cat) and a deer or two. We heard a 

crashing and bounding sound in the forest near Nabang that would be consistent with a 



fleeing swamp wallaby, but I would suggest that these would be rarely seen in Yunnan. 

We didnôt go spotlighting as we rarely stayed anywhere near a forest.  

 

 
 

Reptiles ï a few scurrying skinks were seen but not cared about.  

 

Insects (annoying) ï kamikaze flies that want to live in your eyes were an irritation 

around Ruili and Nabang. 

 

Insects (not annoying) ï almost none. 

 

 
 

 



Food    

 

We ate in a variety of outlets ranging from restaurants where untalented singers yelled 

and rather more talented cloned female dancers colourfully moved about, to the grubbiest 

imaginable family run shoeboxes and street stalls. If you have now formed an image of 

grubby - and you have not been to China - then you have not formed the correct image so 

get rid of it.  

 

The food was always fresh and tasty, sufficient for our needs and delivered quickly and 

with a smile. Just like restaurant food in Australia isnôt. Complimentary green tea is a 

feature of every meal except breakfast (which is when you might actually want tea). 

 

 
 

 



As we spent some time along the Burmese border we had the advantage of eating some 

Burmese specialties. Food popular in Sichuan was also common. As Yunnan is awash 

with every type of vegetable, fruit and fungus imaginable we never tired of eating. I think 

that the food in Yunnan was probably the freshest, tastiest, most varied and cheapest I 

have had on any overseas trip. This is a big callé...  

 

Food was very inexpensive with meals ranging in price from about $A0.25 to $A3.00. 

Whilst many of the ñrestaurantsò looked pretty disgusting Barry-Sean and I only 

managed to get sick once each.    

 

 

Hong Kong and Chinese people  

 

I cannot emphasise how safe you feel walking the streets or forests of Hong Kong or 

Yunnan Province. Here the similarities end. 

 

Aside from some members of the Hong Kong Birdwatching Society we found the vast 

majority of people we met or saw in Hong Kong to be sad, boring, listless and downright 

unattractive compared to the billion or so on the other side of ñthe fenceò. We couldnôt 

even get babies to laugh or cry in Hong Kong, even when actively tormenting them. We 

were told that the fence separating Hong Kong from the mainland is to stop hordes of 

Chinese looking for work and swamping Hong Kong. Why? The razor wire is on the 

wrong side. 

 

 
 

When we arrived in Kunming we were greeted by beaming children, smiling adults and 

very energetic people who looked to be high on life. Try it and see for yourself. 



 

During our stay in Yunnan we travelled in areas populated, in part, by a number of ethnic 

minorities. These included the Burmese and Dai people along the border from Ruili to 

Nabang and to a lesser extent, Tengchong. This area had a distinct South-East Asian 

look, smell and feel, but with far fewer mangy dogs. The Yi people proved elusive but we 

saw some of their houses I am told. Bai folk dominated Dali, while the Naxi had Lijiang 

as their stronghold. Tiger Leaping Gorge held the ethnically rare Muosuo ï known for 

their odd understanding of the concept of marriage (look it up). As Zhongdian lies within 

a Tibetan Autonomous Prefecture (whatever that means), Tibetans and their distinctive 

architecture were dominant there. 

 

A trained eye might be able to spot the physical differences between many of the Chinese 

ethnic minorities but for the likes of us the womenôs clothing and the styles of housing 

were the most obvious clues. 

 

 
 

All the people we met were friendly and welcoming. Many were genuinely excited to 

interact with us. A simple walk in the street could result in many splendid, joyful and 

even moving encounters. We were certainly a curiosity to many, as foreign tourists are 

very rare over much of Yunnan. We spent the first three weeks without seeing another 

foreigner. We just loved the place. 

 

The children of Yunnan were the holidayôs highlight for me. Kids of all ages waved 

enthusiastically, smiled and often became quite animated as they said ñhelloò or ñbye-

byeò. It is no exaggeration to say that at times we had a simultaneous ñhelloò from 

hundreds of kids. They tried all sorts of tricks to get to talk with us or have our photos 

taken with them. Teenage girls tried (with moderate success) to smuggle us inside their 

schools; they tried (with no success) to take us home to meet their family ï at least that is 

what I hope they intended to do; and if we saw them two days running they would ask us 

if we remembered them. I canôt remember an unhappy kid and come to think of it I canôt 

remember too many fatties either. And guess how much graffiti we saw? 

 



 
 

If the future of China is predicated by the behaviour and attitude of its children now, then 

it has a bright future indeed. I might offer just a couple of tips for them ï stop cutting 

down trees and throw away the slingshots. I guess these are boy-specific tips. Come to 

think of it the world might be a better place with just girls (and me). 

 

Whilst Yunnanese (if thatôs a word) of all ages were curious about us generally, they 

were far more interested in our lower legs and feet. Barry-Seanôs thong-clad feet were of 

particular interest to people of all ages, ethnic backgrounds and sex. Many would chance 

a sly glance as they passed, but at times group ogling would occur. This was often 

accompanied by shocked grunts, groans and grimaces. At times we feared riots. Barry-

Sean was so affected by this that he was wont to shower with his socks on. Maybe his 

feet offended some ancient Feng Shui principle. 

 

 
 

wow ï look at those feet!! 



 

I have one other minor criticism of some Yunnan folk. They have an amazing propensity 

for making noise in scenic or forested places and outside three star hotels in the middle of 

the night. Some of the noises are associated with normal, but generally private, bodily 

functions whilst others seem to be more associated with the previously unknown sport of 

ñPissing off Steve Anyon-Smith while he is trying to look at something or sleepò. They 

didnôt seem to bother each other so my passing will go unnoticed. I guess it may have 

been possible that they were yelling to each other about Barry-Seanôs feet but I have no 

proof of this. 

 

 

Hot els  

 

Hotels remain the only accommodation option for most tourists, including us. Camping 

would be brilliant, safe and allow close access to some great sites but camping hasnôt 

caught on in China. There is a business opportunity here ï seriously. 

 

SCYTS booked mainly three star hotels for us, and these more than met our needs, 

despite my petty comments about cleanliness and functional plumbing. They were all 

safe and secure.  

 

Hotel room layouts appear to be dictated by the government ï they are all the same 

except for the toilet flushing systems (see Toilets). As with Sichuan, no hotel room has 

ever seen any maintenance so any star rating system is nonsense. Barry-Sean surveyed 

hotels in Tengchong to test this hypothesis. He found that a no star hotel was every bit as 

good as a three star, in our case the oddly named ñHump Hotelò. Iôm not sure if the 

ñHumpò is a reference to camels or rooms that can be hired by the hour. 

 

Beds in Chinese hotels are all wonderfully firm. I loved them. This is important after 

your cold shower. 

 

Travel tip ï always disconnect the room phone before retiring, unless of course youôre 

undiscriminating enough to want the nocturnal special service ñhouse lucky dipò. My 

choice of words here is not based on any personal experience, but on the observations of 

others.  

 

Hotel front desk staff often require guests to provide a little information about themselves 

based on the contents of their passports, school grades, batting averages and the 

likelihood that the hotel condoms, genital sterilisation kits and personal lubricants will be 

sufficient for their stay. My current passport owns two previous Chinese visas and these 

were the ones the front desk would copy. Any suggestion from me that these were 

yesterdayôs news would be ignored. They would dutifully copy the details and then just 

to make sure, they would put them on a scanner. And while this was going on they would 

try to avoid eye contact and do their best to ignore our feet. 

 

One of the good features of hotels is the bottled / boiling water machines in the rooms. 

But you must bring your own coffee and spoon (Ming - by the way, thanks again for the 

coffee). Some hotels even accept the fact that you are going to do some washing in the 

bathroom (like everyone does everywhere) and offer tips on where you can hang it ï very 

civilised! 



 

Kevin Rudd and harmony  

 

Krudd is very well known in China it appears. Since his speech in Mandarin two things 

have happened: 

¶ The Australian media and the Australian Liberal Party had a field day dumping 

shit on him, and  

¶ Ordinary Chinese people love him for speaking in their language. 

 

I really shouldnôt write about important things that I have little knowledge of, but hey, 

my opinion here might just be reasonable, who knows? Here goes. Chinese people crave 

acceptance from foreigners (unlike the citizens of some Western countries). There are 

many reasons for this I am sure. 

 

I made a bit of a joke about ñharmonyò in Yunnan with Barry-Sean and our new friends. 

But thinking more about the word and its application to the Chinese, it all starts to make 

more sense to me. The attitudes and behaviour of the people we met and their interactions 

with one another, their families, community and presumably everyone else in the country 

suggest to me that Chinese society is far more harmonious than anything I have seen in 

the West. I am not necessarily an advocate for a one party political system or a long list 

of crimes that should see people executed. All I am saying is that if visitors to China keep 

their eyes open and their prejudices to a minimum they will learn much that is very 

positive about human relationships and social harmony without needing to learn a single 

word of Mandarin. In fact it probably helps if you donôt learn the language. 

 

Normal transmission now resumeséé 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Weather  

 

Our holiday was supposed to coincide with the late winter / early spring dry period. 

Ming, our guide, reconfirmed this. When rain was forecast on the TV news, Ming 

explained that rain would not occur, as it was the dry season in Yunnan. When it 

subsequently rained he sensibly announced the start of the wet season.  

 

The wet weather was more of a nuisance than a misery, although unfortunately our time 

at Baihauling, a premier birding site, was more wet than dry. 

 

Temperatures were variable ranging from near freezing nights at Zhongdian to daytime 

highs of around 30
o
 at Ruili. 

 

Beer and Wine etc  

 

Not much can be said about the quality of beer and wine in Yunnan. Every town and 

village seemed to have beer with a different label but they all tasted the same, or else they 

would have if they had any taste. One ñpopularò beer is named Tsingtao. Ming told us 

that ñTsingtaoò is an acronym for ñThis Shit Is No Good Try Another Oneò. There would 

really be no point in doing this. On the positive side, beer was available just about 

everywhere and was very cheap, costing as little as $A0.60 for a longneck. There is an 

added benefit ï the beer at home (if you donôt live in the USA) tastes so much better 

when you get back. Perhaps there is another business opportunity hereé 

 

We tried a Yunnan-bred Cab Sav that cost us around $A10 for a bottle. We ended up 

drinking it anyway. It would not be saleable in Australia at any price. We did not try any 

other wine. 

 

Other medicinal end-of-day fluids could be procured. These were contained in small 

green, brown or clear bottles. The labels contained lots of information that may have been 

relevant to the contents but we couldnôt be sure about this. Despite years of exposure to 

obscure foreign spirits the contents of the small bottles confounded our alcohol 

identification skills. We had no idea what we were drinking or even if we were supposed 

to drink it in the first place ï for all we knew tree poison might have been sold next to the 

beer and wine. We agreed on one thing - there was no way to make it taste good. We 

tried mixing it with anything ranging from cold coffee to coconut milk but the principal 

ingredients shone through. These concoctions are highly recommended, although we left 

a number of roadside trees dead in our wake. 

 

Mr Bo offered us a clear fluid sourced, I think, from a Tibetan familyôs dog. It tasted 

vaguely like something we once drank in Nepal after everything else alcoholic in the 

Langtang Valley had been exhausted. It was nice, I think.  

 

Roads and t raffic  

 

Driving in China relies on the art of not hitting anything. Whilst this is a universal 

principle, in China drivers make a number of assumptions: 

¶ biggest wins (no surprises here), 



¶ the other guy thinks the same as you do and is just as impatient, in a harmonious 

sort of way,  

¶ there is still some room to miss everything (even if measured in millimetres), 

and 

¶ an accident would cause massive loss of face (or chest, leg, groin etc), and much 

harmony would also be lost. 

 

Overtaking is compulsory in all situations. 

 

Drivers in China know very little about the machines they operate. Someone must have 

told all of them that fuel can be saved by driving around in a gear that is at least two gears 

too high. Occasionally I found it hard to relax whilst continuously saying to myself 

ñplease change downò. 

 

The roads in Yunnan are not too bad. Many are cobbled and whilst the ride can be noisy, 

there are few car-swallowing surprises. The lack of signposting would make hiring and 

driving a car yourself, which is illegal for foreigners anyway, utterly impossible. Traffic 

is not too heavy anywhere, and if drivers did not have the habit of stopping in the middle 

of the road to have a chat with who knows who, then travel times would be lower. 

 

There is an image and a sound that is impossible for any visitor to Yunnan to forget. The 

Province is awash with small trucks with 36HP two cylinder belt-driven engines mounted 

forward of the cabin and totally exposed to the elements. These things carry everything - 

stone, bulk steel, wet concrete, food, each other, Chinese people, etc. They appear to be 

indestructible and they occur absolutely everywhere, often in long convoys. Happily they 

know their place in the hierarchy of things and quickly get out of the way of other 

vehicles.  

 

 



 

 
 

 

Scenery and the cost of viewing it  

 

There is much scenery in Yunnan, particularly from Dali through to Zhongdian, where 

deep gorges, snow capped mountains, rivers and exotic architecture are the norm. The 

whole region we visited is quite mountainous. Although primary forest was hard to find 

anywhere near a road there was plenty of good regrowth forest, interesting crops, people, 

vehicles, villages and signs in Chinglish to keep us entertained.   

 

Roadside scenery presented very good value for money. But many of the better 

photographic points had been strategically hidden behind entrance fee gates, sometimes 

many kilometres from anywhere that might offer a free sneak preview. Some entry fees 

were positively absurd. If you wish to visit the AAAAA Class Attraction known as Jade 

Dragon Snow Mountain (near Lijiang), then entry fees, chair lift tickets and the 

compulsory fee to ñpreserve Old Lijiangò would cost you well in excess of $A100 per 

person per day. Old Lijiang is a shopping mall that shows no signs of needing any further 

preservation and as Ming pointed out ï there is not a single building that constitutes of 

anything other than a tourist trinket shop or restaurant.    

 



 
 

We got sick of paying entrance fees, but domestic Chinese tourists donôt even blink at 

them. Jade Dragon Snow Mountain caters for many HUNDREDS of tourist BUSES 

daily. For me the continuous entry fees, even for places that turn out to be utterly boring 

or totally maintenance free, is one of the most disappointing features of travel in China. 

 

If there is any worthwhile scenery around Ruili we missed it on account of the worst 

smoke haze I have ever seen. I believe much of this comes from Burma. 

 

Toilets  

 

Another three hotel toilet flushing systems have been added to my burgeoning world list. 

All of our hotels had toilets, except one. This toilet-challenged example also had no 

shower, bucket or other container that might have held water, or the local equivalent 

thereof. See diary entry for Day 15. 

 

By far the most interesting toilet was one of those at the Yung Fen Shan Taoist 

Monastery. Incidentally you can determine when you are anywhere near a Taoist 

Monastery by the quality, density, displacement and variety of plastic and other rubbish 

that surrounds it.  

 

Anyway, the toilet. This wonderful bathroom is perched on the edge of a granite 

mountain. In fact the mountain forms a part of the convenience as some of the 

ñplumbingò is carved from it. The dunny is of the open plan style with sloping slots 

carved into the stone beneath the donors. Personal slots are angled downwards to the 

main carrier slot. The angle of the slots is critical. If the angle is too great then there is a 

danger that any solid matter might eventually be carried away by gravity. The ancient 



Taoist plumbers (or their agents) knew that it would be bad karma if the monastery 

founderôs initial turd were to move from its original position. You can still view this 

masterpiece in Slot Four, the farthest and most private when counting from the entrance. 

Donôt count aloud as this might require breathing. 

 

Some toilets were strategically located so that the whole town, if so disposed, could view 

anyone using them. 

 

 



Diary  

 

Day 0 - Friday 13
th

 March 2009  

 

Preshus, the more senior of my tame Lesbians, kindly took Barry-Sean and I to the 

airport for our 0835 Cathay Pacific A330 flight to Hong Kong. The check-in queue 

did not exist so that part of the airport mystery bag was easy. The customôs dragon 

gave me a short lecture on why I should not try to be helpful to her. I tendered a 

smart-arse response that she utterly failed to understand, which was nice. 

 

The plane for our Hong Kong flight was quite new with large personal video 

screens and fancy seating. The cabin crew was exceptionally friendly. In fact one of 

them, Tiff, was so friendly I thought I had died and gone to heavenééééé 

 

I watched a couple of movies until I managed to break the video control handset by 

pressing too many buttons at once. As a result the rest of the flight, aside from 

frequent visits from Tiff, was quite boring. 

 

Hong Kong 

 

The Hong Kong Airport thing was pretty well understood and quite efficient. We 

cleared immigration the very second our baggage arrived. We then paid for a couple 

of airport express train tickets to Kowloon and found a lazy $HK50 in coins sitting 

unloved in the change slot. How long has this been going on? Why is nobody at the 

airport onto this?  

 

Our hotel, the Dorsett Kowloon had small clean rooms that cost us $A100 per night. 

This is cheap for three star hotels in Hong Kong. We then strolled the streets buying 

essentials of the kind that fill the hotel roomôs fridge. After an ordinary dinner in an 

ordinary (boring) restaurant we had a couple of liquid sleeping pills and went to 

bed. A good travel day. 

 

Day 1 - Saturday 14
th

 March 2009  

 

I was awake and ready to go at 0220. Problem belong me. 

 

An early opening bakery provided breakfast and take-away lunch for a much-

anticipated visit to the Mai Po Marshes, an extremely important and wonderful 

wetland sandwiched between Hong Kong and the ñmainlandò. To get there we first 

walked to Mongkok East Railway Station where we caught a fast, clean, silent, flat-

screen-television-filled and graffiti-free train chock full of locals who all appeared 

to be barely alive. I must confess that the 0600 Jannali to The City service in 

Sydney is very similar and only differs insofar as it is slow, dirty, noisy and 

nowadays lacks any scenery on account of the terminally scratched windows. The 

people look much the same. 

 

A bus was taken from the train station to Mai Po Village. The marshes were a short 

walk away. We were lucky in that it was apparently the first sunny day for over a 

week. This must have been the reason that the Hong Kong locals were so cheerful. 



 

The WWF (not the World Wrestling Federation ï the other one) manages Mai Po 

and does a wonderful job. As it was Saturday and the incoming tide was a 

promising one for seeing many birds, there were scores of Hong Kong birders 

present and this was good news for us for a number of reasons. Firstly we were 

clueless in terms of where to look and had even less idea on when. Members of the 

Hong Kong Birdwatching Society sorted this out and to them we are very grateful. 

 

 
 

I managed five new birds at Mai Po, but none were waders, despite Nordmannôs 

greenshanks and a longïbilled dowitcher. Black-faced spoonbills were very 

welcome as were three new gulls (black-tailed, Saunderôs and slaty-backed). Also 

new were some masked laughingthrushes. 

 

After we exhausted the contents of the hotel roomôs cold storage facility we found a 

Vietnamese restaurant near the hotel, which provided wonderfully fluffy fried rice. 

 

Day 2 - Sunday 15
th

 March 2009  

 

Hong Kong folk must be amazingly honest. Police of any plumage were not seen 

and on public buses customers seemed to dump a random assortment of coins which 

may or may not have added up to the total bus fare, into a bin. Or maybe nobody 

cared. 

 

We thought we may have unwittingly become extras in a zombie movie as we made 

our way to Tai Po Kau Nature Reserve, a fairly large forested hill and said to be 

occasionally fairly birdy. The beings that shared the train and bus with us looked 

right through us and seemed incapable of emotions of any kind. They even failed to 



become animated after the bus driver took us several stops past the entrance to Tai 

Po Kau after we had earlier announced to all and sundry that we were looking to go 

there. This is fascinating. Here is this thumping big mountain in the middle of the 

driverôs (and presumably passengersô) run and nobody had ever heard of it. We 

even had a map written in English and Cantonese but that received blank stares 

from all. 

 

Half an hourôs walk back down the road was the grand entrance to the reserve. The 

forest is all advanced secondary growth. Birds were at first easy to see but soon got 

very tough indeed. The Sunday crowds and the attendant noise pushed us to the 

farthest reaches of the reserve. As many of the local punters took their dogs with 

them, interesting birds soon vanished or else they all turned into bulbuls.  

 

As I had never visited Hong Kong I still managed four lifers with fork-tailed 

sunbird, chestnut bulbul, yellow-cheeked tit and rufous-tailed robin, with the robin 

probably the best of them. 

 

Back in Kowloon we searched for a spot to enjoy some cleansing ale and watch the 

world go by. We sat near a fairly busy street corner and during the course of 

drinking cans of Skol, Tsingtao and San Miguel we spied a sum total of exactly no 

attractive women whatsoever. Now we know that our own male modeling / 

stripping careers have almost reached their peak, but we thought someone would 

catch our eye. Even a smile might have got somebody across the line. We gave 

thought to the idea that a local law might be responsible. 

 

 
 



Our dinner was back at the Vietnamese place. The dish advertised as ñlarge mixed 

foodò looked great on the picture on the wall but was less agreeable on the palate. 

The stomach concurred. 

 

I had a bizarre dream that included the following: an anthill in South America, gay 

priests, nudity (isnôt there always!), distorted time and space, and everyone we had 

seen in the previous two days in Hong Kong. Although the dream was a little scary 

it failed to wake me. 

 

Day 3 - Monday 16
th

 March 2009  

 

We tried the hotel restaurantôs ñSumptuous Buffet Breakfastò. This cost $A11 and 

was awful. We were the only guinea pigs and we now know why.  

 

We decided to catch the airport bus from the hotel for the same price as the express 

train. This removed the need to get to the train station. It also allowed us to build a 

great working knowledge of Kowloon streets as we crisscrossed the city picking up 

others from their hotels. The views of the port and other sights were better seen 

from the bus than the train. 

 

 



The duty free shopôs chemist sold us some medicinal one litre bottles of Talisker 

and Balvennie with our leftover $HK, although the prices were much higher than 

those at Sydney Airport.  

 

We decided that Hong Kong citizens are born bored. I stared, smiled and then 

grimaced at a baby in a pram and it just stared at me and acted bored. And thatôs 

how we were after two days in Hong Kong. 

 

Yunnan Province, China 

 

Our Dragonair A320-200 flight left Hong Kong on time at 1155 and arrived in 

Kunming at 1405. The airport stuff was straightforward.  

 

We were warmly greeted by Mr Ming Wei, our guide. He acted like he was gay but 

he reassured us by talking of his wife, Nana, a girl. Ming seemed very obliging and 

was recommended by Zu, my excellent guide from Sichuan.  

 

We visited Dianchi Lake, where the locals were fattening over-wintering black-

headed gulls with bread. I am not sure the gulls need this. This failed to inspire us so 

we asked to go to Xishan (West Hill) a forested mountain cum recreation park on 

the edge of the city and quite nearby. We found a few birds there but given the time 

of day we werenôt shocked that we saw nothing remarkable. 

 

But something was remarkable - the people. No more sad faces. There were happy 

giggling girls, singing women and high fives from passing men. The world had 

changed. Meeting people on the trails suddenly meant warm and wonderful 

interactions. 

 

We left West Hill late in the afternoon and drove to our hotel, the New Golden 

Number Seven Lucky Dragon Chrysanthemum, or something like that. The rooms 

were three times the size of our Hong Kong shoebox. 

 

Ming took us to a fancy all-singing all-dancing noodle + mystery bag restaurant. 

The internal fountains and very pretty cloned female dancers were almost 

outgunned by some great Chinglish signs. I loved ñMind the Soupò. What they 

actually meant was ñMind the Soupò. Apparently it is dangerous if spilled on your 

lap. Nothing new here. The food was good, the nearby ATM was generous and the 

Balvennie 12yo doublewood single malt whisky rounded off a good travel day. 

 

  



 

Day 4 - Tuesday 17
th

 March 2009  

 

We arrived at the hotelôs breakfast melee just before the 100+ Chinese package 

tourists. We felt very sorry for these folk, for despite their healthy appearance they 

had clearly not eaten for some days. Fortunately the free-for-all quickly subsided as 

the tour buses started their engines. 

 

We went back to West Hill, arriving just after sunrise. We thought we may have had 

the place to ourselves but we were wrong. We walked between the lower and upper 

cable car stations and whilst there were always birds around the diversity wasnôt 

high. The birds were skittish and we missed a number of flighty tree-top things. We 

managed an Asian stubtail hiding in some dense creek-side vegetation. Crested 

finchbill were reasonably common. Eighteen birds were added to our trip list as well 

as the only non-squirrel mammal we were to see on the entire trip ï a northern 

treeshrew. 

 

A few dozen men in full uniform and carrying charged CO2 bottles came jogging in 

formation up the mountainôs road. It turns out they were firemen. Their 

commanding officer insisted on having their photos taken with us. We all held 

hands and smiled. In hindsight we should have charged a fee of 5 yuan for every 

time someone in Yunnan took our photos ï we could have paid for the tripé... 

 

We enjoyed a delicious lunch at a Sichuanese restaurant, and whilst there Dion 

Hobcroft called to pass on some relevant info regarding later birding sites, which 

was very good of him. 

 

We transferred to the airport for our flight to Luxi (Mangshi). We had seen a plane 

at Kunming Airport when we arrived the day before ï with the name ñLucky Airò. 

We laughed that at least we werenôt flying on that!  

 

Ming took out a life insurance policy (Iôm deadly serious) before we all boarded our 

Lucky Air 737-700. Almost everyone booked on the flight was allowed to try flying 

on it. The exception was a chappy who was the last to board. Two guys who looked 

like the local equivalent of the Men in Black, superbly attired in all sorts of scary 

stuff, entered the plane and looked menacingly in the direction of the hapless 

occupant of Row 4B. They silently escorted him to a place unknown. We guessed it 

wouldnôt be sunny. Everyone else sat very still and nobody said a word. 

 

The air had taken a holiday for our arrival in Mangshi and for the drive with our 

new driver, Mr Bo, to Ruili. Sticking your head in a bushfire would have been more 

pleasant. My eyes burn just by looking at a picture of it. Barry-Sean optimistically 

thought that dust might have been to blame, but in Ruili the dust never settled.  

 

Ruili is very South-East Asian in appearance, but with extra smoke. The area is 

home to the Dai people as well as a large population of Burmese, with the Myanmar 

border just three kilometers away. 

 



We stayed at the very comfortable and inexpensive Ruili Hotel. Dinner was at a 

local street-side restaurant where six dishes, five bowls of rice and four longnecks 

of beer cost us a total of $A8, including tips.  

 

We purchased a thermos and some food from a local supermarket. I reckon the shop 

had 50 uniformed staff and 48 of these were women. Their job description simply 

said - ñstand in the aisle somewhereò. It did not state where they should stand or 

why they should stand there, so the distribution of yellow-plumaged ornaments 

could best be described as random. They were very happy to see us for some reason. 

This was before we discovered it was all to do with Barry-Seanôs feet. 

 

Day 5 - Wednesday 18
th

 March 2009  
 

Mr Boôs Pajero hated mornings and for reasons we didnôt explore the engine never 

wanted to start.  

 

After breakfast we visited the Moli Waterfall. We were the first to arrive and 

although I had to pay the entry fee of 50 yuan, Barry-Sean got in for free on account 

of being an old codger (locally defined as being over 70). The car park had birds in 

every tree and distant valley slope treetops were very lively indeed. We walked to 

the waterfall. We had to do this on account of Barry-Seanôs well- known fondness 

for such things, irrespective of their quality. This was all fine, but the combination 

of a noisy watercourse and an aggressive campaign by park workers to rid the valley 

of what must have been considered unattractive undergrowth, meant that few birds 

were seen on this trail. 

 

This highly recommended site had its best birding along the road between the car 

park and the entrance gate, a distance of a kilometre or so. We identified 63 birds 

and almost all of these were from this road. Had we had a good working knowledge 

of how to convert the illustrations of warblers from the plates in the guide book into 

real life, we would have added several more. Best were an obliging eye-browed 

wren-babbler posing low in some bamboo, white-tailed robin, red-billed scimitar-

babbler, red junglefowl and black-breasted thrush. 

 

The post-lunch site, Wanding ñzooò should be avoided. There were a few birds but 

nothing that could not be more easily seen elsewhere.  

 

Mr Bo had taken the motor to get some repairs. He sent a taxi to find us enjoying a 

cup of tea with a local Dai family.  

 

 



 

We had time to have a look for birds around the Jiele Reservoir, and again we saw a 

few list-fillers but nothing of any great note. 

 

We bought a large watermelon for $A1 from a roadside vendor.  

 

We called early drinks but Ming wanted to go to the Burmese border to have a look. 

I guess coming from Australia, a country without national borders, we donôt get too 

excited to be near one, but the Chinese are seemingly obsessed with them. That is 

when they are not redefining them. Thinking about it, a border between Queensland 

and Australia might be okay.  

 

The Burmese border saw many Chinese tourists excitedly taking pictures. While 

this was going on Barry-Sean and I were assaulted by a Burmese lass from the local 

jade shop. She argued she was trying to practice her English but she really wanted 

to sell us jade, or something. She was soon joined by a person named Frankiepenny, 

who was introduced as her sister although this seemed unlikely as the two of them 

appeared to come from different planets. 

 

 
 

Back in Ruili and we found ourselves distracted by a wedding party. They invited us 

to share their wedding feast with them! How long has this been going on? More 

pertinently, why didnôt we join them? Iôm still trying to work that one out. 

 



 
 

Meanwhile the streets held threatening packs of goofy-looking hairy-arsed Chinese 

boys who tried to block our way, taunting us with threats like ñWelcome to Chinaò 

and ñHow do you like Ruili?ò They reminded me of the kids back home, not. 

 

Our drinking venue turned out to be strategically located across the road from a 

girlôs high school. Many of the girls bought their dinner from the very establishment 

we were patronizing. Lucky, huh. Vast scrums of 14 to 16 year old girls wedged in 

ever closer to the aliens from Australia. I was reminded of a scene from Monty 

Python and The Holy Grail where Sir Galahad had similar problems. As the crowds 

dwindled the more persistent of the girls asked us questions of what we thought of 

China, how long people have had blue eyes and why our feet looked the way they 

did. This was the defining experience of my holiday ï the kids of Ruili ï well done! 

 

 



 

Ming arrived and we chatted about Tibet and Taiwan. Interesting. 

 

Day 6 - Thursday 19
th

 March 2009 

 

We arrived at the ñOld Churchò on the Nanjinli road just after sunrise. Apparently 

the church is a long forgotten film set prop, not a functioning Christian church so 

please donôt panic here ï Ruili is not about to be overcome by Christian Taliban 

hordes. We walked various trails but the trail to the village downhill from the 

church was the most productive. The birding was continuous, even well into the 

afternoon and we finished the day with 65 species. The best were Chinese francolin 

(twice), red-faced liocichla, rufous-backed sibia, striated bulbul, grey-headed 

parrotbill and the very common rusty-fronted barwing. Old favorites included 

silver-breasted and long-tailed broadbills. 

 

 
 

Our drinking site was the same ï opposite the school. Not surprising really. The 

number of teenage girls we met was overwhelming. Some came up to ask whether 

we remembered them from the day before whilst others joined a queue to meet us. 

One remarked about my (apparently) beautiful eyes. She and her friend asked if we 

wished to meet their teacher. We guzzled our beers and set forth with a girl at each 

arm and into the unknown depths of the biggest school I have ever visited. We 

managed to get through three sets of archways and gates, and past several security 

officers (of unknown purpose and blank expression), before we were confronted by 

a very polite and apologetic gentleman, who, through our interpreters, managed to 

convey that we should leave the school without delay. We could take the girls with 

us if we wished. In fact I think he preferred it that way. If this had been in Australia 

we would have been unfairly charged with various crimeséé. 

 



 
 

 
 

Back on the street we said goodbye to our escorts, along with several other kids and 

assorted officials, and took solace in more beer. We sulked in the furthest recesses 

of the restaurant, about 2.5 metres away from the street. 



 
 

 
 



 
 

Day 7 - Friday 20
th

 March 2009 

 

We left Ruili and drove to Zhangfeng where we had a simple but delicious breakfast 

of ï noodles. After a 45 minute drive toward Yingjiang we reached Hu Sa Dong 

Shan. A trail leads slowly up the mountain from the road. It starts at an elevation of 

2000m. The trail is easy to find. After the road makes a fairly long uphill climb it is 

on the right hand side heading north. It is opposite a large odd-looking concrete sign 

with big arrows pointing out of it and located at the top of a saddle. The trail 

eventually reaches a recently constructed and rather rustic Buddhist temple that was 

nicely abandoned for the time of our visit. Just before the temple a series of trails 

lead through primary montane forest. These would be worth exploring. 

 

The birding was excellent all along the trail and fabulous near the temple. Here we 

had a mixed flock with four different laughingthrushes ï red-tailed (an amazing 

bird!), greater necklaced, rufous-collared and red-faced liocichla. Grey sibias were 

seen on eight occasions. Lady Amherstôs pheasants were around but not seen. 

 

We moved on. Mr Bo knew a site along a major river that was accessed past some 

fish farms at the back of Yingjiang town. Here we found good gallery forest and 

bamboo stands. The highlight here was a dark-sided thrush digging in the leaf litter 

in a muddy anabranch of the river. Chinese babax and a host of other common birds 

were also seen. 

 

We checked into the Dong Nan Hotel and soon found ourselves with a host of new 

friends as we found a retailer of cold beer. Dinner was superb - chili eggplant, fish 

balls (yeah, I know), beef with garlic leaves and egg with shallots. 

 



Day 8 - Saturday 21
st
 March 2009 

 

We left Yingjiang well before sunrise for the border town of Nabang. The road 

passes through the Tongbiguan Nature Reserve. There are no obvious trails and the 

best birding involves walking along the road as it descends through the advanced 

secondary forest. We walked for about eight kilometers with the birding almost 

continuous. Although the traffic was never heavy it was irritating. Three different 

squirrels were seen ï black giant, Himalayan striped and Andersonôs with multiple 

sightings of each. Grey sibia and pin-tailed green pigeon were the best of the birds. 

White-crested laughingthrush were very common. 39 other birds were identified. 

The best of the traffic was - big black truck, smoky green truck (quite common), 

overloaded motorcycle in angel gear and public bus with dead brakes. 

 

Just before we reached Nabang, Mr Bo stopped at a brick-walled pond with reeds 

and grazed bamboo inside. Superficially it looked bird-less aside from a few 

kingfishers. I scanned the enclosure from the road a few times and saw nothing. I 

then imagined Dion Hobcroft standing next to me saying ñlesser crested nargler, 

two of them, oh, and whatôs this?ò So another slow scan turned up a cinnamon 

bittern. A few lobbed bits of cow-turd later and we had Swinhoeôs snipe, a few 

greater painted-snipe, striated grassbird and a happily singing lone Blythôs reed-

warbler. 

 

The Bian Chui Hotel was our digs in Nabang and it was just fine ï hot showers and 

electricity for much of the time. Bring earplugs for when the generator kicks in for 

the nightly blackout. 

 

We learnt a few Burmese words to aid communication in a town where more 

Burmese than Mandarin is spoken. Although the locals were not as spontaneously 

friendly as Ruili, the town still felt like good fun.  

 

During a sidewalk dinner we became surrounded by young women professional 

ñhairdressersò along with their advisor on health matters, a Vietnamese girl who no 

doubt knew a thing or two about sterilizing plastic and rubber gear and blow-drying 

equipment. We were to gain an unnecessary insight into Chinese and Burmese 

sexuality without having to ask many questions. 

 

A wonderful day that had a good mix of birds, birds and culture.     



 
 

 

Day 9 - Sunday 22
nd

 March 2009 
 

Just four kilometers upstream of Nabang is a forested hill with a trail that zigzags its 

way to the hilltop and beyond. The trail was an old road and had just been cleared of 

vegetation a day or two before our visit. The birds were quite different to those we 

had seen and more like the birds of South-East Asia, and for this reason it is popular 

with Chinese birders. Here we managed a wreathed hornbill (great hornbill is also 

present), black baza, greater yellownape and greater flameback. A flock of 19 long-

tailed broadbills was also seen.  

 

But the trail lacked variety and had few mixed flocks, although there was an 

amazing number of a small variety of bulbuls and barbets. 

 

Back in town by 1330, we had a beer and a bit of a rest before walking south from 

the hotel and out of town. Or at least that was the plan. A truck driver gave Barry-

Sean some pantomime that included drug injection, crime (especially theft), young 

people of Burmese origin, poor anger management skills, us, and the direction we 

were heading. So we trudged back to town, smiling and waving at the gaggles of 

under-employed hairdressers in the section of town given over to personal services, 

preferring to further test our beer-drinking skills. 

 



 
 

Ming found us - Nabang is a very small town - and excitedly told us about his 

excellent, although illegal, adventure into neighboring Burma, a place located 122 

metres away from where we were drinking. Nothing could stop Mingôs ñlife-on-the-

edgeò tale, where images of the possibility of being raped and beaten, torn from his 

loved ones and living in an even more smoky environment were explained in some 

detail.  

 

 



 

Our dinner table guest was a middle-aged Indian / Burmese itinerant jade and amber 

(or hard molded plastic) saleslady who took a very active interest in the contents of 

my wallet. She failed to lighten it and eventually departed. The restaurantôs kitchen 

staff requested a viewing of the photos I always carry around. However the 

highlight of the eveningôs festivities probably belonged to Ming. We had never seen 

anyone mix green tea with beer. He appeared to be sober at the time and the only 

thing we could think of was that his cross-border experience might have temporarily 

addled his brain. On reflection, I am not sure which of the liquids should have been 

most offended ï probably the tea. Maybe he was on to something after all. 

 

Day 10 - Monday 23
rd

 March 2009 
 

We left at 0700 for the ñbig banyan treeò. Locals have it that this tree is the largest 

of its type in South-East Asia. It might be. How can these things be measured 

anyway? The turnoff is signposted and is about twenty minutes drive from Nabang 

on the eastern side of the road. The walk (or drive) to the tree is about four 

kilometers long, rarely used and mostly within good quality forest and bamboo. It 

was very productive and much better than Day 9ôs trail for birders who have already 

traveled to countries like Thailand. 

 

 
 


