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President’s News
A Cháirde

Well, we are now into April and 
the ball is all over for another year.  
I’m sure all that were with us on 
the night will agree that we had a 
spectacular evening.  Many thanks 
to those that wrote or talked to me 
and said what a great night they 
had.  I can certainly say that the 
experience of being president for 
the evening was a memorable one 
and I’m grateful to have had this 
opportunity. 

Once again we enjoyed the  young 
dancers, under the excellent 
guidance of Cara Lynch.  We were 
delighted that our old friends, the 
Folksmen DC were there to keep us 
dancing well into the small hours,  I 
personally only made it till 5:30am 
but there were still many revellers carrying on until breakfast.  We were also entertained by Stormin’ Mondays with our own 
Aidan Cotter, who were a welcome addition to the evening and kept us hopping in the main ballroom.  Our thoughts and 
prayers are with Aidan at this difficult time for him. 
 
Many thanks to the committee and all those whose tireless efforts made the event such a success.  Although my term of 
office still has a few months to run, we’re now through the most challenging of our events, so I can breath a sigh of relief that 
everything went so well.  My thanks also to all our performers who entertained us with;  music  - Anna Mulroney’s beautiful 
singing,  poetry - John English, Mary Anderson and Ruairi Hann, and of course Áine Davison and her sensational Irish dance 
performance.  Thanks to her parents, Catherine and Steve for making the trip from Doha to join us for the evening.

Please come and support our upcoming events for the next few months – have a look at the adverts in the newsletter for dates 
and venues.  In particular, we have our charity night coming up in June and I hope as many of you that can, will come along 
and support us.  It’s a great evening and we’re grateful to our Ambassador, H.E. Declan Kelly, for kindly donating his residence 
for the event.  If anyone has any items that they would like to donate for the evening, please let us know. 

We will keep you informed through the email on all the forthcoming events.

I leave you with the following thought:

When things go wrong and will not come right, though you do the best you can,
When life looks black as the hour of night – a pint of plain is your only man!

Slán go foill, 



 
I was born in Australia and schooled predominately by nuns of Irish ancestry.   My mother was a Collins, her 
mother a Martin, all believed to hail from Ireland originally. From early on, I was determined to “see Europe”. 
This included Ireland, AND London where I had spent a wonderful eight summer weeks as a young child, of 
which I still have very clear memories. 

My university course and first job were determined with this objective top-of-mind. It led to my transfer to 
London as soon as I was a fully qualified Chartered Accountant.  My eight years there were full of evening 
tennis and golf, and weekend / holiday trips around Britain, the Continent and Ireland.  I sang with two 
London choirs, ran a London Marathon, attended Lords and all the big “seasonal” events most summers, and 
partook in rock climbing and mountain biking trips, as well as skiing in most of Europe’s famous resorts. 

During my “delayed gap year” (5 or 6 months) at the age of 28, I hitched around 
Ireland and was blown away by the hospitality.  On arrival, I stayed with a lady I met on the flight.  After too long 
by the road in Portlaoise, I met a student from Cork whose house I then stayed in. Later, I got a lift with two guys 
from Dublin, who were exploring the Northwest of Ireland, and spent a number of days with them.  At 29, I met 
Tony Heneberry who hails from Cork City.   I was transferred to Malaysia in ‘92, and Tony joined me in ‘93.  We 
started PDQ together in ‘97, and Jack and Sophie, who are proudly Irish AND Australian, were born in 2001 and 
2005.  

One late afternoon on a Miami beach in 2008, after I let my then boyfriend get terribly burned (I had yet to 
learn about Irish peoples’ sensitivity to the sun), I posed a question. “Where are we going?” That’s how I started 
my Irish connection.  I’m originally from Bangkok and I’m a creative person by nature.  I was one of those kids 
who had hands connected to their eyes. I have always been known for my arty leanings. 

Growing up, I was all over the place, geographically that is.  I’ve studied and lived in three continents; Asia, 
Australia and America.  I started off as a landscape architect after university in Thailand.  Then I moved to 
America for a post-grad in Digital Arts, where for eight years I spent my life working in Washington D.C for dot 
com company (Orbitz.com) and an advertising agency (RTCRM) as an Art Director.  

I always thought I would settle in America until one day in mid 2009, my fate changed.  My fiancé (as he was at 
that stage) told me that he would be relocating to Malaysia for an open ended contract and would I come!  Fast 

forward to Jan 2010 and after our culture-clash wedding in Bangkok, we moved to Malaysia.  Walking around KL, I realised that there may be 
room for a designer like me who has spent a good chunk of her life working in the west while still being grounded in Asian culture.   That’s 
why I decided to set up my design and advertising company called Morgan House (www.morganhouseagency.com).  I hope I can help in my 
own little way to redefine the design and marketing landscape in Malaysia.  

We’ve come a long way; why not give it a shot!

Margaret

Kanya

New Committee Members

My Mum’s from Dublin and is a Southsider. She met Dad at a dance in the UK and was literally swept off her feet 
by the dashing young officer pilot who whisked her off to tropical paradise to get married. 
I came back to Malaysia in ‘81 after three years in London where I developed a London cockney accent and a deep 
and lasting addiction to Cadburys. I stayed with my brother and ended up at Warwick Uni, a fantastic place that 
holds many happy memories of the Malaysian Student Association, organising and cooking dinners(I had to cook 
rice for 200 one time, quite a challenge with my house turning into a steam bath from all the rice steamers) the 
badminton club and the first opportunity to experience the joys and repercussions of alcoholic imbibement (I 
come from an old fashioned household,  I was allowed one glass of wine with dinner when I was 21...).  
I’ve lived in many places in the UK and done every kind of job from pot wash, data entry, and wine waitering to 
corporate refinement at Morgan Stanley consulting in the “Big Smoke”. It was at Cardiff that I had my first salsa 
experience, rapidly becoming addicted to the combination of dance, which I have always enjoyed, music, which 
is very catchy and the proliferation of young ladies that began queing up to ask me to dance after I achived a 

measure of proficiency. Good times, and I still keep in touch with the folks I started learning with almost 20 years ago.  
Salsa is like that, it bonds people through the shared experience of discovery, self growth, and shared obsession.    I got back to KL in 2007, 
settling in to  a job at ExxonMobil, and continuing my dance addiction being the first instructor to teach the Brazillian style Lambazouk in 
a club in Heritage row.   I have previously represented the society as a small green mischevious follower of Queen Bebo(Read: Leprechaun) 
handing out live shamrock in the days when it was airflown from Ireland for the ball. 

Leynard



New Members 

Datin Doreena’s Joke Corner

Congratulations
To Mary and Nanda on the birth of 

their bay boy - Rohan Martin Kumar, 
born on 21st March weighing in

 at 6lb 6oz.

Dear Patrick,

Just a few lines to let you know I’m still alive. I’m writing this letter slowly because I know you can’t read fast.  We are 
all doing very well.

  
You won’t recognise the house when you get home - we have moved. Your dad read in the newspaper that most 
accidents happen within 20 miles from your home, so we moved. I won’t be able to send you the address because the 
last Irish family that lived here took the house numbers when they moved so that they wouldn’t have to change their 
address.  This place is really nice. It even has a washing machine. I’m not sure it works so well though: last week I put 
a load in and pulled the chain and haven’t seen them since.   Your father’s got a really good job now. He’s got 500 men 
under him. He’s cutting the grass at the cemetery.  Your sister Mary had a baby this morning but I haven’t found out 
if it’s a boy or a girl, so I don’t know whether you are an auntie or an uncle. Your brother Tom is still in the army.  He’s 
only been there a short while and they’ve already made him a court martial!   Your Uncle Patrick drowned last week 
in a vat of whiskey in the Dublin Distillery.  Some of his workmates tried to save him but he fought them off bravely.  
They cremated him and it took three days to put out the fire.  I’m sorry to say that your cousin Seamus was arrested 
while riding his bicycle last week.  They are charging him with dope peddling.  I went to the doctor on Thursday and 
your father went with me.  The doctor put a small tube in my mouth and told me not to talk for ten minutes.  Your 
father offered to buy it from him.  The weather isn’t bad here.  It only rained twice this week, first for three days and 
then for four days.  Monday was so windy one of the chickens laid the same egg four times.  We had a letter from the 
undertaker.  He said if the last payment on your Grandmother’s plot wasn’t paid in seven days, up she comes.  About 
that coat you wanted me to send you, your Uncle Stanley said it would be too heavy to send in the mail with the 
buttons on, so we cut them off and put them in the pockets.  John locked his keys in the car yesterday.  We were really 
worried because it took him two hours to get me and your father out.  Three of your friends went off a bridge in a 
pick-up truck.  Ralph was driving.  He rolled down the window and swam to safety.  Your other two friends were in 
back. They drowned because they couldn’t get the tailgate down. 

 
There isn’t much more news at this time. Nothing much has happened.  
Your loving Mum  
P.S. I was going to send you some money but I had already sealed the envelope.
 

Gillian Sisk

Maria Ruane-Conte
Sheila Martineau

Lynette Rock

Michael Durkan
Canice McGarry
Ralph Fallows

Thierry &  Eimear Supplisson



Notice Board
Dance evolution - sounds fancy! What it means to me is how dance 
has come from an art or cultural expression handed down from 
father and mother to daughter and son, changing and developing over 
generations to form the steps and synchronisation we now have in 
partner dancing.  Dance Theory is a fairly new field closely related 
to music theory and specifically musicality used to describe the 
nature and mechanics of dance.  We use dance theory to encapsulate 
the technique and movement of the dance steps, so you can really 
understand what makes good technique.

At Echale Salsita we go back to the origins of dance focusing on the 
musicality and passion of expression, which allows our students to 
not only learn the steps associated with these vibrant and sensual 
dances, but also to develop their own passion and expression as part 
of their dance. We also emphasize a natural link between leader and 
follower, allowing our students to dance with any partner.  As with 
other aspects of life and love, having a good connection with your 

partners allows you to flow seemingly effortlessly together, almost precognitively.

We see a lot of very technically adept dancers on the floor executing 
moves with precision and poise, but sadly, having lost something in 
the pursuit of learning the next move or combination, and who are 
typified by blank expressions or extreme concentration as they dance 
on the floor.

So what do we get in Salsa today? Well it’s a mixed bag, we have the 
latin folks that grew up with the music and the culture and their style 
is very much a natural, “dance of the people” with the emphasis on 
simple moves and close body contact, this is primarily known as the 
Cuban style, also encompasing the very enjoyable Rueda de Casino or 
Spanish Wheel. This style is circular and more relaxed in positioning. 
Then we have the American style which is primary focused in New 
York, also know as “on-2” salsa and the Los Angeles Style. The American 
style is more flamboyant, typified by numerous turn patterns, fancy 
styling and footwork. It is also a linear dance, with dancers following 

their “line” 
while executing spins.

Other than the mainstream Salsa, you also have Bachata, a more romantic type of 
dance typified by a hip “pop” and slower tempo and Merenge a vibrant and faster 
tempo dance, with very simple steps, both from the Dominican Republic, and both 
with closer body contact than salsa.

Argentinian Tango is certainly the most dramatic of the Latin street styles, with the 
explosion of movements and palpable tension of the dancers.

Saving the best for last we have Lambazouk, with origins from the Brazillian Lambada, 
now danced to modern slow music with a ‘quick quick slow’ rythm and 
a lot of upper body isolations. The lady is frequently observer 
doing hair flicks and seems almost like a puppet i n 
her partners arms.  The music, known as Zouk and 
the body movements combine to form a trancelike 
dance that is very sensual and soothing to 
behold. As a dancer, this dance gives me the 
most connection with my partner and the 
most scope for expression, particularly with 
someone I am romantically involved with!

Whatever dance or music you 
like, enjoy it with passion and 
expression, there’s no such thing as 
dancing wrong, there’s just dancing!

by Leynard Thesira



The Dog’s
  Rugby in Malaysia since 1862

Men Over 16 and Under 35
Training Tuesday, Thursday & Saturday

RSC Sports Annex
Come play for the best!

Call: Deano on 012 792 8733

The Dog's...Junior Rugby

Saturday's 10am -12 noon
Boys and Girls  4 -16 years

RSC Sports Annex.

For  more information call:
Deano  012 792 8733

Gary Cane 012 667 8342

Enterprise
 Ireland

The Irish Trade & Technology 
Board

Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia

Its mission is to help Irish companies 
build their competitive advantage 
through innovative marketing and 
technology.

Enterprise Ireland offices worldwide 
link international buyers with 
Ireland’s competitive capability.

Contact us:
Tel:  03 2164 0618

Fax:  03 2164 0619 or e-mail 
sabrina.ng@enterprise-ireland.com

www.enterprise-ireland.com

Deputy Head of Mission
Mr Shane Stephens

Ireland House
The Amp Walk

218 Jalan Ampang
50450 Kuala Lumpur

Tel:  (03) 2161 2963
Fax: (03) 2161 3427

Public Hours
Monday to Friday

9:00 a.m. to 12:00 noon
 & 2:00 p.m. to 3:30 p.m.

Embassy of Ireland

Ambassador
HE Declan Kelly

Notice Board



The St. Patrick’s Society 
of Selangor

proudly presents another great

Charity Auction Night

Saturday 25th June 2011 - 7.30pm

Irish Ambassador’s 
Residence

17 Ampang Hilir, KL

Cost RM50 per person 
(includes supper) 

payable on the night

For further information
 and to book your place

 please contact: 

Jeff: 012 217 2757
jeff@stpatsoc.org

Drinks available by 
coupon at Society 

prices

  Please note date change 



St Pat’s Summer Hooley

Rm60 Members
Rm75 Non-Members

Saturday 11th June 
8 til Late

Drinks by coupon 
at Society prices

Bradley and Anna’s 
11 Setiakasih 9

Damansara Heights

Price includes 
Buffet Supper

Call Jeff: 012 217 2757
to book your place



Pub Night 

Delaney’s Irish Pub
The Federal Hotel

35 Jalan Bukit Bintang

Friday 20th May 2011

Come Early - Limited Free Beer

15% discount all evening 
for all food and drink

Players & Teams Needed

Please contact Lorraine on 017 280 6287



British International School Kuala Lumpur
Crown Relocations
ESB International
Etihad Airways

ExxonMobil Exploration & Production Malaysia Inc
Kerry Ingredients Asia

Opennet
PDQ Group Sdn Bhd

TecSurf Technologies Sdn Bhd
YTL Corporation

Clear Water Sanctuary Golf Management Bhd
Crown Records Management

Crown Plaza Hotel
Dexion (Malaysia) Sdn Bhd

Ed Hardy Malaysia
Elizabeth Brougham Sdn Bhd

Enterprise Ireland
Envie Club Lounge

Equatorial Hotel Bangi
Finnegans

Guinness Anchor Berhad
Healey Mac's Irish Bar
Hilton Kuala Lumpur

HSBC Bank Malaysia Bhd
Irish Dairy Board
Ish Salon Sdn Bhd
Jarrod & Rawlins

LeBlanc Communications (Malaysia) Sdn Bhd
London Orchid British Beauty Therapy Spa

MFE Formwork Technology Sdn Bhd
Nestle (M) Sdn Bhd

Nikki Wilson PhotographyPernod Ricard
Royal Selangor Pewter International Sdn Bhd

Santa Fe Relocation Services Sdn Bhd 
The Alice Smith School

The Blue Cow Deli
Top Hat Restaurant

A big “Thank You” to all our Sponsors 
for the 2011 St Patrick’s Ball



 

Our most recent Intersociety Quiz was held at the Guinness Anchor Brewery Tavern on 19th February.   We had a good turnout - fifteen teams 
of 4 (in some cases more than 4!) battled it out for the honour of holding the Harry Traill Trophy (until whenever another quiz can be fitted 
into the calendar). 

Along the way, “The St George’s Z Team” (as they named themselves – nothing like confidence!) made a flying start but faltered badly, and very 
humorously, on the picture round – visual recognition is clearly not their thing!  The inaccurately named “In First Place” were delighted with 
their wooden spoons, but I was sworn to secrecy on the team members’ names (and definitely not to divulge to one young lady’s aunt)! 

It was like history repeating itself when St George’s “The Stokers”, containing Bill Addington, Melanie Bolland, Ray Bolland and newcomer Alan 
Trelfa (replacing Sal who was away) headed home with the trophy.  But it was not without a hard-fought battle, and a nail-biting finish. 

Our St Pat’s Team, “The Latecomers”, containing our Pres and two committee members (Nigel and Bridget), took The Stokers to not one, but 
two, tie-breaker rounds, before settling for runner-up position.  Our thanks to Ronan for being quiz master for the night and to Ron for once 
again providing the questions for the evening.  Great fun was had by all in the new GAB Tavern, a night to definitely be repeated.

The Fight for the Harry Traill Trophy



Henry Francis O’Brien Traill was born in County 
Tyrone, Ireland, in 1911.

In 1935 Harry came to Malaya, to work on an oil 
palm plantation in Kota Tinggi, Johore.  When 
WW2 broke out, he joined the British Royal 
Army Ordinance Corps in Singapore, and in 
February 1942, when the Japanese over-ran 
the whole Peninsula, he was taken prisoner.

Harry spent the next three years as a POW, 
working in Burma and Thailand (Siam in those 
days), on the infamous “Burma Railroad”, 
along the River Kwai. He and his fellow POW’s 
suffered unbelievable hardships, hunger, 
sickness and cruelty at the hands of their 
Japanese captors.  Harry was lucky to be one 
of the few who survived, and after the war 
ended in 1945, he spent two years at home 
recovering from malaria and malnutrition.

Throughout these gruelling years, Harry 
managed to catch glimpses of another side to 
this cruel life; in the beauty of the countryside; 
in the courage of his companions; and in rare 
moments of kindness on the part of some of his 
captors.  He kept notes on scraps of paper, and 
during his convalescence, put them together 
in the first draft of a book.  He searched long 
and hard for a suitable title, finally settling on 
a phrase in a poem, “Endymion”, by Keats - 
“Some Shape of Beauty”.  

In 1947 Harry returned to Malaya, as an Estate 
Manager, this time in Kuala Selangor.  At 
Independence, in 1957, he chose citizenship 
of the new Malaysia. 

In his final years Harry owned his own plantation 
in Batu Berjuntai, Selangor.  He died in 1985, 
and his burial, among his beloved palms, was 
attended by a large crowd of his friends, Irish, 
Malaysian, and many others.  

Harry remained an active supporter of the 
St Patrick’s Society, and was twice elected 
President, in 1972, and again in 1983.  He was 
a great, kind, thoughtful Irishman, and tonight 
we honour his memory at this Inter-Society 
contest.

- o O o -

P.S.  Harry’s book was finally published by 
friends, in 1986, after his death.

By Margaret Wing Dato’ Harry Traill 
1911  -  1985



With the theme of blue, the 86th annual Ball was a change 
in how most of us link colour and an annual celebration 
of all that is Irish. Saint Patricks Day is seen by most as 
the day of wearing the green and even imbibing some of 
the same colour. The 2011 Ball theme wove the early Irish 
fascination with the colour blue into the ongoing power 
of storytelling.

So first to the look of it all,  as  some  of us did a wee 
double take on the theme of blue backing up the fine 
presentation of the heraldic symbols of the Four Fields 
and the counties.  

Saint Patricks Blue predates the green and just to 
complicate the tale there are actually two blues.  
Presidential Blue appears in the Irish Crest and St. 
Patrick’s Blue can be seen behind the gold bardic harp on 
the ancient Irish flag. Presidential Blue is darker than St. 
Patrick’s Blue and both can be seen in the football (soccer) 
uniforms of Dublin County and the liveries of Aer Lingus. 
Perhaps it’s the mixing of blue colouring and a lighter ale 
that made the green so popular, but to continue with this 
puts me into too much story telling

Others of the Irish community made storytelling come 
really alive on the 12th March.  All who enjoyed the craic 
know it was anything but a night of just blues, for after 
the stirring of the St Johns Institution Alumni pipes, the 
tapestry of colour, dance and sound grew richer and full 
of delights.

Words and music began with Ensemble Cantus Musicus, 
which includes the Society’s current President, leading the 
singing of the national anthems. Anna Mulroney added 
dulcet tones.

While the delicious food was being savoured by the 
capacity crowd, we enjoyed the Alice Smith Irish dancers 
who go from strength to strength in verve and precision.  

Aine Niamh Davison also showed how dedication to the 
art of dance can be a delight for those of us less focused, 
less nimble and, at least early in the night before a pint 
of plain or a taste of wine, a little less energetic. However, 
there were a few rivals for younger dancers in vigour, if not 
style, later in the night and through to the early morning. 
For the latter part of the night a Ball photograph or two 
should inspire sharing a story or three.

Another Great Ball



Storytelling came into the spotlight during dinner when 
the turf of Selangor resonated with Seamus Heaney and 
Flann O’ Brien’s words. The words reminded listeners of 
how much labour goes into working one’s own turf and 
building the good life, as with the Ball itself. So many 
volunteer time, and sponsor much more than “a pint of 
plain” or three, as was evident to all who travelled from 
near and far to enjoy the night of the year. 

An early set by the Folksmen DC, once again all the way 
from Dublin, drew on the traditional modes of music in 
which there is always a story to be told. 

The night then fired up further with the international 
yet local Stormin’ Mondays and as the programme stated 
Bono, The Edge, Larry and Adam better plan well before 
venturing onto the rocking KL territory of the band which 
includes a skilled Society singer and player of the ivories. 
The band was as eclectic as their origins and pressed all 
the right keys to get the crowd into varieties of shake, rattle 
and roll.  Later, with further delights to whet ones whistle, 
most adjourned to the smaller Hilton Ballroom. There was 
a mix of battling rugby sounds before the dancing to the 
delightful jigs, jaunts, pulses and power of the Folksmen.

As the night flowed into the morning and for some the 
craic melted into the crack of 
dawn, dark turned into blue, 
leaving one to wonder what theme 
we will delight in at the next Saint 
Patrick’s Ball. 

by Stephen Ball







South West Thailand in Four Days
Gong Xi Fa Cai! Kids are off school (again!) so exploring Asia is a more fun way of spending time 
together than supervising screen activity!  Having caught the Thai Airways 8am flight to Bangkok, 
we were able to make the most of our one day in the city.  Our first stop was the Grand Palace 
and Wat Phra Kaew- our attire did not quite meet the strict dress code here but we were able to 
borrow a sarong and a rather trendy pair of baggy, purple trousers, (neither of the temporary 
owners of these outfits were prepared to pose for photos at this spectacular temple!) 

The Grand Palace is a vast compound where successive Kings, their families and attendants, lived 
until Rama V (King Chulalongkom:  1868-1910) moved the royal seat to what is now known as 
Dusit Palace Park.  Wat Phra Kaew is an amazingly decorated temple in which resides the Emerald 
Buddha, which was discovered in Northern Thailand in the 15th century. During periods of war, 
the Buddha was concealed by covering it in plaster.  The Stupa housing the Buddha was split by 
lightening hence it has become one of the most revered of the Thai Buddhas, representing the 
legitimacy of the reigning dynasty.

By now, the teens were all-cultured-
out and begged to have a go on a 
Tuk-Tuk; the three-wheeled, two 
stroke, open-sided vehicle did not 
disappoint!  All four of us squeezed 
in - much to the amusement of 
onlookers - and had a laugh, zipping 
around the streets, often on the 
wrong side of the road and on only 
two wheels, (sometimes one has to 
abandon environmental and safety 
concerns and assume the rules of 
the road are different to Ireland - or 
maybe not…)! 

In an attempt to delay going 
round other monuments, 
the teens voted to have us 
dropped off by the long tail 
boat stop.  This we boarded, 
and enjoyed the noisy trip 
up the canal to the Jim 
Thompson House - well 
worth a visit for colonial 
and nourishment sake. 

We got into another Tuk-Tuk, thinking we were going back to the 
hotel but had to do a detour via a silk tailors, as the driver was 
on commission; if he got us through the door of the shop, he got 
a free gallon of petrol, if we bought, it was upped to five gallons.  
We were faced with lots of examples of everyone trying to make 
a living during our short stay, tourism is obviously critical for the 
economy of Thailand.

The next morning we headed out of the city westward, enjoying 
the varied scenery from Temples to salt marshes.  On route to 
Kanchanaburi, we stopped at the Damnoensaduak Floating Market 
with its wide variety of fare to tempt the tourist at both floating and 
canal side stalls. It was fun manoeuvring through the network of 
manmade canals in a longboat. On arriving at Kanchanaburi, firstly 
we walked over the River Kwai Bridge, where bomb damage from 
the 1940`s is still evident on the concrete pillars; the destruction of 
this period of history still very much prevails to this day.  Nearby 
there is an enormous War Cemetery and Memorial, which is kept 



by Anna Mulroney

with the tigers concluded with a 
show in which the staff exercised 
the older tigers down in the 
canyon.  All the tigers were 
born in the temple and have 
been trained from birth.  They 
are only fed cooked meat and 
the life expectancy is between 
twelve and fifteen years. 

The first tiger cub to arrive at 
the temple in 1999 is thought to 

have been orphaned due to poaching activities at that time; the 
monk who introduced tigers to the Wat Pa Luang Ta Bua Temple 
is still there.

Nearby in Wang Po is an elephant park, our next stop…. and what 
an adventure!  We were able to ride the elephants bare back into 
the river and after being dumped off, proceeded to wash the mighty 

creatures.  All was going well until the trainer expected us to get 
back on…. easier said than done, I have never laughed so much and 
nor had the crowd of spectators who sadly had gathered! 

Not far from the park is the Lumsam railway station, which is 
one of the numerous stops for the Death Railway. We started to 
get nervous as this station was literally in the middle of nowhere 
and we seemed to be the only passengers waiting! We boarded the 
train, (which definitely deviates from the timetable printed,) end-
destination Nam Tok.  As the train travelled slowly and was hot and 
sticky, all doors and windows were open, which resulted in lots of 

meticulously well.  Military personnel from many different nationalities are laid to rest here.  To 
the side of this is a real gem of a museum called the “Thailand-Burma Railway Centre.”  It is very 
informative and well laid out, truly accessible to the teens.  A brilliant introduction in helping 
understand this period of history: Japan’s expansion in Asia and the Pacific; planning, design 
and construction of the railway; three dimensional models showing the route and the bridge; 
conditions in the camp; the medical facilities; personal artefacts from some of the thousands of 
prisoners of war (PoW) and the hundreds of thousands of local SE Asians who worked on it and 
details of Allied bombings.  The railway ran from Nong Pladuk in Thailand, to Thanbuyuzayat 
in Burma.  In the evening we walked back to the bridge, which was beautifully lit up, well worth 
seeing.

Next morning we were up early, as we had arranged to have breakfast with the monks at the 
Tiger Temple.  Stopping on route to pick up some contributions from the 7/11, we arrived in time 
to present our food to the queue of monks, and then proceeded to the Temple which had truly 
cute tiger cubs running around 
freely!  We spent almost an 
hour feeding and holding them, 
and then were allowed to carry 
or lead them back to their 
enclosure!  Next we were able to 
both wash and feed the slightly 
bigger tigers. The morning just 
got better and better as we led 
the nine-month-old tigers to 
the water enclosure and then 
were able to play with nine 
teenage tigers, using balls and 
bags on the end of bamboo, 
unbelievable!  Our morning 



hanging out photo opportunities, especially when we travelled over 
the particularly precarious Wang Po 300m trestle bridge, which 
clings to the cliff face.  The route is really interesting and there 
is a lot to observe regarding the everyday life in rural Thailand 
plus views over the Kwai Noi, the jungle and the distant mountains.  
At Nam Tok Station we had lunch at a local café before going to 
the Sai Yok Noi Falls, where we were able to climb into a Japanese 
Steam Train.  As we were there during the dry season the falls were 
unimpressive and more of a trickle.

The Sai Yok National Park was where we were heading, as we were 
due to stay in the Jungle Rafts that night.  We arrived around four in 
the afternoon and after checking in, we boarded a barge and set off 
down the river, about fifty Russians and us.  All were encouraged 
to jump off (with life jackets,) and be carried down by the current 
to the Sai Yok Tai Falls where the barge would be waiting.  At the 

falls we had a fresh mountain water 
shower that took our breath away!  
Dusk was closing in as we made 
our way back up the river, grateful 
for our sweatshirts.  Sleeping was 
hindered slightly, due to the paper-
thin walls and we all woke, not to 
the jungle dawn chorus, but to the 
sound of Russian circus music four 
rooms away!  

We left early in order to go to the 
nearby Hell Fire Pass Museum.  This 
is in a Thai Military base and, as we 
had arrived early, we decided to walk 

down to where the railway had been.  
The scale of the mountain that was 
cut through, the vegetation that had 
to be cleared, the perilous height and 
the conditions the workers endured 
can be well imagined here; all four of 
us walked in silence…

The memorial is really well thought 
out and it has become a place of 
pilgrimage / reflection for the relatives 
of loved ones lost, 12,800 PoW`s lost 
their lives during the building of 
the railway and over 90,000 locals, 
although few records exist of these.  
The dreadful cruelty happened as a result of the Japanese Samurai Code 
that believes there is more honour in taking one’s own life (ritual suicide,) 
than to be taken prisoner; the PoWs had given up any rights as humans, 
in their eyes.  The museum itself is very interesting but be warned, it has 
some graphic images of human suffering.

To break the journey back to Bangkok, we did a slight detour through the 
Erawan National Park. On route we passed a variety of flora and fauna and 
a huge dam and reservoir. Erawan is the word for elephant in Thai. The 
seven-tiered waterfall is supposed to resemble a three-headed elephant, 
which was the usual mount of the Hindu God Indra. They are spectacular 
but if it is solitude you are after, you will have to climb to the sixth before 

this can be found. The natural surroundings 
make it a very pleasurable walk.
Due to our late arrival back, the Plaza Athenee 
Hotel had already allocated our rooms so we were 
given an upgrade…lucky or what! A French Chef, 
Thibault runs the hotel restaurant ‘Reflexions’, 
and it is a must!  The food, ambience, service 
and chat were all excellent.  

We all slept like babies that night before 
dragging ourselves to the airport next morning 
for the early flight back to a day of homework 
in KL.
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