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n  The idea of helping the Mary 
Chapman School started 
when my friend Maurizio 
from Ischia who has been 
with the tour operator Asian 
Trails in Yangon for the last 
two years told me about it.   
Moe, a guide from Asian 
Trails who speaks perfect 
English with a wonderful 
Oxford accent which he 
learned by listening to BBC 
radio, picked me up at my 
hotel. Aung Kai was driving 
the pick-up and Moe’s two 
children, Didi and Sam, came 
along as they were on school 
holidays for the Thadingyut 
Festival of Lights, the end of 
the 3-month Buddhist lent. 



n  Our first stop was at a 
Yagon hotel to change 
money.  I had left Rome 
with US$1,450 (the dollar 
had strengthened 
compared to my earlier 
calculations!). If I had 
changed the dollars at the 
official rate I would have 
got about 10,000 kyat.  
But at the black market 
rate I came away with a 
black plastic bag stuffed 
with just over 400,000 
kyat!! 



n  Rush hour on Mahabandoola Road in front of the Sule pagoda 
in downtown Yangon. 



n  We drove out of town to the Bayinnaung  wholesale district. 
Moe bargained for 10 sacks of rice, two sacks of lentils and 
a very large sack of onions.  



n  We then went to a local 
market where once again 
Moe bargained for 20 
dozen copybooks and 
pencils and, with our few 
remaining kyat, we bought 
bags of sweets. 



n  The Mary Chapman 
school is on a quiet 
road, opposite the 
smart Japanese school, 
in a residential area of 
the city.  



n  Margaret Kyaw Mya, the principal of the Mary 
Chapman School for Deaf Children,  who thanks you 
all for your generous donations, told me the money 
will be used to help repair the damage done to the 
roofing of the school by cyclone Nargis.   



 Nargis roared through the capital on the night of 2nd May, 
uprooting most of the city’s trees and ripping off roofs. Most 
have now been repaired as the shiney new corrugated 
patches show.    



 Pupils helped unload the 
supplies. There where 
about 50 children who 
board in the school (the 
other 200 pupils were at 
home for the holiday 
week), and they  were 
watching a BBC film  on 
television. Margaret said 
those with hearing aids 
and those who lip read 
like to listen to English 
programmes. They know 
the international deaf sign 
language they also have 
their own sign language 
and they used i t to 
mischievously name me 
“dancing earring.” A name 
I am very proud to have.  



 The little boy on the left with the grey T-shirt sitting in one of 
the girl’s arms  is the youngest in the school, he is just five.   
The yellow patches on the girls faces are thanaka, a 
fragrantly scented cosmetic paste made from ground wood 
which is a natural protection against sunburn.  



n  Su Tin Aung, Gule and Myo Naing, who are “Maurizio’s boys” 
showed me around, Su Tin Aung holding firmly onto my hand to 
make sure I did not trip on the steep stairs. 



  
 The next morning Thomas and 
Oliver, Maurizio’s colleagues 
from Asian Trails,   brought 
me to the Home for the Aged 
of the Little Sisters of the 
Poor. Laurent, my Asian Trails 
friend in Bangkok, had told me 
how , a f t e r Na r g i s , t h e 
donations they count on to 
feed the old folk, had dwindled 
dramat ica l ly as a id was 
directed to the Delta area. I 
was greeted with smiles and 
kisses by the principal Sister 
Mary.     Sister Gloria brought 
us refreshments and the 
sisters explained they care for 
170 old people who are 
Christians, Buddhists, Hindus 
and Muslims  from various 
tribal groups including  Bamar, 
Kachin, Chin, Kayin, Shan 
and Mon.  



  
 

  
 The board in the 
hall lists the 
number of 
disabled, deaf 
(10 recently 
arrived old 
people from the 
Delta region lost 
their hearing 
during Nargis), 
bedridden, blind 
and senile 
dementia cases.  



 The large old building has men’s and women’s quarters and 
a large chapel.  



 It was lunch time and the sisters were helping those who 
could not eat alone.  



 
 The oldest inmate is 100 
and was more interested in 
the doll she was clutching 
then in the dish of rice in 
front of her.  Sister Mary, 
who is having a mass said 
to thank you all, said your 
donations will be used, 
again in this case, to repair 
parts of the roof damaged 
by Nargis and also to 
provide meals for the old 
folk (the blackboad in the 
hall which lists the meals 
that are covered by 
voluntary donations had 
may gaps!) up to the end of 
October.  After that,” she 
said with a smile, “God will 
provide!”  



 THANK YOU  



Donators:  
 
Luigi de Lucia, Los Angeles  
Carmen Piccoli, Rome     
Rei and Kelly Umakubo, Sydney 
Candida Francescone Liceti, Rome   
Horst Schmidtke, Colombo     
Michelle Lozneanu, La Spezia   
Rowena Bunting, Rome     
Sioban O’Brien Green, Dublin   
Orson Francescone, London 
Joanne Byrne, Dublin    
Cian McCourt, Dublin    
Ugo Armati, Rome    
Gino Falleri, Rome     
Fausto Giaccone, Rome    
Michele Laterza, Bari    
Francesca Tondo, Rome 
Maria Luisa Russo Tommasi, Rome 
Gabriella Bertolani, Rome   
Mariangela Rossi Giunti, Milan 
Germaine Staunton, Dublin   
Deirdre McCourt Gaffney, Kilkenny 
Ornella D’Alessio, Genoa   
Silvana Piana, Turin    
Elena Piana, Turin   
Aurora Galluzzo, Rome  
Kredpesk Silapaduriyang, Bangkok    

 
 

Seventy  T-shirts  were donated by 
     Francesco  Zagaria, Bari     

The overweight baggage allowance  was 
courtesy of Armando Muccifora, Thai 

Airways,  Rome    
 
 
 

JUSEBEH  -  
THANK YOU ALL FROM THE MARY 
CHAPMAN SCHOOL AND THE HOME 
FOR THE AGED IN YANGON OF THE 

LITTLE SISTERS OF THE POOR.   

 


