









2nd Feb 08
Dear the grand organization committee MEHS Reunion,

Subject: A short story from the snowy linen land of Zapadnaya Sibir.

Firstly, please note, I take this opportunity to express how grateful and happy I was to have come to this reunion. I attended the RIT alumni reunion last year in Singapore and this was as great as the other one. My unreserved compliments go to the organization body, especially Ko Edwin.
Secondly, I am not so sure that I deserve such an honour but to be sure, I am very flattered and honoured. Such honours go to my heart.
Pardon my Russian but Zapadnaya Sibir above means Western Siberia.

Siberia can get tough for sure but please note I am working here out of my own free will, as I love the experience and many other things.
To mention a bit about my recent adventures just prior to the MEHS reunion, I did manage to spend Christmas at home in Germany with my girlfriend but got called out to Siberia just before New Year’s Eve. I spent New Year ’s Eve cooking for 9 men and no women in Novy Urengoi. Novy Urengoi is the closest civilisation to the drilling rigs where I occasionally work.
Started working on the rig on the 1st of Jan 2008. My job title is Petrophysicist and part of my job is to supervise the data acquisition (logging) on the rigs. This data acquisition is quite crucial in understanding the geology and the reservoir characteristics of the subsurface.

What was supposed to be a relatively standard job lasting not more than 2 days turned quickly into a super fiasco. Almost everything is treated as confidential in the oil business and as such, it is most prudent not to go into too much detail.
However, without trying to sound melodramatic, never have I had such a mess of a job in my entire 30 years career. We were looking at the disaster prospect of at least 6 months of production delays (lost revenue), millions and millions of dollars in extra costs and also running out of equipment in the tundra.
Russian bureaucracy did not help either and the temperature was -32dgec on average but wind chill factor made it -53degc at times.  Around the drilling site, we live in a hodge podge of porta cabins. One needs to put on lots of warm clothes before visiting the bathrooms. As everyone can imagine, this is obviously no fun.
And all the time, I was dreading, “Oh my goodness!!! I am not going to make it to the reunion”. 

However, cool heads, teamwork and experience prevailed and on the 7th of Jan evening all was back in order except for the paperwork.
Caught the UAZ (Russian jeep) same evening back to Novy Urengoi.
In my opinion, Novy Urengoi deserves some mention as well. It is a 32 year old town built by the Soviets for the sole purpose of exploiting the nearby land. Gazprom the goliath of a Russian gas company owns the whole town. It is prefab concrete jungle, with a population of around 58,000 people. The town like many others (Pripyat being the most infamous of them all) built during the Soviet era, remains a restricted area which even ordinary Russians are not allowed to visit. In case some of you are not aware, Pripyat is the town close to Chernobyl that had to be abandoned after the disaster there. The German oil company that I work for has a joint venture going with Gazprom and that is why we are allowed to be present in this area.
It is an ugly town but has its charms in the sense of pristine landscapes covered most of the time with snow, beautiful sunsets and last but not least full of friendly and pretty devooshki or what the Burmese would call Tawthumas. We even have 2 discotheques churning out terribly romantic Russian hit songs. 
We do have a summer here too in Siberia lasting about 3 months from June till end of August. The sun never sets then but gets very muddy and literally millions of mosquitoes try to feed on you 24hrs a day. I have worked in the jungles of Burma and Indonesia but in comparison, there are definitely more mosquitoes here than any place I have ever been. The nice things about summer are the wild Siberian flowers, the berries and the delicious mushrooms (Porcini as the Italians would call them). 
We cross the Artic circle every time we go from town to the wellsite. I attach a photo of me at Latitude 660 33’ 38” N or the official polar circle (Polyani Krug) demarcation. 
To get back to my story, I arrived back in Moscow on the 8th of Jan 08, and had a long debriefing with the management before catching the plane on the 9th for Bangkok (the dirty Mango) and bliss.
Landed Suvarnabumi airport on the 10th of Jan morning running (as the saying goes). Started with a birthday party on same evening and then of course the wonderful reunion followed by more partying, golf, massages etc:. Finally finished partying at 04:30 on the 19th  January morning, caught the plane at 07:40 back to Moscow and reality.
I like telling everyone who bothers to listen “I grew up with 5 sisters, I was about 7 years old before I realized that my name was not shutup”. These days, my sisters are quiet when I mention this story. The advantage of having so many siblings though is I get to meet/know many many nice people from many different years. 
So at the reunion I met again so many friends from all the different years. Not to forget, made many new ones as well. It is surely too numerous to mention each and everyone individually. I am so fortunate to be blessed by so many good friends all around the world. Bless you all too. 
To add icing to the cake, gravy to the meat, I caught up with my twin sisters Ma Thida and Ma Thawda at the reunion. Ma Thawda is a doctor in England. Since she lives in England, I do get to meet her fairly frequently but Ma Thida, I had not met for many years. It was a real joy to meet up with them even if they still refused to dance with their little brother.

In the Russian language “Ya Pyu” means “I am Pyo” basically. But it could also mean “I drink” or more specifically, “I am an alcoholic”. No one forgets my name. I just have to remember theirs.
To quote Churchill, “Russia is a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma”. 
I for one love the country, the culture, language and the people. 

I hope you also enjoy the photos and the short captions I have attached to the photos.
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Pyo trying to look important in full fire proof PPE (Personnel Protective Equipment) for extremely cold weather. You cannot see the thermal underwear though. This is standard winter wear and no Ala Hollywood gear. As you can imagine, safety is taken very very seriously at the workplace. 
In the hinter ground is part of the drilling rig and a Schlumberger logging truck. Pyo used to work for Schlumberger but now works as a Petrophysicist for a German oil and gas company. Schlumberger is the main service provider around the world for such logging operations. 

In Pyo’s right hand is a 138 million year old Quartz core sample, extracted from deep inside the well.
In the far ground, one can see the living area and many gas flares beyond that. 
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Pyo at the official Polar circle (Polyarni Krug) in warmer times. Underneath the horizontal ring, one can see many house hold locks and ribbons. In this part of the world it is a tradition for newly weds to come here and secure a lock together, as a symbol for cementing the wedding vows (while the man sings the Russian equivalent of another one bites the dust.). 
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One of Pyo’s favourite photos from the memorable MEHS Reunion of 2008. Pitting his talents against the girls and losing happily. 

One of the Pyo’s favourite lines in Russian: 

“Skaji mne pozhalujsta, skolko tebe potrebuestya vremeni, shtoby pobrit Nogi.”

Translation

“Please tell me, how long does it take to shave your legs.”

To date, never got slapped in the face as yet.

Last but not least, I take this opportunity to reflect on and express how as long as I live I will always remember with gratitude, respect and love our dearest teachers starting with Mrs. Logie, Ms Hallagwa to our first kindergarten teacher Ms Brown. 
May they be blessed as we are the results of their care and hard work. And if there are tears in my eyes, they are the tears of pride, happiness as well as some sorrow.

Once again, bless you the MEHS Alumni,

Pyo Win 
