/3 LJ HESAOASEINS

BURMESE SCENES
' SKETCHES

'_Em m. NS AR INT

= TSI e T o S


Administrator
New Stamp


www.burmeseclassic.com

BURMESE SCEN ES
& SKETCHES

by
c KHIN MYO CHIT
Author of

Anawrahta ;s-‘f Burma
" Colourful Burma -

Distributors:-

- Nifar Publications
83-85, 5lst Street
Rangoon


Administrator
New Stamp


www.burmeseclassic.com -

First Pubhshed August 19?7
Copynght 1977 by Khin Myo CHit.
Pubhshed by-Khin Myo Chit, Thelkrh Sarzin,

(Reg 01352), 505/8 Prome Road Avenue,
Kamayut P.O., Rangoon.

Printed by U Thein Tan {Reg. 00I9)
No. 144, Anawrahta Street, Rangoon.

" Illustrations by
" U Ba Kyi, .
Tin Win
and San Toe. .-
Cover Printing Chindwin Press,
. Cover Design by San Toe.
" Cover Block by Thaung Hia.

Price K 1¢/-

. 1

Lk J,,,_...h._

Rl AR ol ol s

™ 3.
4,

"CORTENTS
fARI“QNE

FESTIVALS

- Hail To Thee, Tha-Gyar-Min
A Season of Giving

The Dawn of Hope -
Lenten Menories
The Spirit of Thadingyut.

~ Season of Love and Forgiveaess.
-The Tazaungdaing Festival

The Season of Pa-De-Tha Trees.
The Harvest Festival - The “Htamane”

'PART TWO

LIFE & CUSTOMS

: The Art of Chewing Betel

Men’s Hair Styles
Turbans and Headgears

Cigars & Cheroots
i

Pﬁge :

1

14
17
21
24
28
31
37
41

47
56"
53
56


Administrator
New Stamp


- www.burmeseclassic.com

R wRm

The Egg:and I- ' ©130

CONTENTS : - . CONTENTS -
i - _
PART THREE é PART SIX
BURMESE CUISINE L BUDDHIST WAY "OF. LIFE
: o Pége ;h .. ‘ ) '
1. A Burmese Rice Meal sl o N . Page
2. Off-Beat Burmese Foods 64 1. A Buddhist Childhood - 140 -
3: More Ofi-Beat Burmese Foods - 68 E 2, Women in Buddhism ) - 155
4, *Ah-Myees’ of Burmese Rehshes : it : 2 Ch: | . 167
5; Food for Love 73~ 3. Shiopyu :
6. Food for Thought ) 7(95
7. Crispies Galore - 7 ] T ; o
- 8: In Praise of Glutinous Rice 82 . | - _ PART S_EVE‘N
PART FOUR ' THE SPLENDOUR THAT WAS
| 1 'PAGAN |
-FRUITS & VEGETABLES _ _
- 1. The Splendour that was Pagan ~ 175
1. Leave My Jackfruit Tree Out of it g7 & ~2. A Letter to my Grgnd_chlldr_en 177
2. Jack Fruits Again 90 3, 'Look Ye the Stars Shine still S ¥
3. You've Never Tasted until.. 93 4. TFagan, a Challenge _ 182
4; Meal-Time Companior When Young 96 )
5: Never a Poem Lovely as a Tamarind Tree 99 . : _
. : . - PART EIGHT
PART FIVE P
SN ' : : PERFORMING ARTS
_LIFE IN WAR-TIME BURMA '- : . _
o 1. Burmese Marionette Theatre _ 187
- - F 2.. The Magic of Burmese ‘Zat-Pwe’ 148
g?eﬁfcgiﬁé %g?ond ' ' i?; { . 3. How to Enjoy 4 Burmese ‘Zat-Pwe’ 207
The Ruse : L) i 4, The Art of Burmese *Zat-Pwe’ 212
k - } "5, The Four Puppets 217


Administrator
New Stamp


o

CONTENTS

PART NINE

www.burmeseclassic.com

I

IT’S ME FOLKS!

A Writer in the Family
The - Joys of being a Neurotic

- How Stupid Can 1 Get ?
-Make a Wish

Page

227.

229
232

235

&

PRESENTING BURMA

BURMESE SCENES AND SKETCHES is a
collection of stories and articles most of which have
already been published in newspapers and magazines
kere. -1t is also a response to the'readers’ interest

_stimulated” by the publication of COLOURFUL
BURMA, which Browen Hammet called in UNESCO

FEATURES, ‘a practical and poetic guide to Burmese
culture’: ! - .

. In the present volume; some of the articles in
COLOURFUL BURMA are included so that relevant
information on the given topics may be more complete.

It is impossible to presént- Burma without her
festivals; it would be like dancing without music. Al
festivals have one thing in common: they are ' cele-
brated with alms-giving, paying respécts to the Buddha,
I-{-is Law, His Order of Monks, Parents, Teachers and
elders,

© Part One deals with the description of seasonal
festivals and their meaning, - Part two gives the reader
a taste of Burmese cuisine with highlight on off-beat
foods and tasty smacks, Part Three deals with fruits
and vegetables whose stories are often as lustious as
their flavour, - ’ :

Stories and articles in Part Four describe life
during World War II, when Burma had her shaze of
51l the uglivess and harrowing experience of igvasion

- and occupation., The reader is, however, spared all
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that, and is given a glimpse of only the lighter side
of things. :

The articles on the a_riciént city of Pagan give

an account of the writer’s own feelings as an ordinary |
. : y

‘Burmese who loves and treasures the heritage.

A Buddhist Childhood, Shinpya and Women in

‘Buddhism throw light on a way of life as lived here in
Rurma. Daily devotions at the household shrine, alms-

giving, trips to pagodas and the monastery are stilf

very much part of the daily life pattern . today as it
was long ago.

Tn the last part of the volume, the writer slips
in a few touches that create an impressionist profile
of herself......as if the picture of Burma would not be
complete without that. If those sketches are super-

fluous, the writer only craves the reader’s indulgence:

www.burmeseclassic.com
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PART.-ONE

FESTIVALS
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Burmese New Year falls in the second week of April.
It is celebrated with three days. of water .throwing.
- Thagyarmin, King of the celestials, comes down fo
the human abode to bring. In the new year.......

HAIL TO THEE, THA-GYAR-MIN!

Once, again, we welcome Tha-gyar-min, King
of the Celestials, who, as the .legend says, comes
Jdown to the human abode to bring in the mew year.

) Every new year, we read the Thingyansar, a
=1 Isingle sheet hand bill, a kind of oraclé which gives
the information on what to expect ip the coming
vear. It tells us how Tha.gyar-min is coming down;
'![on what animal he will be riding, and what be wlll

rry in his hands.

People foretell the futuve from the- parapherna-
i2a that he carries about him.

Tha-gyar~min is one of the celestials who are
2ry close to us. We kind of believe in him like
ple believe in Santa Claus. Never mind if he- is
s>meone borrowed from Hindu mythology. We have
d# him our very own. He is very much alive.in

tlore and Buddhist parables.

Tha-gyar-min is regarded as the custad1an of
Buddhist teachings;” he is responsible for seeing
i ""ople live in accordance with the Buddha’s Way.

ust see that justice is done; he must save the
& and let the bad get thejr deserts. -

He must switch his attention to the human
g2 25 soon as his downy couch hardens. which is
E=d of reminder that someone down her needs
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ne In stomes and plays, whenever the hero” or-
beroise calls for help, SWISH! he comes down in

= of 2 human being, a good samaritan:

So, when you stand in the blazing summer .
bear. waiting for trapsport, getting more and more
desperate to see crowded. buses pass by, be_ sure to
call upon him. Of course he may not appear’ to.
you in his glory, but some good-hearted friend with
a car may offer you a lift. Remember, the ways of
the celestials are strange.

. U Ponnya, our poet and dramatist of the last
century left for posterity a series of faydats eighteen
line sonnets, callmg upon Tha-gyar-mln tc cast his
watchful eyes upon this human abode and do some-
thing about the state of affairs. The poet did not
mince his words in chiding the King of the Celestials
for his seeming neglect of duties. Here are some of|
the excerpts:

thy couch hardents len times over.

“What? Drzmk deep in pleasures sensual? No,J
this simply won’t do1”

“Whatever happened to thy eyes that number]
a thousand ? Have they all gone dim? In
thai case let me present thee with a pair of
diamond lens.”’

“Whatever happened to  thy Iu gh- powered
thunder bolts? Are they in the workshop being
repaired or serviced?”

eclassic.com
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central charai:ter like for mstance the stoi'y of-the
Shwedagon Pagoda

According to the lcgend Tha-gyar-min, as lhe
custpdian of Buddha’s teachings was responsible for °
the founding of the city of Dagon, as Rangoon was
called in those days, and also for the building of the
great pagoda, wherein the Buddha s relics were to be
. eashrined:

King Okkalapa, the founder and king of Dagon,
was the sop of a girl called Me Lamu® who was bom
of a flower.

The story begins as with folklore; a hermit in
the forest. One day he saw a hugei flower and
brought it to his place, Out of that flower a beauti-
ful girl was born. She was reared as his own daugh-
ter. One day, Tha-gyar-min, reminded “of course by
his faithful couch, saw her and knew that she was
destined to be the mother of a great king, the foun-

. der of Dagon city, and also that the son was to be

. ‘I sired - by no other person than himself, the King of
“Qh, thou, who wouldst not come, even thoughf

the Celestials,

So, Tha-gyar-mm came down fo the human
abode in the form of a handsome young man and
asked the hermit for the hand of Me Lamnu,

King Okkalapa was born of the union, and his
name lives today as the name of a satellite town in
Rangoon: There, today, an old pagoda has been re-
stored and it is called Me Lamu pagoda, and it was
betieved to have been built by Me Lamu.

Tha-gyar-min’s influence on Buddhist thought
and action-is considerable. He comes down to bring
in the new year; he has with him two parchments,

“Qh, Tha-gyar-min, thou lazybones. as inett
sas thy own likeness we have there sculpiured
on the flagpole near the pagoda '™’

. These sodnnets keep Tha.gyar-min closer thad
ever to us. Many legends of pagodas have him as 4

one of gold and the other, a dog-hide. He puts the
names of good people on the gold parchment, ard
tkose ofthe bad on the dog-hide. Let’s hopeCwe
have ours on the gold! -

—0—



The Burmese New Year is a
solemn occasion however is not allowed to go with—
out the trimmings of music, dawee and processions...

A SEASON OF GIVING

These April days, there is music
wherever yéu go, you see pandals by the roadside;
_inside them are sets of yellow robes, black alms-

bowls, umbrellas and leather slippers laid out amidst |

flowers and coleoured paper streamers. Right "at the
entrance a.notice board aanounces that a mass novi-
tiation ceremony is to be held during the Water
Festival, and that your contribution in cash or kind
is welcome,

Such pandals are centres of activity during the
water festival; each centre is organized either by the
people of the locality or by those who are in tfhe
same profession like stall-keepers at a market, tri-
shaw men, taxi-drivers or bus-men.® They pocl their
resources to do deeds of merit like novitiation.

Novitiation is of vital importance in a Bud-
dhist family; boys are sent to the monastery where
they stay as novices for a week or more; their heads
are shaven and they wear the yellow robes, go on
alms rouads with their
precepts.

Parents consider it a great privilege to novi-
tiate thejr sons, that
flesh and blood into
Sangha, ;
novitiate other people’s sons, so that they do not
miss doing such a great deed of merit,

A o= T -3
www.burme
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Those who do not have sons of their own ]
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It is also a meritorious deed on the part of the
one novitiated, for he gives himself’ into Buddha’s
Order; he gives up the worldly pleasures and lives a
life of austerity and discipline even if it is for -a
short time,

No man’s life is considered complete and ful-
filled unless he is novitiated; it is 2 must for &4 Bud-
dhist man. Parents consider it to be an act of most
negleciful omission, if they fail to novitiate their
sops. It is a fervent hope of grand-parents to see
their progeny novitiated and also to contribute some
thing towards the celebration.

That is why people are ever ready to help

- those of limited means to novitiate their sons; and

one ol the new year communal activities is to organ-
ize mass novitiations when everyone ‘comes forward*
with whatever contribution he can afford either
cagh or kind,

A novitiation ceremony can be very simple,
The parents send the boy to the motastery where a
senior monk will shave his head and invest him with
yellow robes, which the parents usually provide:

However, with the Burmese love of fun and
music, such an occasion is rarely allowed to go with-
out the trimmings of music, dance andprocessions. Of
course people also tike to give alms to monks to
mark the event—which, in fact, is optiomal,

The boys to be novitiated are dressedlin prince-
ly costumes resplendent in silk and scqums They
ride on caparisoned horses shaded with golden um-
brellas; the parents and family members carry sets of
vellow robes decorated with totus flowers; then conie
a bevy of damseis carrying offerings in lacquer trays;
the prettiest girl has the honour of carryingcSrnate

_betet box: followed by music troupes and dancers.
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* 1In cities like Rangoon, the procession has lost
much of the traditiona! grandeur because the parti-
cipants usuaily ride in cars and buses; but the golden
umbrellas and mausic troupes are still there.

Such process;ens are reminiscent - of - Prince

Siddattha’s renunciation of his home and family and °

roya! splendour on the fateful might he rode out of
the palace grounds to take to the woods, where he
spent the next six years practising ascetic virtues
until he gained wisdom and became the Buddha, the
Enlightened, the One who could teach the way to
end all -suffering.

Buddhists, as a first step towards following the
Buddha’s teaching, do acts of dhanae or givings;
giving their time and money for the communal novi-

tiation of boys; the boys on their part give them- .

selves into the Buddha’s Order, into the life of dis-
cipline and austerity.

‘This is the season of giving; giving alms to
monks; giving respects to parents, teachers, and

elders; snacks of glutineus rice, jaggery and coconut-
are made at home and distributed among the neigh- .

bours, Shampoo mixture, a concoction of vegetable
fruits and brine of tree barks is given,away fresly.

Even the poorest will' do their good deed-
fetching water for old people to bathe and - sham-
poo. Such are the deeds of the April season, when

trees are laden with golden padawk blossoms and

the scent of the star flowers fills the air. All these
are done in accompapiment to the sweet sounds of
the drums, cymbals and- flutes.
Festival to you all! N
—

A Happy Water -

eclassic.com

The Full moon af Kason, which falls in the first .
week of May is a xhree-fm‘d anniversary, namely
the birth of Prince Siddatha, who later became the
Buddha, his gaining of FEnlighterment under the Bodhr

_tree and his passing into Nibbana.........

THE DAWN OF HOPE

Burmese new year begins with sprays of cool-
ing water showering on friends with laving kindness
and goodwill: Come Kason, the second month of
the vear, and once 4again water is poured, this time
on the sacred tree, the Bogdhi tree, the tree of En-
lightenment.

The full-moon-of Kason month, is a three-
fold anniversary: the birth of Prince Siddatha, the .
Buddha-te-be, His Enlightenment at the foot of the
Bodhi tree, and the passing of the Buddka into
Nibbana. -

Such episodes in the Buddha’s life live on to
this day, after 25 centuries in poems, songs, plays,
paintings, sciilptures, and last, but not Ieast, in the
hearts of the Buddhists; Most emphasis is anaturally

-laid on’ paying respects to the sacred tree in remem-

brance of the Buddha’s Enlightenment. That parti-
cular day brought to all beings, hopc of detiverance
from Suffering,

On that morning, there was nothmg but peace
apd beauty. Flowers unfolded their soft petals and
threw opern their treasure chests of sweetness. -The
air was filled with the song of birds. Far and dear,
nto the homes of men, there 8pread an uiiknows
peace.  All evil hearts grew gentler.
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) The Buddha sat under the Bodhi-tree, radiant
rejoicing and strong, and from His lips poured forth
the words beginning Anekgjatisangsarang. It was

a glorious moment, He had, for many lives sought -

‘who wrought these prisons of the senses, sorrow
fraught’ On that mofning, He could declare: - I
know thee, never shall thou build again these walls
of pain.”

Ty jangular brass gong

www.burmeseclassic.com
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After 45 years of teaching the Truth. He had
found, the Buddha passed away to Nibbana on the
full-moon day of Kason. His last admonitien to His -
disciples was: ‘““Always be mindful: never let your-
selves slip into negligence and forgetfulness™.

Buddhisis celebrated these anniversaries in va-
rious ways, according to the Buddha’s teachings.
They give alms, or keep precepts, or practise medit
tation. The Buddha’s teachings are remembered in
all the meritorious deeds. Since such deeds are

“done mostly communally, the custom of going to

local pagodas in groups is observed for many gene-
rations. ' .

Men and women of all ages go to local pagodas
in procsssions .to pour water on the sacred tree.
Young women carry water pots on their heads, none
too "heavy, but just enough to lend them a Balinese
grace "as they walk along. Red earthen pots topped
with green banana leaves give a picturesque effect,
especially with flower-bedecked chignons hanging
down maijdens’ napes, . :

The processions, as wusual, are aitended by
music  troupes. The Burmese f{olk music troupe
consists of simple instruments, nameély, the drum,
cymbals, bamboo clappers and flete, With one or
two mountebanks dancing to the snappy tunes, one
can have all the fun and merriment. One does not
have to be specially talented to be able to play
these instruments, nor anyone to be a Nureyev to do
those dance steps. -Anyone cau join in.

The scngs usually run something playful and
teasing like for instance. '

Come qlong my pretty maid .
Il take thee right to Nibbana
For it’s the goal I'Il strive

For thee and me, for thee and- me,
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Thou ari all goodress and viriue
Ever bent an doing deeds of merit.
Of’ look, thy beauteous face all damp
Witk beads of perspiration, oh,
Do not strain so much my dear,
Let me help thee—let me carry the pot for
tiee

This is one of the idiosyncracies of Burmese
ways and customs. The Buddhist religion teaches
pegation of all worldly desires. Here, the ardent
swain is asking his maid to come along with him to
the Goal of Nibbana, the Cessation of all desire.

Of course, Nibbana is the goal for all Bud-
dhists to strive for but it is still a long, long way
to go. There is a-plenty to enjoy on the way to
the Goal. Naturally one wants a helpmate and’ com-
paunion for the long journey through the cycle of re-
births. The Buddha-to-be had Princess Yasodhara tfo
share His many lives unti! He attained Buddhabood.

That is why Burmese love songs often centain
afbirmations of love and faith that shall last the long
journey through semsara, or the round of rebirths.

“We will cross aver this infinite samsara

Together, unti! we reach the peaceful shore of

Nibbana.”

So shall many lovers make a wiéh, as they pour

water on the sacred Bodhi-tree. . =t o

www.burme'%eclassic.com
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How can anything go wrong on a day in the lenten season
that begins with the tinkling of ‘doo-wei-wei® of the
brass triangular gong and the rich sing-song .voice
announcing, ‘*Dear  friends, godd and pious, our
companions-in-doing-meritorious-deeds, please dc wake
up and prepare dlms food for reverend monks...... ”

LENTEN MEMORIES

Now that it is Buddhist lent, T should perhaps
fill my hours with holy thoughts, as a self-respecting
woman of my age should. Easier.said than done.

Rummy (as those Wodehouse characters say),
whenever 1 try to think good and pure thoughts, I
always go back to the days when the world was
fresh and voung and nothing could ever go wrong:

How can anything éo wrong on a day in the
lenten season, the day that begam with the tinkling
of doo-wei-wei from the brass triangular gong ‘and
the rich sing-song voice announéing “Oh, ba-wun-taw
good friends, ourcompanions, companions-ip-doing-
memonous—deeds please wake up, do wake' up and
prepare alms food for our reverend sangha, wake up,
please, good friends.

The announcement was couched in poetic prose
with well known familiar pali words like ba-wun-taw
(good people) thrown in for style and elegance.

With the tmklmg of the brass triangularC gong
in your ears, you roll in your bed from on¢side to
the other murmuring, “So, the sabhath day has come
again, ch. You listen to the lingering notes and
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pull yourself up to go down to the kitchen to pre-
pare alms food.’

It is still in semi-darkness, but not all gloomy
for the air is filled with promise of the coming day.
It is lovély to be waken up by the tinkling of the
brass triapgular gong and recitation in a sing-song
voice. It is far more pleasant to be jerked up by
the blaring of loud-speakers, that inspired only
colourful epithets that would not help to go through

the gates of celestial regions where you hope to go '

in afterlife.

How aptly are the -organizers of these bene-
volent activities called reik.ban-saw, ushers into heaven.
They are the members of the communal groups call-
ed wui-thins o1 service groups and they play an im-
portant part in the life of the community. Such
wut-thin activities, although rarely seen nowadays in
cities like Rangoon, are very much alive in small
towns, In cities like Mandalay, where old customs
and traditions are still very much in evidence, wui-
thins with all their paraphernalia still operate,

The members of the wui-thins wear all whg
suits, white jackets and white longyls They go round
collecting aims for tnonasteries or pagodas Some
carry silver bowls to receive coins. Teo teceive alms
food there are large three-legged lacquer trays with
sets of small bowls;” they are beautiful things with
red domed covers. FEach tray is suspended from cords
attached to the yoke. With the tray hanging in the
middle two men shoulder the yoke at each end.
Sometimes the yoke is painted red and splashed over
with gold and glass mosiac patterns.

The procession is led by a man blowing the
conch. Next comes the huge brass triangular gong

suspended on a pole carried by two ment, one of

them - striking it in tune to the chanting, 2 none

)eclassic.com
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100 easy feat. The carriers of the three legged trays
follow. Sometimes, the procession is accompanied by
a music troupe of drums, cymbals and flute, It is
still twilight, the stars bhnking even as dawn begins
10 steal on the horizon. The air is filled with music
with intervals of singsong chantmg and the tinkling
of the brass gong. Lights shine through the window
panes and people come out with their alms, which
are respectfully deposited in the lacquer bowls and
receptacles. .

Wuisthins also go on their rounds ir the after-
noon, the day before sabbath day, in the same -
grand manner to collect dry goods like rice and such
necessities for the monastery.

Living in Rangoon, we do not see wufl-thins
and the wushers-in-to-heaven, at least, not often.

. What shall I do without them? Who will usher me

mto the celestial regions?

o
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Mari ond semss fill the air as the clouds roll away
oui smemr cays are back again--then the city blos~-

soms feerk im a thousand lights. .. ... ..

THE SPIRIT OF THADINGYUT

*“Omnly a few days to Thadingyut, and the 'skies;
- are still hanging low with dark clouds.”” Such is the
thought that hangs over us as the end of the lenten |
season draws near.

e

We have had enough of the torrential rains and §
"the accompanying hazards, like colds and influenza., -
FohrgottOn are the days when we prayed for showers §
aswe were scorched by the blazing April heat. We:
fonged for rain then, as if we never knew that the
beautiful drizzle scintillating in.the rays of sunshine
‘would later be a murky sheet of torreats that con-
fronted us almost every day for four months.

Now, we long for days warm and dry with lots:
of sunshine, when our mildewed clothes will have an.
airing. Perhaps, I should not be too wrapped upf
(both literally and figuratively) in mildewed clothes.
and too pre-occupied with the thought of turning:
the house inside out.for cleaning, for it is
time women do the ‘spring’ cleaning, or rather Tha-.

dingyut cleaning.” :

I do try my best to raise myself from suchff

mundane thoughts. <Forget your damp mildewed:
things for a while,”” T told myself, *‘just think how’
it must have looked on the Full Moon: of Thadin-
gyut, twenty-five hundred vears ago.”

It was when the Buddha, after spending th
lenten seasom at the celestial dbode, preaching to his

the 'l
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mother, now reborn. a celestial being, came down to
the abode of the humans. Attended by an entolrage
of celestials, the Buddha descended by the bejewelled
ladder, as the heavenly music mingled with the bois-
terous gusto-of the drums and flutes that the earth
bound humans played to welcome the Buddha.

This self-same -scene is re-created during the
Thadingyut festival when we have illuminations all
over the cities, small towns and villages. There will
be a lot of festivities with music, songs and dancing,
for here inour land everything goes;with music.” The

cotloquial idiom, which may be retidered in English. -

as, without the benefit of the orchestra (f5:00ly’en]) |
is used to describe any event that is uninteresting, -
unheralded and not properly enhanced. .

The Skies begin to clear and hope springs in my
breast, as sunbeams spill out.of the clouds, Silver
embossed cards pour im. ““Weddings, weddings, and
more weddings,” 1 muttered happily. How youtig
lovers must have welcomed this season, for marriages
are tabooed during the lent. oy

E

Of course, many modern young people try to
-ignore the custom and insist on getting married dur-
ing-the lent. "After all, this taboo originated from
- social and economic conditions of the by-goune days,
when communications were difficult during the rains, .
and people were busy in the fields, so it ‘was prudent
te wait till Thadingyut. :

Even then, weddings during the lent are still
rare. Most lovers would rather wait till” Thadingyut
than risk raised eye-brows at .the uncommon hurry

to get married during the lent.

“Anyway, .jt i§ more fun to begin one’s married
life amidst festivities. filuminations, musi¢,” songs
and dancing will be all over the town. In s6me quar-
ters, people collect donations to decorate their streets.
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with festoons of electric lights. Amateur dancing and

music troupes are orgauized to give free entertain- .
ment to the spectator.

Personally speaking, I think Thadingynt is more -
fun in small towns and villages, a partiality perhaps, -
since T hailed from a small town myself. Living here
amidst the blare of amplifiers and eleciric lights, 1 .
often long for the see-mee lights; they are small ear- -
then saucers filled with sesamum oil wherein pieces
of cotton are used as wicks. Littie tonguss of flame
guivering in the breeze lend  an uncanny beauty fo !
the scene steeped in the silvery beam of the full
moon.’ '

Festivitics in small towns and villages are more
friendly and intimate. The ¢ntertalnment troupes
may not be star-studded, with film stars and well.
known vocalists takimg part, but, thete is a lot of |
love and appreciation. The girl with all the make- :
up and sequinned costume, pretending to be a prima- |
donna, is the snub-nosed girl next door. You think .
she is wonderful, even if she sings a little off key and .
her dancing not exactly professional. -

In small towus, you are personally involved in
“the festive celebrations, you care a good deal,
‘cause everyote is your friend. In big cities, however,”
you can hardly feel that it is your festival, there is’
too much noise and glare and you do not know who
is who in the cclebrations.

Perhaps, I am just a complaining old fogey,;
but 1 can hardly see the spirit of Thadingyut in the
noise, gaudiness and ostentations of the city festival:.

‘ There is a silver lining, though. Towards the’
close of the day before the twilight deepens into night,;

! groups of young people and children can be seen
walking with candles and gifts in theu: hands. They,

. are going round to pay respec”s to their grandparent

ccom
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elderly relatives and teachers. . Thad
season of remembrance, a kadaw seas

ﬂ_‘:- ingynt is also
=2 on, '

I cannot think of an English equivalant for the
Baurmese word kadaw; it is more than paying respects
©r doing obeisance. Ope raises clasped hands to the
forehead and crouches humbly at the feet of the
parents, elders and | teachers, in the same Wayas one
<o%s to worship the Buddha, the: Dhamma and the
Sangha. This is to kadaw,~—to be humbls and reve-
rent, remembering with gratitude all that one owes
1o parents and, teachers, and what is more desiring fo
o¢ purged of ail the trespasses that might have been
committed by word. thought or deed:. )

3 "fh}t reverent posture of crouching with clasped
gands rs_n.sed to the forehead should not be mistaken
for servility for it is not something’ that is forced or

<ompelled. Tt isa voluntary honour to whom honour

is due. This is the true spirit of Thadingyut.

be--§.
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#the community. Such practices are much. more evi-
Thafimeym is mor only a seasom of lights and rejoic-§@ent in district towns than in cities like Rangoon.
izzs fur ofss of remembering  those 1o whom we owe . - . M
srasitade— 35 make peace or ask forgiveness, if needs In cities like Rangoon, people try to keep. up
&=, ond also 7o jorgive with loving Kindness...... 1!1;‘. tradition in spite of the rush and haste of -city
: Sy S life, by organizing communal ceremonies. '

~ TIn schools ‘paying - respects to the teachers
( during the season is organized; all contribations in )
fcash or kind -are voluntary. -

kY

SEASON OF LOVE AND FORGIVENESS e o
P 3 _ ‘ S : . N 4 '0?) tf!:le th;;ecf‘d?lys of the lights festival, namely
) - ) _ ‘ . & 12€ day osefore the full moon, the full moo .
' The - Burmese calendar month of Thadingyuffes. _da);r after, young people go-roundnio trﬁedagoﬁnneds
- (October) 1s the month of lights festival. Some tWentyR of their teachers and elderly relatives to pay thei
five centuries ago, the Buddha came back from thefrespact: 5o it means ‘Open Hobse® f p']i{ os.
abode of the. celestials to the human abode; he wWask O1der people asually I;tallre some sg;cgaur%adom;osf
attended by the goodly company of celestials WhOqneir ~young visitors, sometimes they distribute gmall
creat‘;d a pathway of starry jewels; and - the human cash for childreri to spend during the festival:
on earth illuminated their houses and streets to wel . ) ..
come the Buddha. '

Young people usually bring -gift but it is not

Becessary;. paying respects (kadaw) is accomplished

by bowing down with humility in front of the older

people.  Children go to their elders with a bunch of

b-anan'as or packet of candles, they may go without '
2nything, but the gesture of (kadaw) is -no less

=ppreciated. R

Among the celestials up there was the one why
was reborn after she died. giving birth to the child
who later became thé Buddha: It was the Buddha’
gesture of gratitude to.his mother thHat he speat thg
three months of the monsoon there and taught hi
Law, to the devas. '

. The custom of (kadaw) is rooted in the Bud-
<hist acceptance of the samsara, the round of being
Born and reborn; ali beings, humans and all, go
ound meeting cne another in amicable “relationships
o1 otherwise; there would be love and kindness, but.
22¢re could be hate and eamity ds well. There are
=urely wrongful, actions committed consciously oy
=aconsciously to one another in this present life.-

Thadingyut, therefore, is not only a season ol
lights and rejoicings, but- also of remembering thosg
to whom we owe gratitude. For the Buddhists, ‘thg
Buddha. - His Law, His Order of the Sangha, Parent
and Teachers are the first to be revered; next comf
those who are older and those .to. whom we oWl
gratitude, T

Those whe no lenger have pareants go to elderf ) : .
ly relatives or friends to pay their-respects. .It When Buddhi‘ ts do the ceremony of kadaw to
~ usual for-a senior citizen in the street or residenti@@®a¥one, their parents, teachers, or elders, they not -
_quarter to receive respects from the younger people @ ' '
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only pay respects with the gesturc of gratitude, but:
also ask forgivemess for amy. wrongful action they:
might have done in this life and many many lives’
before :

The -elders pot merely receive the respects,
they, in their turn, ask forgiveness of the young
peopie for any wrongful action they might have done:
in thoaght, word, or deed. This reciprocal action is
often called ‘erasing the slate’’ which is the same as.
burying the- haichet so that one can start life agam,
with a clean ‘slate.’ ' : i

Well, come to tlnnk of it, I want to start thls__
Thadmgyut asking my friends and readers to forgive
me for any offence or trespass I might have done:
unwittingly or mtcntmnal]y, and wmh them a happy‘i
Thadingyut. :

classic.com

On such a night as this, Ummadanii, a beauiiful wo-
man scorned, had her vengence on the king - by drivieg
kim mad with desire for hern unattainable charms......

.On such a night as this King Ajatasatu. a remorsefid

pairicide, found solace in the Buddha’s words..

THE TAZAUNGDAING FESTIVAL

It's lights and festivals with a vegeance, since.
the monsoon months have come to an end. Close upon
Thadingynt festival comes the Tazaungdaing with
more lights and festivities. Many houscholds leave
the decorations and lanterns on so that they do not
have to'put them up agam in three weeks' time.

We all koow that pegple hang out iightcd
lanterns in honour of thé anciversary of the Bud-
dha’s descent from the celestidl regioms. But, why
again the illuminations in the following month?

I used to think that some people wished to go
on' with the celebration-as tg]a Thadingyut festivities
are often spoilt by rain. It is hardly so, although
I strongly suspect that to be the reason Wlth .Most
of the merry-making folk. This festival seems to date
back to the pre- Buddhm days,

Psychological Warfare 1.

Tazaungdaing festival is, in fact, called Kattika
We ﬁnd many references in the Jatakas, the
This month is supposed; o
‘“t: the time thieves ply their trade; astrologers- say
that certain signs of the Zodiac are in the as¢endant
so that many people’s thoughts are bent on‘mischief,
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It is said that kings declared feasts to be held
so that all the jellity and merry-making would take -
the people’s. mind away from mischief, a kind of
psychological warfare, . )

It is the wont of the vyouths to steal things
like flower-pots and- clothes and pi’e them on the
cross roads,
people know

v one another, this is dome in the spirit
of fun. - )

Whole nights, young men go about stealing
women’s, skirts which they hoist at the top of a pele.
Sign boards would be put at the door of privies.
In the morning, everyone has a good laugh. No
serious harm is done and no one is offended. Of
-course it is different in cities where people are not
so close to one aunether and such things are done
more in mischief and even malice. : )

Ilpminations are more elaborate than in Tha-
dingyut. Jataka stories lend romantic and sometimes
diverting touches to thé¢ celebrations. If you go down
the lighted streets you may find a tableau or a play
in progress: a young maiden, resplendent in jewels,
throwing flowers at a magnificently dressed regal per-
son on a chariot. - '

Lady Um.mardanti', the beauty scor-n_ed

This is the story of a maid named Ummadaniti
whose pame itself is synonymous with dazzling

beauty. She was born ‘of a rich and noble family., =

Que day, the king sent fortune-telters to read -the
lineaments of her body, so that he might marry her,

., The fortune-teliers, on seeing her = became so- .
intoxicated by her beauty that they made a mess of °

the food offered to them. Ashamed of their own be-

haviour, they made .a false report to the king that

she was not fit (o be.queen.”

“www.burmegeclassic.com.

In small towns and villages, where -

"B Bis duty to guard the
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: Ummadanti was given in marriage to the-]gmg?
Beeneral. She never forgot the slight and with the rage
o7 a woman scorned, she waited to take her revenge. .
B On the day of the Katiika festival, the whole city
& =2s illuminated and adorned. The king, 1n his-royal
slendour, was to ride the streets on the full moon

- The general,. before he left home to go on
city on the occasion said to
Bis wife: ““My dear. tonight the king will ride ‘throug‘h
the city and he will come to our. door. Please do
zot show yourself for he will not be able to control
kis thoughts,” L )

Ummadanti made a noncommital reply. AS
soon as her maid, according to orders, came and
8 informed her that the king’s chariot’ had .come-to
B the door, the lady went to the open window.

From the strategic position, the beautiful TUm-
=adanti threw flowers at the king, When he turned
Bis eyes to her, she smiled -with the charm of a
wiph. The king could not contain himsetf. Umma-
g=ntj, seeing his agitation, withdrew to her _chamber.
Thke king, no longer able to continue his triumphant
sour, bade his charioteer go -back to the -palace,
where he lay.on the couch moaning in agony:

The general’s strategy

The gén-eral soon knew what had happened.
7ith his wisdom, he made the king see’ the felly of
%3 passion.  Like a‘loyal subject, he - offered
T =mmadanti {o his king.who was deeply ashamed of
Bimself, Cured” of his infatuation, he went on with
Bis just and fair reign. ‘ .
The story is a favourite with strolling profes-
gonal troupes and during - the Tazaungdaing festival,
amateurs would emact the scene, where the lady .



threw flowers at the king.
would make the Jady apd

of e audigode. .
There are vet solemn associations with this®

King Ajatasatu, tortured with remorse for’
_Baving killed his royai father .who was good and

Ajatasatu had followed Devdatta, the Buddha’s -

arch enemy and ‘it was at his advice thdt he had
commmitied patricide.
Buddha’s life and he was swallowed up by the earth

te roast in hell,” The king [leared a like fate for

hi_mself.
The remorseful king

fle wished to go to the Buddha and to be re-
conciled to Him, and to ask his guidance. However, -
he could not bring himself to go to His presence, so
great had been his tramsgression, .

S0, when the Xattika festival came round, &
and by night Rajagaha was illuminated and adorned :
like a city of the gods, the king sat- on his golden
throne with the lords of his realm 'in attendance. ;
Jevaka, one of Buddha’s followers, sat among the .
lords. The king thought it would be a good idea if
‘he asked Jevaka to take him to the Buddha. =

. Still it was gdifficult for the king to niake this
request. So he-diplomaticaily led on the conversa- .
tion, first praising the beauty of the night; ““How
fair, sirs, is this cloudless night! How  charming!
How delightful ! How lovelyl What sage or brahmin
shall we seek out, to see if he ‘may give our hearts

. peace? ' - -
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The dramatists, ingenuity
the king bandy wits, The
king's part i3 ofien clowned to the great enjoyment |

zz0a. . It was on the full moon .day of this month.’:

Devadatta plotted against the |
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) inj i " tecommended the

The minjsters, each in t:urn,_reco ende
sages theey /folioweé. - The king listened 1o _;11@;@,
waing for Jevaka to speak. Jevaka, suspec;i{ng t 11:
the king wished him to speak, waited to make sure,

e king ‘asked bim why he had not spoken.

Ouly tgen did gJevaka rise (rom his scat and }vilthoh;s
hands clasped in adoration towards the Blzs_:e ! tnhé
eried, *‘Sire, yonder in my mango grove \Iv-le' 8 thc- :
ali-Enlightened One with the Brethren; untoh 1? the
Blessed One, let the king repair, to hear the Trata.
and put qqestions._- . ' ]

The kipg immédiately ordered the 1‘03,'9.%I g\}:f
phants to get ready and went in.royal state to : g cc-l
ka’s mango grove, where he foand in the périun.
pavilion the Buddha amid the Brot_herhood.

Peace and tranquillity

was trapguil as the occan in repose. Look
where ﬁél would, ttﬁ: king's eye saw only the endle}szz
sanks of the Brethren, He bowed low and spct; ¢
words of praise. Then, Saluting the Budc‘.ll‘xa, he s_eatg{3
himsell and asked Him the question: What i3
fruit of the religious life?” o the
and the Blessed Ope gave utterance 1o 1
Samanl?;a Sutta, Glad at heart, the king made peace
with the Buddha at the close of the Sutta and depar-
ted with solemn obeisance. _ .
One important rite associated with the SeaTs]:}p
is the offering of the yellow robes to the monks. H 12
offering is considered one of the most mentm}l u
deeds. . The robes so offered are calted’ the Ka- 11313
robes. The offering is made communalty with all
the trimmings of music, folk danges, processions apa
refreshments. o &
highlight of the Ka-hfein offering, “is the
weavingh(ff thieg no%-stalle yobes...so-called bedause the



Tobes are not allowed --td;,éc.stalé; That is to say they
are woven within the space of the night,

In rural areas, people organize.the ceremony

of  this weaving. This ritval, apart from’ gaining
fl?ljll;it, glorifies the common labours of -the roral
oik. ’

The weaving of robes

The weaving of the non-stale robes is a gala

celebration enjoyed by the young and old. Young

men would piay drums and fiztes as the }lasses 2o

nto the cotton fields to collect the bolls. All through

the night they beat, dress and spin to be ready for

the loom. -+1l these are done within the night so
that the robes would be ready for offering at dawn

Often there were contests among neighbouring

villages, Moonlight, music and dances must have
made their toils cheerful and happy. It is a great
honour for a maid to win the contest of weaving the
robes, for in villages it is essential for a maid to be
_goed at weaving. ’ '

) The traditior ol weaving the non-stale robes is -
still carried ‘op -even in the city of Rangoon amid

the glare of neon lights,” through which ‘moonbeams
- have hardly any chance, : .

An annual weaving contest is held on the plat-
form of the Shwedagon Pagoda. Of course. there..
could be no actual picking of cotton from the fields
but the young ladies weave the robes the whole "

night. There would be music and dances as benefits

‘the joyous occasion, The eenturies-cold tradition. is

thus kept alive in the truly Barmese spirit 'of fun
and laughter, ’ - L

— -
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" Everything you could wish for grows on a Padetha

tree, everything iy yours for the taking—only, you must
not itake more- than you need......... :

THE SEASON OF PA-DE-THA TREES

One of the best loved stories 1 heard in my
childhood was the story of the: Pa-de-tha, the wonder
tree that Dears all the things that the human heart
could  wish. 1f you feel like eating a succuleant dish
of noodles, you just go to the Tree and pluck it
If you want a dress for your important date, there
you could have.your choice from the most exotic
creations from.the Tree: The Tree would give just
zbout everything you wish for, -you only have 1o
go there dand pluck. : - .

The Tree grew at the beginning of the world

and later it disappeared. It happened like this, I
was told. One rule the humans must observe was

. that no one must take more than he could use. at

one time. The humans, however, mistrusting one
znother, hegan to pluck more than they needed and
siocked things in their homes. . When one Ubegan,
others soon followed suif. Quarrels and fights f{ol-
lowed and the Tree was destroyed, :

The word Pa-de-tha in Burmese is synopymous
=ith plenty, and inexhaustible wealth. .In this "sea-
son of Tazaungdaing festivals; we -can see that thke
Pa-de-tha Tree is back. Ge anywhere in town,”'in
szreets and, markets, you will see preparations for the
kxhrein offering of robes to the sangha 1n Jrogress,
There standing in front of the decorated pandals are

wooden triangular structures, .hung with “things like



- www.burmesgeclassic.com
38 Khir;'Myo Chit § Burmese Scenes & Sketlches : oo - 39
& ' velling s Jifted at the end of the lent. It is the
P ap— time when they will be in need of robes and other
"" m articles of use. ,
lﬂl] Even though the robes could be offered to the

sangha at any time of the year, this seasonal offering
it considered more meritorious, The offering of
“ahrein robes at this season is an important date in

the -Buddhist calendar. '
One of the beauties of the kahrem offering is

that it is a communal offering, everyope contributing
whatever he can, however liftle. Even the poorest

'?_;fif,‘-, can be a donor; Contributions in money or in kind
t‘il"“__. zre accepted. Any chance passer-by can gain merit
;étg[,'f&‘f v putting . a ‘fruit’ on the Pa-de-tha Tree, be, it
"*1". : - one Kyat note, or a napkin, or-a smail -tea cup,
=

Last but not least, it is an occasion for songs,

N

. [~ :_ usic and ‘dances. What more could you ask with
\.Il”_fe-_-"'ﬂ‘{@*‘" &9)‘ i ' 2il the fanfare of music and songs, people enjoying
Ri o Ve -—-"':“’“ Ifl 9’(‘ themselves,  as if there had grown real Pa-de-tha

Trees of olden tithes. Perhaps. becanse they have
done meritorious deeds, they would be reborn in the
Zod where such Trees grow.

There are stories’ of ‘how the act of dhana
fgziving) bears fruit, and the Pa-de-tha Tree poften
"’)‘5 an important part. Go to any pagoda and

Zen you put a coin in the donation box, the man
s=iing with a triangular brass gong accepzs the gift’
striking the gong and intones a prayer for you; and .
zmongst the good things he wishes for you, he will
- s2v. “May you have a Pa-de-tha Tree on your door-
==0. and may you never have occasion to hear. the

LEEE]

word, ‘want’ or ‘no mose’, - _
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o
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Pa-de-tha Tree. .

packets of yellow robes and other gifis, like a
Christmas tree. ’ :

They are the Pa-de-tha Trees to be offered to
the sangha, who after staying in the monasteries
during the lenten season, may be going to their home
owns o1 on their missions, once the ban on tra-

Never to hear ¥want’’ or ‘““no more”

| 1 like especially the story of the map vho,
a5=r doing an act of dhana, wished that he might
@=ver hear the word, ‘want’ or ‘no more’; (He was



"on the young prince and his friends declared - “noff

 his one and only nether garment to the Buddha
he was later reborn a rich man with a Pa-de-thd
" Tree thdt blossomed forth clothes, right on his door

" on your door-stép and

_right spirit, you shall never hear the word ‘want’ ¢
‘ap more’, L E
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reb3r= 2 prince, and one day while he was -prl-ayi\r_l"

with bis frieads, ‘his mother sent. him some. eatables
which, materally, were shared with his friénds. The

trere was ‘no more’. The young prince; not under:
standing the word, asked his mother to send ‘thd
said ‘no -more’ to him. The mother $ent him ar
empty hamper, but the devas (gods), because of the
deed the prince had done in the past filled the ham®
per with the choicest of delicacies. From that -day

more’ was the best they ever tasted.
There is the story of a poor man ‘who offered

step. " One is simply thrilled at the idea. -

- the Pa-de~tha Tree cannot be planted by,
green-ingered expert, 'but it can only be nurtured bk
acts of dhana:

Today daring this season, it is heart-warmind
to see lots of Pa-de-rha Trees growing _among festi
vitigs. They represent the spirit of dhana and people’s
unswerving  faith in Buddha’s teaching and also the
trust and kindness among the people in the com
munity, All these. go to make the annual Kahtei
offering a great- joy, .- :

It is & nice feeling that you too ‘could coniri

bute to the planting of a Pa-de-tha Tree, by simply
hangisg a2 kyat mote or any small.gift on. the Tree
Perhaps, vou too might have a Pa-ie-tha Tree rtigh
if you have done it in the

1t would be a blessing indeed;

—e Q) —

- sesamum  seeds, ]
‘with ginger and wmixed with cooking oil.........
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The month. of Tabodwe (February) is the  harvest..
festival; all the products of the. farm and -garden go’
in to make ‘htamane®, a concoction of glutinous rice,
peanuts, shredded coconut, flavoured

THE HARVEST FESTIVAL—THE ‘HTAMANEFE’

Respect for top priorities

Come Tabodwe (February), the eleventh month
of the Burmese calendar, we have the harvest festival
and the making of hramane, a concoction of gluti-
nous rice, coconut slices, sesamum seeds, peanuts
and genercus amount of cooking oil,

Among the Burmese, ther¢ is a tradition to
observe a custom which is called ‘‘top priority for
those to whom respect is due.’” -

In small towns and villages rice is still cooked
in an earthen pot with a humped lid, so the cook-
ed Tice has a peaked shape at the top. This crown
of rice is reserved for the shrine and monks. If a
Burmese comes by a rare delicacy, he would set
aside a portion for °‘top priorities’. The rarer the
thing the more care he would take to do so.

Among the agrariar people in the country, it
is the custom to set aside the first and choicest pro-
ducts of the farms for alms-giving, Hence the tradi-
tion of making Afamane, which includes most of the
froits of the farms and orchards.

Htamane feast is either celebrated commun#ily or
done jast in the private cirele of family and“fricuds.
The nature of the feast is such that, in whatever
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way the feast is celebrated, it means a big gathering
because many hands are needed. In 2 communal
feast people come around with contributions of glu- -
tinous rice and other ingredients., 1t is an option
though; one can just give his service, if not any-
thing else, . .

““Sorinkling sesamum seeds”
P g

A large cauldron of water is kept ready to be
Zded to the glutinous rice cooking in the pot.
2ea the rice is soft enough, the pot is removed
the fire and two- stalwart men, each with a huge
>den ladle, begin to stir the rice crushing it bet-
=2 the ladles. Even as they stir and ccush, the
mous rice gets stickier and they have to use not
Iy their strength but their skill to make the coa-
mizte mass yield to their ladles. -

I

The joy of deing the chores

There are lots of things to do., Girls usually
do the winnowing of the rice grains and sesamam -
seeeds. This is dome with flat ¢ircular bamboo trays.
Each girl has a tray with a heap of grains in it She |
holds the tray in both hands and with an expert |
‘movewent -she tosses grains up in the air. The grains
fail into'the tray while most of the dust and trash
are blown away. ‘

After some time of vigorous stirring and crush-
- people come round to add shiced coconuts and
Ezours to make the whole thing a-good mixture.
szmum  seeds are added last, This last does not
for strength, but it needs skill, so they say.
2zl the men are piiting their strength to stir and
ihe glutinous rice, coconuts and peanuts, the one
20 spreads sesamum seeds’ sits by, sprinkling the
s by handfuls at regular intervals. The blend
£ the flavour of htamane depends on the sesamum
&2 sprinkler, it is said.

The next thing is to ‘roll’ the grains moving
the tray in circular motion, so that all the dust and. °
trash will separate from the good ones. This task is
an art that calls for the highest form of virtuosity:

Boys and men tear away the Gbres of the co-
conut until the shell inside makes [ts appearance. This -
also calls for dexterity, strength and experience. The
shell is broken and the milk inside is shared by the |
deserving workers. The kernel is taken out and -
sliced on a carpenter’s plane.

‘Sprinkling sesamnm seeds’ is a Burmese idiom,
meant, I am afraid, to describe some commend-
work, but to disparage something done by some
only after others. have already done the dirty

. _ Come to think of it, I am perhaps, doing the
Girls shell the peanuts; the seeds are put on - 9 : » I am . ng

a flat tray and a fair-sized bottle is rolled over them - “hl_ﬂg- Whatc\"f"f '_PaTtICIPaHOH I have in the
1o remove the thin husk. Meanwhile a giant con-.- ?l 15 my appreciation of hlamfuae and the pro-
cave iron pot is put over the fireplace, a pit dug for on of the creed. I am sprinkling sesamum
the purpose. Cooking oil is sizzling and shredded 3 o nglératweiy, by. writing this article. This goes
inger is the first to go in, and then the glutinous: =% that the pen is mightier than the giant ladles
g - S ~ 3 stir the fifamane pots.
rice which has been soaked in water. : _
._.0—
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““Iips reddened and breath sweetened with befel juice—"’
= sings the love=struck poet of yesterday before the
advent of cosmetics, But it takes practice, {training
szd above all, art te make betel quid and much
szili to chew daintilp, :

_THE ART OF CHEWING BETEL

g For - most betel addicts, the little shops at
Rangoon street corners, where they sell ready-made
betel quids, leave them cold: A fastidious connois-
seur must compose his quid to suit his own.indivi-
2ual taste, and chew it in his own sweet time, as
ke lets the world go by, But, one can harldly do
<o in these days of rush and hurry. One has to be
content to stop at a stall, buy a quid and shove it
mto his mouth and rush. .

If something, is not done and done quickly,
this gentle art of chewing betel will be irretriev-
2bly lost., Betel chewing is meant to be done in a

Eetsurely and relaxed manner. It is definitely not lor

the restless and  the hurried. Take, for instance, a
2dy of my grandmother’s day: she would sit with
zer legs decorously tucked in, on a finely woven mat,
edged with an inch-wide red velvet. She had before
=21 all the paraphernalia of betel chewing.

The circular betel-box, at first glance, looked
solid, until the {id was removed and the bowl inside
zncovered. The top of the bow!l was fitted with dwo
swallow trays, one on top of the other; on thg up-
per tray were four little cups and a brass phial. In
22 cups were the ingredients for making Hetel quid,
a=mely, betel nuts, cloves, cuich, anise ‘steds, shred--
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ded wild liquorice or sweet creeper (nmwe-cho)., In

the brass phial was lime, soft and pure.

In the tray right under the first one was a lay-

er of dried tobacco leaves, only when the iray was
takemn out, the main bowl with green fresh betel
leaves was revealed. ’

The lady first shredded the betel nuts with g

small nut-cracker; she them took a bete leaf and

with her dainty fingers, removed the stem - and th®
edge of the tail-end and smeared it thinly with lime. -

She them put a little each of shredded betel -

puts, anise, cutch and tobacco leaf and folded the

edges to make a neat compact quid and secured it

by sticking a clove into it.
It took practice and training, and above all,

art to make the betel guid and much more skiil to
chew it daintily, so that the lips were reddened like

rubles. There are many love songs praising the ‘lips -
reddened by betel juice and the sweetness of breath.” -

Reddened lips with betel juice..a mess!

In my younger days, in the small town where
I grew up, no one, if any, had heard of things like -
we girls -

lipsticks. For cdressing ‘up’ occasions
were given a betel quid each to-chew and redden

our lips with. Many did it charmingly. But I was

not amoung that ‘many’. 1 only succeeded in making

an awful mess, With my best white muslin jacket
stained with betel juice, and streaks of red juice

running on my chin, I did not come anywhere near
being the belle of the party.

Anyway, it was forfunate for me and slso for '

all concerned that I was not born in the age when
ladies were expected to sit on a finely woven mat
with red velvet edgings, making betel quids. With

Burmese Scenes. & Sketches - N

=v two left ﬁaﬂds, I would never manage to make _
= quid. The task of putting those ingredtents on
2 green crisp betel leaf and packing neatly was-not
for me. To be sure, )

anise seed things would fall out even as Itrled,_ o
stick a clove to secure the edges.

all these shredded betel and

The chances are that 1 would upset the betel

Box and there are few things in the world as chaotic
2s asbete]l box upset; By that time, the _quld I was
chewing wonld be dripping with red juice and the
wnole thing would be a masterpiece of slovenliness.

Supposing courting swains were present, what

caance would T have? Perhaps, I might worm my

w=v into someone’s heart by this show of heiplessness.
A forlorn hope this, This manner of helplessness
would hardly conduce to the blossoming of romance.
Xo swain would ever queve up for the favour of
g=tting a betel quid from the likes of me. So why
s=ould 1 bemoan, after all the decadence of the gen-
e art of betel chewing?



T}_ze _Burmese put a great importance on the hair. A
King's {:afr must not be done except- by his chief queen
4 warring prince once wrote to his wife from the’
batilefield that he had kept his hair-knot wrapped up;
in a silk searf, because he could not suffer his wifé's.
handiwork to be touched by any other hand......... 4

MEN’S HAIR STYLES

_ These days we see youngmen with long wavy.
- hair, the trendy style of the day. Most of the older.
people do not like it at all: Tt is unfortunate that
this hair style is associated with the road devilry,.
heroin and such unsavoury activities. Otherwise long:
hair should not be objectionable; ' ]

There is no hard and f ast rule that men should:
wear their hair short; there never had been. :
men of yesterday had leng hair and they sported a
handsome top-knot. Men of the occident too wore
their hair long; look atthe Laughing Cavalier, the.
Merry Monarch, Bonnie Prince Charlie, to name:
only a few. They were the heart-throbs of their time.

~ The Burmese put a great importance on the
hair. It is disrespectful to touch someone’s hair; and
one does so only after saying Kadaw, which means
with due respect to you! 5
were strict: The king’s hair might not be touched
except by his chief queen.
It was one of the most prestigious tasks of a
queen to oil, comb and twist the king’s hair into a
top knot, When King Mindon’s chief queen died,
the king wrapped his top knot in a silk scarf an
never suffered it to. be touched by any of the lesser
queens. :
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But, one moment please, we need not be dewy-
eyed about the king’s love for his dead queen. IiIf
he let any of his ladies do his hair, it could mean
that she had been promoted to chief queen’s place.
Nor was this all; it could aiso mean that the son
of the lady wounld be his heir apparent., The chief
gueen had died childless.

. The king did not wish to commit himself as to
who should succeed him, as it wounid cause strife and
intrigue. So his action had nothing to do with senti~
ment; it.was only a political strategy.

By the way, have you, who read European lan-
guages, read any love songs that refer to the image
of the lover by his hair style? From what little ]
have read I have fiot found any: There are many
love songs in Burmese in which the love lora girl
refers to her lover as ‘this maiden’s beloved who
wears his top-knot lop sided.”

A village maiden who lives on the other side -
of the stream that cannot be forded in rainy season
tells her jover: “Oh, my loved one with hair twis-
ted into a knot, please do not come. [ am afraid
vou might be drowned.” ’

““The one with lop-sided top-kmot’’ or *‘the
one with hair twisted into a top-knot,'* such expres-
sions are also epithets for the beloved man; among
the Burmesé of those days, it was considered cold
and  unaffectionate to call the loved one by pame:
o a love poein written in the 15th century ihere is -
a line.

. “QOut into the open came forth from my lips
the childhood name of my beloved, as I fervently
made a wish...... » It meant that it was the _only
ume he referred to the gir! by her name.

A warring prince wrote to his wife-@rom the
hattle-field that he had his top knot wrapped up in
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a silk scarf, because he could not suffer his loved
one’s handwork to be touched by any other hand. It
reminds me of Shakespeare’s Coriolanus, who says
on seeing his wife after long vears of exile,

Now, by the jealous queeri of heaven, that kiss -

I carried from thee, dear, and my true lip
Hath virgin’d it e’er since.

To catch hold of a man by his hair knot was

the worst insult and the law courts would award
compensation for the injured party. Among royalty

even those whe were to be executed were spared of -
this indignity. Seiting of the top knot was one of _

the rituals given in honour .of the princes and
princesses.

It was after the British occupation that DBur- ~

mese men wore their hair short-cropped like their

conquerors; it is called bo-kay. Love songs of those -

days refer to the beaux and swains as Ke bok-kay,
the man with thé Eaglish crop. I still bave to find

out from today’s pop songs what the girls of today °

call their boys,

Well, coming back to the long-haired ones of -

today, it should be all right. With proper care and
prinking, the boys shounild remind us of the swash-
buckling heroes of Alexapder Dumas and Raphael

Sabatini. If they want to be accepted, I think they -
should dissociate themselves from undesirable elements

and prove that they are as good, nay, even better
than any short-cropped guy.

—

A Burmese gaungbaung (turban) is never’ meant [0 be
put on like a hat ready made, it must be modelled by
one’s own hands .to suit ons’s own individual laste......

TURBANS AND HEADGEARS

Back in the colonial days mapy Burmes & had
pictures that reminded us of the days when Burma
was a free sovereign state like portraits of King Min-
don, King Thibaw, and his queen, the last to ruie
Burma, and alsb  pictures of General Bandoola who
tost his lif¢ defending the country against the British:
We, as growing childrén, learned our history even
before we learned to read, from those silent memo-
rials. : :

Among the memorabia, there was also a pic-
tore of three sirange locking gentlemen in European
—dress suits, wearing silk Burmese gaung-baungs or
turbans. They were Prince Mingun and his sons;
the prince, a son of King Mindon, had to flee the
eountry and seek asylum with the French, after amn
aunsuccessful attempt to’ seize the throne.

: [t is remarkable-that the Burmese prince re-
tained his headgear even though he had to don the
European style dress. Gaungbaung, as the silk head-
gear is called, is still worn on formal occasions, but
sad to say, it is only a parody of what it nsed to be.

Gaungbaungs today are mass produced, which
% what .should never be; because this headgear is ia~
dividualistic “in style, each man choosing his owo,
=0t only in size or shape or model, but also_da co-
Iour and pattern. Today, they .are produced in, a
wz2riety of colours, but only plain, not(patterned.
The shape or model is stereotyped. :
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People say that it is so convenient; not in-

valving all the trouble of making it yourself; one
just puts it on hke a hat. Well that-is the whole
trouble: one puts it on like a hat. A Burmese goung-
bhaung is never meant to be put on like a hat; it
must be modelled by one’s hands to suit one’s own
own taste,

A Burmese man of yesterday would not go out
without his gaunghaeung, which was part of his per-
sonality. In any gathering. ope saw Burmese men
from twenties up wearing gauwnghaungs of various
colours, patterns and sbapes. In those days there
were still men who wore their long hair done into
topknots,

Some men Ieft the topknot, sieck and shining,
uncovered; to make the gaungbaung they folded the
silk peace diagonalwise into a band of three or four
inches wide; then they wound the band round the
head, covering half of the forehead and tucked the
end on one side leaving a triangular edge to hang
over the shoulder. The length of the triangular end

varied from a little ‘rabbit’s ear® to something that”

nearly reached the shoulder,

Some men covered up the topkunot and swathed
the silk piece round the head to achieve something
haphazard and yet so full of dignity, with the inevi-
table triangular edge on one side, either short or
long. In those days no two oaungbangs were made
alike, each was a work of art, created by the wearer
to suit his own personality,

Not ooly plain coloured pieces were used for
making gaungbaung, but also fowered patterns, polka
dots and scrollwork motifs, and each gaugbaung is

done in a distinctive style, Many-well-known person-

alities were known by the style of their ggunghaungs.

Dr. Ba Maw a veteran politician, wore his, iopsided,
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covering half of his forehead and this feature was the
delight of the caricaturists of the day,

There must be something in the Burmese cha-
=2:ter that does not like uniformity—in dress parti-
=larly. Take a gathering of men in western style
=cssed alike, they are often compared to a flock of
peaguins in their shirts and tails, Burmese men even
today with ~or without gaungbaungs, still express
fa=msslves in their choice of longyis (sarongs). 1 wish
5 revived the old art of self-made gawngbaungs.

Tn the days of the Burmese kings, silk pieces

abroad (probably India} found their way
-ough Bassein, a seaport town which was recently
: by the storm: So the pieces .were called Bassein
z=ves.  Bassein scarves often feature in love songs.
2= princess sat by the window waiting for her lover
zome with his ‘Bassein silk turban’ aloft,

~ The Burmese gaungbaung is not merely for uti-
¥ it is for ornament, prcshge and most important
2l for the uphoidmc of man’s dignity and mystigue.

—0—
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Cherosis come in all sizes—a gift of cheroot rolled
By the lady’s own hand meant to the courting swaill
that ke had o good chance (o win her........,

CIGARS AND CHEROOTS

Everyone knows thé Burmese qga:—-cxgar af
_the trusty dictionary says, is ‘a tight roll of tobaccd
with pointed ends for smoking.” But what do we ca
the other kind, the Say-baw-leik, or mild tobacce
cigar, as the word implies? “We call . it -cheroot, bu
it does not tally with the description given 'in the
dictionary: ‘cigar with both ends open’. It has onl
one end for lighting and the other end has a filteq
a small roll of dry corn-husks.

For lack of a better word,—if there is, it hal
not yet come to my notice—}et me call it cherog§
“anyway. It is not.a tight roll of tobacco leaves. |
is a roll all right; the outside is dried leaf of cordi
myxa (tha-nat-phet), The insides are a mystcrm'
mixture of bits of dried wood and crashed tobacca

Cheroots come in all sizes, the smallest one
are only slightly bigger than cigarettes; thebig ond
are about six to eight inches long with a half-ind
girth. The strength varies depending on the portic
of tobacco put inside. 3

Ladies of my grandmother’s days rolled theif
own cheroots to suit their individual taste. Ingre
dients for cheroot rolling, namely, fha-nat leaves

r
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dried and flatiened, bits of dried soft wood seasoned

with tamarind pulp, crushed tobacco feaves. dry corn- -
husks cut to make filters, a skien of silk or cotton .
thread, a left-over from.the family loom—all these
were put in the red lacqucr basket fitted with trays
and compartments.

This tobacco basket, tike the betel box, play-
ed an- important part in the family. A gift of che-
raot rolled by the lady’s fair hands meant to the
courting swain that he had a good chance to win her.

There is a love song, well known even to this
day, that tells of the gift of the cheroot from a
maid to her lover ‘who had -gone to the golden city
of Ava’. The girl said she did not buy the tha-nar
leal from the market, bot plucked it green and fresh
from the tree; she put the leaf under her bed, partly
because she could not face others asking ‘for whom’

(and partly because she would rather let it dry by

the warmth of her young body than by the heat of
the sun or fire; since she could not afford a piece of
silk thread -she tied the end with a white cotton -
thread. A humbie gift but rich in love and tender-
ness,

Cheroots are as varied in size as in quality.
The poor of the villages use dry corn-husks, the same
material as the filters, in place of thg-aat leaves;
The mixture put 1n51de is basically the same.

Kun- rm~pher-say-£erks those big, long stately.
white cheroots, relled with paper-thin sheet frota
the frond of betel nut palm, are the aristocrat oithe
species. They are used as take-away gifts forcguests
at weddings and novitiation ceremonies., They are
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decorated with bands of red foils at the’filter end
and put in ornate silver bowls. A bevy of girls wel-
come the guests, offering each a cheroot.

"Perhaps, one does not see white cheroots too;
often here in Rangoon even on gala occasions, but in
places like Mandalay and towns in up-country they
are part of the trimmings of a celebration. ]

Recently I have developed an interest in che-
‘roots, because I have taken up smoking, something
1 missed in my mis-spent youth. It is never too late.
I am also inspired by the example set by a lady, a
distinguished Gallic beauty, who is partial to Burmese
cheroots, which she smokes fitted to her long ivory.
holder—a picture of chic and glamour. So far, gny!
chic or glamour I may have achieved seeps -out of
the little holes I make on my jackets and Jongyis,
(skirts), . o ’
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Tz art of taking a Burmese meal is in itself an ART—
Because it calls for leisure and relaxed state of mind...

A BURMESE RICE MEAL

- The Burmese take two rice meals a day, that
not counting the ‘breakfast, rice he takes with
sited peas and a dash of sessamum oil: It does not
ant, becauise it is not taken w1th curries as accom-
2 lment

The simplest rice meal is boi]ed rice with a
rinkling of oit and salt; infants are initiated 10
piids with soft boiled rice, a few drops-of oil and
1, This simple fare can be tasty -especially with -
pug-grained Bassein rice.

Young mothers sing as they tenderly feed the
Eildren with morsels of rice:

Ok Moon, king of the sks‘es,
Give my child rice sprinkled with oil,
Dished on a solid gold iray! .

Children pick up the song and they sing to
e moon at night with their hearts full of hope for
norrow when they will have a plate of hot steam-
22 rice with a mouth-watering aroma of 'sessamum

A simple fare of rice and dish of salted fish
masted on open fire again with a dash of sessamum
i is a welcome sight to theconvales cent who had
d to lead a hlameless life of liguids for days.

The main rice meal of the day can be elabu-
Soup, thin and clear with green vegetables

wn in, is a must; a dish or two of fish or
=wns Or meaf or poultry, depending on the mean
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= with a flavouring of ginger. "The star dish. was
=ga-pi-vay-gyo, fish sauce. It is a special kind; wva-
mieties of fish are salted and packed in jars for a
specified length of time. The fish retain their shape
but they are so seasoned tender that all the bones
fall apart when boiled in a cup of water; the sauce
i thick and it gives out such an aroma that one
| f221s like gulping it down like tea. :

The sauce. is put through the sieve so that it i®
free from bones, There are some ingredients to b®
2dded. FEven as the sauce is boiling, dry chillis ar€
put through a skewer and toasted on open fire; car€
must be taken not to burn’ them black. Cloves of
earlic, an onion or two are’ toasted just emough to
take away the rawness. Green chillies may be added
| if one likes it extra hat. S -

The chillies, garlic and onions are pounded into
'z paste and added to the fish sauce. By the dish of
Bsh sauce is a large plate of fow-sa—yar, vegetable
stippets to- bé dipped in fish sauce. On that occasion,
I rerember, there were no less than twenty varieties;
celery, lettuce, long beans, water cress boiled in
tamarind pulp, young mangoes and lots of roots and
fruits I could not name. )

I put. one of the vegetable smippets on my rice
portion and top it with a large spoonful ef fish sauce.
in went the rice down my threat, hot and spicy. 1
made noises—shee—shee—shoo—shoo—: = I gulped
down a spoonful of soup and sighed happily.

I tried different vegetable snippets with each
mouthful of rice. There were no social graces; the
2ir was thick with the noises of shee—shee—shoo~—-
shoo and glug—glug.’ :

of the family and of course, on the mood of the
cook, as well :

The art of taking a Burmese rice meal is i
itself an ART, becanse it calls for leisure and a res
faxed state of mind. One cannot do justice to a ric
meal if one Is in a hurry, or if one’s mind is nof
wholly. on the business of ¢ating, i

All the dishes’are put on the table. The Bur
mese table is circular and only ten or twelve inchg
off the floor. People it on small mats round the
table. ' oM

'_ Res-pect to the seniors

Younger members of the family put a littl
token morsel of riee and curry in the ‘dish of thé
senior members as a sign of respect. Then each take
a helping. of rice and heaps it on the plate. A
spoonful of soup is taken to whet the appetite. Thel
follows a bit of curry just enough to mix with ;
little rice which is daintily carried with fingers
the lips. Soup acts as a chaser. : :

Small portions of rice are mixed with th
curriés in suck a way that each portion tastes diffes
ent., One can iry many variations; just a little b
of -fish and a few bits of vegetables for this time
and then another with a generous helping of gravg
from the curry, so on and so forth. The more then
are different dishes, the more varieties one can fry:

One of the most &njoyable rice meals I eve

had was the one I had at a vegetable farm on 1
outskirts of the town. There, under the cool shad
of a gourd creeper pergola from whence hung g
ganfic.gourds, we had our rice meal ’ s
An unforgetable rice meal It wns a rice meal I shall never forget’! v

Rice was steaming hbt, so was the prawn som g
into which slices of freshly picked gourd were throw . —0—
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There are foods that are available only in a.particular
Iocahu—many times the Burmese fhemseh'es are sur=
pried by unfamiliar foeds... '

Sessamum curd sour

My one favourite food is Anan phut-chin, sessa-
' mum curd sour. It is made from lumps of oil cakes
Eft over after cooking oil has been extracted. It is
sllowed to ferment with a dash of rice-water to give
3 Sour taste.

This curd or paste is served with onions, garlic
' celery and lemon ledves, all shredded fine ‘and "a
sprinkling of cooKing oil. Green chillies may _be )
zdded if you like it hot. This dish goes well with
t=in vegetable soup.

Once,»on one of our trips to Mandalay, 1 ex-
pressed a wish for this dish to my brother who was
‘our host. 'He 'was surprised that I should care that
much for ‘that common- plebian food, poor man’s
fare,”

I had with me a dear friend, ad American lady
21 that time, and te everyone’s surprise, she enjoyed
the dish, Then only, I learned from her that a simi-
Lzr kind of food is popular in Middle East countries;
 they do not put as much sessamum and the stuf is
=ostly been curd with only a flavouridg of sessamum.

OFE-BEAT BURMESE FOOQODS

Local specialities
®

Burma, as any ot_her\country, has many varie-.
ties of foods. Things grow freely and easily and
there are -products that are only -available in parti-
enlar locality. Many times, the Burmese themseives
are surpnsed by unfamlhar foods. '

People often speak rather vaguely of ““Upper -
Burma® foeds and *Lower Burma' foods. Roughly,
the areas round Mandalay, Sagaing and Pagan are
considered Upper Burma, and Rangoon and delta towns.
are Lower Burma.

Food stuffs of Upper Burma, rich in products
like sessamum, groundnuts and beans have an entire-.
ly different character from thaose of Laower- Burma, -
where fish and prawns are plentiful,

“COurs is hundred per cent sessamum, richer
and. tastier,”” I cannot help remarkmg with a glow of
sTugness.

Though born in *Upper Burma,” I spent a
good many years of my growing up indelta areas. Iam-
more accustomed to the cuisine of fish and prawns.

How to make sessamum curd

Since this delicacy is not available in 'Rangoon
=arkets, - I had to .prise out the recipe from the
mcople up there. It is simple, fool—proof Even I
<ould do it! .

Oi! cakes are soid at any dry grocery store
They are heaped on baskets, and vou can have,iherh
v the ton, if you like. They do not pariicularly
Jook attractive, those black misshapen lusaps. The

It is therefore a treat for me to have a {iaste:
of local delicacies on our trips to Mandalay. They
awaken happy memories of childhood, like for in-
stance, peanut crispies, phee-gyan bananas, those with
corners fried soft and tender in cookmg oil-—the
never-fail goodies I often saw in my grandmother’s:
many-tiered lacquer casket, she carried on her head
on sabbath day trip to the monastery. '
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- Jet soak for an hour or so until the water cools offi

_bag and let the remaining water seep through. Some-
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shop-keeper stares at you, wondering why an _e]'égan-t:
‘well-groomed lady should want them. :

You will feel even worse wheu the shopman -
asks, “Do you keep cows? - These are cattle-fodder.””
Yot buy them all the same, thapking bim. for bis

unwelcome information. Now comes the actual. pre--
paration of the nectar.. =

Put the cakes in a sieve and _
over them, and lo and behold, they are - white and
clean like driven snow! Put them in‘'a basin and
again pour - another kettle-full of boiling water ‘and

pour boiling water

. Now-using your hands, stir it thorenghly crun-
ching any laumps there might be. Sift out by hand-:
fuls, lstting the stuff go through the water, so that.
any dust or particles may be washed away. This"
action is often compared to the ‘sifting’ of gold in
Northern Burma areas. )

You have the paste or curd; put it in a cloth
let” it ferment by leaving it overnight but you may-
not care for the flavour. "So, just add some lemon or
lime juice to taste and mix with finely shredded -
onions, garlic. celery and lemon leaves and a dash
of cocking oil. : e

) This dish is frankly plebian-made from cattle.
fodder. People call it ua-phut chin’ which means.
‘cattle fodder turned sour instead of its real name
hnan—phut-chin, sessamum curd sour.’ - ]

At any rate, the rose. by any other name willk
smell as sweet and this dish is simply delicious !

—0— -_

There are special kinds of foods that need cu!t'fva.re_d
saste—the kind of food that oftén makes the sini-
tiated forget social graces and wrinkle her nose at the = -
Funny smell’. : : : ‘

.

MORE OFF-BEAT BURMESE FOODS

High status delicacy...to some

Al countries have special kinds of food that
pegd cultivated taste. That is to say, it is the kind
of food the - uninitiated may. forget the social graces
and turn away from wrinkling her nose at the *funny
smell’. :

In the West too, there are certain foods,_ a high
status delicacy to some, but to others, well...er...noi
guite. Such foods nseally invelve too much prepara-
tion for wide scale commercial -production and too
perishable to travel. Consequently they stay strictly
within the circle of local gourmets, .not well known
to ‘outsiders.’ . : : :

One of the delicacies of Lower Burma or delta
regions is fish sour and prawn.sour. This food like \
Coulommiers Demisel and hundreds of .soft cheeses
will not travel and therefore it is best eaten on loca-
tiop. : ' .

“The season for this ‘sour’ is the last weeks &f
the monsoon and throughout the cold seascn. ‘Brawn
sour’ is often preferred to ‘fish sour,” becauge the
taste and quality of the. latter depends ondhe kind
of fisk it is made of,

*
J
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' Many varieties of fish-sour

There are may varieties of ‘fish sour’; one of :

them the common and the most avaﬂable kind is

made of small fresh water fish. It is mixed with

boiled rice "and made into big lumps or packed in
leaves. The big lumps are sliced and sold by the
weight. The packed ones are favoured by the fasti-
dious and hygiene—conscious pcople :

The best kinds of ‘fish sour’ are nga-phe and '
nga-gyin. Nga-gyin-chin is made of chunks of white .
fish. Nga phe-chin is tastier and it nieeds a more-

complicated process.

To make Nga- f»he chin the flesh is scraped from

nga-phe, white [resk water herring and the stuff is _
pounded to right consistency; it is then mixed with |

boiled rice and a dash of salt., The mixture is then
mouided into ‘cutlets’ and packed in green banana
feaves.

ir Rangoon wmarkets, especially those near
the waterfront, fish. sour and prawn sour come
straight from the steamers plying the delta towns
They are usually fresh .and nice.

Fish sour and prawn sour are also avai}ab}e
in Pegu, an hour and a half drive {rom Rangoon.

They are neatly packed in green banana. leaves and -
they have labels to tell you the date when it will

‘ferment sour’ enough 1o be e¢aten,

Can be eaten raw

One of the beauties of this kind of ‘sour foods,

is that they can be eaten raw, garnished with shred- .
ded- onjouns, garlic, celery and lemon leaves and a -

dash of cooking_oil.
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If hked they can be ‘fried,* that is, simmer
shredded onions and garlic in heated oil over the
fire and add fish or prawn sour. Serve immediately
with the usual garnishes of celery and lemon leaves.
Green chillies may be added if you like it hot.

tis a pity that the best kind .of ‘fish sour’
and ‘prawn sour’ are not easily available here in
Rangoon.” If you have relatives or friends in one of
those delta towns, you just cajole them into sending
you packets of this delicacy periodically.

Fish or prawn prepared in a special way is
eaten raw in other lands too. Japanese and Scandi-
naviaps have similar foods. From the little I know
of them, one thing is certain; one has to cultivate
the taste for them, especially their smellf

Anywheré in the world, this kind of food,
though ezjoyed in the family circle is not the dlsh
a girl wanis her mother to offer her new swain at
“the table. Chances are, however, that the b0y~m1ght
become a devout fan ancl thmgs work out well for
all. .

Come 1o think of it, appreciation oh good
things come only through assiduous study and calti-
vation. Once you achieve it, you step into the
enchanted land of gastronomical delights.

-0
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The best relish recipes come from drinkers- or their-
women—the relishes are often so tempting that drink- -
ing meets often lay down a rile: *No relishes to be |
taken without drinks”-—hard - on teetotalers... ...

An item in cultural life

~ Of ‘course one cannot Ileave out laphet, tea
fzaves plucked tender and pressed in bamboo coa-
tziners. 1t is an important item in Burmese cultural
iife. The Burmese idiom, ‘to offer betel, tobacco
znd /aphet’ means hospitality and welcome.

To olden days litigants, after the settlement of
the case at court, ‘took /apher together,” which means ~
that they accepted the decision and bore no ill wiil
to each other. .

-

-

““AH-MYEES” QR BURMESE RELISHES

fn rural areas any invitation or announcement
of a betrdthal or marriage or a wake or housewarm- -
ing or a.new baby is accompanied with a packet of
Iaphet; it is considered courteous and also an aus-
picious thing for happy occasions. ,

To go with hot greeﬁ tea

' The Burmese are very fond of snacks and re-
lishes and there are many varieties. They are called -
ah-myees and they are usually taken with plain green

Laphet may be taken plain with a dash of
tea often called Shan tea, or any other drinks. 7 a t '

sessamum 0il . and finely “shredded raw garlic. The
dish can be elaborated with toasted 'sessamum seeds,
peanuts, garlic crispies. In many homes a lacquer
salver filled with Igphet and the accompanying savour-
#es are ready for the visitors. . .

Even’ though the Burmese have adopted. the
habit of taking coffee with sugar and milk, green tea.
or plain tea is still a staddby in many homes., A
set of Chinese tea pot encased in an upholstered |
cane box and egg shell tea cups often graces the
living room of Burmesé homes. . '

Finely shredded ginger seasoned with lemon
fuice often goes with, lepher and it is crisp and crunp-
chy, neither hot nor biting and it balances the pun-

A gulp of hot tea is a welcome drought e gent taste of lapher with a mild touch™of acidity.

hot as well as cold weather: perhaps I should say
especially in hot weather; because contrary to what
most people think, hot plain tea works beautifuily
much better than iced drinks. ) . E

_ Varieties of salted fish, toasted ar deep-fried
2ls0 serve as gh-myee relish, not-oaly with the plain
222 but also with stronger drinks.

Relishes at drinking meets

. _Thke simple and the most easily available re-
- lish to go with .plain tea is jaggery and sugar-cané

molasses, Taken at the end of a.meal, it clears the
palate and helps the food to settle. 3

Country yokels take dry fish reljshes with todday
s:771idg in coconut shell cups. City folks soakebits
=f toasted dry fish in tomato ketchup and chase it
down with more swanky drinks.
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ﬁose:’le is easy to grow and it is ‘poorman’s Jare’; it
i a well  Jiked dish ariywhere, be it a poor man's
table or a grand banquet

_ The best relish recipes- come from drinkers
{or their woman?); one of them is [(resh water fish
salad. A fair size fish is washed but not scrapped
- off its scales and it is encased in clay and baked idl
charcoal fire. Then the white flesh is extracted and
crushed and mixed with shredded onions, sliced cu
cumbers and sprinkled with lemon “juice. Green chil-#
lies may be added if you like it hot.

FOOD FOR LOVE

This same salad. they say, is a never-fail pick
me up for those with a hangover. It js supposed to
have saved many lives, but I am sure it must have
saved the loss of many working days. '

Lovers, they say. live on love and fresh air;
maybe, that is why one rarely, if ever finds reference
10 foed in love songs. Poets often do not sing of
. _ xjod; POCts too live onr poetry and fresh air, per-
Such relishes are so tempting that drinkingle ~“%% ' N
meets often lay down a rule: ““No agh-myees musi bel
taken without drinks.” 1 think if is not fair, Why
should teetotalers be debarred from the njceties off
life just because they do not have a stomach fos
strong_ drinks? .

- Scott’s Minstrel sings in his Lay:

Q’er capon, heron-shew, and crane.
And-princely peacock’s gilded train

And O’er the boar-head garnished brave.
And cysnet from St Mary’s wave: ’
Q'er prarmigan and venison,

The priest -has spoke his benison,

__ But then, there is -hardly anything about love
2 136 poem, except that the banguet is in’ honour
© the wedding of the lovers united after long years
o separation. ’ =

1
-

7

Food in love songs

_ . . In Burmese pastoral songs and madrigals, there
= quite a number of references to {ood. The Bur.
=<se swawn in calling his maid to ‘come and live
®ith him, does not sing of the pleasures of the hills
2lleys; dals and craggy mouatains; he does not pro:
=i:¢ ‘her ‘beds- of roses’,. but only a coverlet of cows
2=i¢ and thick cotton blanket to wrap her up ten-
tly and Iull her to sleep with the music o his

==mboo flute,
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To her swain’s mvltatmn the maid responds
with a promise of a meal she would cook with rosell@
buds and land crabs, shells and all, and a dish of
field mouss SWeetencd with white pumpkia; she said
she would spread the. rOyal banquet before her man
as the sun rises high in the cool drowsy weather; s
that he will doze off in a luxurious nap after th
meal

Roselle leaves in folk songs

Roselie leaves feature in many of the Burmes
folk songs. Roselle leaves are the most widely use
vegetable it the Burmese Kkitchen. Thke leaves mak
good soup, There are two ways to prepare sOuf
one is 10 put the leaves in amy thin soup prepare
with fish or prawns; the other is to make thick soug
Fry crushed onions, garlic and a littie bit of chillia
in a tablespoonfy! of cooking oil and add the leave
add a little water and stir until it is thoroughly crusi
ed; then add water epough to make a thick .soq
Bamboo shoots may be added.

Roselie leaves pulp so prepared can be eats
without adding water: it js called chin- baung-ky','
fried roselle leaves. -1t is delicious with rice, TH
dish may be.elaborated with prawns, bamboo shod
and a favouring of celery leaves, and green chnl .

Youna roselle fruits make a fine flavoured jé
and preserve; some say that it is a good substi
for craneberries. . The Burmese :living ahroad .o
long for forroselle leaves: the neafest they @
find is rhubarb, they say.

Roselle leaves in history

During the years ofthe 18th century, when}
unification of Burma .was  being achieved up

-

j de
| the roselle:
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Alaungpaya, a native of Shwebo. a town north of

Mandalay there was a folk song which ran.

“Let not the crowning buds of Shwebo
roselle be broken, never he broken...” )

The sorig was in praise of Alaungpaya and his
scendents, who hailed from Shwebo, famous for

Country folks sing:

The glorious roselle legves,

Would I trade them for chicken curry?
Oh, no, oh no,

Nothing like roselle leaves!

Roselle is easy to grow and it is ‘poor man's
fare’; it is a well-liked dish anywhere, be it a poor
man’s table or a grand banquet. Thin roselie scup
zoes wel with butter rice or coconut rice; its sweet- .
sour taste balances well with rich oily foods.

There is a Burmese saying: roselle soup often
helps the chicken curry to be scraped to the bottom
of the pot.

Roselle, so humble and yet so tasty, is a stand-
by at a typlcal Burmese meal.

_o_—
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Roselle leaves feature in many Burmese¥ folk ;

songs. Leaves make 1asty SOUP......... well liked aiiy-
where be it on @ poor man’s table or at a grand Mrf‘
quet. Roselle soup goes well with butter rice or coconut
FICE. oiven it balances well with rich oily foods.

Fi .
Fritters And Crispies

These fritters and crispies are sold together with
tuce leaves, gpring onions and a sauce made of
E=marind pulp and crushed chillies and garlic, You dip

bite size bit of the crispie in the sauce and put itin
st morsel of rice and top it with Jettuce leal and
soring onion. Then chase down the mouthful with

£oOD FOR THOUGHT ®ot plain green tea.-

There are two varieties of bg-yar-gvew.........the
wse made of yellow leatils and the other made of
matpe, small round peas. ~The matpe crispie is much
zstier than the one made of yellow lentils.

Matpe crispie is an Upper Burma product and
pme years-ago it was not available in delta towns
Etc-Rangoon. Even though it is sold in crispie kiosks
rere, thoseé of Upper Burma towns like Mandalay are
= more tastier. (That’s an Upper Burman speaking!)

To me this matpe crispie is associated with happy
zmories. Decades ago, long before the Ava bridge
as huilt, we made a boat trip from Sagaing {the town
a2 the other side of the fiver opposite Mandalay) to
ingun, where the great bell is..

We left in the small hours of the morning when
eavy November mist hung low on the wide brimming
iaters of the Irrawaddy. We huddled in the sdmpan,
dat-bottomed boat and dozed. As the sun’s rays

ir

gcoke through the mist, we saw small sandy islets
=erlaced with rippling waters.

Cn some of those islands we saw palm-leaf huts
==sted with curls of filigree smoke; and what is more,
e smell of deep frying crispies stole into our nostrils,

Talking And Writing, Not Cooking

1 never did realize the truth of the saying, S HE
who can does: he who cannot teaches”. uatil I start
writing articles on food. Before it is too late, I mm
confess that T only like collecting recipes and enjoying
the dishes others cook and of course, talking and
writing .about them. . .

Next 1o eating. talking or writing qbou_t fpod i
one of the most enjoyable pleasures of tife. f like td
inspire people to create toothscme.dehcacws by telling
them how tasty a certain food 15, and how easy 1t #
to make. . . :
Don’t you dare say, it is propaganda; becaus§
it takes a consummate artist to make mouths water o
picturesgue description of the goodies and make peﬁp_
ruir to the market to buy the stuff and to be back i
the kitchen to cook. : .

ing about the Burmese rice meal is th&

it can ggesi‘;bnijl%....“..‘just cooked rice and a dash of

sessamuin, oil and salt or a sumpiiious ORNe 1:“

curries and relishes. There1s a way for lazy cooks &

arrange a makeshift meal: just cook the riee and i

" to the street corner and buy gourd fritters of ba-y
gyaw, peas soaked in watel and pounded into pas8

and fried deep in hot oil.

Snacks On TheISandy Isles On The Irrawaddy

By unanimous consent our boat was moored to
¢ sand bank, We had fun paddling in the shallow
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\Foz dip a bite size of crispie in tamarind-garlic—chilli
mece and  top it with lettuce and spray of spring
prion—then chase it down with hot green tea... ...

water, it was justdeep enongh to reach ounr kmees. It
was wonderful to be able to have a paddly pool right
in the middie of the wide river. We played until
. grown-npscalled us to have our morning meal, :

We had, of course, matpe crispies straight out
of the sizzling oil, and there was yei-mohn, which is a
kind of pan-cake made by spreading rice batter over
the heated griddle. It was sprinkled with peas and
shredded spring onions. These pan-cakes go well with
crispies. :

By the way, you might se¢ similar pan-cakes here
in Rangoon, bat not exactly the same; they are fried
crisp;: The real yei-mohn is not fried; it is just spread
over the griddle and pasted with oil so that it is soft and
pliant like a piece of cloth. Tt melts in the mouth.

CRISPIE GALORE

_ If someone were to ask me to speak on our
(mational institutions (no one has, so far), I would
2o With bu-thee-gyaw (gourd fritters), which no
Barmese can do without. .

. These sunny days, you walk along any roadj
¥ou will see on the wayside-a little thatched hut
‘®here a woman sits by the blazing * fireplace on
which is placed a large dai-oh (frying pan) half filled

I wonder if they still have those huts on thell .o sizzling oil

islets which festooned the Irrawaddy river in the
months of November, December. Much as I wanted.to
I never have a chance to go boating along the river and;
have a go at paddlirig on the sand pools this time with
my graandchildren, and enjoy those crispies and pan<
cakes: ' :

) The dai-oh can hardly be called a frying pan,
=ough used for frying all right; it is no flat pan but
2 huge iron pot concave in shape. A dugout fire-
place makes a good seat for its curved base.

. The dai-oh can take a lot of oil and the wo-
‘men while waiting for thé oil to heat up prepares
e gourd fritters. Young tender gourd is used; pieces
‘are cut into fingers and soaked in batter made of

rice flour, As wafis of smoke rise from the surface
of the heated oil the gourd finger are put into it.
| They are fried till they become golden brown,

The matpe crispies here are not as good as those
sold -on the sandy islés. Something is lacking, maybed
it is those palm Ieafl huts, paddling in the pools, and alk
the things that once went with' the crispies, Maybed
let’s face it, it is YOUTH, that is sadlylacking!

—O— . {Note: Tt is always a woman who runs the
snow; even if you see a man around remember he
] only‘ second in command. Burmese women are als
 ways incharge of important things like crispie shops
2nd they leave the less important things to meny

. Around the hot are a few low tables each laid
with a pot of plain tea, tea cups, plate of Iettuce and
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flour. The dough is kneaded and rolled and
de into bracelets and deep fried. It is unsweeten-
¢ and it is taken with jaggery syrup.

corriznder lzaves and small dish of sauce. This sauce:
s 2z rezl appitizer; it is.a-concoction of hot chilli
o=lp, z d2sh of garlic and -tamarind juice.

One can hardly speak of Burmese crispies with-

: mentioning the ba-yar-gpaw, one of the common-
ez kind. Dried peas are soaked in water overnight
=d pounded into paste and deep fried; it is -seasoned
=ith onjons, garlic and chiliies. There are several
rieties of peas too and each lastes different, but all

f them good. g

Yol sit on ome of the low wooden stools
zround the fable and- gulp down a cup of hot plain
t=z and bawl for a plate of gourd fritters, If you
are ezrly you wait drinking plain tea, which is free
of charge, and watch the gourd fritters swim in smo-
king oil as thé fire underneath crackles and blazes.

Perhaps some unbidden and unweicome thought:

. might come te you a reminder of the cautionary tales
yoi had heard in childhood, those tales of hell and”
fire. You try to switch off those thoughts by nib-
bling green- lettuce with chilli sauce, H

Crispie shops are a-plenty on festival grounds
wmhich is often filed with the aroma of deep frying.
Why. get vourself a splitting headache by just taking
iz the smelfs, better enjoy your favourite crispic and
ve yourself a good time with the inevitable head-
he and a stomach ache as a bobnus. One fhing
Aout crispies is that it is not fun taking them home
> eat: they are best eaten right at the shop with all
e paraphernalia and aromas. They are worth all
t=2 things you suffer the morping after.

" At last the pu-thee-gyaw fritters would come
right out of the sizzling oil. It is a favourite Bur-
_mese snack. It is taken with lettuce, corriander leaves
and chilli sauce and with hot plain tea as chaser.
Io the same shop you can also get other varieties,
crispies made of shredded omions, bananas, potato
chips fo name only a few. 11 these are made with

rice flour batter and fried in oil —0—

Glutinous rice flour, jaggery, peanuts and sessa”
mum seeds also feature in some of the varietiest
The most well known is mon-see-kyaw flat pancake.
The basic mixture is glutinpus rice flour sweetened:
with jaggery; the batter is ladled out into hot oily
ariddle; as the batter begins to thicken and' ctfinkle:
at the edges, sessamum seeds, peanuts and coconut
shreds are sprinkled on the surface. When it is gols
den brown it is put on a bamboo seive to draim. - .

The other kind of ciispie not as elaborate -as
mon-see-kvaw is mion-let-kauk or bracelet crispie; it
is shaped like a bracelet, something like a dougnut. It:
is a doughnut anyway only it is made of glatinous:
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Glurinous rice, never used Jor full rice meals, is'a There are many varieties made ou't of this rice
m varieti - 1ec.

fmourite snack plain steam ] ith.

............ ed dish goes well with - ick
hot coffee at breakfast......... it is sold 'gat' r;mrlgets ; i cooked in ofl and taken with fried chicken or
steamed in banana legves...... .. another variety is :.‘J.cnfcea’T6 icd fsh.  When [travel by lrain along the Rangoon-

Mandalay line I always look forward to the stop at
Peou station where hawkers sell this bill of fare,

Glutinous rice is also steamed or baked in
packets; banana leaves are mostly used for packing; but
i3 some localities today palm leaves are used. Such
kind and those baked in hollow bamboo bave a pleasing
favour. Once the moonsoon is over, there will come
nagoda festivals, with their mile-long rows of stalls, a
gastronomical wonderland and gourmet’s delight.

-One of the features of pagoda festivals is a bazaar
of stalls with mountainous heaps of mohn-lay-pway,
farge circular wafers, made of glutinous rice flour,
paper-thin, light as air, as its name suggests and very
brittle. They are crunchy and munchable; they are
zold strung on a bamboo strip. You buy them in
bunches of fives or tens and jostle in the crewd shower-
ing on your fellow beings bits of white flakes as you-
chew them,

Mohn-phet-htoks, small pyramid shape rice flour
cakes, packed and steamed in banana leaves (a kind of
ravioli) made a good sweet dish with their stuffing of
shredded coconut and jaggery. It is interesting to
know that the same kind is part of the trimmings in
. the ritual of solemnizing a Malaysian wedding cere-

-mony, as demonstrated at Mrs, Dani Kassim’s resi-
dence some time ago, for the benelit of the Inter-
national Cultural Group.

The Chinese style glutinons rice packets have
pork or chicken stuffing; and the circular cake friedin
o0il, one of the items of the Chinese New Year feast is.
also made from glutinous rice flour.

in hollow bambog sticks...

Y

IN PRAISE OF GLUTINOUS RICE

My heart leaps up when I bekold hot steaming’

. : ! caming :.
glutinous rice heaped in a bamboo. basket lined wit]%'.
fresh green banana leaves; the aroma, blended with a-
:vhﬁ Q{lbananzhleaves, is something that goes straight |
O my heart and down - into the st i '
gy freart _ stomach, making my

Out comes my twenty-five pya coin ick
follows g transaction with t}i’e wom?l; sitting %%gin%usﬁlé ;
basket. Now I have in hand a green leaf packet of -
steamed glutinous rice complete with a generous sprink-
ling of shredded coconut and sessamum seeds. -

I always take the opportanity of enjovi
favourite snack when | do ngy shopl):)]ing forJ tf'jtl:nf%imnig
meals. There is one problem though, I canmot wait
till I get home; it is too much for my resistance, I
open the packet, balancing my heavy shopping baskets
in the crpok of my arm and nibble the contents.
gemk%np;ec}ous lz_acket, a none too ecasy feat, but not

of perfor i i i
Dropeiaty. p ma ce that will win any prize for

Glutinous rice, never used for fuli rice
a favourite Burmese snack, especially for b];'neialgési?
plain steamed dish goes well with hot coffee. it ma)"-
be taken with boiled peas soaked in sessamum ojl..
There are two kinds of rice, white and black; the blac];-

kind has a racy flavour and more crunchy, At Christmas, the Burmese Christmas commu-

- nity make dol-dol, a concoction of -black glutinous
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rice flour, sugar, coconut and a sprinkling of peanuts,

very rich and fasty. . I think it is a variation of hfo- .
moan from Mandalay where a similar thing is made -

in white rice flour instead of black.

From Bassein comes a-kind of halawa, perhaps

a Burmanization of the famous Indian sweet, the main -

ingredient 18 glutinous rice flowr; it i1s sweet, nice and
tasty; it goes well with plain green tea. :

Of course I cannot leave out kta-ma-ne, the con- -
coction of glutinous rice, coconut, peanuts, sessamum-

seeds flavoured with ginger which is part of the harvest

festival in the month of Ta be dwe which falls some-

where in February. : -

Well, why doesn™t someoné compile a book of'-_'

récipes leaturing glutinous rice? No, not me. 1 only

like to.cat and talk about them. As for cooking it |

takes a genius to be a true artist of the kitchen.

—0—
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FRUITS AND
'VECETABLES
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“‘Leave my jackfruit tree out of it’——is a common
idiom, The story of its origin is humourous, spicy
and worthy of - Chaucer or Rabelais...... .

LEAVE MY JACKFRUIT TREE OUT OF IT

All the nice things that could ‘be said of trees
have been said by poets. ‘the only thing I, a poor
wretch, couid do is to guote or misquote them.

The temptation to say things like, “‘Never
saw a poem lovely as a tree,”’ or ‘‘Poems are made
by fools like me but God alone can make a tree,”-
is very strong. Bui then, no amount of repetition-
can tarnish the beauty of those words.

* Perhaps it 'is old sayings and stories that keep
our love of trees alive. For instance, whenever I be-
bold a jackfruit tree, my hedrt does not exactly leap
but ‘my intestines become ticklish’ this is a Burmese
expression which describes, not what one gets after
fating teo many ]ackfrults but the ripples of laughter
that rise from one’s insides.

Scemg a jackfruit tree always reminds me of
a story, one of adultery, murder and deceit, a story
worthy of Chaucer or Rabelais. It rums something
tike this:

Once upofl a time, a man coming home from
a journey found his wife with a lover, He killed
the rival and the couple was faced with the problem
of disposing of the body.

It so happened that there was a monaw:ry
zearby; it was right in the midst of a thicksjack-
fmit grove. The layman who acted as a watchman




"guarded the trees by shooiing clay peilets from hi

~ body and left it propped up against a jackfruit trea

~ bad killed him. He reported the matter to the monksi

could not resist going to have a last look at her un
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Just because you’d been left leaning against a
=csfruit tree’” Of course, no one knew what she
=2ant, but the watchman did: He came near the
®oman and scolded her in her ear, *Hush, woman,
2=sh. Cry, if you must, for your paramour, bur
ezve my jackfruit tree out of it

catapult when the mght prowlﬂrs came to steal thi
fruits. |

So the main and’ his wife carried the dca

The watchman saw them prowling, so he let fort
a barrage of clay missiles frem his trusty weapon
The guilty co. ple got away leaving the dead bod
under the tree.

This expression, Leave my jackfruit tree out of
as become an idiom to express an unwiilingness
ger oneself involved.in any affair.

r.:'..n

When the watchman came out to look, he wa

: ‘ _ Dear beautiful jackfruit irée that gives such
shocked to find 2 man dead. He thought that his sho

Bzscious fruits and still more luscious chuckles, what
more can anybody ask?

After some discussion, they decided to pretend thati '
was a visiting monk who had died overnight. )

This meznt shaving away the dead man’s haig
it was quite a job, for, in those days, men wore theif
Jong hair done into big topkaots. They dressed the
body in -monk’s yeilow robes and went on with funeral}
arrangements,

Villagers came round to help and the woms
fortunate tover.

It was the custom in those days to have mous
ners at monk’s wakes; they were usoally women whe
could sing or recite some old songs or poems. g
woman, playing the part of a mourner, sang a fes
verses and after some- iime, she slipped in somethin
of her own:

“‘Last night so handsome with a sleck and shir
ing topknot.”

Now shaven clean and bare,
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i3 guire a job trying te bring down jac;

o, mieit or 1en pounders from o hoght of 30 ol t froit is not ripe énough, better take the one on

Sy fees iy is an exciting day in the garden ‘f;fu;'ghta';if’é your left T mean..... stupid;” Hey,
Fugrms of ants crawling on the climber’s body, crows —dh,  you rop your knife.....hey twins......

pegises gt Ris bald pate as they defend their nests,
childrem dancing with glee as if the whole performana
iz exclusively for their benefir...... .. E

=cae away, don’t go too near the tree,’’

N We all make an unholy din and scarcely natice
=2z formation of crows, nor hear their raucus caw-
-:5, Not until the man on the tree let out a yeli
= ‘LP' There on the man’s bald pate are the crows
S=tiing angrily while others perch on his bare should-

L

Again we shout orders. Quick, quick, get a cata-
alt...... shoot...... Be careful, youwll hit the . poor
=2n’s head...... just shoot anywhere to frighten away
birds. Hey you dirty birds...... we’re pot doing
amything to your dratted nests. :

JACKFRUITS AGAIN!

Jackfruit is one of the early monsoon fruif
very much liked. The trees grow into the height o
twenty to thirty feet. The fruits arshuge, two feet, of
more in length, almost spherical. They weigh seve

The twins -danced with delight as if-the whole
.to eight pounds, '

Zing were staged for their benefit,

The fruits-are covered with warty rind, grees At long last, the {ruits are dowu, one by one, with
when immature but turning brown on ripening, It H=mimum scratches, let us hope on the climber’s body.
quite a job to get the enormous fruits-down from thelREc went away taking his share. He muttered something -
tree and the presence of ants” nests does not makesout never doing itagain. Never mind, ‘we all know
things any easier, o ) ‘1= will be back the next season, by which time his skin

The day we take down the jackfruits is a daj il be smooth and fine again.
of great excitement. The family, [rom the grands ~ Having got the trults_doxjvn, howe-\:e,r does not
‘parents down to the [littlest tots are out in the gardegesT1ng us anywhere'near to enjoying the fruits. There is |
as the tree climber makes his ascent. He has a lopiiesill onehurdle, a tough one too.
knife and a coil of strong rope. He has his body. as
nointed with kerosene: to discourage the ants,

Once the man gains the required height, B

puts the rope on the croft between the branches ar

. tries pulling it to and fre. Il the old man Archimede
principle of lever and.the pulley still holds good, t
big fruits should come down safe and sound.

By this time, everyone is shouting orders and 1
onie really listening: Is the branch strong eaough? He

First an incision is made oo the warty rind with
= sharp knife and the fruit is halved, The flesh inside is
m=ade up of fleshy receptacle inflourescene and their
221y seeds each embedded in a yellow sheath.

. Now the sticky part, to rescue the goiden juicy

Bteaths from their trap. The man in charge soaks his

angers in the bowl of cooking oil and takes out the
8 gs, one by ontand places them on a plate cicept
y- . - \
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o ' ' t keep up with th Bece o ffaf;ll'appegr, ;}"I wkc;z wcc;zddlgi k:’ng}‘)...W;m
ble is that he canno P 3 = royal white wmbrefla overhead, .. Who am I
swif&ncgzngo’c]}ié-del.xte'r_ity-o'f the people arcund Whoh . )
sold interest is to snatch up the seeds and chew up i .'
yellow sheath. Thefe afe ohs and ahs of appreciatio .
They are impatient when the exiractor of the sced
ventures to put one or two into his mouth.

: YOUWYE NEVER TASTED THEM UNTIL
e vlate kept ready to receive the seeds is nevel .

allowe}l—hto%c ful!;pmost of the time it s empty SXCCH

for the discarded white seeds. In no time there®

nothing left but the white fibres and warty rmdsd'

litiered around, Tt takes a lot of nagging and scol %

to get someone clean up the g,:arbage. o
P.S.1 am glad the jackfruit season is OVEL.

The fruits do not yield their trae flavour to the
erchaser of them, not to Rim . who raises them for
¢ market. ‘There is only one way to oblain it, yet
w take that way **So said Thoreau in WALDEN.

To me no truer words are ever spoken. It is
lgar to suppose that you have-tasted things like
pashrooms, bamboo shoots, if you have not plucked
tem yourself, The best bamboo shoots and mush-
moms I ever tasted were those we youngsters plucked
2 the midst of woodlands decades ago.

£

£

The day was.cool and clondy with occasional .
prays of sunshine that flitted over the greemery arcund

e a golden spotlight. **Come on, let’s go mushroom

=thering...... * it was the war-cry that brought. out of
loors the young andn ot-so-young armed to the teeth

ith baskets and trowels.

We followed the sandy path which was a stream
On rain days it welled with surging waters that
Bowed right into the river. Wa took off our slippers
st to enjoy the cool soft touch of the golden sands
mzich looked good enough to eat. '

The sandy path was fringed on both sides with
omps of bamboo. Sudden]y someone cried: ‘*Look]
zamboo shoots,” There they were at the foot of'the
l2mboo stalks, white pointed things that looked like

iniature white pagodas. :
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zreen chillies, not too much to make the dish hot,
to give favour and sprinkling of lime or lemon.

The shoots were at most a foot or so high and
even as we got Hold of the base which is nine to ter
inches in circumference, they practicaily melted into
our hands, so soft and tender they were. Poets often Watercress, green chillies and lemon juice each
liken their ladies to ‘buxom, yet soft and tender bam ajtogether, would serve as an antidote to food poi-
boo shoots’. Be=ing.  This is a matter of common sense which has ~

=n handed down to us.
If we were lucky we might find mushroom_

They were usually found in old ant-hillsand mounds.
The kind that had the shape of the atomic bomb exs
plosion ‘was easy to spot. But the other kind, the
whité round buds that peeked out of the earth wilk
the whole length of their stems burléd undergmund'
needed careful searching. :

Those white buds looked like caps and
were answer to the riddle. Who are those that come
out wearing white caps, after rainshowers., We had to
be careful to get the white buds and their stems in goodl
shape. It meant-careful digging, without letting the
excitement of discovery overcome us.

Mushroom is a delicacy; it is also venturesome-
ing. One is often haunted by the fear of poisoning.
;Sachia Guitry's-Metnoirs of @ Cheat the hero of the
oy survived when the rest of the family was killed
w 2 dish of mushrooms. But it was only because he
=s not allowed to eat the dish as a punishment for
s misbehaviour. So the story is not much help, in
ging us hlntq on how not to be poisoned by mush-
IS,

Mushroom gathering is still a pastime in th
villages, There is a Burmese simile: “face beaming
like one who has ar armful of mushrooms.”

Mushrooms also symbohze good luck gifts and
money: if you had a dream in which you saw mus;
rooms, it means that some good flortune s on the
way. The appearance of mushrooms in your garde®
also means good luck: that is if you do not eat them
without verifying whether they are peisonous or not.

The Burmese are great mushroom eaters, but
poisoning cases are rare; in rural areas it is almost un<
heard of. Perhaps people are gunided by their native
instincts and traditional knowledge. !

The Burmese housewife know that mushroomsi
~ must always be cooked with watercress leaves, a dask
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- Mealtime companion  when ; y‘az_f_}zg, bed-fellow whe
&rown up, who is she? So ‘goes .a Burmese riddie: She
Is not what you think she is...

oots. They belong to the group of controversial
2ods whose taste is something that has to be culti-

"A hot pot of sour bamboo shoots with pork or
8=h with a lot of vegetables is a {avourite with many
zourmets, " This. dish can be as.elaborate as one
ishes, Shark’s fin, hard boiled pigeon eggs and
ch delicacies are often added. ' ) :

Hollow bamboo sticks are often used as food
sontainers. Tender tea leaves are picked and pressed
mto them; sour bamboo shoots are carried in huge
wilow -bamboos. Glutinous rice is packed into hol:
ow bamboos with water and baked and sold in
im=arket places. Here, you find one of the cleanest and
—ost sanitary food packing ever invented. Glutinous
rce has a special flavour when it comes out of the
Bamboo, ¢ylinder shaped with a thin film of bamboo
- zround if. . .
So much for being a ‘mealtime companion.” In
Wi ’ : . maral greas, most houses have flooring made of split
shoots ar!ethsee;hin ggﬁ:n'dglifczsoionn tﬁhowe;s, bamboo; 2amboos. There is a special kind called wa-be, big,
© come already boiled and shreddede' I?ark%t_& ttick and strong; when split they are four or five
some are bright red and some yello\iz[.] (%(021 I{?uysiﬁg mches wide. They are strung togethet with cane
-and boil them’ agair and strain off and cook with i \ _ |
prawns or .ﬁsh or pork or poultry. You need only a; On hot summer days one of the pleasures en-
small portion of meat. Tt is an economical dish and, soved by the rustic folk is to lie on the clean cool
. g mooth bamboo floor and feel the «caress of the

it is wholesome.
i Sreeze that steals through the slits of the floor.

. There is a Burmese riddle. *Meal-time COI-I;L-E
paaion when young, and bed-time companion when
grown up...who is she?” '

Can you guess? Please check an indei\"" |

? icate

thought that may arise in your mind. %he is onl
Bamboo. Young shoots make a good digh for rice
meals; and big stalks make good flooring for houses
Sgg b?dgte&éds as]weli. They also make head rests. a
0 e ; s, . N . ..J K 3

or days'ar piliows®’; thc_y are ideal for catnaps on

Bamboo shoots may be made into i
_ \mb g & salad withd
onion crispies, sessambm seeds, bean powder anc{ l
sprinkling of lemon or lime juice. They may be
gg;}é{sed with other vegetables or fried with ho'i'l,'

There is a folk tale that tells of a rustic who
S2came a king and who longed for ‘the cool smooth
touch of the bamboo floor and the gentie breeze that
came through the slits”, : : )

1o central Burma, houses have, in their chack-
vards, spacious movable platforms called Aur-pyits,
The frame is hard wood and the flooring 3 bamboo,

There is also a special kind ofl bamboc sh 2
the fermented kind, They come in big chunl?s Sslogi
in brme.an(_:'l they smell. They are called sour bamb
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Thre tamarind tree is an important feature in Burmese
Hfe—tender leaves for salad and  soups, young fiuits
pounded into pulp and cooked with a flavouring: of
gorlic, chillies and onions, ripe fruits to make cool
grinks—and interesting games to play with seeds......

Ouw hot summer nights, it is a meeting pi -

_ ) ghts, g pilace for the-
family and friends and there is the pot of plain ‘tea,
Jaggery and pickied tea and crispies to go with ali.
ihe gossip and talk, o -

Q. hThc«;e bamboo kut-pyirs are memory haunted
Z-i0oms.  The bamboo flooring becomes ~ seasoned
"3 tume and constant touch with humans. They haye

2 beantiful ‘polished: 100k whict o ]
pature could give.- 1 only time and_

¥

=
-
L

NEVER A POEM LOVELY AS A TAMARIND

Bamboo i$ abundant in ‘woodlands; 1hey"a1;3
TREE

yours for the taking. For Burmese Buddhists who
love 1o do meritorious deeds like bujldine Zayais,
public rest houses, they are a standby. One ma)’r ;
not be rich enough to donate a concrete and steel
affair, but one can just go into the woodlands and cut
bamboo and build a platform under a spreading tama-
rind tree. 1

h With the: first showers, young tender tamarind
" Fsaves are in season: they are used for soups and
salads. .Thin soups with |leaves throwan in are liked
for their sour taste,

Tender leaves, mixed with shredded onions,
dried prawn powder, and sessamum oil make a good
salad. Sometimes boiling water is poured over the
leaves to take away the rawness and sifted and mix-
=d with sessamum seeds and a penecrous amount of
fried onion crispies.

t Suck bamboo platforms, with a stand for one or':
two earthcrl:} pots of drinking water, give a welcome

rest to the tired traveller. They are as much a part
of the Burmese scene as pagodas and toddy palms,

You canrest yourself on those platforms, have
a spack glutinous rice baked in holiow bamboo
sticks, or drink sizzling toddy out of green, freshly.
cut ba-ml_)oo Cups, or rest your head on a head rest -
and meditate. Well, it takes all kinds. ;

As children, we plucked and ate them raw. We
first packed the leaves {n banana leavés and buried
the packet in the gromnd and jumped oo it praying
to the goddess of the earth to pour  oil over the
O : leaves. :

After the ritnal of dancing and stamping on
the ground; we wunearthed our treasure. I still re-
member the thrill of unwrapping the layers of banang
leaves to discover the tamarind buds wet with ‘gil’.
We took mouthfuls fighting each other for ap@xira
portion. Never mind what the grown-ups say, all
this being humidity that made the thing wet,
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dium of ex-
=4 hours of pleasure. They are our me .
chapge when playing shop-keeping, We could" be

iilionaires with baps of tamarind seeds!

Tamarind tree is an important feature in Bur-
mese life. As children we climbed the-tree taking
foothold on the gnarled knotted branches. Sometimes
the crotch of an old tree afforded a spacious tree-
house for us, Tamarind fruits serve the Burmese
through all stages of their growth; young tender fruits
may be pounded inte pulp and cooked with a flavour-
ing of chillies, garlic and onions and fish paste. The
dish needs a genercous amount of oili1to make it
really tasty.

There is also a favourite game of scattering the
seeds near a little pit dug in the ground for the p.m;
pose and pushing them one by -on¢ into the pit, It
iaves a lat of skill (and some cheating perbaps). to
iark the tip of the thumb against the seed so that it

falls right into- the hole.

Then there comes in the life of the tamarind
fruit, an adolescent period, when it. is neither ripe:
nor green. The seed inside is not vet hardened- and
the outer shell is just beginping to separais dtseif
from the kernel " which is still- soft and creamy and
whitish yeliow, : : '

’ '« pame of Seeds is exalted to poelic heights
oy U %gés % pget of the v:_ar!y 19th century, in bis
Rama-ragan a Ramayana epic in Burmese. The pic-
ture of Princess Sita absorbed in her game of seeds
her dress in sweet disorder, her tantrums at losing 2
: game, the teasings of her maids, éts one of the most

- i i oetry.
In Upper Burma this tamarind, called kjetsuu beautiful passages in Burmese poetry
is a favourite especially as it is available only for a
few weeks before the fruit is tlpe. It 'is cooked with-
salted fish, chillies, garlic and' onions. '

When the fruit is ripe, the kernel is dry and
golden brown and the seeds are hard and black. The
outer shell sheds itself even as the fruits arc plucked:
The seeds are taken out and the dried kernel is kept
10 glazed earthen jars for further use. There is no<
thing else to do for preservation; it stays good . for
the-whole year until the new crop comes in.

* Well. how could anyone ever see a poem as
JWell, ) !
lovely as a tamarind tree!

—Q0—

One of the uses of tamarind. fruit is to make
cool.sherbert. Soak equal portion of jaggery and’
tamarind in cold water for an hour and sfir it tho-
roughly so that they melt. ~Then sift the liguid
through a thin muslin cieth. This drink, even with-
out ices, is a good standby for hot days. 1t also acts
as a natural purgative, : ’

1 cannot leave out the black shiny. seeds,. 5o
smooth to touch; they gave us children many enchan-
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The tragi~comedy of a quest for a diamond........

THE I3-CARAT DIAMOND
{1)

It was during the days of the Japanese occupa-
Zon in Burma. We had béen married only two years
2=d we were beginning to setile down, Ko Latt had
2 nice job, but our- dreams of-a bright and happy
Fature were shattered by the war., We found our-
ives without a home, without jobs, in fact without
aything  except a mischigvous toddler who -was al-
w2ys hungry. We were Iost in the great maze of
wartime life.

At that time many pedple who had never been
i business before turned petty traders and seemed to
€0 well. Some kind f{riends tried to help us by .
iving us goods to be sold on a commission basis:
y mooey, no doubt. "It seemed like child’s play.
a look what happened. A customer would come to
our roadside stall and go over our ‘wares with critical
ves as if she would not take them even if we gave
=em away for nothmg With" a look of contempt
22 would ask, ““How much are you asking for this
undry soap? :

“Five cakes for one faas *

What a price! Let’s see, how about giving me
six for one kyat, ten p}as””

It made my head swim. | pressed the mental
<elerator but it réfused to budge. [ blushed. and
ammered, ““Yes.”” If I sold at a joss, [ coukin’t
p it. Even then my troubles were not overs” The
stomer went on bargaining.
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We had rice, but cooking oil, a preduct of
oper Burma, could not be secured. It became so
=ree that-we had to be content with animal fat.
w I hated that abominable greasc floating on my
perries! After passing through stages of impotent
=y, rebellion, and frustration, Iresigned myself and
avented various ways of cooking eatable dishes with
ves of sweet potate and roselle, Ko Latt was won-
E=rful. ~ He took things like a philosopher. When we
=1 down to meals, he wounld look-at the steaming
Eshes and say, ““*Yum yum, it smells delicious.”” "He

““What abour five for .eighty pyas?” i

*tYes yes, take -them, take.as many as yd
kike! and 1 added a few strong words under m:
breati. o :

"Our business career seemed to be made up e
tirely of similar; scenes. Let me not go-into humi
liating details. ~Suffice it to say thar we got into a
“sorts of ‘scrapes. Our wares were pinched. Th
day’s figures would not add up right. Only our sos
“enjoyed the fun. He took the rags used for packing
wrapped himself up in them and ran along the paves fxags had something mice to say about my cooking
ment dancing with glee. We had to laugh at i Tois braced me up and 1 went on creating master-
little rascal in spite of ourselves. : —— - ;

(2} :

It is easy enough for people who are well o8

to sing of poverty, love in a hut, and 30 on, Wed
who have gone through -it have no sentimental it
Pions. “The worm in the ground knows every tool
_of the harrow. The buiterfly above preaches patience.®
soverty, to say the least, is very ‘uncomforieble.

After 'a while we managed to get employmes

in one of the goverament offices. By t\ﬂ{lft tu;ne Allie
ir raids had begun and we bad to shift from om . , oS,
?)iaCe to anothcr?[osing some of our few belonging One day, I ran into a woman who had once
ith every move. At last we settled down in a ram been my servant sitting at a little stall. She fooked
?h%k]e sy'f{xed in' the suburbs. 1t was close to o® erosperous, much fatter and darker than when I had
ofice building so T could work and still keep tabSienown her before. - 8he did not see me at first * as
on our son at home. When the air-raid sirens soubdes =h¢ was busy with her customers. When s e recog-
1 would rush home and take him to a safe sheltcEinssed me, she ‘could ‘hardly hide her surprise at my

. =g e, .
1n spite of the raids, we were happier, becau 7 abby app‘earla_nc ' .
we were no longer unemployed. We had the digni T writhed under her stare and mumbied some-
of being government servants althongh our joint sal aing about dried, fish which 1 had no intention of
ries barely paid for the daily necessities. It was difSgeaving. Too late I realized T could not afford it and
eult to believe that we had to live on the edge GMEERE blushed as 1 fumbled with my. purse. The woman
starvation. Could such things really happen in°Burmas mmposed her‘se}t quickly and asked mie where we fiad
a land flowing with milk and honey? : . teen all ic time, and how was our liitle son? Be-

" As for clothes...bed sheets, tablecloths, -and
gv2n curtains had to be made intd somethingto wear
Dar son had his shirts made from old napkins.

(33 ,
The war raged .on and things went from bad
worse. lapanese paper money flew like dead
ves...only it did not fly our way. Yet petty tra-
fers, merchants, commission agents were Hourishing.:
saw them with stacks of money, spending like mad.’

L4
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fose I knew what was happening she had made me|
present of a package of dried fish. I was too emba ¥
- rassed to say anything. I just handed the buadle bag

to her, but she laughingly pushed it into my baskes

On the way home, 1 shed tears...enough for thos
dried fish to swim in.

I felt ashamed. “I'm sorry I can’t take things
ravely as you do. It just seems heartbreaking to
= like this when other people are rolling in money.
20X at those brokers and agents: Most of them
‘teven write their own names. They don’t have
¥ capital either, A broker just goes around asking

eople if they want anything and if he, - the broker

==t is, gets it; whatever it is, for them, that is the
=s who want something, then ke, that is the broker,
s°a commission.”’

(4) _

That night it rained heavily but we were gla

that we did not have to worry about air raids. O
roof leaked but we managed to find a dry corner fol
the child. He slept soundiy, surrounded by tin cas
into which the rain leaked in musical drops. 1 Tight

ed our amcient kerosene lamp and Ko Latc lit up-

“cheroot.  After taking a few luxurious puffs he oDEH
~ed an old book of humorous stories and begal
to read aloud. But I bardly heard; 1 was brood

ing over-the morning’s .incident and a wave of sch
_pity came over me. ) '

Ko Latt read on, but he must have sense
what was going -on in my mind, because I listened-si
lently without comment, without chuckling. As b
shut the book, I broke out, “Why don’t they evé
come or way? 1 mean the Jap banknotes. This morg
g I saw our old servant woman. She’s making lof
of money. She’s now fat and covered  with jewels
You would hardly know her...you’d take her For
maharaja’s elephant.”

Ko Latt lJaughed. <Well, thanks for wa‘rni
me, I might have tried to ride on her back.”

But his joke fell flat. I was too depressed. Ki
Latt peered at me through his horn-rimmed specta
-cles, with one lens cracked., “‘I know how you feel
dear, but remember this can’t go on forever. We ha
to do without many things but we still have each othe
and we have that little rascal,” he said, pointing &
our sleeping son, : ’

Ko Latt laughed. “Youw’re talking like a
aracter in that book.”

“Can’t help it. I’'m such a goof about business.
Bhat T mean is some people make piles of money
B2t way. And the ones who get it know that the
D notes are mere scraps of paper, so they are
viog gold and diamonds at aay price.” :

He looked puzzled. ‘“What has that got to 'do
ith us? We have no diamonds or gold to sell.”

. Sometimes Ko Latt is a bigger goof than 1. I
plained to him patientty, “If we can find someone
bo wants to sell gold or diamonds and someone, I
zzan other personm, who wants to buy, we might get
commission that would be five or six times our joint
@laries. We could get a good tin of sesamum oil
Fith the money.” : :

My good man smacked his lips. ‘Oh, for a
ste of real sgsamum oil! I’ so sick of the smell of
2rd. But where can we find someone who wants to
gy diamonds and other who waants to sell?

I was glad T had driven home my. point. T just
miled, and said: ‘‘Leave that to me.”

I shall always remember the [ook in-&is eyes
5 he said, “I know I can always rely on.you”
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wants a 13-carat diamond. He will give ofe lakh
carat with 25 per cent commission, If:you-can’
rike a bargain with the seller. for less, you can keep
se difference.” 1 reeled. Even without the extra
money the commission would come to 25/100x
W0 0003 13 11 \ . - .
Ko Ba Than’s wife was as codl as a cucumber:
8=c was used to this kind of thing. “‘Just try to get
13-carat diamond, Ma Ma. If you get i, please
zontact Mr, Ebrahim.” . | ) L .
That night I discussed the matter with Ko Latt
and we were full of hope. We planned the campaign.
First we would go to Thingangyun to see a lady who
@zalt in jewelry. There was no bus - services E:igg
She took the bracelets to the fishwomanr who gav Jhingangyun was fiveé or six miles away. This di
B =ot matter. for we owned a two-wheeled mechanism...

her the whole lakh.” . nechani
. <8 your wife made ten thousand out of 1 bicycle by courtesy. Its forebears were dastmg-u;shec}.
cried. Ko 31’3&. Thaln srxx?iled “?Viore than that' She alsé 72 could trace their gen_ea_logy as far. as {{m _auspil-
L 25 t i$si .f n th ller. Just & sous alliance between a kingly Raleigh {rame an
%1{;;’2 ‘,‘,C,l-;]j::r é%lli_ldf;gnp‘ii‘;l;sEor;’r;ogqo geof;';l e;{ ﬁg?lsr' :ﬁstqcratic_Humber-\wheelsg..butl deca}fence had set in
] 00. ' ith intermarri spokes.
10,600 + 25/100 x 100,000......1 struggled and gave with intermarriage with mongrel sp

T wi his ki ; t ; ough so we had
. IfT ' kind i : , ave The tires had been’ worn throug ;
';Enciliandwg;;grfio this s ofbusmess,_ : 1?1usth 4 Bad to put pieces of raw . rubber round the rims.

; ' =2 These were called “solid tires’’ good in their own

K¢ Ba Than contirued, ““You can do thg way...10 need to pump them up, no punctures, and
sort of thing, too. If my wife can-do’it, why can they last a long time. They also got strefched now
you? You are much cleverer. With an intellect i and then so that we had to cut them shorter and
yours...there is nothing you cannot do.” E fasten the ends with a piece of wire. This was easy
' B for a handyman like Ko Latt. He could fix any
thing with a pair of pliers, a hammer, and.an inter--
| esting oration in strong language. I played an in-
R significant role in such great undertakings, standing
by with absorbent cotton and iodine, at the same
time improving my vocabulary, :

(6}
.On Sunday morning we got up at dawn and
began our journey.. I sat on the rusty rear-fender

) . :

~ So it began: I discussed the matter with m
office mates, who were as hard up.as we were., Kdg
Ba Than, who worked at the next. desk, encouraged
me. ‘“‘Don’t lose heart. You have- only one child
and I have three. My family couldn’t possibl
live on my pay. 1t’s my wife who does it. You
knowiher. She hasn®t had a college education like
you..:she just writes enough. to sign “her name...bul
she’s amazing. The other day that neighbour of ours
the fish-woman, wanted to buy a pair of diamond
bracelets. She told my wife she would give up to “ong
lakh for them. My wife found someone who wanted
to sell jewelry and made a bargain for ninety thousand:

I was flattered, Ko Ba Than was a wise man,
good judge of Homo Sapiens. Next day I called o
his wife: She was a simple, unassuming little womamn
whom 1 liked very much, partly because she gave me
a feeling of superiority. She seemed to be very glad
that I, who belonged to a higher intellectual levek
had condescended to take an interest in. such mundané
matters. She gave me ail the information.” “It is ve
easy, Ma Ma, not $0 difficult a® working in an officé
Many people have asked me to get things for them



classic.com

112 . Kﬁin Myo Chit armese Scenes & Sketches : 13

We sallied forth again the following Sunday.
antie was smiling happily. She had‘foq_n'd_ it. She
=ew a person who had a 13-carat diamond to sell;
=< told us to bring Mr. Ebrahim the Sunday after
w2t This was all we wanted that day, but { Wogld
=ve liked to listen to Auntie’s how-to-get-rich-quick
. Ko Latt gave me his you-do-no-such-nonsense
pok and led me firmly away. -

We came home full of high spirits. FHow nice
was to have such a lucrative job to do o Sundays.
ch weekend brought us nearer. to fabulous wealth.
F everylhing went well, we could even resign from
mr jobs and devote all our time to big business. \’_Vc
=re tudely shaken from these rosy dreams by 2 dis-
ress signal from the - bike. The next moment, we
$ound to our dismay that tbe bare yim of the wheel
t2d parted company with the solid tire. Ko Latt got
le= the bike, and I.ran and picked up the poor tire,
worned and despised, yet so useful! * I held it in my
Bands like a snake and cried, “‘Look, it has stretched!

hat are we going to do?”” Ko Latt examined it, and
Jke an expert pronounced the verdict. Tt was a hope-
bss case. since we had no.tools, not even a knife to
=rovien 1t We did not want to risk our teeth for they
must be preserved for the plentiful days to come.
There was no time to waste since bombers might come
zny minute. '
We put the child on the bike anf:l pushed
zlong the road. He at least enjoyed the ride, play-
P ing 'snake charmer “with the tire. ]
| This incident had a bad effect on Ko Latt’s
R —orale. His temper did not improve even when we
ot home. He was fed up with the whole thing. I tried
10 brace him up as best as I could.

Next Sunday will be the last day of our guest:
'Wwe shall-do ‘business with Mr Ebrahim and come
Zome with bags full of money. Of courses Ko Ba

rack with my son on my lap. Ko Latt pedalled along:
on the bumpy road with a song-on his lips. Ihum-
med the tune and the'child was agog with excitement.
““The lark’s on the wing; the spail’s on the thorn;
God’s in His' Heaven...all’s right with the world!"”
Tt was a nice ride. ‘

Fortunately, the [ady...let’s call her ““Auntie...””
was at home. We explained our quest, promising her
a share of the commission if she could find us the
jewel, Auntie seemed to be interesied at once. She
could certainly get it, she said, and told us to come
again the next Sunday, She gave us a disquisition
which might easily have been entitled, ““How.to get
rich quick.”” She emphasized her points by waving
her big hands and shaking her head a great deal.
Her bracelets jingled and her diamond ear-rings spar-
kled. 1 watched her fascindted, although the child!
was bored totears. Ko Latt had to take him outside
and try to interest him in the matching Japanese:
soldiers. At last neither fathier nor son could stand’
the boredom any longer: they came in and cut shprt
the juiciest pep talk I had ever heard. .

" Business being over, we hurried home because.
it was an unusually fine day, am ideal day...for bom-
bers. We were only a few blocks from home when
the air-raid siren wailed. Ko Latt pulled the brakes.
suddenly and three of us rolled into the roadside.
ditch. Luckily, we were not sericusly hurt. My son
vsed to this kind of thing, did not even cry. As it
happened to be only a reconnoitering plane, we had
time to get into the shelter before a big formation
of bombers followed.

Q)

. The week wore on with the usual air raids and®
meatless meals. I went about in an arithmetical haze, -
working out sums. FEvem when I shut my eyes, multi- §
plication signs flew to and fro. . :
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. Than’s wife must get a share. She is the informant;
a sleeping pdrtner. ‘Oh, everyone will be on vélvets
I know we shall succeed...” 1 would have gone om
with my talk, shaking my head, waving my hands

like Auntie, if Ko Latt had pot curtly told me to get
the tools so he could repair the tire. Since no brace~
lets jingled and no diamond ear-rings sparkled my}
words did not carry much weight. Once the bicyclel
was repaired- Ko Latt was his amiable seif again.

We sent word to Mr. Ebrahim to come to us .the
next Sunday. -

' (8)

Somewhat to our surprise, Mr. Ebrahim arrived
at the duly appointed time, also on a bike. Ko Latt
happily. told him how we had managed to locate thel
diamond and Mr, Ebrahim looked impressed. He li
tened silently, stroking a beard so Iuxuriant that pol
one would have suspected the presence of a mouth had)
not a cigar stuck out of the foliage. . . -

So the two bikes rolled out along the road. When!

Wwe got to Auntie’s place, she had two young men with
her. One was her cousin Sonny, a youth in the early
iwenties, with a long Valentino crop ofhair. His face
was conspicuousiy powdered and he wore a pink shirt}
with gold studs and an imitation silk longyi...a gaudy
affair, also pink, He sat smoking & cheap. Japanese
cigarette, talking only a little, as if we were all not:
worth the bother. So much for Exhibit A. - The other
was a Sino-Burman with a pale, dissipated appearance.
His name was Ko Set Khwan. He wore a Hawaiian
shirt and  long pants. On ‘his nose was a pair of
rimless spectacles. He looked prosperous with his
diamond studs, rings, and a heavy gold wafch chaind
He was standing beside his bicycle which was properly:
fitted with real tires. He must be the owner of the
diamond. . . .
- After the introduction, Mr.” Ebrahim asked Ko

Set Khwan to exhibit the diamond. But Ko Set Khwan'
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sked him explicitly if he were the buyer. I cannot re-
member the details of Ebrahim’s answer, which was of
2 lengthy nature. I was filled with admiration  as I

Istened to him and wondered why he was not a

keading diplomat. But Ko Set Khwan was not at all .
mpressed; he jost keep demanding if Mr. Ebrahim
Bimself were going to buy it, .I' was awed by the

‘man's strength of_char_acter...a strong silent type, this

Ko Set Khwan.

Mr. Ebrahim’s diplemacy gave way to unconcealed
znnoyance and he moved his head so vigorously that
Bis beard rose and fell like a cataract on his chest. At
fzst he could not aveid the issue; he had to admit that
Bz was not the buyer. It was a friend who wanted to
Buy the diamond, Ko Set Khwap firmly asked to be
taken to the said friend. .Mr, Ebrahim tried fo evade
this request but at last he had to givein. . -

" Auntie’s face was a study. She must know th
details of this business. As he conld not come along,
Ber cousin Sonny would accompany them. [t became
clear to us that we must also go along with them or
we would be left out. The four bicycles...Mr. Ebrahim,
Sonny, representing Auntie, Ko Set Khwan, and Ko
Latt with me and the child op the rack...made a fine
orocession as we relled along the road studded with
bomb craters: - '

As. we passed a teashop where four or five nien

- were talking rather loudly, we heard one of them say,

=Can’t you pet business done without these damned
brokers?- To hell with them! One is bad enoughand
*»  That was it,
but I didn’t care. I was set. on the royal 1oad to
Xanadu. - )
We reached an imposing house and Mr: Ebra-
him alighted. We all followed his example. They all
went up, but my son and 1 stayed downstairsdo watch
over the bicycles. :

-
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A few minutes later, they all came down again,

muttering in consternation. My eyes eagerly sought

Ko Latt’s but he looked away. My heart was heavy. I
dared not ask, because as in ancient Greek dramas,
scenes of tragic' inténsity should be suggested rather
than represented, OQur friends were speaking loudly
and wildly, each of them talking at the same time, sol
could not make out what they said.

As we prepared to get on our bikes, Ko Latt—_'
muttered something about the mistress of the house

still not being the buyer. She knew someone else who

knew...Qur eyes met and saw in each other’s depths the -

long trial leading info the bottomless stomach. Then
Ko Latt shrugged his shoulders. .

We gave up the trial and, somehow, we have
lived to tell the story. Still, T feel SOITY that T nEVeT
held in my palm a 13-carat diamond in flesh and biood

..or rather, carbon and whatever it is.

__..O_
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The rats | knew did not kill cats or siop women’s
gossip...they were a money-making commodity.

OF MICE AND MEN

People say ‘a cat has pine lives’, but I often
wonder how many lves we humabps have. - When I
fook back on all the years I have fived through Ifind
it really amazing how human life endures.

Time, the great healer has cleansed away many
of the painful memories and some diverting incidents
siand out clearly against what was once-all gleom. It
is strange how these recollections come to- me. ~ Fust
because I' heard” some students discussing “The Pied
Piper of Hamelin’s.” Of course their discussion was
atl about rats.

Rats! The rats I knew did not kill cats or stop
women’s gossip. They were a money-making como-
dity. Raf-catching was oue of the means by which
people earned their living in war-time. Tt was like this.

The Japanese had a horror of epidemics, plague

- and cholera having taken many away during the first

months of theéir occupation in Burma. The cold season
came and rats began to die of plague and spread the
disease. Warnings to keep houses and grounds clean

- and free from rats were quite usual. The rodents were
. caught in traps and done away with,

The Japanese were very diligent and enthusjastic

- in their fight against epidemics. It was not enough that

people were warned and instructed to do away with rats.
They saw to it that everyone joined in theircampaign,

-
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| examined. ““Why don’t you catch rats? Do you want the
Nippon soldiers to die of plague? So you don’t want
2o co-operate with the Nippons? Are you a British
spy?" 1 hey often punciuated these gquestions with
vigorous slaps on the. face. When their tempers were
particularly sweet, they might take him for a ride to
some god-forsaken suburb and leave him to walk back
oome.

Every fouseliold was supptied with a mouses
trap with instruction to catch -at least one rat every
week and bring the rat or rats to the health centre,

On the appointed day, you couid see mé
queueing up at the health centre each with a mouse-
irap in hand. In the mouse-traps were- ' E

" “Great rats, small rats, lean rats, browny,
rats, Brown rats, black.rats, tawny rots.” This was how rat-catching became an. honourable
orofession under the Japanese regime. For theijbenefit
of those who could not catch rats for themselves, there
were the enterprising people who -earned gtheir living
| by catching and selling rats. Rat-catching was boosted
as if it was part of the plan-for the East Asia Co-
prosperity Sphere. Many public lectures were given
at street corners and woe betide these who passed by
the vicinity.. They weie stopped and forced to listen
| 10 the lectures regardless of the hurry ‘they might be
m. : o

The man had to wait quite a long time to see the
Health officer, so they usually spent their time discussing
their catch. It was interesting to hear them brag,
mock and argue, E

“You ought to see the real one-footer | caught®
last week,” ' , i

T once bagged one as big as a cat,”
«" ““The one that got away had atail three -feet
lorig.” . : : i

**Oh, really, the one- that never came near me
had a head three feet high.”? ~ -

One by one they surrendered their catch to the
health officer who duly recorded everything and gav
-out tickets certifying that such and such & person had
caught the quota of rats for the week. Then the officer)
handed the rats to another officer whose'sacred duty was
to throw the rats into a vat of boiling water kept ready’
for the purpose, - . :

Thé-Plight Of A Wedding Guest

Once a friend of mine dressed up in his best
was on his way to a - fashiomable wedding. Clouds
hung low and .the sky was overcast with threatening
rain. As he was hurrying to.save his precious finery,
he carelessly rushed in where angels feared to tread.
| He was stopped by armed Japanese soldiers oan duty
zt- the rat-caiching lectare. The wedding guest, he
| might beat his breast, yet. he couid pot choose but
B Bear. He was held by the glittering .bayonets. The

' fscture was unfortupately a long one and no wonder,
. The Japanese officer delivered the lecture in Fapanese.
The interpreier translated it ‘into Burmese and this was
followed by a Hindpstani version given by the Indian
mterpreter. Rain fell in torrents but no one could
move, Pigid military disipline was enforced. . Fhe
soor wedding guest went home ‘bedraggled, a_sadder
2nd a wiser man. - ' .

When You ,Can’t Catch A Rat

But ‘suppose a householder could not catch
single rat for the whole week? - Well, he wouid be im
for 4 bad. time. The Japanese health officer woul
come on his inspection rounds and ask the householdes
to produce the ticket which certified that the had notl
failed in' this duty. If be could not produce the ticked
he he would be taken to the health centre and crosss
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lot of talking, shouting and bawling. A few urchins -
would come and examine the hearse, and have lots of
fun picking out the flowers from the wreaths. o

It was always some time before the coffin ‘was
transported over the fence to the people inside, while
the mourners and friends remained outside. *Few and.-

. short were the prayers we said, and we spoke net a
ward of sorrow.”’ : '

In those days life was all papers and credentialg
No one could go, breathe without them, Everyorn
had to carry papers about—papers testifying who h€
was, what he did, where he .lived, and many other
particulars, One of the most important papers was the
inoculation certificate. , ’ ]

. Selling [noculation Tickets

+  People were inoculated as part of the anti- , No Withholding Out Of Delicacy °
epidemic campaign. A batch of hastily trained medis
cal men were placed at the street ¢orners, with in
stractions to'stop anyone and inoculaidé him. - After
that he got a ticket which was wvalid for the whole
month, No one dared go without that ticket because
he might be inoculated every time he crossed the roadd
Most people were scared of being inoculated by these
ill-trained personnel. So another profession was borpd
Many sturdy people-got themselves inoculated’ as oftes
as they could and sold the tickets. :

. The Japanese had peculiar ways of doing things
When a person died, and' contagious disease was sus

But theseincidents are nothing when compared
to the one I have almost witkheld, out of sheer deli-
cacy. But I feel [ shall not be true to myseif.if I let
this one go umrecorded. ‘Truth is beauty,” so sings
the poet. . Here is the truth, the whole truth, and

nothing but the trath. SR .

o The Japanese health . .officers were even more
vigilant on steamers and trains. Every day they would
i 20 round and inspect the travellers. Stool tests were

made everyday. .Each traveller. had to give them the
specimen which must bé ready at land - when théy

pecied, the whele area was quarantined. It was fenced ome on inspection. .Many old people were so frigh-
off with thick steel plates, barbed wire and put undes tened that they could not produce the required stuff.
But the official demand was so insistént and severe
that they had to go a-begging for the much needed .
portion. [Eveun then, their troubles were not over. If
the officials found a hint ‘of contagious disease in the
stool the person concerned would be taken away to be
quarantined.” It meant being torn away from fellow
traveilers and ‘brezking the journey. So the old people
8ad to be very careful from whowm they took the stuff
or they might be punished for something which was
20t of their own making All this is -hard “ to believe
and blessed are they who cannot believe a word ofit.

months during which no one was allowed to get in of
go out. The people had to exist on the victuals whi
the Japanese ‘masters’ supplied in their great cdncers
for the poor guarantined’ peoplg.

Once a cemetery was included in such an areal
Funerals were conducted in the most upusual mannes
The procession would go solemnly by until it reache;
the barbed wire fence. Then the mourners and friend
would break inte groups, wonderipg how they should
behave at Such a juuncture. Some stalwart youth
would scale the fence and bawl out to the people is
side. Others would talk to the guards trying to get &
pass-port for the dear departed. There would be:

A

— =



His gaze remained intent -on

- plates and bar&ed wires ?

THE RUSE

Thein Maung gazed at the stee] plate barricade
surmounted by rows of barbed Wwire aud realised how
He could see the bayonet
Behind each
spike. was a stumpy form of a Japanese séntry, slop
the uniform chequered with

desperate the situation was,
spikes gleaming in the pale moon light, .

" py and bedraggled,
patches.

Stealing a glance at the flat yellow face und
the dult khaki cap, Thein Maong thought how like
snub nose, wide mouth. protruding
Not that he had ever seend

~ an ogre it was,
- teeth and thick lips.-
real ogre, but this was the kind of face that gave hi
‘nightmares. He shoddered. Much as he wished t
tarry, he dared not, but his legs lagged at the though
of his dear ope behind the barricade. E

At last he sat down at a tea shop on the othe
side of the street and perfanctorily ordered a co
of tea. His paze remained intent on the barricade i
he gulped down his tea. He heaved a deep lingeri

sigh and suddenly realised that he was very hungris

He had not had anything since early motning .
he heard the senatry strike- the hour of eight. H
* sighed thinking of his wife, his bride of seven day
A lump rose in his throat at the thoughi of he
lonely and frightened. How could he get to her W

those steel plates, barbed wires aud spiked bhayons
_between them? , , i
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the barricade—he heaved:
- a deep sigh—how com’a‘ he get throngh 'those sreef
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“Plain tea, "Sir...very good tea made from the
'tea leaves {rom Shan States,” a pleasant voice said,
Theie Maung looked up from bis gloomy reverie and
saw 3 young mau putting a pot of plain tea and
small china cups on the table, His heart warmed at
 the hospitable’ gesture. ““This is my country, . the
beautiful Barma. War wmay tear her io pieces, but
teashops still offer free cups of green tea.” Gulping
down the tea be felt. better enough to notice his
surroundings. :

The shop was only a emake-shift affair of bam-
‘200 ‘and thatch with’'a few tables and chairs scaitered
about. An oil lamp shed its discreet light through
its green shade. No one was in the shop except
Thein Maung and the young shop-keeper who took
a seat beside him and poured green tea jgto the cups,

Thein Maung regarded the young man closely.
He looked a fr:end[y fellow., ‘“Anything troubhng
ou. Sir? My pame’s Kyin Sway. I kecp this shop
ot merely to sell tea. I can help you in many ways
# you know what I mean,”” he invited. He was a
®air skinned man and his hair was wavy. He was
ot exactly handsome, but pleasant looking and his
woice was kind.

Thein Maung scratched his head and wondered
he shouid confide in this young man. He knew
im by sight as he had always dropped .in the shop
D get cigarettes and matches, but he had . never
ipoken to him. - He had seer him laughing and jok-

z with customers who seemed to like him, . Soc1a-
fellow! ' -

“Can 1 get yéu_ something to ‘eat, Sir? I could
vou a, plate of noodles from the next shop?”
2in Maung thought he had better fill himself“ be-
we further action. Ion no time the repast wad before
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Diawn by the delicious aroma of fried noodles \
Thein Maung rattléd his chop sticks and took - 2
mouthfut, He pointed at the barricades. and asked

“Easy, Sir, easy- I was going to suggest some
casually. ““How Jong do you think this will tast?’”

thing. By the way. where do you work? I mean, do
. you have to go to work every day?”

*“Of course, I go to work every day. ~- What do
you take me for? How do you think I got all this’
i money in this bulging bag? If only you knew how

hard T had to work to earn it. Today I made ten
thousand kyats, my dear young man, ten thousand.
It’s my share of brokerage on the sale” of Emetin
Powder. I -could .have made a hundred thousand;
only I bad to share with others..” :

“Ten thousand is stil! a lot of meney, Sir, if I
may 'say s0.” ' -

Kyin Sway angwered unconceredly, ‘_‘You.neve:._
know, Sir. Sometimes it lasts about six or sevegg:
months.”’ )

Thein Maung choked and spiuttered. He groan-
ed and said something strong and spicy, “‘Take these
* darned plates away, Kyin Sway. Bring me a. bottl
of Sakai”...he ordered, placing a wad of Japanes¢ cuts
rency notes on the “table. : R

@

A few moments later they were talking ovet
the bottle -of Sakai. Thein Maung was blubbering
his sad -story: _

"Thein Maung waved his hand in disgust nearly .
knocking down the Sakai bottle, which Kyin Sway,
fearing for the much loved nectar, hastily removed to
the next table. ) -

“Look here, man, only a few weeks ago. X
went down to my home town and bmt;ght my bride.
sweet simple girl, not used to the evil ways _of the
big city with this war going on. I had promised 0
look after her, stand by her aand protect her...now

" look what happened. This' morning I left home o8
go to work meaning to come home early...which
did only to find these damned things around the place
1 was told that the place was quarantined. No o0&
must go in, nor any one come out. As you said
such things go on- for six or seven months. Ob
what am I going to de?” :

“You call this paltry sum of ten thousand big
money? These inflated currency, what is their worth?
As I was saying, -I should have made a hundred
thousand, "I had not to share with other brokers.
Young man, remember all brokers are cheats, blood
sucking lot and an honest fellow Iike me has mo
chance against the damned lot of them. Just see
what happened in this Emetin Powder business, I
should have the lion’s share as_ it was I, who first
got the scent. Omne chap working at a Japanese hos-
pital whispered to me the information that the au- .
thorities there were 'paying fabulobs sums for the -
powder. So I made enquiries. An Indian trader
told me that he could get it for me, if he could
have 'a share of brokerage.” He took me to a China-
man who said he knew 33 was available. Heé too (lé-
manded a share. He took us to a woman-whockept
a stall in the market. She knew where the siuff was
Xept. On the similar agreement, she tookous there
€ but the key of the storehouse was in the hands of...”

Kyin Sway was all sympathy: He said, f‘IE’
useless to sit and moan, Sir, we must do somethl-ng-_--

Do something...do somcthing...whgt darg_t}"_
something could I do with- all, the blasted thing
around? Is it all you have to say? ' Young clout.
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'Kyin Sway cut short the rigmarole saying,
“You still have lots of money and believe me it
could work wonders,” Thein Maung dumped-his money.
bag on the table and cried, “‘How the hell is this
money going to take me to my beloved wife?”” He
then laid his aching head on the table and sobbed.

3

He did not know how long he lay in that state.
As a whiff of exotic scent wafted about him he lifted
his heavy eyelids to see Kyin Sway talking to- some
one. As he rubbed his eyes to get a clearer vigion,’
he saw a young woman of generous proportions. - Her
profusely made.up face looked like a mask under the
dim light of the kerosene lamp:

‘table. He had but scant idea of .what had happened.

and his nerves seemed to be torn to gossamere shreds.
So frail and wraith-like he felt he almost suspected he
had died in his sleep. He dared not open his eyes
fearing the action might crumple his head. The sound
of footsteps and talking pierced into his head like
needles. S

Suddenly he felt something coel and nice round
‘Bis head and - life became sweet again. ‘‘Feeling better,
Sir?” he heard Kyin Sway ask. His eyelids fluttered
like the wings of a wounded bird and snapped tight
again as a shaft of light cut through them: He shaded
his eyes with one hand and peeped at Kyin Sway,
Bis administering angel, who was holding an ice bag
close to his poor cracking skull. ] : '

““Take this, Sir, you’ll feel better,”” said Kyin .
Sway handing him a glass of sizzling water, Without
one word Thein Maung did . as he was told and the
world was back on its axis. He sat straight on the -
chair and felt his pockets. His intuitive friend put a
cigarefte between his lips and lighted it.

“You-don't worry a bit, Sir. The girl will talk
-o the authorities and everything will be alright.”

4

Thein Maung stayed in the shop the whole day
and learned many things about Kyin Swaytand his shop,
bothas versatile as could be imagined. *““One has to
five even though the waris on,”” Kyin Sway said, ‘“‘one’
does not know when Japs’ll go and even if they do,
what more could we hope under the British-Amesicans?
I don’t know about politics ardd counldn’t careciess, for,
whoever -comes, [ live by the sweat of my brow. I
opéned this shop and you see how it is,..> : '

" Kyin Sway, secing him awake, came to him and
whispered in his ear. Thein Maung’s eyes were opened
wide emough to take in the vital statistics of the
young person. e nodded approval and fished out a
thick wad of notes from his bag and handed it over to
Kyir Swiy,; who went back to the girl. Thein Maung
stroked his chin and looked on as some kind of nego=

_tiations took place between the girl and Kyin Sway.

. Kyin Sway had a hurried talk with the girl. He
pointed to the sentry post at the barricade; He then
thrust the notes into her hands, .The girl nodded and
went towards the sentry post. Kyin Sway came back
to Thein Maung and ~ said, ‘“Doan’t you worry,. Sif
She’ll take care of everything: Tomorrow youll be
inside the barricade, back home to your wife...”

Thein Maung was jubilant. He gave his ne
found friend a hearty stap on the back and cried, ““M
dear man, you’ve done it...how could I pay you back...
you’re a wonderful guy...now bring another bottle -of
grog...” ' : -

Morning found Thein Maung Spr-aned on the =

He woke up with a burning sensation in his stomach . °
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bawl out to the people inside. Others talked to  the

guards trymg to get passport for the dear departed: -
There was a lot-of talking, shouting and bawling, A

" Thein Maung saw how it was. Kyin Sway’s tea.
shop extended its service in more ways than one. H@:
was going to say sométhing to- that effect when the girl
of last came ir:" Kyin Sway and she conferred in one
corner for some-time.  When the girl went away, Kyin
Sway came back to Thein Maung shaking his head.
regretfully.

“No luck, at least for the time being, Sir. The
sentries can’t opealy let you in: But they promised
10 turn a blmd eye, If we could think of a ruse, an
eye wash.. .

Them Maung . was furious. ““A ruse, what
* damned ruse could we think of? Isit all T get for _my.
money? He exploded into an oration of pictuzesgue
profanity.  Kyin Sway tactfully -let him go on.until
he became exbausted. Then he laid a feast of some
delicious -Chinese -dishes, which Thein Maung did
justice to. By that time, he had realised full "well
that it was ne good being mlserable on an empty
. stomach.

As he was enjoying a smoke-after the meal, hls
attention was caught by some noisy excitement near th
sentry post of the, quarantine area. He craned his
neck to see what it was and to his surprise saw a
Tuneral cortege stopping right there, The: whole pro=
cession seémed to be bottle-necked at the guarded én-
trance of the quarantined area,

. . *“‘Hey, Kyin Sway, look. What’s wrong wuh
the funeral procession?”

“‘Nothing’s wrong, Sir. The cemetry is include
in the area, so the funeral cannot go in without |
special permlssmn

Thein Maung was absorbed in watchmg the un_‘
usual event: The solemnity had worn off, The mourner
and friends were broken into groups and they seent
- to be at a loss to know how to behave at such a junc
ture, Some stalwart youths scaled ~the fenced t'

from the wreaths. :

1t 'was some time before the coffin = was trans-
ported over -the fence -while friends and mourners-
remained outside. Few and short were the prayers
they said and they spoke nota word of sorrow.

. Thein Maung felt like langhing in spite of
himself, . “I thought of going in there together with.
the procession as one of the -mourners,” he told’
Kyin Sway. _

“No Sir, you can’t, You've got to be the
corpse yourseli.. why Sir...I've- got a wonderful 1dea
...why not? Ch, why didn’t T think of this before..

- 5

Even before he realised Thein Maung found
 himself arranging his own funeral. The coffin, the-
' hearse and wreaths. He would ~have all -the - trim-’
mings f6r he had always wanted to go in style. Death
certificate. and papers were ‘ready...thanks to Kyin
Sway and his {air colleagues. .

Thein Maung was to die at_night and his
funeral was to take place the next day. He had a
faint cold fear down his veins that almost froze up
the heat of life! For his beloved wife, he had  to
bear this ordeal. He entered-the coffin, feeling like
Juliet- on the night she drank the sleeping potion.

Everything was under control. -Word was sent to
Thein Maung’s wife to save her the shock %of her
husband’s strange home-coming. People inside the
quarantine area were alsc taken care of by Kym Sway
2nd h1s contacis

v
3

few urchins came and examined-the Kearse and they-
‘Bad to be shooed away as they tried to pick flowers -
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Things worked out as planned. Thein Maung. goK:§’ ﬁﬁf:.pmg .z-s a man y—sp.’exdfmred thmg___:fsp_ecifall){_

got iqside the area, back home to his wife.

. Life went on as usual...no, not quite, For, one
morning during his morning stroll, Thein Maune saw.
that the_ steel plate barricades had been extendedci H‘is‘"
furth?r investigation showed that the vicinity of Kyin
Sway’s tea shpp had been added to the quarantine
area, - He hurried to see how his friend was faring.
He found him as cheerful as ever. :

“‘Siz, ‘i’ cos of you: After vou've gon |

' s ; I you've gone, a
batch of health officers came and asked abgut your
sudden death. Naturally they took the cause to bé:
cholera. So..you see how it is,””

“I'm sorry, Kyin Sway, 'm sorry. What about

}5;;’;1];' business? "Will it suffer?”’ Thein Maupg’s sym-.
Ny was expressed by a thick wad of not
Which his friend was thankful. # notes fog

_ . “Sir,don’t you worry about me. Business zs
usual...even better. Here, people.can’t go.out and get.
what they want. I, with my ‘contacts” and infizence |
on the authorities can get them anything they want.
You have seen for yourself how things can be accom- .
plzshcfqu you just know how...Thank you again, Sir,
drop in any time you need anything, not that I think
you will...you know what [ mean.” =

THE EGG AND

The life of a house-wife is not so dull as most
people imagine. it is far from being monotonous. It
has its own thrills and excitements like any other job
It is worthy of a place of honour in the palaxy of
topics for shop-talk. House-keeping is, in deed, a-
many splendoured-thing, especially in war—time.

I was only two years married when the Wwar -
broke out. I had entered the holy state -of matri-
mohy armed with scrap-books of recipes, household
bints, and what-not from women’s magazines. Now
ail my scrap books are lost and it is better so. What
earthly use is if 1o know how t0 remove gravy stains
on clothes, when there is no gravy and:much less
clothes? :

Anyway, there was not much housework to do
in those days. There were only a few clothes to wash’
and not much to cook. It was rather tragic, because
I had just learnt to cook properly. Now I could
no more show off my culinary arts on those almost
non-exjstent rations. However, creative instinct was
strong in me. I learned to make the ‘most of a
teaspoonful of cooking oil, half a wrinkled onion, a
stale yellow garlic clove, three or four -pale limp
shrimps which must have died in the concentration
camp, and "a heap of freshly picked water .«ress
feaves. Looking iat my achievement, I feit as:proud.
as Lucifer. Gaugrin-must have felt sometimiag like
that when be painted the picture of the bhrown girls
on the lid of the barrel.

—()—_—
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I ' Price control

It took a mighty genius to bring the people of

Burma, ‘*where plenty cheered the fabeuring swain

1o the border of starvation, Prices were. exorbita-'
Then the ruling gods hit upon the idea of price
control. They issued - orders that such and such
commodity must be sold at a controlled price. N4
sooner had they done so, then the said commodity
was ho more to be seen. Cooking oil, onions, gar
lic, chillies, fish-paste, all the essentials went one b
one, as under the wand of a magician. The ruling
gods Went on relentlessly with their acts of legers
demain. ]

I cursed the moving ﬁnger that wrote the price
control orders, but it wrote op; nor all my piety or
wit could lure it back to cancel half a line. :

Of course, we were supposed to gct the rations:
from the licensed shops, with our ration tickets,
How it helped us may be seen in the episode of “The
Poor Fish.”

Queueing for Fi,sh'~

Fish was a delicacy. It sent my heart fluttering}
I got up early irn the mornmg and’ left home full of
high spmts 1 promised my " family a nice dish for
lupch.” It was, therefore, a bit of flop to see al
mite-long queue at the sho.p. [ braced myself. No-
thing was going to daunt my ‘noble rage’ and ‘freez@
the genial current of my soul.” T stood in the .queuel
with my chin in the air and soop there was anothe
mile of shoppers after me. :

- How To Pass Time On A Queue

1 could have written a book on'‘How to pdss
your time on ki queue First I stood ﬁrmly glarm__
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2t those who were, in front oi‘ me. I -lgoked, steal-
thily at'the faces of shoppers: trying to afttach some
scandal, secret sorrow, even crime to ‘éach & of them;
i collected data on each case, filled. (e documents,
indexed them and wrote lengthy reports. Then [-fell
to the age-cld. custom of looking at"my own nails:
By -that time my knees were giving way so I had
10 sit down as many of the shoppers had done. 1T
looked at them with dxstaste They - must have been
there long before dawn. The gluttons! In no face
was there a trace of spiritual light, [ could see in
each face that the soul was'dead, “drowned in the
Iemp of ‘flesh.” 1 pave them the evil eye hoping
they would go home, ashamed, thinking higher
thoughts such as g.iving up their- 'piace.m the gqueue -~
10 some one.-in need. They could never have heard
of Sir Philip Sydney’s famecus ‘Thy need is greater
than mipe.” Maybe [ was expecting too much.- The-
trouble with e was that my ideals were Loc high.
Few "people could live up to thcm :

1 had lost the idea of tlme but not of space,
because the spice between the counter and . me was.
getting nagrower. To cut the long queue short, my
turn came late in the afternoon. When | ﬁnally got
home, the.only thing I could do about the poor fish
was to gwe him a decent bur1a1 Poor fish!

Eggs? You Mean Eggs'

From that time on, we exlsted on vegetables
The most attractive vegetable-seller at the market-
pldce was. an old sinister-locking Chinaman, with, a
few strands of white hair on.his otherwise bald head.
He sat behind his vegetable basket, with a blank stare
in his small watery eyes. He was pot- much to look
at, but women beamed on him .as if he were (rogory
Peck. His stall was always crowded mth qostling
shoppers. Thep, I found out his secret. He®old cpgs!
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Some one whispered to'me this secret.
chardly believe my ears. “Eggs? What eggs? You mea
..eggs?’ 1 murmured stupidly, **You mean to say
the egg thmgs we make omelettes with?” Yes, indeed,
the Chinaman sold eggs. It was a great risk to buy
things from the black market, because both the buyer
and seller would be pun:shed It was easy, my
friend told me. She did business by signal. The first
siep was to buy or pretend to buy vegetables from him.
and give him a meaningful look, just a meaningful
look: He would thrust a packet of eggs into my
hands. He would then signal the price with his fingers.
It sounded easy except <the meaningful look’. Ho'
was I to do 11?7 Should Igive him a wink? Shouid T
raisec my eye-brow? My- friend was rather vague on
this point. -*“Just a meaningful look,” “she kept on'
saying.

The Meaningful Look

Since my friend did dot deign to make this
poiat clear, I had to depend on my own imagina-
‘tion. Should I give him a soulfu!l glance? Should T
look at him the way damsels in distress looked at
their knights? ‘Should I just look into his watery eyes:
and will strongly—“EGGS?”> And¢ a terrible thought
struck me. What would others think, if they saw me
giving strange signals to the. old Chznaman‘? I played
-the scene several times, and every time lt was. some-’
thmg short of perfecuon

As in the case of all great actresses, the call
came when I was not quite ready. I looked more
like a tragic mouse than Melpomene when I wormed
my way through the market-place to '-reach the old
Chinaman’s stall. I bent over the vegetables trying
to catch his watery eye. 1 ¢ried all _sorts of winks
and. grimaces with no effect. I was just going to give
up when the old man thrust a packet under the

T
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vegetables and” gave me. & meanmgful look! He “signed-
with his fingers and T gave him the money. ¥ hurried-
ty pushed the packet together with the vegetables® into
my basket. They all went in without much ado:

Walking In Fear And Dread

As I trotted home, I dared not look into my
basket. The packet lay snugly; well hidden among
the vegetables I thought I would never reach home,
My feet seemed to be manacled, I wanted to be home.
I wanted to see if the packet &ontained eggs or not.
The Chinaman might have given me bad eggs or.
even no eggs at all. No, -he could not do this to me!
Then I remembered the police might search my
basket on the way home. In that case, 1 pfayed
that the man had given me no eggs at all. T trud-
ged on, with my head bowed, ‘“like one that on a
fonesome road, doth walk in fear and dread.” 1 felt
the frightfuf fiend of a Japanese pohceman might
close upon my tread.

1 was nearing home. I came near a smail
wooden bridge running across a ditch, 1 could-see
my husband with our little son perched on his
stoulders, waiting ' for me at the gate. At the same
time J heard the thumb of hob-nailed boots behind
me. Terror clutched my heart. The Japs -were after .
me! [ saw my son wave at me. The sight of my
loved ones gave me courage. My steps became firm
and guick. The thump of the . hob-nailed beots
faded away. It was only an unsuspecting soldier.
1 was saved.

What A Fall!

My husband waved.. My little son gaveca
squeal of delight. 'T took a short cut keeping clear
of the bridge. Coming near the ditch which wasonly
two or three feet wide, 1 gathered my skirt akove my
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ankles, and with the basket over my arm, I Jump' .f
. All at'once I saw the sky and trees above me mo e
like things in a kaleidoscope. [ landed on my bac
ir 4 muddy puddle. :

Ko Latt -knelt beside me. “Are you -all right®
Your spine niay be broken; do not'move as’ yet,”” he
. said anxiously. <No, my spine is all right.. It can E
break. Mother Nature has taken Speaal care with
my spine, because she knows what lies ahead,” ]
told him grimly: He helped ‘me to sit up and my
little son threw himself into my arms. I hugged the
little soft warm body and- giggled. It was “so good
to be home. : - .

PART SIX

BUDDHIST WAY
OF LIFE -

) .# ‘Then I remembered the eggs! They weére nd

where to be seen. There was a deafening din of caw
caws and a formation of crows swooped down: on
the ditch. There lay my basket, the eggs tolled out) e, 4 W
all broken with their sunny sides up. I pointed atiel g m "“'"3 L'-E'
the crows feasting on my precious - eggs and sobbed i ' ’ 5 '

2 &=
out the story of the egg and I- P é‘*

—
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A BUDDHIST CHILDHOOD

The Arcadia, that is Sagaing

The motor launch skimmed over the wide ex~
znse of foaming waters of the-irrawaddy River,
2e city of Maudalay faded away in the distance. I
med my gaze towards the long range of wooded
Ils with golden and white pagodas embosomed high
tufted trees. I could see turrets of ‘the collonaded
2irways among the thick growth of neem trees. 1
s beside myself with excitement, for there was so
=ch to see. All around the launch .small {fat-
ttomed boats flitted over -the surgmg waters like.
=ds; and “*birds”’ they are called in Burmese: The
oW was painted to rtepresent. the beak of a bird.
mestled against- my grandfather, whese patient re-
could not keep pace with my.eages questions,

The pagoda-crested hills loomed closer. Ba Ba
, for this was how T. called my grandfather, made
sit down ‘and took my palms in his, I know
ctly what } should do. [ put my palms together
z a lotus bud and raised them to my forehead; -
g directing m’y gaze to the pagodas on the hills,
=cited,

I take refuge in the Buddha.
- T take refuge in the Dhamnia,
I take refuge in.the Sangha.

Ba Ba Gyi smiled and said ‘well done This-
2] of saymg prayers as we came nearer. Qur home
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town was a happy prologue to the glorious days

drive away. thé" evil spirits and bring in- good spirits
was going to spend with my grandparents. D

to bless the home. )

As Ba Ba Gyi weat on reciting, I looked
at the bamboo matting wall with fair isle patterns
woven in black against pale-vellow background. The
rooms in Ba Ba Gyi’s house were partitioned with

bamboo matting and the patterns were varied and
beautiful.

Ba Ba Gyij struck the brass triangular geng and
called upon all -sentient beings to come and share ihe
merit of his good deed of morning devotions and I
pulied myself up and made for the doar. The next
moment 1 felt T had stopped on -air and no wender...
the floor level of my room was a few inches higher
than the corridor outside, and I fell on the floof with
2 bump., - .
It was always like this in Ba Ba Gyi's house...
so fuil of unexpected turnings and levels, which kept
on changiag all the time; . Ba Ba Gyi potiered round
the house armed with carpenter’s tools' and the
rooms, corridors, doors and windows Were never in
the same place, Poor May May Gyi was often exas-
oerated especially when she had to call in professional
men to finish what Ba Ba Gyi had begun. '

I knew my Ba Ba Gyi would get a scolding if

she knew my mishap, so I silently rubbed my hip and

Imped away to begin my morning ablutions. Another
day had begun with the swecet tomes of the brass

miangular gong, which was a glorious climax of Ba Ba

Gyi’s morning prayers and recitations,

My maternal grandfather lived in Sagaing, 8
large town in central Burma. As old city of mon-
archical days, she lies on the bank of the Trrawaddy
River,. opposite the city of Mandalay, the last se
of the Burmese Kings. My happiest memories are
associated with Sagaing, 'where my parents siaye
whenever my father managed to get a long leave frol
* the police force in which he was serving as an officels
Whenever we came up there Ba Ba Gyi came apd
met the family at Mandalay, from where we 10Dk
the ferry launch. It was decades before the hand
some Ava Bridge, which now joins the two town wa&
constructed:

Life at Ba Ba. Gyi's place was quiet, peacef®
and leisurely, being far from the busy strests.
house was an old-fashioned rambling affair b
of teak and pyinkadoe, Burma’s ‘steel timber,’ a
the roof was wagut. bamboo slats woven like thatck
which gave the whole bouse a cool air-conditions
effect. Ba Ba Gyi disdained the foreign-made cor
gated iron roofing as unsuitable for the hot .C%
Upper Burma climate. The sight of the-dear O3
home filied me with happiness and I fell into 18
arms of my May May Gyi (Grandmother) waiti
for us at the gate. '

Daily Devotions
The next morning. 1 lay on my bed gazing Parittas: Recitation Of Pali Texts
the criss—cross pattern of bamboo slats and coun
the tiny squares and triangles as the- first light
dawn stole into the room. I dozed off again um
Ba Ba Gyi’s mellow voice reciting Pali prayer t&8
brought me back to greet the day.. I felt happy 28
secure, knowing that Ba Ba Gyi’s recitations wos

The recitation of Pali texts and cailing upomene
and all to come. and share the werit is closely“con-
zecied with the basic teaching -of Buddhism.cthat all
sentient beings go through the cycles of birth<and death
and rebirth. There are t irty-one planes of’existences:
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With the abode of the human as centre, there are : Py
twenty-six higher regions above and four lower regionst
dowrnruhdernieath, When one dies, ope is born again

as’ human ‘animal or celestial bemg according to
merit of one’s_own deeds.

Recitation of Pali texts is done so that t];
celestial beings could omce again hear the words thel
Buddha had spoken in His lifetime; for the texts are
from His teachings. It is considered a deed of meril
to recite them and the good spirits or celestial beings
who bhear them are gladdcncd Such ones bring bles.v.-.
ings fo the home. -Evil spirits do not dare to come
near such a home. The invocation to come and shar‘
the merit is, suppased to be of great help to many
beings, even evilspirits, who are only lower beings. If
such ones rejoice on hearing the invocation and say,
<“Well done,” they too will be blessed; they might go
to better planes of existence. Lo

May May Gyt was already wa1-ting with our
morning meal of rice porridge, hot and steaming,
boiled peas soaked in sessamum oil, dried fish toasted
ont charecal fire; We did justice to May May Gyi's
delicacies and finished off with coffee. Ba Ba Gyi took
the black earthern tea pot full of hot green tea. I
snatched the small china cup and scon we were off.

the thought that the spirits or the devgs of the trees. .
tand shrubs would bhe saying ‘Well done,” and how -
ithey in their happy joyous state would be grateful
to my Ba Ba Gyi, They may even be promoted to
higher regions as a result of gétting their shar¢ of
merits done by Ba Ba Gyi. .

When we came to the other end of the orchard
where there was -a well, Ba Ba Gyi put down his
precious tea pot in a-safe place and prepared to be-
izin his.day’s work. T learnt on the brick walling of
ithe well to look into the mirror of clear water down
mside. Ba Ba Gyi warned me not to lean too much .
into the well, although the walling was higher than
my height. T moved to the brick tank which was
iclose to the well. There 1 watched what I thought
(10 be the most wonderful feat in the world,

A few feet away from the well was a wooden
pivot with a long wooden beam mounted on the ful-
erum; at the end of the beam hung a long bamboo
pole to which was fitted a pail: At the - other end
Lof the bamboo was a counter weight of brickss Ba
Ba Gyi stood on the brick wall and pulled the bam-
boo pole down into the well. Then the water-filled
ipail came up almaost by itself because of the counter
i weight, The pail tilted naturally into the {rough
iwhlich ran over to a brick tank. I watched fascinated
P 25 cascades -of water fowed down into the tank. *

Dowﬁ the Garden Path

I trotted happily along with Ba Ba Gyi do 3
the garden path, listening in awe to his invocations
“Those who stay on the trees and in the busbes, in
the shrubs, those who stay in the garden, those wha
stay at the well, those who stay at the pond, may
you ali be blessed, may you have the best of every
thing, may you share the deed of merif [ have done™s
[ walked entranced through’ the paradise of mangoesg)
guavas, jack fruits, limes, lemons, then to the rows
of roses and jasmine and orchids. 1 was thrilled by

Ba Ba Gyi’s cleverness did not end there:  he
f had devised an irrigation system for the whole estate.
There was a netwark of canals by which all the
trees could be watered. -1 waited till the tank was
fiilled to the brim and at Ba Ba Gyi’s signal I opened
the water-lock and jumped to race with the gnshing
waters into-the lime groves, shrobberies aund {lower
Lbeds, I ran happily teasing and cajoling-th& Tivulets
with a stick or floating a navy of dry leavss.
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The Household Shrine

Ba Ba Gyi watched my antics while having
cups of green tea as he rested under a shady tree.
My explorations along the numerous  tributaries were
given a recess when Ba Ba Gyi reminded me that

it was time I picked flowers, for May May Gyi would

be waiting for me at the houseold shrine. Sobered
by the call to sacred duty, I plucked flowers which I
took triumphantly to May May Gyi. She was already.
at the veranda where the household shrine was. She

had thrown away the old flowers and washed the

vases clean.

As soon as I had put the fiowers in May May |

Gyi’s bands I sat down with my hands raised on the
forehead to bow down to the golden image of the
Budd];la. I then helped May May Gyi arrange flowers-
and listened entranced as she kept saying that a nice
girl who did such deeds of merit would ever be bless..
ed. She told me stories of maidens -who were born
beautiful, rich and good a5 a result of such deeds of
merit, Iloved these stories, for, even though I was
born with a dark complexion, high forehead, small
eycs and a snub nose, 1 could still hope to be a
statuesque beauty in my next existemce, It was in
‘i:‘%c!: ‘Ebchreasm why I never failed to help May May

¥i m her morning ritual- of offeri '
s olsT morni g f offering flowers at thf

It seemed that May May Gyi did not want me

10 wait till the next existence to bécome a beauty, for, |
right after, the prayers she prinked me for the day be-
guning with my hajr. As was the vogue of the five
year-olds, my head was shaved leaving a circular patch’
.on the crown which was allowed to grow umtil the
hair could be done into a knot and a thin layer of hair
round the patch was trimmed into a circular fringe so §
that the knot would not be too severe: That circujar |
fringe of hair is called sa-yir, 3
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Hair Styles.

Before my hair was long enough to be do,nc' -

§ into a knot, it was gathered and tied with a red wool

varn at the base so that the ends of the hair stood stiff
like a. banch of fowl’s quills and this hair style was

i called Lyet-taung-si (a bunch of fow!’s quills).

May May Gyi conditioned my hair with coco-

b nut oiland combed it commenting on its silken soft-
} ness and picked up with the fine teeth of the wooden
f comb-the longer stresses that had strayed into the sa-

yit circular fringe. May May Gyi said, ““Your sa-pit
is alright, I peed net trim it today.”” She then coiled
my hair round ber four fingers using the thumb to keep |
it in place and with an expert movement she achieved

_ a small knot with aninch stub of hair sticking out.

As she gave finishing touches she sketched a
happy picture ‘of me some years hence when there -
would be no néed to shave round the coiffure and the
circular fripge would be allowed to grow; the front
bangs would go into the main coiffure and the two
tresses would be curled behind the ears to frame the
face; the fringe at the back would be trimmed just
above the nape of the neck. This hair-style is called

b sa-dauk (meaning probably that the main coeiffure is

being propped.-by the bangs at the back)., May May
Gyi then wiped away the smudges of coconut oil from
my forshead and prepared to put rhgrakkha paste on
my face. 1 loved the big circular stone slab, (used for
grinding thanakiha bark), the face of which is as
smooth as satin- and it bhad three stumpy legs about
two inches high; the circular face was surrounded bya
narrow channel no deeper than an inch. May May Givi
poured a few drops of water on the stone fage and
rubbed the rharnakkha bark in swift circular Gnotion.

- In no time fragrant creamy paste began to appear and

flowed into the channel, May May Gyi wenton rubbing
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Monks go on their rounds for:alms every
morning barefooted: They stop unobstrasively out-
side the lay men’s houses. If somecne comes- out
with alms they would receive it i sileace. If no
one comes -to make an offering, . they would go -on
their way. Of course, there are households Eke my
grandparents who daily wait with alms-food for their
coming. Each householder gives what he can, quan-
tity or quality does not matter as much as the spirit
in which it is given. ’ : '

putting drops of water oceasionally unti . i3
to be enough. . y il she thought

i

Thanakkha-The Natural Make-Up

May May Gyi first put three blots of kg :
on my face, one on the forehead, the others ggaﬁgfg“
che;k and spread themall over the face: It was-a sweet
cooling sensation and May May Gyi impressed me the.
mmportance of putting thangkkhia on my face EVery
morning if I wanted 1o be a beauty when 1 grew up
We 1wo were so enraptured by the beauty ritual that
we forgot the time until Ba Ba Gyicalled, “Hey, you
. twp,, are you going to grind off the kyawkpyin to-bits

-1’8 nearly time-for the monks to come. o

The Buddha allows monks to aceept food sent
to them at their own place. - Monks with well-to-do
relatives or donors do not have to go on alms rounds.
They can also accept javitation to laymen’s houses to
partake of dlms-food. Although such monks do not
need to go on alms rounds, they often do so as an
act of humility and also to give the poor people a
chance of sesking merit. People who cannot afford
to send alms-food to the monastery or invite monks
to their own houses, have a chance of gaining merit
by making offerings to the monks on their daily
rounds. Mounks consider it an act of compassionfor
poor people to go round on alms roonds. ’

Daiiy AIms-G_iving

With May May Gyi, T went to the latticed
front room where Ba Ba-Gyi was drinking hisafgt-rlggg'
tea on the wooden-framed dais with bamboo ﬁoc?r—iné
On a small table beside the dais were two black lac.
quer, bowls_, one filled with hot steaming rice and |
the other with boiled peas soaked in sessamum o,
In each bowl was a bronze ladle, May May Gyi had:"
her brown shawl draped over her shoulders, as she

+always had when she was saying her prayers or when
she had 10 meet the monks. ~ Soon - the yellow robed
brlethreI_l, of the Buddha’s ordér came single file int
- procession of ten or fiteen, their jet black alms bowls
cradied in their arms. With downcast eyes they stop- |
.ped one after another and silently opened the tacquer
lids of their bowls to receive the alms-food. May May{
Gyi ladled out the alms-food into each bowl as they”
paused and passed. 1 watched in awe and reverence
?-ft;hfhgtafg yel.l;l)xz-rgbec} figures walked silently away.
i og shaded alley speckle i " mj
rays of the -morning sun. ! : peckled w1t_h the mild,

Even people who can. afford to invite monks to
partake of alms-food in their own houses do not
want to miss the daily alms rounds; for this kind of
offering alms is considered more meritorious. It is a
spontarieous alms-giving without-any wish for show or
ostentation, There is also 'a spirit of impersonal and
impartial good will; that is why my grandparents whe
often had monks to have alms-food by invitation,
took care to do the daily offering of alms to monks
on their rounds. )

The day so. begun with thoughts and deeds
pure and holy, would be filled with sweet wholesome
hours, which were reckoned with herbs.and” flowers.
Ba Ba Gyi would potter round -the gaiden happily

-
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tending the trees and shrubs he had planted with his

own hands since his retirement from-government
service. He had no permanent help, but only casual:

hands who came and worked part time. Some of Ba.

Ba Gyi's staff who had also retired were glad to come
and help, so there never was a dearth of helping

hands. Sometimes a family of such; people would be
Staying on the estate so that there would be a man to.
help Ba Ba Gyi in the garden, a woman to do'the.
household chores and some young person to amuse and..

attend fo the doted grandchild. In those days I felt.
like a princess and I was treated like one perhaps.

Tales Of A Grand Father

. Ba Ba.Gyi had an inexkaustible fund of
stories, mostly from the Jatakas or the Buddha’s birth
stories. "They were supposed to have been told by
the Buddha Himself, vevealing remarkable incidents
in the long series of His previous existence as a
Bodhisatta or the One destined to be the Buddha. ...

_ The one I liked best was the story of King
Nemi, the Bodhisatta who was so good and virtu-
ous that he was invited bythe king of the celestial
regions to visit his abode. As he rode on.the heaven-
1y chariot, the celestial charioteer explained to him the
wondrous sights on the way, This was the favourite:
theme of the poets of old. Ba Ba Gyi recited the
o0ld poems and 1 shut my eyes as | rested my head
on Ba Ba Gyi's lap. . -

As 1 listened to Ba Ba Gyi’s recitation, I_
would be carried away on the back seat of King
Nemi’s chariot scaring on the seraph wings into the -
airy regions. As a dazzling panorama of pinnacled
reansions of gold and crystal, ablaze with heavenly
light, unfoided, I would see beautiful goddesses in
their bejewelled robes. T would hear the ' charioteer
explain to King Nemi how these maidens won such
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existence with their deeds of merit: Sometimes, 1
would pass the flaming bounds of space and time to
spy the secrets’ of the Abyss, the regions of hell,
where the wicked were punished,

More Stories

Even the nou-religious stories were based on
the beiief- in the cycle of existences. One -of the
interesting characters in felkiore is the ‘guardian
spirit of treasure trove. Such , spirits, the story
goes, had been human beings; but they had died.
with a great craving for some hidden treasure. Their
craving made them spirits of a somewhat lower
order, Because of their attachment to the treasure
trove they could not go to the higher regions. They
might have done some deeds of merit as humans and
such deeds would give them attributes of beauty and
supernatural powers, :

There is yet another kind of treasure-trove
guardians; they are spirits, who, for some reason or
other have to guard the treasures enshrined in the
pagodas. 1t is said that the builders of anciént pago-
das put kings’ ransom of gold and jewels in the
secret vaults of.the pagodas. People who tried to
steal them were supposed to bear the penalty of guar-
ding the treasures when they died. There is pot an
old pagoda which does not have a treasure trove spirit
story, a legend mostly unwritten but handed from
father to son, . e

The town of Sagaing with her numerous old
pagodas, the relics of the ‘monarchical days, was rich
in legends. The ranges of hills nearby with their old
pagodas lent a romantic background to the storiesof
the treasure trove spirits. I listend to the storics of
spirit maidens who, tired of their duties, wiskes to be |
born again in the abode of humans. Tiey had to
ask permission from their superiors whogranted them
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. Co : ~ . their faces modestly hidden behind the huge palm-leaf
a short lease of life, When such ones were born.as - fans. : o =
humans, they were reminded of their previcus exis-
tence by their spirit friends, who visited them in their:
dreams. The spirit friends helped such persons by
giving them nuggets of gold to spend during their lease
of life., : :

" May May Gyvi often told me ahout ‘true storieé’_

.The whole family including servants gathered to
bow down to the monks and make the offering. Some-
times the ceremony of lenten offering in made commu-
nally, neighbours, pooling their resources: [t was the
custom of my grandparents to contribute something to
the communal offering; bat.this did not prevent them

of some people who had children who were treasure-

trove-spirits reborn. Such children died young, May
May Gyi said. After they died they often visited.
their parents in dreams and told them how sorry they.
“were to. leave. the human abode. Such stories and-

characters were part of our daily life. Our daily ri-
tuals reminded us of the blessedness of human exis-

tence. We humans have the  chance to do deeds of

- .merit. If we had been born a treasure-trove-spirit, it

would have been very difficult, for example, to give

alms to the monks or keep sabbath. _
Sabbath Days -
- Sabbath days are assiduonsly observed durfné

the lenten months. The lenten -months coincide with
the monsoon season. Monks are not allowed to travel

during Lent, so’ it is the duty of thé faithful laiety to :
see to their needs; hence the custom of offering Lénten.
Yellow Robes and candies. Such offerings are made

so that the mouoks should spend the lenten time in quiet

meditation or study without having to worry about -

their needs,

The first day of the Lent, which is the fu]l' ﬁmon -
day of Waso month, was an exciting time on my_Ba Ba!

Gyi” estate. Monks would be invited to partake of the
alms food and T gazed fascinated at thevyellow robes,”

neatly relled and encased in tall lacquer cups, each -

" crowned with flowers and streamers and the tall coloured”

lenten candles. Such holy objects stood against the

background of staid yellow-robed monks sitting with

from inviting monks to' take alms-food and offerings of
the season on the sacred day, the first day of the Lent,

The lenten week-ends or sabbath days are meant

for holy duties. Grown-ups observed the Eight Pre-
cepts, which being three more austerities added to'the
daily observance of the Five Precepts, namely, to avoeid. -
taking life, stealing, unlawful sex telations; telling lies
and'taking intoxicants. Children, though they were
not expectéd to observe the precepts, went along to
the monastery. where the older folk usually spend the

day. o .
’ The day before sabbath day May May Gyl
would be busy preparing food for the morrow. Ba
Ba Gyi would get the choicest fruits ready and 1
would pluck the prettiest flowers to place before the
image of the Buddha at the monastery. The next
morning we left home, Ba Ba Gyi carrying the bas-
ket of fruits and flowers and May May Gyi with her
red lacquer bowl on her head, and I, an rmpish mite
trotting aloug feeling on top of the world. "

The monastery was io the midst of a woodland

- surrounded by ruined pagodas. It was so cdol and

pleasant that youngsters liked to go along with the
elders to the monastery even if it was to play. The
main building was a solid brickwork and it was the
abode of the head monk and the older monks. All .
over the compound were smadller ' buildings mestly
wooden, where the younger monks and novices stayed
There. were special rest houses for laymen nd they
were called Zgyats. .
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A Day at the Monastery

The main Zayat which was a large open hall
was teeming with people, each group settling dowr
in a chosen corner., As we went in there would
“be a general exchange of greetings. Ba Ba Gyi left us
after he had seated us in a suitable place. May May
Cyi spread the mats kept in the Zaygt for the use
of the congregation and sit down. Fanning herself
with her scarf she talked to friends who came to
wish her. [ gazed longingly at the many-tiered lacques
bowl May May Gyi had brought. 1 could hardly
wait to seee what was inside; for the opening of the
casket of delicacies was one of the most exciting
events of the day. - 8

At long last, May May Gyi got rid of her last
acquaintance and she made ready to open her bowk
With mounting eagerness I watched her take the lid
on top; it was the size of a water goblet and it was
so used; underneath was a shallow tray with cheroof
and matches; “Will you take this cheroot and matc
to your Ba Ba Qyi, dear?...“Obh. May May Gyi, Ba
Ba Gyi is talking to his friends, he is busy, please
let me see what is under the tray, 1 will go to Ba Ba
Gyi. afterwards.”” May May Gyi laughed indulgentl®
and went on - unveiling the mysteries of the bowk
while 1 could hardly contain myself with -excitementL
Underneath the tray was a bigger tray divided _inte
compartments, wherein I saw pickied ginger and tea
leaves, toasied sessawum seeds, peanut Crispies
sliced garlic fried and .green lettuce leaves; in the
next tray were big chunks of fish cooked in soy
bean sauce, and in the fast tray covering the mais
bowl were curries whose spicy aroma went right inte
my hungry little belly. In spite of the indulgences
I enjoyed, I could not expect to have a single bits
uatil May May Gyi had put something of each ift
big plate to be offered to- the moanks. For it wa

. cially to an individual monk,
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the custom of the people to offer the delicaciés _they
had brought to the monks. Even the poorest and -
humblest would reserve the best portion of their meal
for the monks. Sabbath in the monastery was a day
of plenty. o : e

At about nine, all would gather in the main

| building of the monastery and ‘the’ head monk re-

ceived the alms of the day and invested the congre-
gation with the Three Gems and.Eight Precepts. All
made obeisance to the Three Gems and vowed to
keep Precepts for the.day. Chiidren were allowed to
take part in the ceremony, although they were not
expected "to keep the Precepts. This participation in’
a small way at least kept the children quiet for a
short time. : -

The bead monk gave a short sermon extolling
the deeds of the day. The alms, unless offered spe-
would - be shared by
gﬂl. In the sermon, the head monk often stressed the
mportance Of the right spirit_ in alms giving; one
should give alms to monks as ones dedicated to the
service of the Order of the Buddha. Even though one
gives-a morsel of food to a young novice, . the deed
should be done in this spirit, for-then the merit
gained would be no less than that that they may be -
sained by offering a sumptuous meal to a great monk.
it is the $pirit that matters. o
. Monks live solely on the offerings of the laiety:
They are dedicated to the service of the Buddha by
studying the scriptures, and propagating them, and
practising meditation to gain insight. Monasteries
fave so long been seats of culiure and even to thi

‘day the rural popuiation has depended on the mowas-

teries for their elementary education.

Monks, therefore, have been part. of «our lives

' as revered teachers. They constitute the Three Gems—
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the Order of the Yellow Robe, They are to guide us
in spiritual matters and they are often described as
fertile lands where we may sow seeds of merit by
offering alms. . Monasteries are also places of retreat
from worldly affairs. My grandparents loved going
there on sabbath davs; Ba Ba Gyi usually mad an in=
teresting time discussing Buddhist scriptures with othes
retired gentleman, who, like him had found a usefu
vocation in the study of the scriptures In their retire-
ment. Sometimes the discussions were spirited and e - :

they would often take their arguments to the WOMEN N BUDDHISM

monks for decision. L . -

_ The Buddha, in His discourses, never slighted
a2 role of women, not only in His personal e, but
tlso in His mission of teaching the Truth He had
sund, He began His life as a Sakiya prince aund he
=it his parents, wife, Princess Yosodhara, and baby
°n, and took to the woods to search for the Way,
mat would Iead te the Cessation of Suffering. :

5 Ouve of his first acts, on returm’n-g" home after
215 enlightenment, was to speak publicly ' of Princess
osodhara’s virtue and how she had been good and

ilhf;lll, not only in’ this life, but in many other lives
B weil. ) )

"May May Gyi would have a fine time meeting
friends and she had an opportunity Lo do deeds of
merit like sweeping the grounds. <Chiléren happil®
helped with chores and. were taught the sacred dut
of keeping the monastery grounds clean instead of
leaving it strewn with litter. Apart from being 4
happy outing, a day at the monastery is satisfying &
many ways, social, cultural and spiritual. These out
ings are to remain in my treasure of happy memorie
for T as-a child _had fun, eating so many delicacis
and playing in the woodlands. Late in the afternocs
we would come home, the end of a perfect day.

One beauty about stories of the people of the
ddha’s time is that some of the incideats in their
evious lives were olten revealed by the Omniscient
zddha. as occasion demanded. Princess Yosodhara’s
priue is illustrated in many stories, which today Iive
ot only in literature, but in popular songs, plays

—{r—

. The Love That Lasted Many Lives

The story of the Buddha-to-be and His maté
¢ one who became Princess Yosodhara), bedan
205 of years ago, in the time of Dipankara Buddha,
2 fourth of the twenty-eight Buddhas, who had gone
Kore the one whom we know as the Gotama Buddha.
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, R : _ . So, it, was how 1t began the Tove story,mh
' Dipankara Buddha was Coming with "a retinue . offl*dy> that Tasted not only one life; b“t many fives.
- monks to a town, where a iarge audience waited fo -
.him to pay respects. He: stood on the bank of
small stream where no cross-over bridge had bee
byilt, :

Female Dlsc;ples 2f The Buddha

During - his miaistry of forty-five years, the .
Buddha spoke as highly of his female disciples’ as of
bis monks. . There was Maha-pajapati, the Buddha’s
lep-mother who nursed him as her very own, when
2is mother died seven days after the birth. :

- It seems that the Buddha and His monks arrive
a little earlier, than expected, because 2 young herm
named Sumeda was right there with his spade diggin
up stones to pave a pathway across the stream. TR
_ young hermit .threw himself prostrate before tk
Buddha 80 that thc Buddha rmght walk over him:

Dipankara Buddba' declined,; saymg. that
young hermit would one day be a Buddha like 'Hir
. self. It was a great moment for the young herm
- Sumeda, to hear from the lips of the Buddha “Yg

my son, will be a Buddha like me...... E

It was due to the lady’s entreaty and insistence
that the Buddha granted her erdination into the Order
2nd thus founded the Order of Nuns or Theris. Prin-
ess Yosodhara was among the- first who entered the
Order and attained the highest stage of enlightenment.

Today, thére is only the order of monks but
20t of the 1beris. Even though there are nuns, they
gre no longer of the same status as the Order of monks.

The life stories of the Buddha’s female disciples
also include those of the lay women, Lay disciples, it
seemed, playéd an important role in the propagation

of the Truth the Buddha taught. '

There was a general TE_]OlCng to hear the you
hermit so homoured. Of course, it would take billios
apd billions- of lives of practising the ¢ardinal virtol
of a Boddhisat. 1t also meant innumerable lives &
-steadfast courage, determination and sacrifice to attal
Buddhahood. The read before him that he must trea
was like an endless expanse of burning charcoa, -
deep and wide as the universe; the Great One who ¥
determined to be the Buddha must not flinch to; trd
that fearsome path, until he attained the Goal
Buddhahood: o

The young hermit Sumeda, knew only too
what it meant- to strive for Buddhahood. He'
happy that he was qualified to strive for such a go
At that time, among the audience, was a young wea
"maid, who was filled with' adm1rat10n for thc yos
hermit. She made an offering (of lotus flowers at
Buddha’s feet and made a wish: that she might
reborn in all her lives to come as the young herm

helt)-mate and companion.

The Buddha’s Counsel On Marriage

There was Lady Visakha, born of a fabulously
ich family, later married into a family of the same
gains, but of a different faith. Her story lives today
Bs an "excellent. guide to women; because in her story,
fiere 1s a wealth of wisdom and advice to, perhaps,
romen of all times:

When Visakha was given in marriageto Migara’s
on, in a far-away town of Savatt, her father gave her
n admonitions, many of which even to this day, aie
ood pieces of marriage counselling, To quotecionly
%0 of them, namely: one, carry not the inddor fire
utside; two, carry not the outdoor fire 1n51de
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Carry not the indoor fire, outside means, if yO&
sec any faultin your father-in-law or your Jwushand
say nothing about it when you go to ofher housess
carry not the outdcor fire inside means, if either -me
or women in your neighbours’ houses speak ill of your!
father-in-law oT your fusband, you must not repeal it
to your family. This piece of advice ‘holds good anyl
time, anywhere. '

: In accordance with the custom of the days and

the rules of her casie, visakha went to ¥ve with her
busband’s family in the faraway town. ~*Whither tho®
goest, I go, thy people are my people, thy couniry, m¥
COUNETY. .. ** “she might say, but not ‘thy god, m¥
god’ becatise, her husband’s family worshipped th&
naked ascetics. T

Needless to say, Visakha’s garly years of marries
life were beset with problems. Tt ‘'was her wisdosf
and sirength of character that finally coverted hes
husband’s family to follow the Buddha’s Path. Hes
father-in-law, Migara, after hearing the Buddha’s s€
" mon, was so moved that he declared. ¢ Today hen
forth, Visakha is my mother...... *>  She came IO 0
kpown as the Mother of Migara. : -

Eilé)ltés-eglc;faiyt:sh‘;ogeks: Sheis skilled and diligent and neves
A ’ secking w 4 )
is very capable, g ways and means-to do bctter; she

“Secondly, she knows how to lﬁok : .
- s , afte -
tives, friends and slaves. She knows every uicrher:}]z
{Lrner of the hot}saho]d and who is doing what and

efher he deoes it well ,or not. She looks afte:r the

Kick and i
. the ailing and attcr}ds to the needy and the -

““Thirdly, she does only the thip i

i , gs that deligh
\Drdhl.ésrl;?gd. ‘lFourthc{y, sl(nle locks after the pro;n%ll{%[tyt
: , silver and g ' {
B iy a_oI , her husbhand has earned

“¢Such a woman, Visakha, is a success in [ife,”
A Virtuous Woman Who Can Find?

This discourse, perha ¥ omi the
i : e, ps might
_ders of the lines in the Bible, P%over{;?,m%dha;};:r

C A virtyous woman who can ind?

For her price is far above rubies.‘
T}:le heart of her husband trusteth in her
And he shall have no Jack of gain ’
She secketh wool and flax. -

. And worketh willingly with her hands

She rls_eth also while it is yet n{ghi '
And giveth meat to her houschold "

She spreadeth ouvt her hand to the-poor;

-Yea .
nee(iy.’s’he reacheth_ forth her hand to the

Visakha—Leader Of Female Disciples

' Visakha was one of the supporters of the Buddi

and his monks. She saw that they had no lack .

food, robes, shelter or medicine. ' She was the lead

of the female disciples, and in his discourses with he

the Buddha gave blueprints of happiness and suc oS
for women.

Tn one of his discourses the Buddha said:

«“Oh, Visakha, to be a 5uCCCss in life, a woma

must practise Four Virtues, namely she has the affais

of household and family well in hand, and goes abod

managing them efficiently, from preparing wool 8

Visakha was one of the pi / '
L _ pillars of the Buddhis
lé:ts(;fof her times. She was responsible for m?\;);
les conduct for monks and nuns and alsefor the
ming and conversioa of many wayward women .
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Once Visakha had to look after five hupdred
young women whose husbands were away from home.
" The young women gave themselves to drink-and’
. staged a scandalous drinking bout, -singing and dan-

cing. Visakha took them to the Buddha, who brought
-them to their senses and established them in mind-
fulness. .They were so tamed. '

, Visakha lived to a ripe oid age "She kept all
her life the appearance of a girl of sixteen. . It is said
that no one could tell who was Visakha, when she sat
among - her daughters, grand: daughters and” great=

. grand-daughters, O ly when she stood up, her oid
bones creaked and gave her away.

Visakha’s Joy Of Life

Vlsakha is ap example of what great service a
" lay disciple could do to the cause of Buddhism; shd:
brought happiness and peace among her kinspen aod
" friends. She had as much capacity for work as fo :
the enjoyment of life.

She could enjoy life with great gusto Once she
built a great monastery and offered it to the Buddhal
and his 'monks. She was so filled with a joy.of
. achievement that. she walked round -the monastery
‘surrounded by her children and dcsccndants, danc'
and singing a song:

, “When -shall I gwe the gift of a monastery, 2
pleasing - dwelling p}aCe plastered -with cement ..._‘

. mortar?
- «pylfilled is my desire.”

Some of the mouks were surprised that Visakhs
should sing; they thought she had gone mad. The
Buddha . explained how Visakha in one of her pas
“lives had made a wish that she might be the donor
. a monasfery to' the Buddha and his monks. The Buddk
ended hlS discourse with the words:
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“Monks even as out of a gneat heap of flowers
of various kmds a skilful garlaand -makér ‘makes all
manner of gar!ands of flowers éven so the -mind of -
Visakba inclines to the doing of all manner of good
deeds ” .

A Woman Like Anyone Else, Anywhere Any Time

The story of Vlsakha lives today in the hearts
of Buddhists, maybe because, it is 4 Storyof a lay-
woman closer to people. than the Theris or puns.
Visakha is very much a woman like anyone else; she
had marriage problems, social difficulties, apd some- -
times ran into awkward srtuauons w;th government
officials,

Once, her rclatwes at home sent her costly prc-
sents and the customs officials levied apn impossible
amount of tax on them. She appealed to the kmg :
many times, but the king had nejther the time - hor
inclination to see into the matters. All she could do
was to takerefuge in the Buddha’s comforting serraons.

Buddhism: No Arii;i-reminism

Buddhlsm $ays a western writer, knows nothmg
of the persistent anti-feminism of othcr eastern reli-
gions. The most esseiitial task .for every Buddhist is,
to gain insight into the Buddha’s teachings, and this
could be achieved by anyone, man or woman. Nibbana,
or the highest stage of enlightenment is, to-many, a
long way off, but there are other stages ofmslght or
in other w‘ords other fruits of the great Truth the
Buddha taught to be gained; and such stages are with-
in the reach of laymen-and houscholders. Visakha and
many other fay’ disciples stand as (iving examnim of
what-a lay Buddhist ¢an achieve.

The story of another lady, Matika-mata, a lady
disciple, is a good illustration: that there i no discri-
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migation of sexes in Buddhism. This Jady buiijt a
monastery for the Buddba’s monks aud looked after
their needs. ' ' '

Oxpe d:ay,_sbe asked ihe monks to teach her to
practice meditation; the monks taught her verbatim of |

what the Buddha had taught them.
The Lady Who Went Ahead Of The Monks

Matika-mata practised alopg with the monks,.
but she went ahead of them and attained ir.sigbtwhilé'
the monks were still struggling, in Buddhism, know-
ng the method, through reading books or hearing

setmons, is one-thing and to practise and see for one- ||

. sell the light of Truih is another.

_ Matika-mata, . in her newly-attained wisdbnﬁ,'
saw that none of the monks had attained insight. She

also saw that the monks couid not attain insight, un-.
iess certain creature comforts were satisfied, So, she

saw to their needs jn such a way that no soonér had.
the monks wished fér some-parlicular foed than thejr.

. Wish was fulfilled in exactly the way that they wished it

The monks were embarrassed, thinking that the
lady must be a mindreader. They put more effort in
their practice and finally attained insight, They re-
- poried back to the Buddha of their achievement and
praised the lady with deep gratitude. Matika-mata, -
not only went ahead in her.achievement, but ever’n
helped the monks -to- gain insight. '

‘The Nuns Or Theris: “Fr‘ee‘..:GIoriousiy #rée!*‘

‘O 1 So much for lay disciples. Then come the
Theris or ‘auns, the ladies, who renounced the worldly
life to enter the Buddha’s Order. As nuns, they might-
not be as close to worldings as Visakha, but they too
started as laywomen. Their life stories are human
stories of their struggle to attain inger peace. .

assic.com
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The lives of the Theris are found in-the verse
or psalms uttered by them at the moment of thei®
attaining insight; each psalm is an autobicgraphy in ar
nut-shell, These verses had been rendered into -
English by Mrs. Rhys Davids.

Some of the psalms should be battlehymns for
those of the Women’s Lib movement. There was one
lady, who after breaking away from woridly bends
sang’ out: . : -

““O Free indeed! O gloriously free am It

"These nuns or Theris had ldid down all social
position and domestic happiness: they had lest their
world; butin exchange, they won the status of an indi-
vidual free from all fetters.

“How Should A Woman’s Nature Hinder LUsi™

Once, Mara, the evil spirit, taunted Soma, a
high-born lady who had entered the Buddha’s Order
thus:

“What vantage-ground the sages may attaio
is hard
. To reach. With her two-finger conseious-
ness
That is no woman competent {o gain!”

The evil one meant thata woman’s sense went
only as faras testing the boiled rice grain  with her two
fingers to see if it is cooked; so, how could this ‘two-
finger sense’ gain insight? Soma, the Theri. rebuked
the evil cne: ' '

““How 'should a woman’s nature hinder ne?

Whose hearts are firmly scf, who ever
move '

With growing knowledge onward in.the
Path?”
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A Poor [ll-Used House-Wife Freed From Drudgery éhe vent over the decay o hor 'bwﬁ,beamifnz _
body in twenty verses and she endedeach statément
with the realization that word of the So?t_hsayer,_xn .
other words, the Buddha, who never sa}d Dt_’he\rmse.
“Her psalms are femniscent of Francois Vilton’s

Not all those who attained insight were rich high-
born ladies. Here is a poor itl-used housewife who
entered the Order. One day, as she sat in meditaiion;
she attained insight;- in her moment of triumph, she _ . ) .
cried: : : " The Complaint of a helm-maker grown old:

“0O Woman well set free!” How free [ am! -
How thoreughly free from kitchen drudgery!.
Me stained and sgnalid among my cooking =
pots... ST - . 3
Purged now of all my former lust and hatef
I dwell, musing at ease heneath the shade
. Of spreading boughs...... oh, but "tis well
© with me!”’ :

“Such is the end of human grace; )
Tizcarrlns grown short and hands ali thrawn;
Shoulders bowed out of their. place;
"Breasts all shrivelled up and-gone;
The haunches like the-paps tht_ldrawn;
. The thighs ne longer like to thighs,
Withered and mottled like brawn... _
omen like Ambapali were once vail of their
beauty\ﬁnd success; they had once ‘devoured the v1r{;.ua
of many” with ‘manifold wiles’; and then came the ?ly
when thev lost all their beauty. But 11 ’was notg:l e
end. Because they followed the _Buddha’s_ We_xyﬁ they
gained something above alt beauty, namely insightinto
the Truth. This, they achieved, by strenlous anl;
templation on their shrunken body, age-weary, wea
and onsightly. -

The Order of Nuns or Theris in- the Buddha’s
time consisted of women from' all walks of life, prin-
cesses, commoness and courtesans. There was Amba-
pali, the famous courtesan. She was so beautiful in
her youth that there was strife among the princes,
each desiring her for his own. At last they solved the
preblem making her a courtesan. ’ '

Scng Of A Former Courfesan

Ambapali bécame the Buddha’s lay disciple and
she built a monastery for him and monks. Later she.
entered the Order and she’soon attained insight. In
her psalm of trinmph, she decribed how she gained
insight into the Buddha’s - teaching, namely imperma-
nance and decay: '

Human Moving Stories

There is a wealth of reading and contemplation
in the psalms of the Theris and Nuns, whose stgrie?\' arie
human and moving. There isthe story of Konda af_ ei , -
who became a wandering ascetic, a disciple o ’t‘e
Jains. She was famous for her 1.ntell_cc-tual promesrsl:
She went from place to place challenging any. sag: ?
engage in inteilectual discussions with her. O(Fi"“?}ci

* she met one of the Buddha's - disciples, who deteate
her. -

““Like the coils of a snake the full beauty
.. of the thighs of me. :
-They with the waste of years are even as
stems o f-bambao. .

So and not otherwise runneth the rune,

. e was converted to the Buddha’s’
the word of the Soothsayer.” Thenceforth sh

way and later, she attained enlightcpmem. This only
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her life story as an ascetic;
past as a laywoman,

Born to wealth and position, she was so nroud

that she could not find any man whom she could love
enough to marry. One dav, looking out of the win-
dow, she saw a bandit being led to execution. She
fell in love with him at first sight and she managed
{0 get h:m saved by means of bribery, so that she
might love and cherlsh his as her lord and master.

The union did ndt last long however. for the.
bandit got tired of her. One - day, he asked her to
come out with him to & picoic on the bills, Onceon

top ©f a lonely hill, he told her
for death, for he was
cliff. Kondalakesi asked for the last favour ‘of em-
braging him for the last time, which he granted.
lield him in her arms in a last embrance, Ioosened her
arms lingeringly and gave liim a désperate push over
_ the cliff, -

A? or a spirit- dwellmg on the hill saw
and praiseg her: .

o prepare herself

"*Nut in ewry case Is Man wiser ever;
Woman, too, when swift to see, may
prove as clever.”’ ’

She did not go back home; " she became a wan-
dering ascetic, until she came to the Buddha.

-going to hurl her over the:
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hut she had a colourful!

She

this_'-. :
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To navitiate our own son...owr hearts ﬂrH of ?wpe aﬂd_ :
joy that we are going to fulfil the most imporfant rl"my_
of pa:enthood .........

SHINPYU

The time came for our son to be novitiatad, !
was thrilled by'the prospect. We discussed the matier

~and Ko Latt and I decided we would not make a

show of it,  Nor could we. afford to. Since  this

_ occasion was a purely religious one we decided 1o spend

all we could on the monks only.
friends. no feast,-no entertainment. We would feed
the monks only. Of course relatives and a few close
friends would be asked to come and witness the
nowtiatmn ’

- Both Ko Latt and I had nevér felt the Jmpor-
tance of being parents ‘so much as when we made
plans for our son’s novitiation ceremony. First we
kad to put him uunder & monk to receive the necessary
instructions. Daw Daw {Aunty) took us to a monas-
tery. Once again 1 entered a2 monastery with a heart
full of hope and joy for we were going to fuliil the
mest important duty of parenthood.

The monaastery was surrounded by shady trees
and its-spacious grounds were well kept; the building
were ofd and solid yet uapretentious. Tt was elght
in the morning and we saw the monks coming back
for their daily:alms-round. Daw Daw 1old us-that
the monks staying there had to go on alms-receiviag
rounds every morniag in the same old-fashioned way
I had known in my childhood. The alms-round, I
upderstood, was done more in the spirit &6 humi-
lity and compassion for lhe people than of necessity,

No invitations to
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The people were being given thereby a chaance to do
deeds of merit by giving a morsel out. of tbeir daily
" food 1o the monks. ) :

" The presiding monk received us kindly ang we
told him we wanted our son to be given pre-novitia
tion instruction. Khin Maung Wm  was put updes
the care of a monk who gave him some Pali and
-Burmese passages to learn. Since my youngest bros
-ther and Daw Daw’s son were going to be nevices.
- all three were to go to the menasiery every morns
ing. My young brother and Daw Daw’s son both @
whom were about fifteen had already heen novitiated
It was not unuswal for a male child to become.
novice more than once, but there is vet another grea
occasion -for a son...the wupasampada...ordination 32
the age of twenty, It is considered a great privilegs
to have a son. ‘ ’

| wanted to know: Yasodhaya fold him how. the- faith-

ful' groom had "come back with thé news that the
| Prince had gone into the forest after changing his
| princely . attire for a yellow tobe. Why had he done
this? He had .gone into retirement to seek the way -
| out of pain, suffering and death; when "he had

found it he' would come back and teach men the .
. Truth he had found. S

After seven years'He came back with his head -
shoru, robed in coarse yellow cloth, with the black
| bowl cradled in his arms. He walked, with down-
| cast eyes, the 'street he once rode in grandeur atten-
| ded by foot-soldjers, mounted guards, elephants.and -
.ch_arl-pts. ‘His 'father King Suddhedana “was filled
with " shame and anger. He chided Mim- for dis-
| gracing: the Sakkya warrior race to which he belonged.
- The Buddha answered that He no longer belonged to.
the Sakkya race but to the race of the Buddhas be-
| fore Him and the Buddhas after;” A strangef meeting
1t was; a great King, proud and mightw.in warrior
‘mail meeting his son in hermit-raiment. The son
had become -greater than the mightiest of ‘kings, for
He had become’ the greatest Teacher. One who would
teach the way.out of sorfow, suffering, pain and death.

In" the weeks that followed we talked of nof
hing-else. We had to make our son, now nine yedr
oid; realise the.importance of being a novice. [ tol@
him the story of the young princeling Rahula, Buds
dha’s own son. 1 never realised its beauty until.
presented ‘the story to my: nine-year-old son.. Wi
showed him young novices who followed older monk
as they went on their morning rounds. We pointe
out the young boys in the vellow robes with blad

" bowls cradled in their arms after the fashion of  th
clder monks. Their eyes were downcast, their face
benign. Some two thousand five hundred vears agl
Rahula, the seven-year-old - novice had foliowed ®
-the footsieps of the Buddha, his Father. For sevd
years the young prince had -waited for the Fat
who had left him whea he was a baby in he
mother’s arms.. He had listened to bis mothd
Yasodhaya'’s siory of how one sad night his Faths
Prince Siddhartha had left the palace on horse-badh
aitended only by His faithful groom. Where had
father gone? Why had _he gone? These, the little ba

Happy yet: tearfnl was the meeting of Rahula’s
mother and, the- Buddha. The whole - palace was
2g0g with the news ol the ‘Buddha’s acceptance of
His father’s invifation to come and partake-of alms-
1food at the palace. When the meal was over every-
ibody was there: to-make obeisance to the Buddha
except the .ever-adored one Yasodhaya.' She was
standing fast by .her conviction that the once belpved
(would ‘be_‘moved to come to her not forgetting meu-
fu3l obligations. Then- she, would make her chei- -
ance to her-heart’s content. ‘The Buddha had pre-
science that if He did not go to Yasodkays she
vould die’of grief. Handing his begging bowl to
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the King father “and accompanied by two disciples
He repairedio--Yasodhaya’s chamber. There He ‘sat
Himself ' down on the seat of honour set ready fof
‘Him.' Yasodbaya was at His feet in all haste an
clasping. His two ankles in her two hands she press
ed her face on His feet and smothered them fin he
tears.” Thus she made obeisance to the Buddha, he
beloved lord, For some time the Buddha stayed =
His father’s city teaching His law to the peopis
One day. Rahula’s mother told him to go to hS
* Father and claim his heritage. The young prine
went to his Father the Buddha and said, *‘Fathes
give me my heritage.”” The Buddha put Rahula i8
the care of. His disciple, Sariputra. - Rahula wa
given the Yellow Robe. This was his glorious heri
Age. ' .

~Now our nine-year-old son was going tou
ceive the heritage the Buddha had given to his owl
.son two thousand five hundred years ago. OQur so
was to-be the Buddha’s own kin; we mere givio
him up into the holy Order of the Yellow Robe, B
is then that a Buddhist marriage, which in ijtse
has no place in religion, finds its highest fulfilmes
as the means of repdering unto the Order the fles
of one’s flesk, the bone of one’s Bone,

able sight; the yellow-robed monks bariakine of the
morning meal. I could only. see thcig a_ust_b%it'j"f' fg:cel
un_n'l-lty as'Sons of the Buddha. = After the 'mijr-n'iii'g-
duires were done, the boy and his two companions
bad their ‘heads shaved.” Ko Latt and I held a-
snow-white sheet to receive his hair which we buried
Bear a pagoda. Then the boys were led to the monk
who was to be thejr teacher. Bach with a roll of
rellow robe cupped in both hands, they bepged per-
gusston in Pali to be novitiated, The monk inves-
fod them with the robes. We picked up our ‘son’s
vorldly attire and there he stood loo-king',purc and
krene m yellow robes, vet so young and so tender:
#ly ¢yes were filled with tears of joy. How could
By lov'e, Ko Latt’s and mine, bring forth something
i gugg?_:? W;: pgpstrat.ed\ ourselves at his feet and
= isance to him, w
put the Son of the Buddggzwa? " Ilonger out som

. The boy stayed in the monastery for nine
aring which he had to keep the teny prece;;gs dgg:
which was te abstain from solid food after the
our of noon. Naturally we were worried about
eth-er th_t; boy could do without his eveniug meagl.
¢ was given lime juice in the evening and he took
b his new way of life quite easily, In & place where
one ate m the afternoon it was easy to adapt
mmself. Going. without the evening meal eliminateg

I the work an p

.appointed day, we left home for the monastery, KSludy and mcdziitactiioi{ss ;ﬁgngleggzs Ién c})(r.e tu]élc for
Latt carrying the yellow robes, Daw Daw and GSSrong enough as a resnlt of this z?t f'eepif il
girls carrying gifts for the.monks. Khin Maung Wi _ ¢t of self-denial.

was dressed in silk longyi and long-sleeved shis
Since we-were cutting down on the show, we ‘h
no princely” dresses: no horseback ride and gilds
umbrella for him.

'We gave the hundred and fifteen monks in &9
monastery their morning meal: It was an "unforgs

We were up in the clonds during the days @
planning and shopping. Yellow robes and all-
paraphernalia of novicés were got ready. On th

§ Every morning our son came with the o i
es, each carrying his black bowl. We pti'tlf-?ée ;de <
Ty and deficacies into the bowl. Since the mnovis
f1on, our son had beedme another person alioga-
T. Apart from respecting his skorn head, the“yel-
W robe and 2 new Pali name, we had to speak to
= in honorific | terms, . We no- longer ca?léd- him
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“by his layman’s name and he addressed us ‘La
- gister’ -..or ‘Lay-brother.’ We were no longer -
parents, just lay-people, for he had-become a S0l
of the Buddha. All this-brought us a strange feeling
of ecstasy: _ - T

.. Qur son’synovitiation’ brought back the’ sense
of wonder I had known in my younger days. °

monastery where he stayed was somewhat like thi
ones I had seen when. 1 was a child: The monks
were staid and quiet and spent their days in miedé
tation and the -study:of. the Buddhist scriptures.

]

——

+
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"THE SPLENDOUR
THAT WAS PAGAN
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i The ancient city of Pagan, as it stands 'fbday' with
| many of its architectural beauties still intact, but many
imore in’ all stages of decay, is not a mausoleum of the
long dead-past, It is alive. The pagodas are still part
af the everyday life of the Buddhists who revere

. THE SPLENDOUR THAT WAS PAGAN

Since the days back in nmctcen twentzes, when
Il went along with my grandfather, U Pe of Mandalay,
on his archaeological expeditions to Pagan, I have
allen in love with the city and her people of the
past, ,

He once showed me a terra-cotta plaque witha

Pali inscription, which he said, was written by the

and of Andwrahta, king. of Pagan in the -eleventh

century. He made an exact copy of the incription on

paper _and read out to me the name and title of the

king, I cherished the piece of paper for as long a time

3s an eleven year old kid could; for who would  not be

thriiled to own an autograph of a kmg of nine thou-.
sand years ago?

Grandfather spoke of historical characters as if
ithey were our next door neighbours. He once des-
feribed Anawrahta, as kalathe king with a wander-lust.
he term kaleiha is used to describe wild, boisterous
Foung men, or men -about the town. ‘Grandfather
ialled Anawrahta a kalothe - king, because ofclis
shrewdness and insight in the affairs of thecditate.
When he said that Anawrahta became a real person, .
2ot a cold prmted name in a text book
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_ Trudgmg through the hot dusty Janes of Pagan
wayland by thorns and brambles, grandfather mad
me forget the discomforts by transpomng me- fo the
days of the past when the very ground I stood om
» trembled with the thumb of ‘the elephants’ tread and
horses’ hodves and the air was filled with the war-cries
of the spear-slinging heroes who rode on_ their backs.

. Even though the demands of adult life took -m

farther away from my youthful dreams, the memory of
the days when the splendour that was Pagan opéned
out .10 me never forsock me entirely. Every tripl
made to Pagan on my hard earned holidays ‘excited m
~wmore than dver and .the urge ito make those people
alive became stronger: .

From Prologue
ANAWRAHTA OF BURMA

(A 'histo:ical novel of old qu"é_ﬁ

lassic.com

. proud heritage.

“A LETTER TO MY -G-RANDCHILDREN

“Will you ever know what you have lost"
My dear grandchﬂdren :

Tonight your grandfather and I have Just come
back from a dinner, where we met journalists. They
were talking of the Jatest news, that had just come
over the wires—the news of the earthquake that des-

troyed many of the old pagodas of Pagan.

I cannot go to. sleep until T have written this
letter to my children, because only a few days ago,
I said: “I'm locking forward to the day when I can-
take ‘my grandchildren- to Pagan.”” ' 1 thought I
would wait two years when you twins will be nine
50 that you will ehjoy the trip all the more.-

One day, my dears, you will understand what
tonight means to your old, granny—what a great
pcrsona] loss it is to me, and -to you too. Oh, will
you ever know what you have lost, my children?

. Tdé me it is a dream lost—a dream that
day I might hold your little hands and lead, you
through the great wonderland and which was,“our
I have dreamt of doing thg*same
thing that my grandfather did to me half 4-century
ago. .

one:
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My dear ones, your great-great—grandfather
was a well known scholar and archaeologist who was.
responsible for the discoveries and translations of the
ancient - city of Pagan. Of course I did not know
that when 1 was young. I only knew that he loved
Pagan and he taught me to love Pagan too, -

V I hope, one of these days, your father will tell
you of the wonderful trip. twenty years ago, to the
wonderland of Pagan- 1 tried then to work up the
magic of my younger days with my grandfather for
him. T hope I had been able to give him enough to:
pass it on t¢ you—the heritage of woader and prider

Tonight, my heart is full and heavy with sor-
row: Words are inadequate to express my feelings..
Every heart beat says: <‘Lost, lost, lost.”” Will yeu
ever know what you have lost, my children? Wiil
yow ever know what Pagan means to you? Shall T°
- ever be able to teach you to love Pagan?

Perhaps, one day, you may read ANAWRAHTA
OF BURMA, your old granny’s love song to Pagam
. and I hope you will learn to love and take pride in
Pagan and its éléries—*but for the present. ““Lost, losty

A

Your Granny

-u-u-o,___. .
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LOCK YE THE STARS SHINE STILE -

: ﬁven as the pall of grief falls over us, ‘happy

. memories of the days. we spent in the great wonder-

land of Pagan shine through the darkness like the
stars. ‘The memories bring tears, but they are not
wholly of sorrow; for there is a joy, the joy that we
experience when we see something that is glorious
and sublime. )

I retrace, in my mind, the steps of pilgrimage
I had taken as a child in a perpetual state of wonder
bubbling with questions; and as an adult with an1
insatiable thirst to find “~oui more about the marve
that was Pagan. .

This journey of the mind is one through the
vale of tearjs., butyt-h_ere comes in the end th; reali-
zation of the Buddha’s teaching—impermanence. T‘cllj'e
magnificient stupas themselves are not above this
law, Perhaps it is the message that is driven home
by the tragic catastrophe.

Men’s faith in the teaéhin‘gs of the  Buddha

_had inspired them to raise these beauntifnlcstupas,

it is not so much their physicai beami

but perbaps, should be meaningful to us.

as the spiritual that
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.. It is an ancient Pagan that the teachings of
Theravada Buddhism found its footing and spread all.
“over Burma—a urifying force that reached all the in-
digenous ‘races of the country.” For the first time:
in history,” our people were freed from fear and
superstition. } . : C ]

Man became an exalted being; the Buddha was
aiman enlightened; all other beings, spirits.and gods:
were his subordinates to help men in their mission
to bring peace and happiness through the teachings
of “the Buddha. Men did not have to grovel in fear
of gods and spirits. ' e

JHuman dignity was enhanced; man became. in-
dividuals each in his own right to seek strength
and Nibbana within his own self. This :is. (or was)
seen in the Shwezingon pdgoda; all around the stupa
are. statues of nars or spirits who were once Wwor-
shipped by the peoples of different ethnic groups.
Each was given a niche, for they too have becomeé
the disciples of the Buddha and they too” were en-
titled” to the .benefits of the.merit gained by the
people’s good deeds. - y - R

There is to.be seen the spirit of tolerance,
freedom of worship and above all, respect for man.
Anawrahta began the construction of the stupa and
it was -Kyanzittha who finished it. The story says
that the king of-the celestials and his retinue helped
in the building of the stupa, by laying bricks. “Men
and celestials lay row§ of bricks by turns—>people
say-even today. . Lo

. ' There is the Ananda temple built by Kyan-
zittha—well,. I could go - on and on, -All these
beauties are subject to decay, only the words of the
Buddha can shine for ever with immutable truth
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' The essence of the Buddha’s teaching was given -
by Assaji,” the youngest-of the five disciples " who'
heard the-Buddha’s first sermon on the’ full. moon
day of Waso, which incidentally” falls this week—in
a stanza: “Of all things that proceed from 2 cause,
of the cause the Tathagata hath told, and also how
thihgs cease to be, this too the mighty monk,_hath
told.” , . B T S
And later a version of the same was found on
a terra-cotia tablet: ““Of all things that proceed. from
a cause, of the cause -the Tathagata hath told. And .
also how these things cease to be,. this is the creed
of the great king Anawrahtha.” -

' So, these are 'the words to be enshrinéd in
.our. hearts, to give us strepgth, "and "also to free us
from fear, and to enhance our human /d]gmty.'

-0



PAGAN, A CHALLENGE

The destruction of the old cfty of Pagan __by'thé '
recent earthquake is a challenge to the Burmese of

today: ““Your ancestors of long ago had built the
beautiful stupas, the architectural wonders with their
bare kands. Now with your technical know-how and

the most sophisticated tools, see what you can do to -

restore your cultural heritage,”

In my mind’s eye, I can still see the glory that was
Pagan with the eyes of a child full of wonder and with
a heart full of love: Words fail and I will not even -

try to dcscribe‘what I see, the beauties now lost. No,
I say firmiy to myself, no more emotional outbursts,

encugh is enough. Instead I' try to contemplate on

, things other than destruction..

Even to this day, peépi-e use the Burmese

idiom, ‘it rains gold and silver’. ‘It is-an expression -
that ‘describes the affluent days of the Pagan era. There -

are legends of ow an alchemist succeeded in making
‘a philosopher’s stone’ which brought wealth to the
whole country. As the story goes, everyone became.

rich, so much so that ‘even a widow can build a

pagoda’.

‘Wwww.burmesBclassic.co
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Legend or no legend, the evidénce is:there—that
Pagan at a certain périod of history. did enjoy anm
affluent age; this happened everywhere. Take for .inm-
stance, Italy in the renaissance period; with the fall of
Constantinople the ancient civilization of the Greeks -
found its home in Italian cities. -

It was then thatrich and powerful people found
good use of their wealth in patronizing fine arts, There
are genuine lovers of art like the Medicis and also ~
others who just followed the vogue of the day. Atany.
rate fine arts flourished: A

" So, when it rained geld and silver in Pagan of
old, people just built stupas...kings, queens, lords and
commoners, all of them. Pagan-had its source in
Buddhism and locked. to the teachings of the Buddha
for inspiration. It wasa great period of creativity; it
was a time of grandeur, T :

“ Because the men of ancient Pagan embraced
Buddhism, they expressed their creativity and human
desire to leave fraces of their grandeur behind in build- -
ing stupas. In doing 30, they ot only left for posteri-
ty objects of beauty but also their testament of faith .
in the teachings of the Buddha,

One thing that stands out in the whole scheme -
-of things is that the people of Pagan, whether they
were kings or commoners did not leave their likenesses
or magnificient tombs. The statue of King Kyanzittha
(perhaps the only statue of a king) is represented knee-
ling with his hands raised in prayer, a posture that
bgspeaks of humility and attestation of his faith in the
Buddha’s way:’

The people of old Pagan did not glorify their
personal power in the building of those memorials;
They only expressed their faith in the teackings of the



Vi

184 . Khin Myo Chi¢

.Buddha; -their ;QWH"' selves -and‘ their worldly achieve-

ments wefe 1ot important, since the paths of glory
lead but; to the grave. 'No storied urns or animated
busts for them, since all must turn to dust it time. The
only 1h1ng that shall shine through is thgir falth*

- It is theif faith and théir msplratmn that made
them give away their wealth towards the building of th
stupas. It is  gratifying to see even today lio
generously and spontaneously contributions are fows-
ing in towards the repairing of the stupas. [ rejoice
wholcheartedly in the deed of the many. who are
giving all they can...thadu, thadu, thadu.

lassic.com
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PERFORMING ARTS
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In Burmese drama, it is ‘a kingdem for a stage and
princes to act’: There is a touch of royal in the nomen-
clature of the performers: the epithet ‘mintha’, the
leading man, is synonymous with prince, and *minthami’,
the prima donna  means also princess, These appella-
tions are suil in use in reference to the film siars:

BURMESE MARIONETTE THEATRE

No pagoda festival in Burma is complete with-
cut a marionette show. WFestivals come after paddy is.
harvested and when farmers can look forward to a
short speli of leisure. What is more, they have hard
cash to spend. )

The stubble plains where peop]e had, some
time before, wotked hard at harvesting, is now a
scene ofrevclry Caravans of bullock carts loaded
with .pilgrims, and some of them carrying wares to
sell, camp under the huge tamarind trees.

On the river, side barges are moored and people
; gather round to see what products they have to sell.

The most interesting of them all is the barge carrying
. the marionette troupe. .

Soon the festival ground is filled with people.
You walk along the [ine of stalls where you can buy
. produacts. from far and near—glazed earthenware,O
bandwoven cottons, bamboo and cane baskets, mats,
: woodwork, boxes made of toddy palm leaves, which
come in ali sizes from the smallest toy -things to ‘auge
packmg cases; their outsides are woven in attractive
' designs.
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i imming  trade
. The festival has all the trimmings of a trade
fair; ferris wheels, merry-go rounds, and _ofbco_\lltrse,:
marionetie shows. The stage for I}ae_show is _nul '(t)h
- bamboo. Tradition decrees that it 15 not bui dwtih
its back to the village. It slopes shght_ly to];vqr 8 e
audience who sit on the ground; they bring their oV
mats. It is an openair show. :

Primeval Forest Scene

_ After the ritual dance comes the dance of the
animals and mythical beings in the primeval forest:

It is also supposed to be the beginning of the world.
The orchestra preludes the scene with a boisterous
music which symbolizes chaos before the earth came

. into being. . :

Marionette Stage The first to appear is the horse; according to .
the Buddhist concept of the universe, the first planet
to appear on the firmament is Asgvani, the galaxy of
stars shaped like a horse’s head. The coming of the
horse therefore tells the audience that the earth and
the sky have come into being out of the chaos,

he stage is bare except a green branch stuck i
the migdle aggainst the white backdrop about two an
halffeet high and a kadaw-pwe, which is an arratmg
ment of two bunches of banapas and green cocm%u o
- a tray decorated with flowers wrapped in green banana

Jeaves. After the horse comes the elephant, -stepping

b with grace and dignity. Soon the stage is full of
animals, tiger or the prowl, birds in the air, and the .
monkey doing his antics, - : .

i rering of respects

Kadaw-pwe literally means an offering oI :
it is an important itemin any Burmese celebration bqt
in family circle and public, !
. , Mythical beings like the dragon, ogre and zaw-

Ritual Dance | cvi (demigod or magician) also come in and dance.

They lend an air of fantasy, glamour and the mysterious

. i nce performed
The show opens with the ritual dance p beauty of the wilds. :

ale marionette to pay respects to the guardias
Egi?itfse?)]f the area. Itis a formality to pay respectst 0
sthose to whom respect is due’; through this dance the
troupe requests the powers that be to waive away 28
the dangers that may be g_urkmg_ on _the. fest}val grounds
The ritual dance is exciting'and boisterous; th% marios
pette in red and pink costume dances to the comings
of the orchestra. The opening bars of t'he: songt
. for a cresendo and connisseurs 'Judgc the vocal virtues
" sity of the troupe by the way the ritual song is sung.

This scene is a favourite v;ith children. -
The Play: Scenery and Props

Scenic background, until recently is not used
because marionettes show better. against the white
background. The props used are not many: -ree ~
branch to convey the idea of a forest, the throne for
the king’s audience hall and the couch for the boudoir”

The orchestra men also show iheir artistry ass
prowess that-match the song and dance ofthe v;)tial €3
the manijpulator of which h_as to tqkl?f the ch_a
and give an exhibition of his dexterity. Tn t&_s 4
the ritual dances serves as a ‘trailer for the audiencs

The play invariably opens with the king holéing
court, Soimetimes this scene i5 bardly part sf the
story. The court sceme however tells the audigice that
after the primeval forest scene, human society with law
and order has come into being. The  king and the
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siinistefs, i i ersati veal:
ministers, in the courss of their conversation, €
where the action of t ¢ play is to take place and who
are to be the main characters. In this way the scene
‘ays the foundation of the plot’ as the saying gocs.

One thing about the Burmese marionette show is
that its sirength Hes in the lyrical beauty and the epic:
grandeur of the dialogue which is r\?ndered in song,
arias, recitatives and commentaries in rhymed prose
supported by the orchestra.

'Usually it takes two 1o present a marionetie on-
stage, ohe to recite or sing and the other to manipu-
late the strings in co-ordination. Sometimes an artiste
might be able to do both but such ones are rare.

- Afl-Night Performance

The marionette show goes on all through the
- night. This often makes a noa-Burmese ask in sur-
- prise: “How is it possible? Why all night?” The
“Burmese in turn are surprised by the question. As
long as they remember, the shows go on all night;
never mind how or why.

Every now and then some well-meaning people
make attempts to shorten the duration of the show
but with little success. Some say that if the show
finishes in the middle of the night, it is not easy to
get transport home. In rural areas, people come from
other villages over leng distances and they come pre-
pared to stay the .whole night. Others 'say that
the Burmese love fun, music and entertainment in-
such a prodigious manner that they are content with
no less than whole night entertainment.

Importance- Of The Court.Scene

_ Thereis a saying that no play is complete ‘with-
out the royal court scene with the king and ministers,
but it is a fact that the scene is so boring to the au-
dience. 1t is, however, considered auspicious fo open
the play with this scene: In the colonial days, it was a_
reminder of Burma’s sovereignty which bad been lost.
The glorious music of the orchestra and the song in
praise of the king and his realm awakened nostalgic
memories in the old who passed them on to_the young.

! b

) Leisure and easy-going ways may have some-
thing to do with this: Today, even though leisure is
much curtailed, all-night shows go on and they are
f:njqud not only in $mall towns and rural areas but
n cities too, ’

The Magic of the Marionettes
The Duet Dance - It is- oftén a wonder to many that people can

. sit through the pight and watch. the antics of the
marionettes. In small towns and villages they still
do, although there is much less of this kind in cities

The enchantment of the marionettes is still domi-
nant. - ’

After the court sceme comes the much waited
hna-par-thwar, the duet dance which is a *love scene’.
The scene does not do much to help the story move:
forward: it only represents the two leading characters.
in the play in a state of lyrical happiness. ; : _

The Burmese go to a pwe, or theatre, and relax;
they look forward to entertainment. As they csettle
down in their seats in an open-air marionette ’show,
they have with them peanuts, crispies and’all sorts
of delicacies to chew as they talk; neveranind if they

The scene calls for the artiste’s mastery of
singing, elocution and histrionics and the co-ordina-
tion of marionettes to the texts of the somgs and
recitatives, and the music of the orchestra.
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miss some of the dialogues. Tt is just the King and
his ministers talking ‘shop.’ :

The dance of the animals, a delight to children -
enthralls the adults as well, even more so, because
they can understand the sopg- and.the musw that--_

agcompanies each character.

As the nke (oboe) pipes eenely like the winds

howling through the dark caverns and the boom of_:
the big drum crashes into the air, the ogre in-dark:

green ¢ostume steps out, graceful and lithe, and yet
awesome like an animal on the prowl; he is hang-
some if i a grotesque way, ruthless and powerful,

half-god, -half animal. His dance steps, like master
-strokes of an artist’s brush bring out all the qualities -

of his personality.

Zawgyi, the magician ot the demigod, ‘resplen-
dent in red faming dress is full of vigour; he leaps

and flies;. he is a symbol of power, the one who with

his maglc wand can do wonders: The zawgyi ma- .

rioneite is cousidered the most complicated and diffi-

cult to manijpulate, The one who handles the min=-

thami, the prima -donna, also does the zawgyi too.

It is not easy to say which is more difficult to mani-
pulate, prima donna or zawgyi. The one who does

the prima donna has to know the steps of other ma-
rionettes too. Sometimes the story says that -the he-

roine is to be- disguised as a zawgyi; she is helped
by ‘a good spirit who thinks that she takes that dis~

gnise for safety. So there it is—the pnma donna

must convey the idea of being a zawgyi.. Since

change of costume is not ‘“done>” in the manonettc
theatre, the prima donna remains herself. She cannot
fly or lcap like a real zgwgyis As the orchestra play
the music of the zgwgyi dance, she manages to create
the illusion of her disguise by dmng g few steps and
gestures that are charactenstlc

- ~ www.burmes
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Customs and Traditions

* Marionette theatre has strict rules laid down
by traditions. Dolls, especially the leading characters
must be made of. yamanai wood (clogwood) and each
must be made to be a replica of 2 human down to the
smallest detail. Even animals must be made that way.

There is never change of roles; each retains
once and for all the character he or she is to play,
be it king, spirit, ogré or zawgyi. . Each puppet'is
treated with the respect it is due. ’

Marionettes are. kept in twe separate chests,
called the Right Chest and the Left Chest. King

prince, princess, ministers, hermit and all the ‘senjor’
ones are kept in the nght Chest; the ‘lesser’ ones,

 like animatls, clowas are put away in the Left Chest.

These are specific rules of entrances qnd exits.
Those who are supposed fo have super-normal pewers
like the zawgyi and -the spirits enter the stage ‘flying’
over the white backdrop and exit the same way. The
elephant enters from. the rlght, the tiger from the

lefi, so on and so forth,

Spiri_tual Kinship

The marionettes fashioned to represent humans’
OrF_spiritd are very cldse to their manipualators. Hours
before the show starts the artiste sits with his ma-
rionette on his lap, prinking it and even talking to it.

There is an idom among the performing art
1stes—-to be possessed by lamaing spirit,” who is.the
patron of performing artistes.  They. believe that
they can give the besi performance only when they
aie possessed by lamaing.

With the marionetteers, it is even niore impor-
tant, because the puppet they mampu%*e too  must
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It was but three or four decades ago that it
was ‘considered highly improper for a man an{:(i a
woman who were not 2 marrted' couple 1o make a
twosome in public. Demonstration of affeciion 1B
public, so much a8 holding hands even ‘betwc!en
marri’e’d couples, is one of the things that ‘was not
done.’ .

be possessed; - the two must be one in spirit, the
artiste must give something, nay, perhaps all of him-
self to the marionette, That is why manipulators

keep close to their pappets even in non-performing
hours, !

Each marionette is 4 complete embodiment of
the role he enacts, king or ogre or zawgyi, in every -
inch of its whole visible appearance. To the manj- -
pulator it is a real thing and he himself is the
creator, who can give life to the marionetie. '

All the same, people need iove and rorlnanc_e,
not only in songs, pocms and stories butfa 80 ;jn
audio-visual action. There is also the need for pttlh;
lic information and -ipsiruction, especially on

: i dha.
The Aura of Mystery: strong cultural roots teachings of the Bud :

This tan into problems: oBe, performers are
reluctant to play the role of holy personz&, hhke tﬁi
Bodhisatta (the One who is 10 be thel Bu‘ dha}, g
is often an importani character in plays, two, urc-l
mese sense of propriety would not allow man atn];
woman to act as married couple OrT lovers cn R e
stage: this would be éven more frowned upgn when.
the performers were not married to each other.

There is an aura of mystery in the Burmese
marionette theafre; taboos, conventions anpd super-

stitions, Maybe it is because this ar{ springs from
strong cuitural roots, ’

It was in 1776, during the reign of Singu Min.
that an officer in charge of performing arts, U Thaw,

was commissioned by the king to create a new art
form.

By that time, Burmese drama with its accom<
paniment of music, song and dance had already been
enriched by the Thai artistes who were part of the
trophies of the Burmese campaigns to Thailand.

U Thaw’s plan

U Thaw, therefore, planned a mzlzrionette troupe
which called for strict discipline as 1a1d down byht'hli
teachings of the Buddha and at the same _umefw ;{I:l :
allowed as much asthetic freedom as possible for 1 eI
performers. Every marionette must have a specia
meaning, and every scen¢ was meant not only to en-
tertain but to also instruct.

Masques were performued to enact the story of
Ramayana in the king’s court, but commoners had -
only folk music and dances, hardly any drama. Per-
haps the marionette- theatre first brought the finer
form of dramatic art to the common people.

Thaw decided to have 28 marionettes fordte
troupefjaccdrding to the Buddhist analysis, Ehe ghgé
sical body of a living belng 18 a compom?}t od '
material phenomena, Perhaps, U Thaw cowante ot
establish the fact that his creation of the“marione

troupe was firmly based on the Buddka's tt;aq:hings.

A Compromise

Tradition says that the mariouette theatre came
into being as a compromise betweed man’s need for
entertainment and the Burmese sense of propriety. -
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. The 28 marionettes were:

Ritual dancers 2 King 1
Horse 1 Prince 1
Elephants- - 2 Princess 1
{one white and one - Elder Prince 2
black}) Brahman I
-Tiger ) -1 Hermit 1
Monkey 1 Celestials z
Parakeet I -Old Woman 1
Dragon ! Clowns 2
Ogres ) 2 ' -
Zawgyi 1

Ministers 4

"Forerunners Of The Regular Theatre

_Marfonette characters are considered the fore-
Tunneis of the regular theatre, Burmese drama is
deeply in the tradition of the marionette theatre, The
same set of characters appears on the regular stagp
with human performers.

It has become a tradition that izvmg men and-
women should dance as though pulled by strmgs just
as the marionetteer’s highest achievement is to make |
his puppet dapce like a living human being, One of
the weil known dance steps for lwmg dancers is
‘puppet’s quick run’. '

Carl Hagemann is quoted in Puppers and Auto-
.mata, “*The puppets play better than real actors; they,
make a much better theatre than men. Their per-
formances are more powerful artistically; because of
the absence of curbing humanity they are presented.
symbolically with the highest (intensity of expression;
all reality has vanished.”

Mot Mechanics But Art

) In most marionette plays in all parts of thc
world, and especially in Burma very little attempt
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is made to persuade the andience that
are amnything but what they are, In the Burmese
marionette stage, the white backdrop is abouat waist
high and the mampulator'i are visible to the andience,

Perhaps the god-like attitude the manipulators
assume towards the creatures helps them succeed in
making the dndience forget their presence allogether.
A mysterious power cast a spell over children and -
grown-ups alike so that they are bewitched into seeing
living creatures of flesh and blood. The spectator sees
only what he wants to see and as his imagination-

- makes its centribution, he sees much more.

the puppets -

The " manipulators pour themselves, emotions
and all, into the puppets and they are one possessed
by lamaing as beheved by the performing artistes. It
is their ART:

Artistes Who Do Not Give Up

Today Burmese marioiette theatre admittedly
has lost much of its artistry . and popularity; deca-
dence has set in and many are already tolling the
knell. Asan organized form of entertainment, 1t has
lost its popularity in urbarn areas.

But the spirit dies hard. Once in a whﬂe we
hear over the radic a veteran marionetteer gwmg an
exposition of his art. There are today many arzistes
scattered all over the country, each holdmg fast to his
art and puppet.

You go into their humble homes and talk te
them, and they bring out ofa huge baisa-wood box,
an oldrag bag, and lo and behold there comes out a
prince or a princess or a zawgyl Of an orge.

Life-like puppets bedetked in silks, ¢atins and
sequins contrast pathetically with their iapoverished
but ever smiling masters.
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_' ‘Mé#ybe marionette stage in Burma is not what |
it used to be, but'its art_ still lives in the hearts of
the people and the artistes,

(Note: ‘At the end of the fast cenfury Burmese

" marionette gave a special performance at the

Folies-Bergeres, in Paris, which was reg{:ive

with gieat enthusiasm. A magnificent,

complete puppet theatre from Burma is m

the possession of the Ethnographische-
Museum in Munich.” .

(Puppets and Antomata by Max von Bo'ehn)'
Dover Publications, Tac.
‘New York.

. THE MAGIC OF BURMESE ZAT PWE

Burmese zar pwes have not lost their hold on
us in spite of the invasion of movies and other forms
of entertainment. Qnbe essential feature in the Baor- ¢ .
mese zaf pwe is that the audience must be prepared for
a ‘complete suspension of disbelief”. We do not look
. for realism on the Burmese stage. The dance, song

~and music build a fantastic world of make.believe.
That is why the zar pwe cannot be appreciated when
one tends to be coldly ratiomal.

The purpose of zat pwe is to entertain and to
convey a few truths for us to live by. Most of ‘the
stories enacted are from the- Buddha’s birth stories
whose moral values are universally recognized.

Decades ago, people from rural areas owed their
education to monasteries and za? pwes, in that order.
Many of the great artistes of the Burmese stage
learned literature in monasteries and they gave the
audience nuggets of wisdom through their songs and
lines spoken on the stage.
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"Like all dramatic arts, the Burmese stage has it§ :
own stock in trade, chardcters like belu (ogre), zawg)i
fa demi-god with miraculous powers), ras (celestial
being), naga (sea dragon) and yarhe (hermit). There are
also dramatic situations that help to symbeolise certain
abstract ideas. e :

Zaw-gyi (Demi-god With Miraculous. Powers)

_ One does not naturally pause to think il there is
| such a creature as helu.or zawgyi. One does not put
[ poetry under a microscope.” These mythical dances are
~to be enjoyed, not-to be ratjondlised.

Bel\t-l (Ogre).

Belu, naga, zawgyi, and #at are colourful characs )
" ters that are sheer delight to the audience. The bell o ) o N

~ Many of the dramatic’ steries are not _{:redJ_hic;
E for instance, the story of the princess born oufof a
L Jotus bud. It is neither rational nor scientific; but
L whe wants to be that, when we are watching the beauti-
' 4] princess come out of the lotus.bud .singing:

and elusive swiftness, the onz that fills the audiencs
with awe and admiration. The zawgy! dance is colour-
ful, thrilling, and full of gusto and bounce, -
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At the soft tender caress of zephyr
The padonma lotus petals anfold,
. And I, the goddess maid, come forth...

eqQus c_gosaaﬂg(ﬁml
BE0mUY coofacdadm!

" 0p0$0d egehdocdi

===

Princess Born Out Of A Lotus-Bud
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The princess born out -of a lotus bud symbolises

| the fawless virtue of the- princess and her ethereal

beauty. The whele scene with all the dance and music -
is 2 hymn to womanhoed. ~ - - .

. One of the popular scenes in Burmese zat is the

- seduction of avirtueus woman by either a belu ora

zawgyi. In Rama zaz, the princess is left alons in the

¢ forest with her husband’s command that she must not

g0 beyond the line he has drawe on the ground. Then
 ‘the befucomes in the guise of aholy man and tells the
| princess he will not accept her offerings unless she
 comes out of the bounds.her husband has marked. 1t

is presumned that the belu cannot cross the line drawn

' on the ground and take her away.

To the rational mind, it sounds ridiculous that

F anyone cannot cross the line drawn on the ground: But
 then, the line symbolises the bound of propriety that

a. virtuous wife should not overstep. When the princess
unwillingly goes beyond that bonnd, she exposes her-
self to the evil machinations of the belu.

This is meant to be a' waming io0 women. In the
days of our grandmothers there were few books to read,
no women’s magazines, no lonely hearts column: . Zg:r
pwes were the medium of their education. :

it is a stroke of = genius that the villain who
tempts the virtuous heroiné is either a belu or a zaw-
gpi. The drama of conflict is between virtue (personi-
fied by the heroine} and sin (personified by the' hefu or
zawgyi). Sin is not represented in a repulsive form,
in which case, it might be easier for the heroine to
resist, but it will weaken the dramatic force. .

When sin-is personified in'the attractive figuse
of either a.bely or a zawgyi conflict becomes niore

intensive. In representing sin. as colourful chardcters

the dramatists must have been carried away by théir
down emotions.c When Miltos presented ) Saian he
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could not help adding eolourful strokes that came
very near glorifying the villain. Tt is human to be
attracted by the glamour of sin, as moths are b
the glare of light. - 5
Sin appears on the stage virile, graceful, rutls
less, and full of dignity like befu, or sometimes

classic.com
' Burmese Scenes & Sketches \ ' E ‘2.05'-
3 col-ourfui, mys terious, playfﬁl and teasing !ii(e the'-

- zaw=-gyi.
| such an antagonist ‘heightens the drama.

The resistance of the virtzous woman against

One’ of the mythical characters that seems to he

- most unsatisfactory is the nat without whom no play .
.is complete, even though he does not

seem to. do -
anything at ail. His function is, however, as indis-
pénsable in Burmese drama as the Chorus is ia
Greek drama. They are commentators, not emotion-

- ally involved in .the plot. -~ = .

The play proves on, its characters loving, hat-

[ ing, ltaughing, weeping, everyone tossed by the waves
' of passion, but there has to be a character who is

like a rock evén though evervone ardund bim has
gone berserk. Such a character in Greek plays.is the

} Chorus, usually repfesented as Father Time.

ot Our nats and hermits do the same function as

the Chorus, but they are more attractive. Urlike the
Chorus they do net stand apart from the plot. They
participate-in the plot but do not interfere with it.

The example of the part played by a nar of a
hermit can be illustrated” by a stock dramatic plot:
A baby prince is left in a burial ground, - because
there is a war, ‘going on between his father and an-
other king.® The baby is picked upp by a poor goat-
herd and brought up as his own son. "Since the next

. scene must. show the baby as sixteen—year-old some-

thing has to be done to bridge the passage of time.
So in- between the two scenes, a hermit or a aat
comes out and comments on fthe evils of war and
greed and soliloquises onthe fate of the young prince
in the house of a poor .goat-herd; to make things
easy for him, the ngi or the hermit bathes the baby

in a magic pond: And lo and behold, a young piince

rises out of the pond with appropriate music’ and .
songs uttering the declamations.
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‘We ask why shounld this hermit or the. nat with
such miraculous powers appear only after things have
gone too bad? Where was he when all the war and
killing took place? Why can’t he prevent 4he Horrid
- war that deprives the baby of his parents? But then
we forget that if the ngr or the hermit could prevent
that war there would be no plot, no zar at all. '

We come to se¢ the pwe not to ask questions
but to enjoy: And .it is often through the lines
spoken by the #ars or hermits that some special mes-
. sage or moral lesson is conveyed to us, = . .

. It is complete suspension of disbelief, sheer
dehght_ In music and songs we seek in a zar pwe.
All this and moral lessons too! - '

: one mat, :

. booked, .

- Bet,
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HMOW TO. ENJOY A BURMESE ‘ZAT PWE’

The first thing to know abdut-enjc:ying a Bur-
mese zat-pwe is that you must be prepared to stay

‘the whole might, that is from 9 p.m. to 6 a.m. You

sannot go about it casuvally as you go to the ﬂic-ks\,
You have' to organise the expedition, with efficiency.

First, get as much space as you can afford in

* the theatre, a huge rambling tent of bamboo matting,
. You can book spaces marked with numbered bamboo
: mats. It is advisable to aliot one mat for ome per-

son although two or three can sit- comfortably en

After getting the space not too far or near the

. stage, you leave home at about 8 p.m. taking quite a
- few things " you will need for the night.
. should be,

The list
One big carpet big enough to cover the space
As many small cushions or pillows as you can

Light cotton Burmese saungs o1 Ccovers,
A big flask of tea or coffee.
Orapges or any -other fruits in season,
A dish -of letphet (pickled tea) amd. Syin-tholk
(ginger), .
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T]ns last named item can be bought from pwe-
/.ay (eatable stalls), a gastro omical wonderland o
Burmese delicacies which are yours for the takmg
provided you have a strong stomach.

Can:ymg your thmgs you wade through thc
crowd into the zai-yom (theatre) easy...easy. for you
might step on some sleeping child or knock over some
body’s cheroot, for many zat-pye fans are already be-
fore you and’ they have aheady settled in “their
places: . . ™

At long last you find the mats whose numbers'
maiched those on your tickets. You shoo away the
squatters as tactfully as your patience allows and. youw
spread the carpet and put the cushions to mark the
‘border’, so that others will not encroach on your
tersitory: You put the basket of eatables in the
middie and sit down  stretching wvour legs...oh, I
almost forgot; you wears comfortable clothes and you
shove. your slippers under the carpet: - If you feel
like having extra comfort, a quilt or a light mattress
should be taken along. Now you can have a smoke,
no-need to fear of choking, thg zar-yon is well ven-'
t]Iated, you can see the moon and stars through -the
chinks of bamboo 'mat roofing and I hope you have
not fergotten to. bring the ash-tray.

Before you, the scarlet velvet curtain hangs on
the stage, enhanced by. the lights, aund you tryto
imagine the mysteries that are going to be unfolded
tonight, for the programme is rather vague, the first |
part of the show being a musical play with contem-
porary themie and the latter part, a presentation of a~
story from the Jatakas or Dhammapada, a story ‘as
well knowr to'the Burmese pubhc as Hamlet is. to the
English theatre goers,

- Going to a Burmese zas-pwe is an aesthetlc ad”
venture, for you never know what you will see, thatis
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you wade through the
crowd into the zat-yon (theaf @)

Carrymg your thmgs
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unless you have seen the same.programme before, but

the possibility is remote, for zat-pwe programmes ate

varied: -

So, there is nothing for you to do but lounge om '
your cushjons with your feet wrapped up in coiton;
saungs (covers) and take a few mouthfuls of lerphet or
gyvin-thok and look around. The Burmese orchesira
stands on the left of the stage and the figure of anic
corn, scintillating with gilt and glass' mosiac, looks
proudly over the circular row of small drums (bons):
As the huge drum boomed behti, the coloured balls
hanging on the stand fly to and fro.

Of course you are not in a hurry for the show
to begin. Zat-pwe is not meant for those who .are too
absorbed in the rat race to enjoy the beauties life has
to -offer...one of the best, if not the best being Burmese ™

zat-pwe, Burmese zat-pwe is for those who are not -
afraid of waiving away the mundane affairs, to step -

into a world of fantasy where prosaic. things are not
allowed to enter. :

Personally speaking, enjoyment of Burmose zai-

pwe is a rediscovery. I had spent my impressionable

years with relatives who never missed the performances
of Sein-ga-done or Po Sein at the festivals, but it is
thirty years since I went to a Burmese zaf-pwe,...since
I left my home-town to settle down in Rangoon where
cinema houses blazed with posters of foreign films. '

it is Daw Ah Mar's book Aurig-bala, Po Sein® .

Sein-ga-dene that recreates the art of the three gre:alt
" minthas, of the zar-pwe stage, and awakens old me™

mories, and urges me to go out to recapture the old =

magic of enjoying a zat-pwe. Today Shwe Mahn Tia.
Maung is the reigning king of the zar-pwe stage after
the Great. Po Sein is no more. It is gratifying to
know that Shwe Mahn Tin Maung is carrying on
the tradition of the Burmese :zgf, the art of which is -
. @ balm to over-wrought souls. )

- www.burmesgclassic.com
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Burmese zat-pwe is a national institution, educa-
tor of the masses, a store house of culture where folk-
lore scripture stories, Buddhist thought, and social
ethics mingle with music, songs and dances and are
communicated to the people, and above all it isa
fount of life giving nectar, without which we, Burmese
people would not have survived through all these civil
strifes, wars and invasions,

Do not for goodness sake be worried by objec-
tions to having an all night long performance. At
ternpts have been made these four decades by well-
meaning persons to-shorten the performance, but the
artistes and audience agree that nothing less than an
all night’s performance will do, so that’s that: You
can’t geta bus to go back home in the middle of the
night anyway.

Only after you have seen through the all night’s
performance...lounging comfortably on cushions. suck-
ing-oranges, you realise the beauties of the Burmese
zat-pwe, a sumptuons dish of serious contemplation,
drama, wit; and humour presented with songs, dances
and music,

‘In the morniug you are relaxed and happy, not
at all like the mornings you -wake up after tossing
on a sleepless bed. The following day you switch off
thé phone, leave a message for the world that you are
‘dead...and sieep the wholeday: Late in the afternoon,
you will wake up, a giant refreshed, equal to- face
life for some daysto come.

I am glad I rediscovered the art of enjoying a
Burmese zaf-pwe in time to stop. me from becoming
an interfering mums-in-law and shortly an over-anxious
doddering granny, - )

g



THE ART OF BURMESE ‘ZAT-FWE®

(zat: stery; pwe; show, zaf-pwe; Buemese
‘musical play; minthe, male lead; minthami;
femaielead; ngo-gyin; wailing song; nha-par-
ihmear; duet dance and song: Jumlchan; tragic
scene.) '

There is no nation on the face of the -earth so.
fond of fun and laughter and theatrical entertain-
ments as the Burmese, For a Burmese, from the
movement he is pushed info the world, his first wah=
wah. is accompanied by saikg (music of the orchestra
played to celebrate any event), and through-out his
life’s - journey, everything that happens to him, or:
everything he does is accompanied by saing; this goes-
on, until he leaves the world with saing playing the
delorous” note of the Monkey King’s Lament, that
being the title of the fuperal music. '

‘Without "the benefit of saing’ (88:s0l-y'e01)
is a popular Burmese idiom to describe any duill, un-
interésting event -or something unceremonious or un-
heralded: A person arriving without apny previous
notice is often remarked upon as arriving without -the -
benefit of saing: :

Burmese Scenes & Sketches-

lassic.com

21%

The art of Burmese zar-pwe is one of the sub- .
tlest and most elusive of arts, and trying to explain

. it is like capturing a moon beam to analyze its power

over lovers and poets. ’

| Zai-pwe is deeply rooted in the traditions of -
the country and has many conventions which are ri?t )
easily understood by a casual spectator: Burma's
monarchical past has given the zai-pwe the glorious.
music and songs- as well as court dramas of great
poetic beauty. - Most of the zafs (stories or plots) are
drawn from Buddhist scriptures and from there, the
zat artistes draw their inspiration and help to mter-
pret t0 the laymesn the Buddhist thought and way
of life; . :

Since the elements of the opera, ballet and..
musical are woven into the zar-pwe, the whole thing
is 2 wonderful piece created by the teamwork of
artistes; but the artistes themselves are fiercely 1n¢511-
vidualistic, each expressing himself or herself with
sech freedom that it makes you marvelat the spon-
taneons co-ordination that is finally achieved. .

Because of its individual style, that is charac-
teristic of the Burmese, we cannot l[ook at zaf-pwe
through coloured spectacles of foreign manufacture...
which mistake 1 made, when I viewed it with eyes
dimmed by half-baked ideas [ had gathered, after
scanning through ancient ‘Greek dramas, Shakespeare
and modern English.plays for the purpose of pass-

ing an examination.

.In those days I had so much to say about zat
conventions-and practices; ‘“!here is no classification
of tragedy and comedy, it lacks realism, nOproper
atlention is given to the plot, the scenescare lo_n’g
drawn-out, there is no- unity of time or spaee. There’s
the nha-par-thwar scene, with one mrr;'t.fw and six oI
fight minthamis singing and dancing; i's hardly de-



214 Lo © Khin Myo Chit

cent, becaise 1t is like. flinging the wmintha’s -Cassa- |

ngva ‘activities in the public’s face. "As for Jun-khan
why should there be ngo-gyins (wailing songs) enough

to make us a nation of pessimists?...et cetera et

cetera.” Yes there was a time when I said all these
and much more, ) L )

Today, I take back all the things I had said -

and I feel both humble and happy in the realisation
that § had been blind to the beauties of the zar-pwe,
which ‘1 recently discovered .after thirty years of turn-

ing my impetinent back upon the traditional Bur-

mese entertajnment:

Today, zat-pwe is still mis-interpreted and much
injustice is being done to it in futile- attempis to-
evict decadent influences -that are as natural as weeds

in a flower garden. One cannot be too careful not
to injure the blooms -in prunifg away the undesirable =

uadergrowths. -

Na-par-thwar scene in the old days used to be.
-a duet danciog and singing, with one suntha and one
minthami. Later, probably to meet the demands - of
the aundience, the artistes introduced new attractions,
hence one mintha with many minthamis ia the scepe.

The dancing and singing " of each minthami in
nha.parthwar scene symbolize different facets of femi-~
nine charm and the mintha responds with varifying
wmeods to match each act. One of the aris of a min-
tha is the art of nha-par-thwar; not only has he to
do the duet dance and singing, he must also have
subtle artistry in reciprocating the infinite variety of
his minthamis. . :

The hna-par-thwar scené in the hands of a coa-,
summate artist blossoms forth as a thing of beauty, -
but when a lesser performer emacts it, it becomes

acothing but a vulgar sham, a Cassanova shameléssly -
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flaunting his amours and bginging out the worst

side of man’s baser instincts;

Ngogyins (wailing scngs) used to worry me a’
lot. ““There are too many of them in zat-pwes enough
to drive .the whole couniry mad; we shall become a
nation of pessimists...”” Now [ realise all that kind
of high and mighty talk is nothing but a pose, &
wiser—than~thou attitude acquired through having a
smattering “of education; for when Daw Ah Mar’s
book on the three great minthas, Awig-bala, Po Sein.

Séin-ga-done came out ,cbmplete with texts of ngo—'
gyins sung by the great three, 1 found myself war-
‘bling the half-forgotten airs of my younger days to

- the astonishment of my familys Only then did I

remember how I had enjoyed them both at zat-pwe
and on the discs played on-the trusty grammophone,
fitted with a fluted horn. .

I.discover tbat ngo-gyin is not a dolorous
wailing song as. i t literally suggests. Zal-pwe being
partly operatic, most: of the dialogue is wholly or
partly sung to mnsic of the orchestra and ngogvin is

somewhat, if not wholly, similar to the arias of the .
© western operas. Ngo-gyins are sung both as solilo-

quies and also- in dialogue and they are sung to
express lyrical emotion. ’

- The histrionjc and singing art of nge-gyin de-
serves a comprehensive treatment with' reference to
texts sung by great artistes, and with the help of
Daw Ah Mar’s book and colourful snippets I mana-
ged to pick up from my recent re-discovery through
seeing Shwe-Mahn Tin Maung’s zart-pwe, 1 hope to
present the art of ngo-gyin more fully some day.

Suffice it to say for the present that the art
of ngo-gyin, like that of nlia-par-thwar, needy a really’
accomplished artist to bring out its beauties:
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One of the many mistakes I made in asséssiﬁgj

zat-pwe is that I deplored the lack of realism, which

I now realise’ is a stupid thing; for, who wants
realisin-in the fantasic world of make-believe created
. by dance, song and musjc? If I were not prepared
to be transported info a realmw of ‘suspension of.
disbelief,” I should not have gane 10 a zar-pwe in.

the first “place. [ should rathervbe left to wallow

in_the slime of realities that life has to offer in

abundance, today, or any day.

© Zat-pwe is thoroughly  Burmese, very ﬁuch— in

keeping with the national character, and I hope I

shall ever be Burmese enocugh to enjoy its beauties

that custom cannot stale: 1 hope I shall never be’
such a dull piece of goods, that the stirring music of
nat-chin the music of the nat-ka-daw dauce (ritflal).

dance which usually opens'a zarpwe) fails to make

my heart beat to its tune. 1 pray that I may never
. have a soul so dead that the dance of the befus, zaw
gyis, and pagas fails to fill me with a .sénse of-wor= "
der and inmsight into human aspirations symbolized

* by these mythical creatures.

—_D -
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THE FOUR PUPPETS *

A folk_tale from Burma
T

) Once’ upon a time,- there was a young man
whoseiname was Aung. His parents, a puppet maker
and his wife, named him Aung, because they wished
him success in life, - - -

One-day, Aung felt that he had to leave home
and seek his fortune in far away laands, so “he beg-
ged his parents’ permission and blessing. His mother
prepared foods thdt would stay good for a long time
and his father gave him four puppets to keep him
company and help him on his long journey.

Of the four puppets, the first was a figure of
a celestial being, and .his name was Deva. His
rabes of snowy white flowed.down in folds like fleecy
clonds and the edges rose in golden wisps and ten-
drils that rufiled in the wind. :

The second was a figure of an ogre, named
Yakkha. His body was sheathed in emerald green
scales: from his shoulders and elbows sprouted gold
spiky fins. : '

. The . third was a figure of a demi-god, named
Zawgyi, his whole body was aflame with red>and
gold flecks and he carried a red wand in hig hand:

* Published in Folk Talés of Asia sponsoied by the
Asian Culiural Centre for UNESCO, :
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The fourth and last was a figure of hermit: he
was robed in dark yellow and he own

staff in his hand. His name was Khema:

Aung kne[g at the feet of his parents and bow=
ed down three times with his hands clasped together
like a lotus bud. His parents blessed him and he be-

gan his journey: He carried a strong bamboo pole’

on his shoulder; on one ead of the pole was a buns

. dle of food and clothes; on the other end hung the
four puppets.

o

On the first day of the journey, Aung reached
a dark ‘thick forest as the evening shadows began to
gather. He looked fof a place to spend the nights
The huge banyan tree with thick layers of dry leaves
underneath looked like a snitable place. Aung ap-
proached Deva, the first puppet and asked if he
shoulq spend the night under the banyan tree. He
gazed in wonder as Deva come to life with the words.

“‘Aung, my boy, you must use your eyes, and think

for yourself.”

Auog looked around and saw foot-prints of a
tiger. Even though the thick :
looked so invitingly warm, he climbed up the. tree
as high as he could and spent a nome too comfort-

able night, because the branches were not evenly B
placed to make a good resting place and cold winds |
At the dead of the |

pierced into his bones all night,
night, & huge tiger and his mate came and sniffed
round the tree. With the first rays of dawn the
animals departed. .

Once he was safe from the dark Tarking dangers,

Aung got down from the tree and went on his jour-
ney.

Khin Myo Chit

carried a browa

| Jooked a highway. Suddenly he

layers of dry leaves
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He camped, one day, on a hill whick over-
saw a caravan of
bullock carts drive into his view, .

Aung knew that the caravan must be loaded
with gold and silver from faraway lands, He wish-
ed he could have them ail: So he approached the
second puppet, Yakkha, to ask what he should do to
get all the wealth the caravan carried, Yakkha ans-
wered, ““My boy, what you wish for, you can have;

| nothing is impossible for anyone who has might and

strength. Look!” With that he stamped his right foot

| on the ground and the earth shook . like a ship in the -

storm: There was a din of terrified cries amidst the

t crashing of boulders and_ stones, as part of the hill
| crumbled down and blocked the highway. Aungstood
. like one turned to

stone, as he watched the cara-
vaners run helter-skelter in all directions.

Aung was jerked back {o attention as Yakkha

b said: ““There you are, Aung. All the wealth is yours; -
4 2ll the caravapers have fled.” . .

Happily, Aung ran down to the highway:

i ““They are mine, they are mine,” he cried, He went
E from one cart to another often flinging his arms

round the chests of gold and silver, satin and silks,
rugs and carpets. :

Suddenly he was halted im his tracks by the

¥ sound of someone sobbing. Surprised, he looked.
| There, he saw a young girl ocrouching on a cart. She

was Mala, the daughter of the owner of the caravan,
She was left all alone. Aung tried to comfort hgr
saying that he would take care of her, but she s&id,
“Take me, if you would, along with all the fhings
you've .robbed; but I'll never speak to youi.a rob-
ber and thief!”
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) Aung was dumbfounded. He was groping for
words to reply, when Yakkha said: ““Boy, .come
along, you have no time to waste chatting with sob-
bing girls. Remember, firmness is one of the manly
attributes, it is yvour strength aad power. Come on,
we have so much to do.”’ . Y

v

It was true. There were many things for Aung
to do. Onge he had ali the wealth h¢ wanted, there
were busy days ahead. He must not only mamtam
it, but also expand if.

There was Zawgyi, the third puppet to help
him: ““Now, let’s see what you can do for me,”
Aung said: - . 1B

In answer, Zawgyi leaped into the air waving
his red staff. The magic of Zawgyi's wand unlocked
nature’s guarded secrets and all the elements Were
tamed and harnessed to serve Aung. ;

should be the happiest man in the,
world...only, he was mnot, because Mala did not
speak to -him. Aung showered her with gifts...all
the bea-utiful things that came from the farthest cor=
ners' of the land. But Mala remained scornfu]ly
silent and coldly dlstant . :

Aunpg

v

_ One day, Mala did speak to him. She sald
that her father, the old caravaner had come. He
WwaS NOW.Poor and helpless, =

Aung was fllled with pity for the old mans
Now that all the wealth had multiplied in his hands,
he offered to return not only the original portign that
belonged to the old caravaner, but also some of the
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proﬁts’. ThlS would makc the cnavuu l:l:lﬂ'h
he was before. He - had n_Ly one. famlo ask-
would Mala remain with h:m? :

That night, howevcr Yakkha and Zawgyl came
to Aung and tried to dlssuade him. from - his- deci-
sion.. ““if you give in once, there’ll . be no end of -
it.” More demands will Sure.ly come. Remember, in
this world of wealth and power, it never pays to be
weak, it never pays to give in.”

. At first, Aung tried to stick b his decision,
but Yakkha and Zawgyi taunted him again and again
for his weakness. Aung could not.bedr to be thought
a weakling.. Perhaps, there might be a way of get-
ting round things. Seeing this = indecision, Zawgyi
suggested a plan by. which he might put off the old
caravaner’s demand.

Aung was thinking how well the plan might
work out for him, when a servant came to inform
him that the old caravaner and his daughter had left.
They knew of his plan which- was nothing but a
mean tnck

Only then djd Aung reahze that all the wealth
and powér in the world eould mot make him happy.
He could not interest himself in Zawgyi’s plans to
increase his riches. He only knew that he was very -
sad and lonely. )

" a vI

© Aung could no longer enjoy the thmgs that
money bad bought him and ke became more and
more depressed. Only, then did he remember> the
fourth and last puppet, Khema the hermit. In ans-
wer to his -request for help, Khema said that he did
not have a scrap of wealth or power, %4nd could.
not care less; all he had was his staff @nd the robes
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he wore. _ But_he did not know unhappiness; he was
-at peace with the world and therefors at peace with
himself: oo

Aurig decided to try the hermit’s way of life.’
He wandered all over the land as a mendicant, liv- .
ing on the alms food people gave him. Strangely
enough, he felt happier. The oply thing he wanted
now more than anything else was to see the old
caravaner and Mala again and. ask their forgiveness.’

One day, he steod at the door of a huinble-
dwelling, waiting for someone to come out and offer
him alms. He heard steps approaching him and he’
kept his eves on the ground. But, as the eyes fell
on the hands that were pouring alms-food into his.
bowl, he noticed the white blue-veined tapering fin-
gers that he had: often longed to touch. :

. The next moment, Aung gasped, “Mala, look
at me, you know who I am? I am Aung, your re-
-pentant Autg. Where is your father......?”

Aung was .duly taken into the house. They
talked over things, past and present and future.
Aung wanted only forgiveness and love, After a
while, they prepared their journey home.

VII

As Aung and Mala and her father approached
the gate of Aung’s estate, they were welcomed by
Aung’s friends, the four puppets: Deva, resplendent
in robes of white and gold said: ““Welcome home,
my boy. Now, you know what harm wealth and
power could do to a man. They will not bring
peace and happiness, unless you temper the might of.
Yakkha with wisdom, and sweeten the pewer of
Zawgyi with loving kindness and humanity. Now,
hear what Khema the hermit has to say.”
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Khema, the hermit said: ““Aung, my boy, you
had had wealth and power, but you’ve seen for
yourself that they did not bring happiness. Now
that the same wealth and power will be yours again,
you will be happy, hot bécause of them, but in spite
of them. They bring not good or evil of themselves:
It only depends on how you use themn. This insight
will help you in your future life.”’

Aung thanked his friends, not excluding Yakkha
and Zawgyi, because it was not their fault but his
own fault that wealth and power had made him a
bad man for a time. He decided, therefore, to use
his worldly riches from mow on for the good of
bumanity; ’

He built a pagoda where the statues of Deva,
Yakkha, Zawgyi and Khema, the Hermit, were raised
at the entrance: Pilgrims from far and near came to
the pagoda, and Aung and Mala gave them a warm
welcome, and fulfilled their needs, In this way, they
lived happily ever after.

—
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PART NINE

IT’S ME, FOLKS




Last, but not least (I - hope}, may I slip in a few
touches to give the readers an impressionist profile- of
myself, without which, { am vain enough to think that
the picture of Burma would nor be complete...if these
are superfluous, I only crave the readers’ indulgence... ...

A WRITER IN THE FAMILY

Come on, let’s face it; this happened In the
best families, When a family has the misfortune to
have a writer in the family, he or she has to be
tolerated. It'is often that the species happen to be
female. You cannot help having a writer for a
parent "or a brother or a sister, but remember you
do not have to marry one,

Perhaps you did not know you were marrying
a writer, only someone who was rather clever at
putting words on paper. You mnever realized until
too late that there was some demon inside the per-
son that drove him or her to weave words in fan-
tastic patterhs.

But, what does one do, when one has someone
in the family, the kind whe is not bad enough to be
locked up, but as embarassing to have around?

. You might moan over the fate that gives you
a writer in the family, especially a female one.

~ If you were to be inflicted with a_creative ar-
tist in the family why not a painter, sculptor, singer;
musician or an actor?

The aforesaid species of artists '‘are heid in

greater respect than the writer. No .one wiit say,
“I could paint, sing, act or play the tharp, if only
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-T had the iime”; ‘but not so with writers. Many

think that any literate person could be a writer, if.

only he or she had the time,

There are guite a few who really appreciate the.

effort and time a- writer puts into his work. Such

people quite rightfully decide that all the .gruelling

work is not worth whatever one might make in
writing...name or money. There is so much to en-

joy in life without destroying yourself with hard’

work. -

Although you can - help not being a writer,
you cannot help having one in the family. If you
had a writer in the family, just grin and bear it.
No use saying repeatedly: “‘Why can’t you enjoy
life. like other people? Why can‘t you eat, drink,
sleep like other people at regular hours?” It is a
harrowing experience to see someone being driven

- by some demon to go on writing and writing, while

all the others are living a nermal, decent respectable
life. .

Perhaps, you could get some exorcist to expel
the demon or take her to a psychiatrist to cure hes,
But you will have to consider what would be left
of her when the spirit or demon is taken away. How
could she learn the tricks of being a woman again?

Have her moving around the house "like a zombie? -
It is more merciful to leave her with the malady:

called the creative urge, and tolerate her,

There is nothing else to do but bear your .

fate, even though the rat-tat-tat of the typewriter
drives you mad, as she carries on with a boudoir
louse named Smith, Corona or Remington. Why not
-get even with her: get yourself an Italian siren
pamed Olivetti and bang her away like mad?

—_——
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THE JOYS OF BEING A NEUROTIC

- Do nof ever believe that neurotics are gloomy
unhappy people. They are, I assure you, as happy
as, if not happier than the next person, Take 'me,
for instance. To me the world is seen throu_gh th_e
high-powered magnifying glass, so everything 18
exaggerated.

- Exaggeration is the spice of life. . The sudden
appearance of a tiny jasmin on 2 leafless bough that
looked otherwise lifeless, ¢ould sepd me into fits
of ecstasy ““Life can be so good, so wonderful.
There’s always hope.” ~ I sang happily.

Of course, there is also the other side of the
picture. -When those giant snails ate away my Of-
chids, I was down to the depths of misery. ““Why
should they ‘want to desiroy beautiful things; why
should they, oh, why should they? Those ugly loath-
some snails.;.théy just cannot stand _anythmg good
‘and beautiful, oh, (sniff)} the world is always like
this; everywhere there are.pests who must destroy

- beauties, because anything beautiful is such ‘an

affront to their ugliness; the evil wants to destroy the
good for the same reason, Oh, what’s the use of try-
ing to bring beauties into this bad bad world; they are
sure to be destroyed. And wbat’s the ise of being

good......"
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Thiﬁgs went real bad, until the mail came with ~

letters from son and his family, “Just look, how

my little grandson Pyone Cho has drawn the picture .

of their house on the Bassein college campus! - There
is the lake, the bridge with people walking over it,
the golf course, the pagoda and everythipg. What a
neat beautiful band my little girl Mi Mi writes, ©Oh
how can life be so good. 1 am glad T am born a
woman, never mind being a second class citizen, never

.mind the women’s lib. If I were not bornt a woman,

how can I be a mother to. my som, an interfering
mother-in-law, and an over protective granny. Last,
but not least, how can I be such a maddening wife
to my very good man? 1 -would not have missed
them for anything. Oh, really, what have I done to-
deserve ali this?” '

Such are the heights ‘of joy I can attain, but
there are also lowly depths right'into which I often
fell. - More often than not, things went wrong in the
kitchen: the kerosene stove threw a tantrum apnd I
ended up with my face and hands blackened with
soof; or I get my finger pierced by a fish fin. At
such times | raised my bands heavensward and call-
e¢d out to Thagyarmin, king of the celestials: Oh,

Thagyarmin, they say your dowoy couch will be har-

dened like a stone stab if some noble person down
here is in trouble. Where are vou? Are you on a
journey? Oh, nothing ever goes right (sniff), This
kitchen hates me; it is a death trap. One of these
"days I shall be found dead in my kitchen, a martyr.
No, this kitchen will not kill me, at least ndt yet.
Ob, (sniff) I shall be chaired to this dratted sink with
heaps of dirty dishes. How can I hope to create
literary masterpieces for posterity, if I have to be in
this darned kitchen, with all these fumes from the
{rying pan? How can I get any inspiration with all
these greasy pots to wash up? Oh, (sniff) life is
impossible. Everything is against me, I cannot even
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sit at my desfc, there, the horrid typewriter bares its
teeth, like the ogre in Shin Ottamagyaw’s Tawld
(Nature poem). Don’t you jeer at me, you horrid
thing...one of these days, T shall put out your dratt-
ed keys, one by one and...... '

1 could ‘not finish, because, the typewriter, as
if tapped by some unseen fingers, typsd out the
words: - ‘‘Stop being sorry for yourself, You are
always complaining and making excuses, and worse
still looking for some scapegoat to hang on your
limitations. Youn are just plain lazy, face it. The
sooner you face it the better. You are always shirk-
ing work, You are lazy; repeat, lazy. Don’t you
kid yourself about the .drudgery im ths kitchen: I
often hear you giving peptalks to people about
drudgery being good for the soul. Didn’t you once
say liow people like Madame Curie dnd Florence
Nightingale rose above the most burdensome drud-
gery and become..well I do not have to tell vou;
they are your favourite models, arent they? Now
stop all this nonesence, there is your columnto write; -
Now get working on your copy.”

I was instantly accelerated into action, I said:
‘“Thanks, my old faithful...how. can you be so good
apd patient with me? I would plant a kiss on every
key of yours, if only I had not had my new shade
of lipstick on...ok, life .can "be- so good and wonder-
ful. I have such good friends!

e —



- HOW STUPID CAN | GET ?

Perhaps, Thagarmin, king of the celestials must
have guessed my unspoken wish, for, I find myself

stupider every day. Whenl mentioned this to my good
man, he said vehemently: “No, my dear, that’s i impos- .

SLble simply impossible!™’

What he mpant must be that I am already $0
stupid that there is no room left for extension.

Anyway 1find my mind wandering, never dble

to remember where I put moy reading glassesand other

things.as well. Only a few days ago, my good man
asked: ‘“Where have you put away the nail clipper?”’
1 gazed into nothingness and said: ““Let me see, I used
it only this merning, because my finger nails have
grown long: -you know, when we were young, elders said
that only witches had long finger nails; we sort of
understood that to-be a witch was terrible; so we tried
to keep our finger nails short. It was in the days be-
fore the use of nail pelish on long pointed finger nails.””

: “But, my dear, I want {¢' know where to find
the nail chpper," said my good fhan patiently,

I skall soon know where it is. Don’t you see

I’'m trying real hard to remember. If you go on inter- -

" rupting me like this, "I shall lese thread of my
thoughts, Now, where was I? Well, 1 was clipping
my finger nails only®his merning, T had an soldnews-

paper on my lap to take the clippings; you must not :
drop them on fhe floor, if you do, you, wouid be _
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broke, By the way, have you ‘been dropping finger
nail clippings on ‘the floor, these days? Be . sure you
have something to take the clzppmgs when you clip

_Your finger nails:”

“Yes, I sure wiiI, when you tell me where to

find the nail clipper.”” Men have the ti-resome habit :

©of repeating things.

“Don’t you see, I am trying to remember where
I put that darned ehpper, Yes, 1 used.it only this
morning. I remember, | was wearing this same light
-€oat......you never like this coat, you. said that the

~pockets _are too big and ugly. So I said why don’t

you get me a new one, the kind made of the hand-
woven cloth. from Mandalay. Of course yow've for-
gotten all about it,””

“*No, I haven't. I took you to the market,
remembér? 1. showed you the. hand-woven coiton’
material, but you said you didn’t like the beige
colour; because you will need one of those Corala or
Carola cars people brought back from abroad, to go

-with the coat. My! the prices of these cars are rocket-

ing; they are astromomical!”

“May I remind you, you’'re dwergmg from'. the
original theme......we were trying to remember where
we put the nail elxpper Remember?”’

‘““No, not we, but you. You were trying fo
remember where you put the nail clipper,”

“Oh, I wish you didn’t dwell too long on these.-
tiresomne details. It’s splitting hairs. Let me see,
where was 1?7 Well, I way wearing this coat with big
pockets, you said, were too large and ugly, but never
mind, you will get me a new one. So, te go back®o
the nail elipper, 1 wag using it this morning. Iohad
an old newspaper on my lap to take the clippings. 1.
have this small table n front of me. There are books
on the table; two big tomes with hard gréen covers.
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They are, I remember, the two volumes of DICTION.
I must have -

ARY OF PALI PROPER NAMES.
looked learned and ‘scholarly with those tomes in front
of me. What do you think?” '

: I think you should remember where your but the
nail clipper.” 1could see that my good man’s patience -

is runping low.

~_ ‘‘Sure, T will, don’t you worty. You-see I was
clipping my finger npails,” because I have not quite
outgrown the tale told by my elders that only witches

had ltong finger. nails. - Our witches are -quite different” -3
They fly through the air -
’ when they want to-
fly, just-fix a pair of zagaws, shallow bamhoo trays. - 4
I sort of like the idea. Tt -
would be fun to fly flapping those zagaws; it is much

from those of the West.
riding brooms. But our witches,
to the shoulders and fly.

more dignified than riding ona broom,
without zagaws. 1 can
pockets like this and flap the sides ‘of the coat..... 0h,

I ¢an do even

" what’s this, here’s the najl clipper, in this very pocket! -
I told you, I shall remember all right, if you just let’

me follow the stream of my consciousness. ™ :

—0_—

put my hands-in these big-

E
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MAKE A WISH!

If a fairy godmother wers to appear before me
and tell me to make a- wish, I know exactly what I

shall say: : '

*Oh, fairy godmother, make every nook and
corner of the house dusty with cobwebs and scraps of
paper, let there be a mountain of dirty dishes in the
sink and tiers of pots and saucepans in the scullery;
let there be a thousand and one things clamouring
instant attention. And amidst all these, let me sit.
down and write obliviofs of everything.”

~ You mightas well ask me why don’t T askfora
house as clean as a new pin, so that I could sit down
and write with a free and easy mind. But, there is
no point in sliting down to write only after or because
everything is in perfect order in the home. What ¥
wish for is-the ability {o sit down and write, in spite

“of the house being a mess, I just want to say some-

thing like a misprint’ in an .advertisemeni: “Wanted
an able-bodied woman: to hell with housework.” -

What I wish for is not any hefp with house-
work, but to be able to say: ““To hell with housec
work’’. I have so far lived with an unflattering reali-
zation that T am too much of a housewife to be ajgood
writer, and too much of 2 writer to be a good house-
wife. I have, in other words, lived long enoctgh with
a sub-standard home, and a half-crippled areer, with

"a generous seasoning of queen-sized guili complex.



- www.burmeéseclassic.com

236 " . Khin Myo Chit

¢

My dear friends will say: “Why doa’t you wish
“for a’streamlined labour-Saving kitchen you see in -

those glossy magazines?”’ My -answer is again no;
“because it would be like the wish made by a coolie. Do

not, please; stop me, even if you have heard it before:

The story runs semeting like this:-

Once upon a time. there was a coolie who worked:

at-a market place. People. hired him to carry their
bales and baskets,. and he did it cheerfully and willing-

ly. Everyone-loved him and called him Maung Pyaw .

or Mr. Happy. ;

Maunrg Pyaw was a very kind-hearted man. He -
carried loads for old people free of charge: . he also
served the poor even though they could not pay him. °
Mothers with babies and toddlers found him indispen-

sabie. . : .
He had a si-ron'g bamboo pole witha basket

hanging on each end, He carried the pole flung on .
his shoulders. - Sometimes he put a sleeping child in

one basket and bundies in the other so that the
mother could walk with her hands free.
loved the rides he gave them in his baskets.

Even though Maung Pyaw’s face was always
smiling with a song on his lips, another part of his
anatomy did not share his joy, namiely, his shoulders,

which had to carry the yoke. "As days, weeks, months
and years of hard labour wore on, the shoulders be-
came bruised, and later hardened into thick cutaneous
scabs: -

Maung Pyaw did not ¢complain; he went. on with
his work smiling and singing. He always said: ““Well,
this can’t go on forever. Thagyarmin, the king of the

celestials, will not snrely leave melike this. It is his -

duty to watch over the humans and help the deserving:

One day, perhaps, he will bereminded of his duties by

the hardening of his couch,”

Children
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Maung Pyaw believed that Th-agyar.mi-ﬂ’g-cq_uch

.was 50 soft and downy that when he sat down (Thagyar-

min, not Maung Pyaw)on it, it sank to his waist, and
that when he was forgetful of his duties, the couch
would become as hard as a stone slab, Then Thagyar-
min would know who in the human abode was needing
his help. '

- Maung Pyaw’s faith in Thagyarmin paid off.
One day, he came down and . stood before him in
splendour and said: ‘*Now, make any wish you like:’*

Maung-Pyaw cried joyfully: 1
please grant me one wish...... give me a soft downy pil-
low covered with red velvet, trimmed with gold tassels.’
Thagyarmin said: “*Well, is it all you want? > Maung
Pyaw replied: ““Yes, Thagyarmin, this only and no
ather...... you see;, I want.to put the pillow overmy
shoulders so that they will not. hurt when 1 carry the
yoke.” T .

So. that’s that.

“QOh, Thagyarmin, -
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- Khin Myo  Chit, literally translated
“Nation Loving Maid,* had already made
her mark as a writer, debator and
broadcaster in Burmese before she ever
attempred to write in English

There

1938. But by that time she was already

‘under the spell of English language and

literature, especially Shakespeare, closely
followed by P, G, Wodehouse.

After her graduation in 1952 majoring
In English, she was persuaded to write

in English. One of her earliest short
stories, The [3-Carat Diamond, - was
included tn 50 Great Qrientaf  Stories,

a Bantam Classic, published in U. § A.
and Canada March 1965, A collection of
her short stories and sketches also bears
the title, The [3-Corot Diomond, Tha
Quest for Peace. serialised in The Working
Feople's Daily, is largely autobiographicals

was a hiatus in her hl'ghe_l:‘
- education after she left the university in
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