String of Pearls
i+« inthe Heart

5 *’,,F and otber selected poes



User
New Stamp


www.burmeseclassic.com

8omofeespahich
« BiSeamy oeiee -
S i FPAF PO SO
* nadamfFomam mpbopdtes §oacq
v g)ed

* g&écmSmé[g5c&p qﬁa)cm::u&mu:nceﬁé oerp
veodtSieep

* m%&m:@$méoém§:éegoﬁcqn

* 38woagd gopdromefgipocsnd fadedlconeep

* BoecTomoog) Jeghgmefispocandsbempl cacdsy,
(BrBonoSecr §EeeorSandmded ovgbemndbagu

breqliongSooi(gled

¢ $cbGpoqoncisg wrdipreqorgueprdieoph: ooed
sffpBoncBeoné opdesmobecu

* soppobBiriceosd Séefudedl cnaep

* G8optigeSos morbopnel matime: 8cbedl§
Biicqpg Brchorcbeond opbesoocbeq

¥ 88tcodBigmegorbabodial ofchiEagbiomiangd
§8ecorfs Bhiqiradgpiadie cdbodSopéfae

opgeqbioogeed(s

* m&%{:m:a}ccﬁaoseposgtﬁ mqéﬁﬁ@@@wcqn -

#* m&:?(‘s' mcﬁ?ﬁ@&m:cq?é méGWﬁmGem?Sq)}l
mpamieonmme: segpddgdemnt BfiSbeord
GGJPOSGCFII

* Grapddcbendd gEao§eoobgcdesg

* oob§pooneay: ook Beocpel opqpiigbeonas

O\~

N

(
cOMIIWL
String Of CPearl In Chhe Heart

Foontich

Myin Mu Maung Naing Hloe

382
kb

e €

A

IR

ol


User
New Stamp


www.burmegeclassic.com

xfob yofuniepef oxfobeaiinfo

op3éBRd=ecs
9o38o4:38{gid 02903 o // “LT?(S)
RS ve/ Joog
cnoSeoaaé N
R o Joog 2381 Bigcieo
< q q00
§l 2000030
Gy | Broabiennt (op0gs) ==
e sfoiofSchch
SR 2635 09 Jo cobn
ofiod g ecs
¥ § )
qcﬁ*m'pui:ﬁ 353
07035:&)90303 ‘Heoréy emééEcS.
20008 ‘ooSoSes
g ' opp/opp go-wdn qhopds
Bises | 882qadqgSescoctas
0 Je-999 mgoopieodn

'ofaeogoo$| q$0?$5l.l
‘0f:-2499001 92599

duty at the line of the River


User
New Stamp


: _ Seen with w1fe after receiving theNatlonal
Wins the National Literary Award for 1981. Literary Award for 1991.



User
New Stamp


WWW. burme classic.com

s wwww

Recipient of First Prize for Long Poem ; s .
Constest held in Commemoration of the National Literary Award Winner for 1998.
Golden Jubilee Armed Forces Day.(1995) : : = .
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Winner of the Best Prize of Poem for 2093
presented by Myawady Magazine.

Winner of National Literary Award for 2001.



_ o _
o36oB:co000055gp:

o1 250gémbig 0§:a8660d

(oges 94620303 djjoootessveqqfoopd) «
Jr 88:388S900059[c¢ (ogeg)
R $p0conimiigéaiod:

(opp> 9462003 wyjiaot00c0xafop5) #
61 scunt:c08a0s:06(Q

(opge 940mped Bfr00iese0gqfooad) «
91 6§ 3:q§:00504:000905

(Jooo p4dmogad mfjroootencomqdooss) x
81 cooom§Bagpqp: (Joog)

LOKA NITI POEMS
2 B30’ (joos)

STRING OF PEARL IN THE HEART

Seen with poem-lovers after giving literary
talk Tantyan Township in Northern Shan State.
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MYIN MU MAUNG NAING MOE

He is born in 1952 October at Myaung Township of
parents U Tun Nyan and Daw Tin Hla. As the father was
a military service man, he had to accompany the family to
all parts of the country.

" He was awarded the B.Com.degree with the major
Accounting and Auditing , from the Yangon University of
Economics in the year 1973. He is also atiended the
Certified public Accountant Course, Part I1. Then he attend
the Myanmar Army Officers Training Course No.(51) in
1975. He served in the army from second lieutenant to
Beutanant colonel ranks.

He entered the literary field since 1965 and started to
write stories, poems and essays. From 1981 to 2001 he

. was awarded the National Literature Award (poetry)

4 times with Collected Poems Books. He accompanied
as secretary to the Myanmar Writers Reprensentative
Group on a Goodwill and Cultural Exchange Promgramme
w0 the Peoples Republic of China in October 1999,

. After retiring from service in June 1997, he is acting as
chief editor of the State’s Glory Mangazine supervi: 2d and
published by the ministry of Information and also as member
of the central Executive Committee Member of M:-anmar
Writers and Joumnalist Association,

He is now living happily at no. 29 Ayeyarwadd / road,
m0.10 block Dagon Myothit(East) with wife Daw Khin Aye
Mu, elder son Myat Thura Maung , daughter My it Thiri
Mbaung, youngest son Myat Thiha Maung , at th2 sawse
sme doing Hublishing works and writting,

His own name is Lt. Colonel Ohn Maung (R ired).
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TRANSCOMPOSER-AH MAY THAR

He was born in 1941 March at Yangon of parents
5 Aye Maung and Daw Yee Yee. He joined the Defence
Sexvice Academy, Pyin Oo Lwin, cadet intake (3) in
1957 and graduated in 1961 with a B.A degree. Served
mthe Tatmadaw (Army) from second lieutenant to
ILiewtenant colonel ranks.

After retiring in 1984, wrote essays and short
Sharies in Myanmar and also Myanmar translations. He
aally transcomposed Myanmar poems into English
&Zawgyl s Hyacinth Way, Htilar Sitthu's Conquering
i Island and Pannwa Epic Poems, Mother
Mother's Poems, Myinmu Maung Naing Moe's
@ Niti Poems and Zaygyi's Poems on Ancient
He is now living at No.N-3, Room 5, Padauk
Misamg Street, 25 ward, Thuwunna with wife Daw Mi

Thet and happily doing religious works.
- His own name is Lt.Colonel Winn Pe (Retived).
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Foreword By The Transcomposer

First and foremost I would like to present that [
was overjoyed to have this opportunity to transcompose
_ adistinguished poet in Myanmar Litterature, Myinmu
Maung Naing Moe's poems. This My fifth attempt.

I had endeavourd four books; The Hyacinth Way
by Saya Zawgyi, The Epic Poems of the conquering of
Hainggyi Island and Panwa by Htilar Sitthu , Min Yu
Wai's Time to Fetch Water Poems and Myin Mu
Maung Naing Moe"s Loka Niti poems. In this book
"String of Pearls from Inside the Heart and other
Poems", Myinmu Maung Naing Moe's poems are so
much varied in savour. They are also in strict conformity

with the laws of Myanmar Poetry Composing. That is ure are as Ko Naing Moe had composed:
why I had a great liking for it. So I had tried to “Are for this world of man /.
transcompose into English Language so that "its beauty To be cool and pleasant,

is not damged and its message is unerring”. Then as [
was nearly finishing my task, my health suddenly became
impaired. My nerve weakened and my right eye vision
got blurred. So closing my right eye I had to write and
finish. Often, tears roll down my right eye. I thought to
myself. As | had heard in a modern song, that the pearls
are tears of the oyster, now this "String. of pearls ..." is
more like my own tears and I smiled to myself.
Nevertheless, as the wish of the poets-men of

* Withanoble benevolence, Sweet and fragrant
With pure love I donate in charity, . ‘

So that the people be peaceful in redolence"”;

As they wish and intend, my wish is also idéntical

1 suct-:efssfuliy finished my task. In future also, with

With love intended ...
AHMAY THAR
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TOGETHER

When vou are together.
Repay the gratitude,
Of the father and mother.

When you are together,
Repay the gratitude,
Of the master.

When you are together,
Lengthen the love, nullify belligerence and pride
Help lovingly, friends with one another.

When you are not together,

He at a village and I in another land,

When apart, one has the heart

To go back to spent periods in a time warp,
With a deep longing, pineing for the past

- The desire will just be a longing,

A wound to be left inflicted on the heart.
And the thing liable to be lost is love.

Myawady Magazine (February-1994)
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REMINISCENCE FROM THE BRICK
MONASTRY OF MAI NU

Wonderful is he brick monastry of Mat Nu,
With anciept works of architecture,

These fin€ art of a grand and insatiable view,
Everytime I see, there's a feeling in me

With a pain in the heart,

The life of the great donar from the past.

As "the mistress of the palace"

The life of great queen Mai Nu,
Opportune for her in power and grace,
Glorified was she in those times true.

When she left the golden palace,
Moving to live in the house fower,
Meeting with a strange wilting of fate,

Became a dethroned queen,

Her life sure to be belittled in grace. Wonderful is the brick monastry of Mai Nu
While being dethroned thus, With ancient works of architecture,

Crime, as:it-doesn't go unpunished These fine art of a grand and insatiable view,
The sentence of death was passed, WeIOOklﬂg at these, I perceive

Andwhengoingto payobelsanceto SayadawUBoke,

Advice uttered slow and encouragingly was,

"If in his debt, one must repay;" he spoke

And with a warm heart, she learned to obey these
words

Even calmly saying that she dared

- To unflinchingly give her life to the executioners,

“* That's her last moments and hours.

The many instances in the life story of the monastry

e hard way oflife covered with thorns and flower,
Whe way she traversed, across this path
The big monastry donar Nu's life,
All of impermanence, mindful repentance
See m my mind's eye all clear and bright.

Nywetaryi Magazine {(August-1997)
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FIRE AND WATER Al water are cool,
"Spring water-fall”
When the simmering heat of mind, "River water” .
Like a fire, in the heart burns and shelters “Ocean :vater and
e : *Sea water:
Berates and scoms,.pesmmlst_lcztlly unkind Asa simile with water, to mention here
On the other’s fault in 2 magnifying manners, 8 ove is water"
Speaking ill of the other in a sly and indirccft way, = Truth is water”
Till his riches fall down asunder; "Kindness is water"

Then do they with satisfaction smile,
They who have a mind of fire so wild.

All water is peaceful and tranquil,
Truely are they cool waters, all.

Ob! in this confronting, conflict of the world )
Whe=re "water or fire wins whichever Is In €xcess;

' Ia the heart of men may it unfurl,
The pure white flower, the cool rain water
May it unceaseingly shower, at every encounter
Ia the hearts of each and everyone,

May the fires be extinguished forever,
And the waters lodge forever.

: Ngwetaryi Magazine (Jun e-1998)

When one has a pure white mind,
_Like the water, careing for the benefit of other

As one's own, also house and home

In compassion and comparison and consideration,
Guard and help'his life as one's own,

Then fresh and peaceful, bloom the flower of love
Sweet and fragrant to the heart,

They who have a.mind of water,

White, fresh and pure. m = Greed or Carving

 Dosa = Hatred of ill-will
All fires are hot, Mawha = Delusion
"Lawba, Dosa, Mawha and Zayar -Zaya = Ageing

Jati, Marana and Paridawa

Also Thawka, Dokkha, Dawmanassa

An Upayarsa, the eleven fires as they are called:
Are their flames burning high and hot, ’

Trouble
Truly are they fearsome fires, all.

Unpleasantness of mind
Upayarsa = Weariness of mind

8
&l
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MINDFULNESS

When out of mind, and mad

I berate and scold him,

As if a fire started in his breast
The hurt and painful tears that fell,
B &dn't notice well.

When out of mind,

Explaining his fault I upbraid him.
e words of advise, I never realize
be to his heart hurting. sting

a stick or a knife.

! with a loose control of the mind,
many different times,

mind that ought to be controlled,
B conformity with time and place,

ot loose, then the basic love got lost;

been for a lengthy time prolonged:
et me be one,

7 person become,

wish that to my mind I may overcome.

idering the evil causes and effect done,

?3

thorns of hatred giving a pain in life strong,

Myawady Magazine (June-1994)
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" A TEARDROP FROM THE HEART

Thinking that [ had a fault,

1forgive with toleration; -

. Not retaliating in anger or assault,
* EE’E“:]"&?' E:f‘éwé?j To his harm intending intentions.

. CC:Q@:N oczgoemo

gEa3cs0r agqodgoops:

s3loenic§l echio§od

2opd:deqodcli géagodolei

Thinking that 1 had been in the wrong,

1 forgive with toleration;

Not retaliating wild and strong,

Yo his fierce scoldings and denunciations.

. With a'doubt in mind wrongfully,

That [ was in the wrong and having a fault,

And scorn harboured on me repeatedly,

Lastly whenhisanger, totheright returnanddisappear

*  »fodagon §oddconwy |
whpriozaseor adaooofed
Aol BB
§i0360gd 081 congrgéanpd

£ . Like the moon cleared of clouds pure and tender,
Lue
a@;oégé ;E:l G%‘]ée:;' And he again, badly shaken '
- S" 5. mﬁ::?;c poSeas With words offered me an apology,

Which [ tolerate and forgive easily;

But, from the heart moved, welled and fell there
A teardrop clear, as the spring-water

Unseen to those who had been pitiless, unaware.

Myawady Magazine (June-1995)
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PLEASE FORGIVE

If there be any fault, please forgive

1 confess and plead,
To those I had encountered in the past,
Friends and companions in life indeed.

If there be any wrong-doings. please pardon
Me. 1 request humbly

To those | had encountered in the past.
Friends and companions in life's alley.

What | say 1s OK.

What I do is nght,

What 1 think is noble,

And I am the one who's clever and bright;
Only I am the one who can sever,

My whole body with "I" covered

Andthe concept of "I" inmy hfe violently prevail over,

) get all | want.

I win alt I vie;

Life's way traversed,
Truely with flames of “I"

Oh! friends,
Now only, do I see
When the hump gets bigger and heavier,

ot

The hump of "1", for "Myself” and "Me",

-1 percetve when I ponder.

law of "Anatta" to be "Atta",

"Retain" and "Abstain” I was bewildered;
=Icw ingthe wrong path, deviating from the righ-

a bird shorn of feathers,

be free from the rains couldn't get to a shelter,
from a cool shade

I missed cause I hesitate,

forgive, my friends

the rendezvous point is near,

£2 us reflect and reconsider.

Dhamayanthi Magazice (December-1998)

- Anatta = The law of not governing; in
Buddhism.
= The opposite of Anatta.

- Atta
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THE SHADE OF THE GOLDEN TREE

k is to be mistaken for a golden parrot bright,
Az Vook shelter in the gc‘)lden tree and alight.

1 am but a rural bird
Living in the rural area, of rural birth . . .

Ia the shade of the golden tree
For the moment when you take shelter,
Learn to speak golden words in grace |

. Showering the golden wing with gold water,

And adorn in harmony with the golden palace . . ."
Thebirdsin the golden shade teach me so to be wise,
They who are, of a golden colour
Oh! thanks, thanks for the advice.

The parrot from the rural parts,

Of real rural mannerism and blood,

Flapping the wings, wherever I've been

A real bird must know how to fly against the wind.
Not feeling happy, living in the golden tree

Not adhering to the golden place, let me fly

Oh! master of a golden tree, /
Pease excuse me.

Nywetaryi Magazine (Februﬁry—! 394)
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ONLY THE JASMINE BUD IS DEEMED
THE FOREMOST FLOWER

1 had once worn, my love
Only the emerald jasmine bud . .

When the jasmine doesn't bloom or flower,
Whichever flower. how much damty

And the appearance how much of a wonder.
I will never reach for it. never ‘

ks only the jasmine | admire.

My flower forever.

Although having a knowledge of this.
She eluded me. the jasmine miss

: T had loved once.
And it's my real fervent wish and desire.
When in the royal place, the jasmine flower
Was out of season and unavailable,
For a temporary use, as a substitute
The shrub flower the "Khan" blossom
I never want to use:
And as the love's knot, uneasy to untie
. And until beauty faded and age passed by

In life I'm a person not to easily waver,
- {Oh! dear jasmine ... )

Forsake me, only when it's proper.

Myawady Magazine (November-1992)
NOTE
- Khan flower = flower of shrub or smzii tree.
' Charissa carardus.
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0004 82080} I AM A TUMBLING KELLY
m;mo .T 3?;1“3“3 . A tumbling kelly am I, a plaything
slé:qol godeciecay, With no jumbling strings . . .

m@p@é cot'rSc@ 03014003 _

endofcdé egudmonamenialeoy Without any ostentation,

: S0 Aad nature lox{mg, . .
oé@ & a:m Not tike the prince dancer in presentation,
[€§:3¢q:08mn With a dance variety, hands and feet without resting.

. A turban and silk garment worn
moeodpeologé Proudly with a new pattern,
000:q)E 0364 qPOoDs ¥ That | cannot adorn.

Place me there, -
s¢aacd eémcdod Om the life's theatre, anywhere.
¢ w105 wooooso] To my darling's wants and wish,
cogy 298 Beoudd Aad always to her likes,
§800 ooSgmpSiepde I the whirlpool of love is this
08cd vodéevlémad Real me, a tumb_ling kelly
0803E160008 crE 08AIcY a persevering love and steady,

A proof of love, steadfast as any.
Ngwetaryi Magazine (October-1992)
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A PLAY OF LAMENT

In this mundance world outlook

There's this cycle of Samsara.

So don't with gentle words trv to sooth

As there are full of wounds on the back of Suma
That's enough, I'd like to sav for truth . . .

episode of sufferings should cease,
for now . . . my love)

_ the play of lament. finish these.
Though I can't say or cry

As nicely as Bago Mya does.

Her singings to make the plav pitiful

Myawady Magazine (February-1993)
TE

What's impressed in my heart was . .. - Samsara = Cycle of rebirths, (Bud-
"Look here . . . Ko Thaw Na. } have this to say dhism)
Thinking small of me and resenting. 1 -BagoMya = Name of a late famous
You purposely drove me away Myanmar Solo-dancer,
(But 1 am) able enough to become the wife of - Sumana = A Myanmar piay.

king .. ." ‘ , - Ko Thaw Na = A character in Mvanmar
The one who was lefi alone an outcast, play.
Spoke out with an acheing heart. -MaBada = A female character in

Myanmar play.

As a flower that falls on the road when it withe
If you don't want to kiss just step over,

I am so weary, and feel so lonely

In Samsara’s cycle is just hope that doesn't die,
My heart's a spinning unpacified.

Only now | don't want to renew the attachment,
When the one that's left, was broken-hearted,
The welcoming hands, offered again

Let me be not like Ma Bada writhing on the gro
In a single life, let me be not mad twice

On the path. where the foremost fiower fall to
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AS THE LIFE OF A PAPER KITE

for a while I'd like to be the life,
Fa small paper kite.

oggm;:no MEIGLOY

906001607 {ogcaa o

qofo3 oodgty hen the master winds on the reel
q6[Broz¢ wedsoésorn wh a single string of love,

cownud @B affectionate one shows off its agility
93§ agérmaradzul o3 the sky up above,

uh leaps and somersault

ﬁaoicm 3’85‘@9§“l°1°i‘ a beauteous vaunt.

o3§:oq00S-..

simﬁoogeoeuﬁ

941005, oqpdgod
§:038005 cpdops v

gh at half a loss
don't intend to struggle free.
the sky and clouds

am on a spree.

‘here the master kept me,

gh above in space, in time lengthly

When 1 had finished entertaining

Ir's about time to be resting,

On the home return not to be dark, a late time

0eé cnterod
Béaqp: soeg3
[=re3go sqdels Blgeon

498 =q§orqeo] fOh! master . . )
:853:@.; §39ﬂ55ﬂ5c§' Please rewind
{wscqud...) Myawady Magazine (February-1996)
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STILL LONGING FOR

Had an instance in life when

The two buds of flower,

Only one to be chosen from them
Leaving aside the other,

A budding vine of a flower . . .

Had it withered?

In the rising heat of the sun

Though time had long gone and we a distance a
Am still longing for the left one . .

qSE?B('Jé'Gm:Lﬂ o2&

* ea‘]cea’lécwcp_o‘q 3 se5ed,
aﬁﬁ:me 508 .0

s B34 m§oopdqol0od
ecopdeol magadfgéeony’
ocvuiod ededenndeopd:
B03nudel...n

. ooeche
§rofjromn mé:mﬁ@gocm
™ meco:’ olod
aegﬁ [;asg o3}:03
ﬁ nirog eeoéaa@&n%o:

aﬁscﬁmm sl gCeslconp

Unexpectedly my heart leaped in exitement
When [ met again the budding flower.
Today, at the old place

Still is it beartiful as ever, sémcdl og
Encircled around with butterflies and bees, &u5§ H qgoqog,
With a half-smile, purposely the solitary flower m@q 92 CO0ONE: §
"Look at me” it teases. & 2 0§ézméoé
Aw! . Asit was not chosen to wear. a$ FwepSozs
The one leaving aside, when feeling sorry é‘%‘Ewc a@éo@pcﬁrﬁo‘li
The one that was left, can smile and dare ol oreocod,
Whose love-knot is more firm ooegegd,
And who wins and who loses in turn, caoC ey [38[03S0devend
In the end, not suited to begin again °°5°‘°§‘l’° né 55{!0090532?
The one without hatred, weary in life's stages »[géqp 39":!1 04p5: "["132
Is uneasy to untie the love-knot, e w§igecoea
An own experienced play plot. (o8 trn-.mcmmcm)
. ] 3% ogo)ooo (I
Ngwetaryi Magazine (November-1994 sgomSoges: (38&]-’;0 Eomoco)
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I'm A BROKEN LOVE-POT, MY LOVE

There's a saying,
That it's a good pot only when
Knocked on. a tough sound 1s given.

Only enough rice must be put in the pot
And if not, '

The small pot is bound to break into parts,
Even before its base gets dark.

With an affection for beauty

One who adores humbly,

1s named " a broken beauty-pot";
And to me, who adores humbly
To love, you may call me

A broken love-pot, and on you which | shower
Rain and water of love pure,

In my heart always cool as ever.

As the name's conferred-a broken pot,

Don't you my love, have scorn on me ‘%907590%0%@5
With rains of love showering on you, G@gn‘igo‘;‘;qrﬁggpsoqp
Winter, rain and summer may times renew;
But as one who loves once in a lifetime, * 2opdiquieonndgud oypqeo
And love to one's bones bind, qo§ieundesndod 330?,(,3?
(Oh! . . . my love I'm) 23054090 31803
A broken pot, you'll find. Sooo® oSl "
. O'JOLHI_ e.o?mn

Ngwetaryi Magazine (November-1 051601653 ¢:205...5€
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A GOLD LEAF NOT TO DEGRADE
LIKE THE FALLING ONE

For the longings to accumulate hke a mountain,

The maiden Thida, crossed the barrier

With excessive benevolence on the ogre feigned,
As a hermit, crossed over the thin line in error
And thus a breach occured . . . my dear. *

K loyalty is not hard, fast and sure

In love's struggle, certainty is uncertain, °

In love when interferences imnterfere,

The parties arebound tobe separated from each other.

Like king Rama the archer

Please may I be not like him.

Who has to fight and win over

Andunconsolably when, the events went out of hand

. For there not to be a sunset in love,

I don't desire, to find fault and error
Being a great lifetime lover.

Il mark a thin line of love. my dear
Please don't misunderstand me
And a silent grudge don't harbour.

Aw! Don't let a gold leaf degrade
Like a falling one,
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Forthere's a desire for the strings of love to be ma
Firm, so my darling may ! warn

You to clearly perceive in mind.

"The human and the ogre's bordering line

His and Self demarcation _ .

And not to pass over limitations

Never even go near it and reach.

(My love) . . . tor fear there nzht be a breach,

Ngwetaryi Magazine (June-199

NOTE;

- king Rama = Famous legendary play
"Ramayvana” featuring King Rama and Sita. in whi
Dathagiri the ogre is the main rival of Rama

LSO o$zm=r;asqﬂ§

#* mé:a:meg aae@ecx}fc:o%
oi:mém:cog aos.,aoécleo:’;@m:
03¢ 83013005 .

* ma&ﬁ:cm%
w¢digidelongeon
géo§i9f cquffefeascl
g4iogpdonpSy

* c@%...ma{:‘aao'l 100

&
o000 0003055

This play is well known in South East Asian cou
tries and the Indian continent.
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SMALL FLOWERS BY THE PATHWAY

As they are by the side of the pathway

And not in a fair state, '

Do these small flowers not worth to be in high stay
[ ponder for their fate.

But these planted and nursed by the master

When the time's ripe.
To bloom in the shower
Had hoped eager.

Aw! Near the master with words of love and grace,
Sweet and plaintive, and to these flowers

To be totally wet in an embrace,

The master of the blossoms with loving waters

. Poured heavily in shower;

"And the wayside ones unable to compete
Remain in a rainless surmer's bad fate,
In a long and tiresome heat.

Cause they are by the pathway

~ The small blossoms are heavy at heart,

Before the sun goes down, at a place far away
They that grow there await for a sweet water sguirt.
Think in consideration and sympathize, 1 beg
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(Master. in fact!)

"Thazin i§ also a flower. so is the Hnin Pan,
Sabe. a flower and so is the Zun Pan.
Padauk, a flower and so is the Ngu Pan

All flowers are the same.

So do not bear a grudge

While young before they wither and wane.
I beg to pour down now in spate

Not to be a rain so late.

Ngwetaryi Maghzine (June-1994

NOTE

- Thazin = Species of orchid

- Hnin Pan - Lily flower

-= Sabe - Jasmine

- Zun Pan - Smal! fragrant white flower.
Jasminum anriculotum

- Padauk - The gum-kino tree flower.
Plerocarpus meacrocarpus

- Ngu Pan - Flower of the cassia family

classic.com
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FATHER'S TEARS

Looking at the young son dear

His body temperature seems to be like my own,
If possibte 1'd like to transfer

His bady heat on myself alone:

Paining in the heart to witness. fearing to look at
At a hundred and three or four is the temiperature
Ot"lhe'son, with the body heat not lessening

Laid in bed with dengue hemorrhagic fever.

Feeling the forehead and cheeks

Again and again repeatedly,

Also the waist and feet;

Chanting Myitta Sutta and others incessantly
In the mind 1s the son,

For his disease to be cleared and done.

At that while the voung infant

Writhing left and right,

Called out "father”. remembering at that instant
A small hand gripped me with a movement slight,
Holding 1t I kissed and as a teardrop,

Was about to fall off:

I heard somieone’s sirange call,
"And looking above, 1 happened to observe
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My father's photo on the wall.
Like a painting faded dimly,
Was as if looking with a smile at me.

Father in the photo with womn off chemical dyes,
As if unbearable to look at me,

ln casting down his eves;

My sufferings, my image he didn't want to see
And onto my forehead the flower of a tear,

That fell from the photo,

| imagined to kiss clear.

This drop of tear from the father;

Now the loving son understands to be,

More wider than the sea.

Myawady Magazine (November-1998) 8 =

NOTE: ag&iepaddl Beor
- Myitta Sutta = A Sutta (chanting prayer) of
the Buddhist faith, in which
the well-being of all living in

» sdm§is) cgmoapadeofad
géo§iol egBeomndeogm

the world is wished for. BE co05cd gE&B...s
222
‘ * eﬁeqzqu
JEE O scoogiep neSpriced,

Beoma53E a3ud0fB6:00p58
§.u3§:a$ 00 20060%
o{dgo ofovom] ol
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GO:CD%J 33@4%90?6(‘0@0’79

sagingp 2446060] AM STILL PINING FOR; YELLOW
g smgéy PADAUK
8 QE‘E wwgmewgm;)_a Ar pew year, in the summer
°‘-’°‘ﬂ°°“3 sgerdaaioifeg Lovely yellow blossoms of Padauk are blooming,
G?‘l°§§- 303612595 With sweet smells are the buds and flowers . . .
0248 mdaunbed (gl Unable to pluck,

' Swerving lefi and right in the breeze,
o233 Tyéc} segfjeodiole], With unfavouring fate and lascivious luck:
m@ggg %go)(s:m:yig Asif I:lad forsaken- me, I had to leave
BaScady BuSoo ogEc, It behind, n%t get'tmg tllle chance to wear
o&iaé opSepacgpoSaaon o$ In my black flowing hair.
ordeunadad mdeunndod(oops:) Cause of doubts in the:mind
Baem05e8 8a0na3dqess My return to a distant _land's not good,
sosdo3om (oo eajiem: Aoy Countless are the longing poems fine,

And the hair turning as it should
A bit grey with silvery streaks;

But to the flame of youth, the golden bunch of flower
It was so hard to forget . .

And alone in the way of hardsmps do I wander.

“oSqfiegt ofoid
Bodgweo) cJudeomgn”
Faegep uS¢oiieoso?
Y68 cgorvedquim

e _° L4 Q‘.
wo3qior dems:eadoopd: Aw! yearning for sweet love,

1 didn't find chance to blame or cry,
Finding one's own way 1 must

woSege qodemydieconey, (8somadaus...)

oaé?qg_coac‘u 1

BooBeged: (opgo-sBoo)
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Make my own journey and try:
But there's only one for me.

Only the Padauk flower.

And my love, is never treacherous
Never end and wither;

*If ] hate, it's my blame

1f 1 love, it's my heart"

And wherever I may be,

Though the golden spring

Never offered a hand to me,

As long as my life and body 1s intact. Padauk flow
Il be pining for you, ever.

czonEigad 5‘35@$o‘lcsmpgé

(o)
#* ODGU‘.] é: Gé‘l(’g
suxé:efy 0055 \

c;ooé:gn% :3351@;0']0@79_ eéi

* 2gnopgop 0023:0305
BoS(opeyed Sodesggado
io%aoo%o‘ic@oéu cmxsﬁleaoéwé

c
GSDOC:?OS £5@$01 [ Gé I

Myawady Magazine (April-1

NOTE:
- Padauk =The gum-kino tr
plerocarpus macrocarpus

)
* oo §:3mead
gjd:eeogit soicogly
S gegroqgodi coniondqsay:
og46a8efap: eqpegeuicops:

9033:3‘)8(9’] l GSD:Q)éE;I?é
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goi0063211 qogmem:u?
Deegodelg: QOSaogcomé:
“cnmpmémo: n&@go” w _
Sobgocgpefgepeorpogdt (1)

THE WINTER BIRD'S A-HOMING

. o(?) e e . It's Tabaung and the summer leaves
*  oocolEibegs aqpgodelgasad Wither and fall
G40 I2001 S§0DC0Y And the winter bird as it pleases
Ryqrige 0200500 Is homing, leaving all.
So3fEfces 3’@‘5°$°:1l°§ Going. alighting and eating together
o€agof et @;’Omé‘ﬂ . Sincere and cordial friend birds,
gdetaqod 0pSodaaiapd 1 bid you farewell friends of a feather
ndaos§g 1>Ecmyqio . The wil_ner bird's returning home with sweet sing-
:s085Eeq00mpupds ing and chirps. -
H0gio §ooeps
¥ cowédgdi sqmayS] | (2)
scogéepefuadn weomnéepadiy When taking a refuge together all along.
caodigaddadi sogafy Fo‘r all to be calm' and pleasant
[BeScolqs:fe sontegal I sing an.d entertain with a song;
sofBgle comigosdaqo A sele(_:tlon from my heart 1:11ean1,
pol c Sometimes cool and sometimes not
yi§SSoasaldiopdn Sometimes pleasant and sometimes not
Sometimes pleasing and sometimes not
* G@-—WW1E=%‘1"§ If it be not to the like of each and every ear.
eum:elmpa00de) Rebuking as a bird troublesome to hear,
so:cadaddogoleangepdn 1 ' 1 will as "benevolence is fate” says

RBooSeged: (ogaq-e05eo) In the mind relax and endure.
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The Tabaung leaves fall and wither.

As its summer its nature

I don't blame the aged tree,

With a malicious heart. onto the tree's part
As unkind and pitiless, for making them fall.
For a lifetime with love umimpared,

Your debt of gratitude for a day's shelter
Will [ specially remember.

* agoofbcq:oﬁ
soRpig:eod eogrqryoSon
2gj03[03:005051 8123 c0008 )
Somo03603,0001 09§ 0044&

In the air. on the ground and on the water surface.
Shifiing as the wind fleets;

Inthelovingbosom of the winter bird's mother grace,
WillIbe singing songs of Dhamacool. calm and sweet.

And I'll be resting and then sound asleep. clamay qoSdige
It's Tabaung and the summer leaves ReodeovpesTafadoge
Wither and fall. * '-"i‘,‘*m§
And the winter bird as it pleases [C3eotopgorym qgoSspicl
is homing. leaving all. Q:9993:93 godBqgn
Myawady Magazine (March-1997) VT ) esToadoge
NOTE:
- Tabaung = The last month of Myanmar . * B8 sunapesé
calendar; beginning of sum- © 2OOY 0025 g
mer season. : : o marﬁqmc 4 ¢

aﬁa@ﬁtﬁao& aé:aﬁmmqm
Goos 9053309 eﬁgl
RQyc3eoup calcadays
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WORD OF LORD BUDDHA

When indebted to the other

Being ungrateful to him,

And in great anger, burning Jike the fire
A crooked mind of altruism

Pride and haughtiness harbour.

Also with a belief wrong and sable,
Then be is one to be called despicable.

Indulging in wrong acts with other's wife
And the thorns of lust sharp and unbridled,
Hot-bloodedly filled one’s life,

Then he is one to be called despicable.

The parents and the in-laws present or late
And the sisters and brothers big or small,
When struck. tortured, scolded or berated
Having no regard for them at all,

Then he is a despicable one, to be called.

Praising oneself so highly

And wrongfully lowering the other in disdain,
Being insolent, envious, dispraise in jealousy.
Then he is a despicable one, to be named.
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When having the chance to care for the parents

Aged, old and feeble,

Acting in differently, not looking after them and
neglect

Then he ts one, despicable.

As for one's ancestry or race,
He could not be a noble grace.

As for one's ancestry or pedigree
For sure he could not be,

Said to be ignoble

Or called a person despicable.

In this mundane world

The aesthetic quality of man,

Is to be noted as despicable or noble
On one's intention and doing that depends, NP FcyE:
So. Lord Buddha in showing the good way
His teaching, His words says.

{(Sutta Nipatta, U Raga Pal Text)
Ngwetaryl Magazine (May-1991)

* Géé:aﬁgo‘]l 3.?_095(9]5
E$ao$éé| c:&i,mécqp:
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A LONGING FROM SARAMAYRI

* ooepeod) condapdBos Like the yellow leaf in summer
copaSaaS8as 520003 When I march and go to the front-line,
Poga 3o ofegigioood The whole length and breadth of Myanmar.

Toos S
¢ G?w ﬁemm@: Had 1 reached the foot of Saramayri at one time.
20agq b efiofm ’

vo  BEigoonthcl:

At the while 1 reached here

<
a : YOS
gc $. m:”éct > og ! o$e ' [ read a telegraphic message soon.
9400 gfglelnta Stating that my lovely wife dear.

Had given birth to my eldest son. a radient moon.
-

* ‘FoomfBimco clfgdeony "Oh! I am the father of my big son. now"

contefayead condcBdaepaiy In my mind I felt a much happiness.

odefgondeqpgd Sodmofons ' " Liftingme upfrom the foot to the summit somehow

salsegyy BapSeooyé And as [ pondered that,

nadslagier §§colny A father's love to be never ending

copi08g§ 403:86§ " 1 perceived with a gentle coolness in mv heart.

¢g,358qS4fer gefeEqopS My father at the village, whom 1 love.

e Beoagolorps:e As thoughts lifted me up to the top of Saramayn
together,

Humbly I pay obeisance revered
"Like the mount Meru, from the village my aged

* cmpee?lr GOJQECOTCBOE "
e °:Da§ Eoos ﬁthe?r . _ .
P ' VO WL YoV Pining for him with dew mingled tears.
J e 1
oo ‘:tmc@mﬁﬁ = . Ngwetaryi Magazine (September-1990)
meondoded: sydaliopdinss ' o~ -
AR . N e - Mount Meru = Traditionally believed mour-
§c:me:qrﬁc@§g@m! H tain in the center of the uni-
verse, and also the highest.
sgomadeqed: (oeigo—o&mémco) - Saramayri = Mountain in {‘Jonhgrn

Myanmar

—_—
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Are the friends with hearts $o pure.

When [ was in a high state, accordingly together
When [ was in a low state, also in a duo

Happily, whether rich or poor

With hearts pure, sharing together,

My loving pals, my intimate friends

Though apart for a time so0 long,
Alwaysremembering their deeds and gratitude [ was
Aw! great is théir indebtness from the past gone,
And to them I serfd my well-wishes thus.

With the lent mc:mthsig over "’
: . And the dew falls thénce.
FRIENDS . At this time, like the fragrant lotus flower.
When 1 was ill May their tidings be a sweet redolence . . .
They encouraged me.
With humourous, merry words and will
Are the friends who took pity.

When [ was difictent. ,
Presented me, with novels. poetry also money
Are the friends who help.

When | had reached for the flower of success
In happiness, took pride in me for sure.
All together in a laugh and merriness,

And again the lotus flower in dew soaked and wet.
With a wonderous beauty from budding to its falling
In its-emerald house peacefully slept.
Likewise an vour long journey travelling
Dear friends. may vou have enough pure water
To drink, and be safe and free

" From the winds and rain that bother,
And harm and destrov the beauty.

Lonemalay Magazine (July-1987}
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THE BIG SON'S HOME-COMING

When the big son came home
Without giving any letter or news.
You had come, my dear son

My mother greeted me with these words,
With a sweet face, though saying thus
She cooked varied eatables like before,
And fed me, everything tasty

My birth-mother feeding as of yore.

And it's not that much only in the feed,

Like the days when 1 was young of breed

Hung the mosquito net. to be free from the gnat

With a constant wave of her fan,

She asked all my social affairs and then

Showed her worry for me as before,

Whether I was resolved. of difficulties and v eli-off
“Kiv birth-mother comferting as of yore.

-

_ assic.com

qfBmecdagad e

And it's not that much only, in comfort

When the son returns and pay obeisance.

A roll of cloth and packet of medicine brought,

A bag of rice and a quarter bushel of chilli

Also sweet smelling glutinous rice and lentil peas,
For everyone she gave as before,

For the daughter-in-law, son and grandsons

My birth-mother giving as of yore.

Aw!'my mother's gratitude like the mount Meru
Though I thought to repay greatly
The thought never matenalise, the mind only im-

bued

Returning once with the hand empty,

Returning twice with the hand empty,

And into these empty hands

Mother's love flowed time and again,

How much the sweet mulk of her, flowed and run
Not for the worth of a drop was paid in return.
So thinking and feeling sad, tears fill

On the home return, of the big son

But the tears were held back, still

Not to let the mother know of that.

Myawady Magzazine (August-1987)
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THE TEAR OF THE HUNTER

(D
The poisoned arrow piercing the hearn
The she-monkey lost her life here.
At a place deep in the jungie, but
She wasstill clutching in her bosom, her son d

He had killed not for the sake of killing
But to satisfy the hunger,

For the stomach to be a filling

Any prey sighted was shot at by the hunter,
And from under the evergreen tree

Was picked up and brought back
Tenderly, *he small kid monkey

For keeping at home as a pet.

lassic.com 1

(2)

When the hunfer returned, he didn't see

His wife happy and full of charm

At the entrance of the house as she used to be.
What he saw werethe neighbourswithgreat concern
Only when they explained he came to know

That his wife was having difficulty in birth.
Writhing, moaning in pain so
The groans rending his heat.

&)
Aw! a tremor in the breast, that love maketh
The face-of the hunter turn gloomy and aged
As ifthe sky was falling down, his face wore a scowl
The little monkey on seeing, wrested from his hands
Jumped down and cried as if the world ends,
Onhearing the shrill cry ateardrop falls to the ground

. The teardrop so hard to fall in a lifetime.

The hunter thinking it, to be as big

As the falling rain, and the heart felt a great pain
He was so sorry, fagged with heaviness

Shall it be said to be a life’s weariness?

Myawady Magazine (February-1990)
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o&r&[GLdl PLEASE, MAY | COME IN
béﬁ%ﬁff' ”5?‘?13’33‘: "Please may | come in", had I sald as I should
0933':9'%’9':390‘3?“ At the classroom entrance
caqpémm’cﬁomom cudofomu When I was late for school, in my childhood.
?]iﬁmo‘]dg -ﬁo;’;ei;? R "Please come in" my student,
© aocPi'gc.::g 151” = Said my master, with forgiveness kind
a5 200agse @of ! Giving advice pleasant,
smpéicqeda cudmnon When1was attending school, in my youth's lifetime.

oéoonadoddt & Soopd:
P é And on entering. the place though crowded with

People, I need not stay standing,

They offered a place to sit

My friends much rendering,

The notes that 1 had missed

Willingly offered to be copied,

My heart was cool with happiness for this.
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Times had changed, days and date
And on the way of life at the entrance of the goal.
If [ may be late
As of youth I'd like to say mnocently and bold:
"Please may I come in"
I doubt that when I asked so,
There'll be compassion. kindness, happiness and
koving intention
Now at present, as in my youth as before
Such a thought vaguely crossed my mind,
And my friends try to have a vision of this kind.
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MASTER SWEET SMILE

Smiling sweetly ever

And with words like honey,

So they called me Master

Sweet Smile teasingly;

Whenever they called me the name
With a smile on my lips,

I stayed mute all the same.

classic.com

QEdmedRAS  ge

Without any worry always cheerfully
They had seen me always,
So when they called me Master Sweet Smiie with

envy
On my lips wearing a smile,
1 stayed mute all the while.

Though I had stayed silent

I had been wanting 1o say.

Words till my bosom burst and all spent,
All my life's worries if I may.

Though I had stayed silent and meek
T had been wanting to say,
In a cry and sob with tears enough to fill a creek,

- All my sufferings if I may.

Awl L

All my sufferings, all my life's worries

Though I want to speak out, it never came zbout
The scorching calamities of mine not 1o be carried,
And affect my friends, | consider and hide all the while
Then I will smile, if they am't aware

Of the teardrop underneath the smile,

Let them call me-Master Sweet Smile,

Ishall weep silently, unknowninthe heart allthe while.

Myawady Magazine (Juty-1985)
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THE MOTHER WHO GAVE ME A
RAGGED TOWEL

On the Magwe-Htilar bus that day,
It was so congested, had to sit

Almost one person on another all-the way

On the journey that I was sent

To fuifili the duties directed

By the supenior of the department,

I feli ill, the temperature rising

Much greatly and uncomfortably felt.

While I was dozing, with the wind blowing
An old lady, beside me

About the age of my mother,

An old lady like my mother:

"Oh! your body's so hot, my son"

So saying she brought qut a packet

Of medicine powder from her basket,

And with the hot water that she had

To me she helped and fed.

With the medicine and hot water

That she gave me, I was in such a plight
Vaguely staring at the roof of the car,
Moving, rocking to the sides . . .

The prayer that she muttered
“Sambuddhay", so sweetly mild,

With a pleasing mind and a heart flutterad,
Intentively I listened the while . . .
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oog [efigeniily:
With a ragged towel wound round my neck
The mother who nursed me
With love, wiped my drops of sweat.
In a state of half knowing and half unknowingly.
I happened to fall asleep

Clccuﬁm(l)c\‘)agcﬁ S0

qeoredon araposdes

* mé':eoa:qugug

L s
And when | woke my fever had gone, ﬁ?o?a%m&"
" Then 1 looked beside me, but I didn't see YIS
Her. the mother with kindness adorned. '%01=§$§§
oomigedneoend
“Mother. mother, that mother i qj[c\ﬁ@é@oms
Where had she alighted?", oS10qjeqq$:H

At the end of the journey now a distance afar
"Wearily but humbly I'd like

To pav obeisance to her.

But where was the mother left””

»* ::o&:om:ag_oaé

Cratwixef

Again and again as [ ponder, °m°9¢59°§05_
A red and yellow towel round my neck godconiquSpSiads,
Do ] felt warm with the body temperature, 2083 greogioncs

[ kissed and found this, esgslgpSuofon "

Had the mother in place of her left it?

Ohl! %*. 2083000199 8o

Though I wished to say, sfgcquloronms

Sweet words of thanks from the heart $ogronoqeqSi

The mother giving the ragged towel at halfway, I el:':e .

Missed the chance to thank and part soadlEadT "”1‘ .

Without any knowledge of her address, : FYreRIqOw
eg:0locoos

And it surely made my feelings hurt.

NOTE Ngwetaryi Magazine (June-1988)

- Sambuddhay - The tirst word of'a Buddhist
prayer.

* ofegod sqopéeorncdo
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A POEM ON THE TRAIN

So lovely was the young daughter,

A youthful smile, a sweet face and tender cheeks
Her words though not clear,

Like the rippling spring, sweet to the ear indeed.

The father of the young daughter
Showed no sign of happiness,

With a pale face and gloomy features
Not saying a word no livelipess,
Hugging the daughter in the bosom
His manners sad and forlom.

The little daughter's mother

To be seen nowhere nearby,

Mixing the milk powder

Soothing the infant in a lullaby,

She just had to take a nap

Can she be warm on the father's lap?
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Like the golden lily far apart from clear waters
The instance of the poor daughter,

I querted at the pitifu] sight,

Of the two in a sad plight.

"The young daughter's mother
Finding a new love,
Had gone afar

Unfaithfully had part:"

When she had gone and had stopped loving,

I too had to be likewise again

Like the little earthern pot used in cooking,
Had broken when the outer side got blackened
We also had separated then.

On the up-country bound train-journey,
When I saw the pitiful father and daughter

My floating mind felt unhappy, * cyhood Beolea
Past the window-pane afar $_eé[§°°5i o s s
What came into my sight, : o1 §E:4:4.98

aﬁé:ﬁ_mrﬁmﬂ @lémfamgpmcoug
8eomndeols 850820003
aaa'fq.oé:mf_':'l quLgéfaﬁ

oasicﬁé(

Bweqpeay: ﬁcqacm:oé...l

Was the beauty, rain drenched and showered
Fresh. clear and pretty in life,

Like the emerald ink sprayed over

Emerald grass sprawled afar.

Ngwetaryi Magazine (December-1
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RAIN-PLEASE DON'T POUR

The scents of summer had not yet cleared,
The extent of the forest all over

With dense bluish fog covered,

Padauk and yellow Ngu flowers ’
Together with blue Seinpan,

Though late with its season

In bloom and bud are some,

While they are mixed in variety . . .

c@oec}o:egoé: (opep-
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Brown, blue and dark rain clouds,

Float easily above in the sky

The longing song of the koel linger about,
While it was faintly audible in the air . . .

Oh! in this kind of season when

It's not truly rain or summer.

The heros climbing over high hills

The country's beloved soldiers,

Marching to the front over hill and dale
Without any chance to rest,

In the shades of the spring

While searching for the eneray and combat,
Lest should he be delayed in marching
Mistaking the clear raindrops for my tears
Having a worry, not in conformity

With the season's flower;

So, god of rain though you want to pour
Please don't in regard of the season so.

Lonemalay Magazine (May-1989)

NOTE:
- Padauk - The gum-kino tree that blo:
" soms sweet smelling yellow

blossoms on the tree in April.
(Prerocarpus maerocarpusy

- Ngu - Also a yellow blossomi
tree. (Cassica fistula)

- Sein pan - Gold mohur tree. (Poinct

ana regia)
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IT'S ENTWINED LOVE, DEAR

There’s a saying , my dear
That it’s a good rope only when,
It had been thrice enterwined.

eSS REODZED

* aaqltf)é::qc‘l_
Yo} afmegol

Though its stems been cut 3,@5 $7M0L MO

The fibres still remain, . 209000 S50 BOSoOL . Non:
The lotus like its instance, when compared to | 00SconS ¥ s crgc.efq g TROIR
It wouldn’t be in disdain. po @203eodeon [gdegmacaiapfys

6032@2505: GO%E :Dé [

For the stem not to be cut * ngeod mopdomadfed

And the fibre not to be severed, N ECPERENS o&qpoquSa
My love strings, with billion of affections 005569 000rwS] 03
Love, loyalty and affection entwined, ROEY? Popoosgole;
These strands that 1 wove in the heart 033305 [ayfepeg:afy

Is entwined with love. sl ipwé [

Though mountains and forests separate us,

Near me, the picture of my love

In my thought, about my love,

Even my shadow seemed to be my love

So do not have the least worry my dear

The lacquer will not cool when the fire's afar,

Only when apart, love grows more than ever.
Myawady Magazine (June-1

* 0B ¢orecpdep 930§ iodad
05 acuden Baopdiwed§iecosom
@05 maSeclsd
a305{go3mn caopmencdoSecocorn
‘c%tﬁmum.im;qug...
wéic] oy ommuSegdolmaon:

933305 boodebaiy



www.burme

w0 BErgounifet:

feododonad ofoc qrﬁoqo’cﬁ
20agodeon Bacdeyfd...

qedeqeop3Bogud caoomd:n

» s¢magrodol
Yiesonat fumoler
s2008(s0) miomngagcﬂ(\%
QogiRd0¢ qlodgccdndeconod
M PN
‘o&:qpo qSOqp O3
3005190 oG
9 ceg0epreUodolad
2000ma0qdcéemné godoptemngoled
spomqdfgéennnd Buyodué[edancda)
# (cp3B.mq0d)
900s08¢0 oiefsdorod
Y$qPor waecadagodmaly,
o§03:399¢ o[3Ee§ior05ad,
o§Oponed wellGiecocon
ool porbenoSplt
Bie0p veqazadycoy:
wadeyosp ooéBgdesqiad
203620060 qE§oa0p5:05(ac
(005 iofoom-oten.)
slmpdoppldn

egooquoec: (aBo@:mq‘So% ‘

eclassic.com

QEdmgadaygud oog

STRING OF PEARL IN THE HEART

In the heart of the first love,

The affections are greater than the world

And this I don’t want to make expositions much,
Only want you in your mind to unfurl

The instance from the Ramayana play.

Where king Rama taking pity,

On this disciple Hanuman, the monkey king
The white string of pearls, a beauty,

Always worn round his neck in great esteem
He bestowed on him.

Not knowing the worth of the pearl string,

The disciple toyed with it and accidentally broke it
“Oh! you fool...Hanuman king

You don’treally love me or this,

Which you had broken asunder

Unbearable to the eye sight”

The master spoke harshy in anger,

The disciple with rounded tears fell into a sad plight.

On his master’s words the heart unconsolably touched.
He drew out the sword and opened his breast!

On the fool’s heart, wonderously found thus,

A picture of King Rama, his Highness

Eternally there, not an ordinary affair

- As proof without a word
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Showed the picture of Rama...and as such,

(Oh! now again)

You know my mistress that | had to leave you,

Because we chanced not to be united together

With a scornful to mean that when there’s no ot

Had I loved and now left you,

My heart’s now broken, a real loser

And if you find fault with me,

The one who for long had {oved you still

(My mistress if you dare see)

You may cut and open my breast as you will

And look as proof it will be. ' :
Ngwetaryi Magazine (October-1

NOTE:

-Ramayana play- A play very famous in southemn

-Rama - The hero and king in the play FPeoralBcaor coSoanus
-Hanuman - The monkey-king in the play
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THE BIRD THAT SINGS LOVE SONG

The little bird that sings cool sweetly and fly,
Not the song of hate but love

Having a like for the heaven and sky,

Found fault, habour scorn and berated much
By some, hated on purpose.

In anger adjusting the catapult sling, -
Shot the little bird in the shade

A love song while it sings,

Hurting much and pouring blood
Broken are its wings,

What a hate they harbour as much,

Though berated, found fault with,

And with an intent of harm broke its wings

Let them be, it forgives,

Hurted much, the wings maimed inert

And cannot fly, much into the skies

With little power left, in the green fields
Where green plants grow a plenty

The friendly workers, farmers producing yielés
To renew their strength and energy

It will sing love songs in continuity.
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In the blue sky up above so high

The little fine bird that fly,

For them to be free from harm and danger
With a good wish and benevolence together,
In love it will sing, the voice of love will ring
Unending love songs from the bird

That harbour love.

Ngwetaryi Magazine (August-1986)
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WISH YOU GOOD-BYE, MISS

mm@eo eﬁ:ﬂéwcﬁqﬁﬁ_ _ _
cwmrdoodg egordendqudsd For Ja§r131ne miss of a weaker sex
@ $ qoS ‘ﬁ colBe0m When it's sunny she turns pale,
o . . Though T don't want her to be left
qoé;l aiq‘;om’a?@f When the wind blows she will fali in the gale,
Ry 08 |l aocScSeeaoc:cﬂ:q: With the sun and the wind

BaposepS ecopSafmot:adae

€ e 4 <
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Will be difficult for her to row against the currest
strong

The reason not opportune to call her alons.
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When together with joy imbued

In everv way frolicsome and gay,

Taking pity on the lover of youth

Having no chance but to leave at haifway.

When the wave's big the small boat will shake
When the wave tosses it will quiver.

When the wave swells a rolling will be made
And when the first love jasmine saw the nature.

While on the plant it's able to sway left and right
To be at dawn, at sun-rise,

To be just budding, to be fragrant

It chooses to decide. :

So, wish you good-by miss

Before it's dark all around,

Though I don't want to open the clenched fist
For the path ahead to be clear and sound,
Had to traverse a long journey with strength i

And when you greet on the return with gold

eugenia fig '

1t won't be that late, before the sun tade

The days and months won't be that long

And not to well tears,

F'll ask permission my mistress,

(Jasmine) Please nod my dear.
Ngwetaryi Magazine (June-1
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LIKE TO RAIN SHOWERS OF LOVE

It's hard to rain, ‘cause

With the qualities of fragrance in directions all

The flower king might fall;
It's hard to pour, 'cause
In the evergreen forest glade.

The qualities and pride of the flower might fade.

For the smell to be sweet in fame,
And the colour to be a red show

Happily with love. oh! rose do I want to rain,
Oh! rose do I want to pour;

But,

Whether the flower needs the rain or not

Or the rain is wanted by the flower,

Is not known for sure

The rain is having a concern whether,

Should it rain and pour

®r the time to bloom had passed ago.

Oh! . . . if the season's not past

And time's opportune, .

And if hate or scorn be not in the heart
Surely would like to rain showers of love.

Lonemalay Magazine (November-1
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WORN

For the;cycle of longings not to continue
In this bife, oh! flower
Though we had met, can't be together . . .

Prematurely you had wanted to bloom,
And the maiden flower

Was easily plucked and kissed so soon,
By the bold, snatcher with a pole.

Bending and leaning before being even plucked aquc';musms
Falling before even twisted off, : * 20ecqud ovedgodecoeon
And so before fully in bloom short was its worth e

It came off from tl):e stalk, | :’920305 m(;&qn%ap@é

The season’s gone, and now its worn » _?"’53 gabecpScon
And your life is forlorn, pugpgoud 3"‘?‘”5“’”?
Though having a pity I cannot adorn, »fGioé S gdieaiop

».qudoa3 € ogfionads

You are wrong . . . oh! dear
Don't you a scorn harbour.

Look now! * Beg.ogm

A sweet smelling flower, 5989, 02e0c06{mod

With yellow on green colour pSeyyr dpScogiolod

In my hair, it's p?oudly the-re . or§é 4SelBsEooseonns

Sorrowfully for_mstances in life, @egoaieons ¢odajgiqadon

To you my flower I had to forsake 53 cgqialgecn

(Little blossom) it's too late. o %
Myvawady Magazine (December-19 L e oaeocc;q.g

0p5[Belg woyoiicod
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I FORGIVE YOU DEAR

In anger without any purpose, you dear

You cut off having no regard or pity,

"You . . . grass, with-no dignity or splendour
In the garden you are not a beauty,

I will put you on fire,” you said in ire

So cruel my master.

The heat waves this summer

So intense and I am worn out,

Parched and dry and cannot cheer

And when the south-east moonson comes about,
Pouring its silver drops here

Leaves fresh and green appear

In the garden. a beautifying made

Then every plant wakes.

The new beauty of foliage, fresh and dense
Not like the unpleasant summer,

Putting on a youthful appearance

And lo! it's a master sitting near,

With sweet words utter

That in this garden the grass is the fairest,
With a kind of splendour, so lovely to look at
Thus cool as the spnng he said.
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Oh! . . . His words nowy

Not like before differ how

I don't habour, any anger

Resting briefly in my bosom

T'lt enbrace. feeling your body heat a bliss
Then the summer, 1 never care

Or the sun, | never care

(Master, I the small lawn)

Just forgives. ,
Myawady Magazine (May-I
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FORGET ME, YELLOW PADAUK

For longings not to be sustained
I had surrendered, miss . . . you had gained.

Not wanting to meet again

For in Samsara we shall be revolving the same,
And so as Zanakka's example from the Nipat

[ ha# severed the bonds of love.

The lover is me
The one whose hurt 1s me
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The one who loses i1s me,

(Aw! . But) the one who is smiling is also me
For the one who parts, not to be hurt

With a sweet smile, from my eyes,

My features with a smile

You had seen in the past while.

Here . . . take a look

"To ease your longings

Fresh new golden flowers are blooming"

In alarm so saying the maid of dream

Woke me up, and I dazed and semi-conscious
Opened the window. and . . lo!

1 behold the golden bud and flowers,
Begging me to wear, in my hair

In place of her,

{And oh! shaking the head in repetition)
Having a fear of the wiles of the flower
Let me not go a long way,

So (vellow Padauk), forget me please

* * wogdid oo mapeqgied,

It's all T want to say. 28[gS:3comacozqoSe
Ngwetaryi Magazine (April-1 \ * wegote(Biaseoen
NOTE: s§abgo moopdeopiy
- Samsara = Ceaseless rounds of life BopS:cadop Befgecgerod
death. T c@evaudao cgnoopce
- Zanakka = : }Jﬂ:;: ft'rl?rI:Sthe stories cgcu?cﬁco?cé:mgm?
- Nipat - Stortes of Buddhist b 2eoigyS sepelgpiorfiqudeled
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THE HALF-SPLIT MOON

To compose a poem of longing,
I desire to write soon,
Oh! half-split moon.

Though having { dislike for darkness,
Going round and round in the dark

_ On the gruesome track;

With the help of the moon, a spark
Of light, a ray
Now it's able to see the way.

How to go through this mountain.

How to pass over that chasm,

And how to go across the ravine

It seemed to say,

[n the moonlight smooth is the way,

And in the dark of the night, the jungle
Pleasant with budding, blooming flowers
It can't even be said to be wearisome.

The way in life, high and smoothered,
Meeting how much "full moons”, so

And how much "kindness" showered

In the time past ago,

When in need showing the way,

The director and benefactor

The half-split moon and its light that sprays,
Specially in my mind long for and lingers.

Ngwetaryi Maguzine (Aagust-1987)
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IT'S THE RAIN THAT POURS IN THE
HEART |

When it darkens in the south and pours down,
It's said to be real rain, miss

With no overdue timing, nature is on the round,
When one season passes, the next is quick

And punctually comes the winter and summer,
The rain's going to disappear.

Buat then,

In the heant, kindness and benevolence swell
And the rain that fell,

With dark clouds and cloaked

In mist of love, at all seasons

If there be no scorn or censure or both,

I'd like to compare, true to reason

Love with the rain that showers in the heart,
Clear and pure rain of love.

Oh! . . . my never ending love
My dearest jasmine bud,
When the rain's heavy you are pleased, my miss
When the rain's early you are happy, my miss
When the rain falls you are satisfied, my miss
I reckon and see like this;

And when I come to you at all times

It's not to be fearful and your life hard,

lassic.com .

QEBMgdaS  ag

Not like the Paukkaya Wuttha rain, you'll find
So lie the love knots firm and fast.

And (mv miss) please don't scoff and feel tart
As the raig that falls umtimely

Also as the rain that falls unduely.

It's the rain‘that pours in the heart.

Myawady Magazine (December-199] )

NOTE:

- Paukkaya Wuttha rain . . . The miraculous

rain that makes only selected persons or
places wet.
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A POEM FOR FATHER

When [ rushed into my father's bosom
The days of happiness in vouth,

Now | am thinking of

1 pine for in truth.

My father fulfilled his military duties
Duties of the country dear,

Now in his native village
Up-country, settled here.

Though settled and living well

My father, my benefactor

Who still undertakes the village affairs
Striving to fulfill and endeavour,

Wil he be taking pity on me

His soldier son in the frontlines afar,
Waging operations actively

And will he be worrying for me?

If 5o, let him know
That the son is not tired and weary,

But healthy and fine and trying to be victori

lassic.com

Father need not a bit worry,
Just set vour mind at peace and have confidence

On your soldier son, me.

Or will the father be. on his son,
Taking pride that for the sake_zc/>f the countrymen
As a real he-man, patriotic one
Giving life not hesitating then,
My worthy. loving son.

If so. let him know

at the son is pleasant and happy,
on thinking father, go on

vour thoughts you'll see me.

ike the silver moon, clouds free.

h! when I rushed into my father's bosom
e davs of happiness in youth.

w 1 am thinking of

pine for in truth.
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TRHE HEART OF THE SON

Amongst many people when he scolds and berate

Degraded and though humbled,

Because the surroundihgs will think of me as am
mage

Like parents, like son; they may grumble,

So 1 constrained my anger,

That's my true heart, my mother.

On seeing a flower, like to kiss so much
And pure water wanting much to drink.

As a person filled with desire and lust.
Of me the surroundings will think:

So I constrained my desire

That's my true heart, my mother.

Desire, pride and anger
Never let out or loosened ever,

Like a snake in the basket of the charmer GOSorarL: cv%f.ﬁ
Though staying thus, meek and cower

But when the native land's intruded, * wigdesadyiad .

And the fuel of belligency is ignited o§o0Sedd vqpSgodod

With national and native pride imbued. §:038005 cRudurge(aspqods, -
And courageously, enmity is met head on in a fight 882096200 GFopH

Then though having the chance and nght,

To say, our swords will be blunted * cygodcons

Only when. people of their land N
Eat powder of iron! c4é0p5 200a0060]

2] Do -
But as the son of good parents ever, rop qoél%.c%icm
I will constrain my speech gfo>200> 8odmeg o 9,
That's my true heart. my mother. . 607GECLSGN '
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I' THE LITTLE BIRD

For the return not to be difficult
Though 1 don't intend to rise high,
In the clouds, in a fine manner

* “m@lécqpc": oa$:egmcq2po§=3m

e§cedlé odteqeannienSed Had I swiftly flown by.

sgpeolsSmad cocofyos, I do dare stay

sggpos cudmond(eé Alone in the sun.

8100000 §058620:4,c00:” And when on finding a cool shade like to stay

weo: pSc3fa0n Sweetly to my heart's likes and fun,

$.qcsg aa|§ oot The rural custom when young.

aédm mpdg "Do you remember

Bi1o3 o= When in our youth we had searched,
Sweating much for spring water

* coSomeco: 3o All along the jungle to quench our thirst?”

§ 5 ) On the query thus

=g °°° s Oh, friend you are now mislead,

GoBep GogcBodgéod In my breast the hearnt

BYoImad eaoeyeorn Is ever white and spotless.

0gPeg 2omogfiale 1, the lirtle bird

8103600 oo §raeoesd)
Bt Bl

23dg 0gd:egoniened

a300aiep ojoSeged

odeoep coxédeosqmad
[6S:00058E0n

(egomfeged: ogay 91 (SeoSco)

With a sweet song ever.

Wanting to fly as [ wish. but

As the circumstance doesn't favour;
To the skies, and the space high
Sometimes had to fly,

Though remembenng the motherland
Peaceful, pleasant and grand

Had to stay where fortune favour,
Where fortune guides had to fly

This T cannot denv
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From the danger of the herd-tending boy
Aiming with a catapault, time and again
Had it ran away and ﬂX.

Had it expenenced now and then,
When the nest was lost
In the storm when the branch of the tree struck.

The eagle, though a kind of bird alike
From its harm again and again,
Had it evaded from its strikes.

Its age so young though

It could travel the extent,

Of the jungle full of varied experiences
And its domain so expanse,

There's nothing it doesn't know
Drinking the water it finds,

Alighting on the branch it reaches so;
Not enough for food and rest though

THE LIFE ENIE(S)NU%Q}J?’S]%G FOR_ With a forgiving smile for everyone,
A And endless new songs sung
Making a nest in the foot-track of a cow Sleeping where it chanced to be,
In the parched cracked ground, Heart and mind never tired or weary
Hugging in the bosom and with love. the In the skies up above so high,
bird The blue bird still flies.
On a day was found, + % x

A little blue bird born.
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THE NEEM FLOWER

On the hot grounds of a little mound,

In the scorching. scorning heat of the sun

Is the hot wind going to knock me to the gro
Hagd I no real fright. none . '
She's a kind of flower. a wonderous one.

Having no clear water
The dried grass in a state of mope without relief
Friend, don't be disheartened, my dear

For. how much may the sun radiate its heat,
When the day's cver and in the night

The moon will shine bright she said.

classic.com
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Not wishing, to sing songs of longings much
[ wouldn't be hurt,

If not as a flower roval, plucked and adorned
In the direction of the breeze. I'll be as sweet
And when the herdsman kissed me.

When he was feeling weary.

I'll be proud with elation

Feeling happy, as I had done my duty

So will I take to heart and beautify,

Never disencouraged for being not dignified.

Look, my friend

The tender vellow flower, in the up-country’s sum-
mer

Under the heat of the ground, the sun and wind

Let it fall she never fear,

Springing abundant are the bud and sprout

And 50 in the up-country,

Are found with honour and pleasure
Making one and all fresh, the neem flower
Along the road fully blooming,

The courageous flower.

NOTE:
The Neem flower-flower of the neem tree
(also) margosa tree, (Azadirachta indica)
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At Paukkan the king's capital,

Fading sunlight wasn't left much
It was dusk.

In the dimming sunlight the birds

For roosting were they flying up high,
oé:g¢esaqpr wa3egPo With do, re. mi songs and chirps
Budeon5o3Cac 2p8Sgcieard Circling in the sky.

oé:m&:aé:@c& oﬁ%&ocﬁﬂ '

To meet the master of the golden place

Qo%gpéq gpsocnéﬂ Those longing for him, the king;
The maids, the retinue and the lesser from their
cEyS..g;aQ:a;@ogl aaqﬁaamé laces
S 0g§eom : At this time were they awaiting.
e ]

ﬁammézl acn:aoecqpcﬁ Q)
Feapas EreunnSqodfod:

ac‘l', c e Wik The beloved king. the master of the palace

3003?:98 )

~ . The great emperor Anawrahta.
§0§=Q°)9='°E°"m" ]
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"For the orchard and forests to be a pleasant place
JFor water to flow. to fill and flush

The dried up streams and parched farmlands,

And to see for the fitness of the forces

The riverine, the cavairv. elephants and infantry
The riverine. the cavalry. elephants and infantry
And the people to worship and be freshened like

the lily.

The pure Buddhism-Theravada”

He had returned after seeing to these affairs
Over the extent of his domain,

At sunset, at the gateway there

Happily riding his royal elephant famed,
And as one foot of the elephant quickly
Stepped forward to enter the city . . .

"At the place of Myitche Aungtha

A wild buffalo fat, stout and big.
Rampaging near and far

So harmful and dangerous was it!"

Thus shouting for help came a hunter
Running and kneeling in presence: .
As one who loved his country. an emperor
[t's welfare he strived for, always incessant
But at that while his thought impared,
Like the mirror, with dirt made unclear
With majestic rage overpowered.,

Turned back the riding elephant .

Quickly, to suppress the danger present.

3)
Though a master of men on elephant and cavalry.
Also a captain of numerous armies . . .

And though a great leader again
Of columns. maritime and land . . .

And anyone who trespass and harmed the sover-

eignty

Of the country, may it be in a huge force
Crushed and overpowered, winning victories
Being an emperor thus . . .

An affair not worth for a king,

A trifle one, not to be done

The goading of the buffalo tackled by him,
His mind not thinking right

Trying to overpower the animal strong,
The good king died in the fight.

Oh! a decision. a stand or a plan

When not right, at an instance,

That instant matters so much then,
Error wiil beset and life endangered
This to be in mind remembered.

NOTE:
King Anawrahta: Famed and mighty
Myanmar King (1044-1077 AD) who uni-
fied the First Myanmar Empire and set up
the Bagan dynasty.
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THE STORY OF THE KING RABBIT

opfeloxyy _ :
e s e s It was the story of the king rabbit, a famous play.
* Bigwoplu phgjeocs ? Jumping into the bonfire on that day.
oy§od:el @203 DRI

Master Salay with his wonderous intellect,
A fine piece of literature work did he
Of the King Rabbit-the Buddha to be.

Though it knows that in that feat.
The leaping flames would

Burn and scorch with intense heat,
The king rabbit without fear,
Dared to jump into the roaring fire.
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With a resolute determimation.

To sacrifice his life

lt's thoughts so wonderous in admiration,
Made the emerald throne of Thagyar Min stiff
Whereupon with his powers he descended,

To the human abode and asked for in donation
Of it's life, wherefore in an instant

The rageing fire and rising flames,

Into clear cool waters they became:

"When the will i1s true and the love is true,
There'll be peace and no harm”

This knowledge to be in the heart imbued,
Saya Salay with a wonderous wit of his
Wrate this play of the king rabbit.

NOTE:
Master Salay: ak.a Salay U Ponnva, a
famed play-writer of Myanmar htteraturs.

Thomrar Adie - -bine ~Ftha calomtmal Lol
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AT SHWE YINNAR PAGODA

The spear of Areindama,

Didn't hurt his breast but only the ropes.
Freeing him, whereupon he fled up-country afar
Evading the wrath of the king.

Or if that be not the case.

Had he been so worried

As not being able to say a word or phrase.

For the sake of the unbelonging tlower

And blaming himself at all times when it recurred.
The love was lost and with an anger of the master
To this pitiful failure of his.

Had his heast been hurt at 1his”

NOTE-

Thus as a fugitive running away,

From the king’s anger

He happened for a while to stay,

At Shwe Yinnar village, pleasant with bed of flov
ers :

And there he built with benevolence showered.

The pagoda named Shwe Yinnar.

Kvansittha:Famous Myanmar King of the
Bagan Dynasty (1084-T112 AD)
Areindama:Mighty spear held by King
Anawrahta.

In light of the merits of prince Kyansittha.

The villagers held a festival

In the month of Waso every year,

And when 1 arrived there everytime

When | gazed at the dimmed stone inscription,
A thinking thus crossed my mind.

"For the master regardless of life,

Had I unreservingly tried:"

This endeavour, never considered

And with a hard scorn his master, .
Who had thrown at him with the spear
To him the almightv and powerful king.
Had his heart been hurt with a sting?
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g?g?;wgio Like the water hyacinth flower,
$3&:00 02 3 Not having a chance to stay at the shore,
¥ S PRI ['ll have to sail, have to go.
groud¢ ogEonéBsiecocon
036:ad:000 w8oEHSeozed As the storm darkened and circled around.

SogScScSguda With the rain threatgning and thunder clapping
* wogbronoSBoy: Grove of trees swaying on the ground,

nS108 ogeadGes _ A truly fearsome sight all around.

Booed 83[“"8“-’10':’ | Not accoustomed to be longing

B¢ aqecieonod On the shore and the beach,
S The mollusce that are sprawled the beach along

nudossiad
?GE:E 0045} Are now nowhere around running out of reach.
cypgqicd vegaoorad ! . .
" o And the small boat wallowing on its sides.

sogcadon 3gc8Gopun

* codod: Though alone without any companion,
oBronpS: O’)O%ugcugoé As a human being 1 will venture
3’°$"8°5e ouSed olop: . "Thus seen with a pride a real man,
8§-°°“’°’ <l ogooorquded, Without any least fear:
°E@;°’ i"é‘ﬁ@ém With no concern for a raging river
flegeso °°$‘8‘-‘53’§F°°3$. And in all directions with a stormy scene,
[eolococs wiuuSediodpé Though the skies may be dark to the utmost
3:[03: ;nScdegadod 1'll make a companion of the lightening,
cméccpé'n‘:; aawga?aoj o0 Not withdrawing from any post.
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SCENE OF LOVE

The colours of bluish maroon

In a wonderous beauty are they seen.

Sein Pan flowers, some budding and some in bicom

Some also falling, this season of Thingyan in Tagu.
(2)

Young like the sprouting buds on the trees

Lovely children are seen runmng on the road,

Pouring Atar water in a merriful glee

Cheerfully romping in a spree.

Seeing thus. a happy sight

I recollect my youthful years,

And my mind fresh, cheerful and bright

My eyes wander. to the Sein Pan tree and under

- Do 1 see a child about the age of six,

Wearily gazing afar

Leaning on a crutch of his,

Then my thoughts of youth, that instant
Ran away and disappear

And in the heart. like a spark

Of fire a grieving worry harboured.

(3)

. Inert, he's unmoving and not running
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Is he not running and playing because
He's weak and his strength waning?
Is that why he's not romping about?

Unhappy, he's unhappy

Is he unhappy because

His unhappy days had stretched lengthy®
Is it why he's not happy?

Without any smile. he's not smiling
Is it because he's devoid of his friends?
To make him cheerful,
So making this heart weary
Is it why, that he doesn't smile?
{4)
Aw! s it because, of a wrong injection shot
Or 15 it a fate, of the past that [uck had made”
The poet wondered. vague in thoughts
Then a child with a water tumbler in hand
To pour water. merrily in cheer
* To the Sein Pan tree underneath he ran

Leaning on the two crutches the young boy
Shaking his head, bid the on-comer
Not to pour, but his face wore a gleam of joy
And it became wet with the Atar waters.
(3)
The tumbler, left with a little water
Was merrily wrested by the two kids,
In a joyous prank, their faces drenched

With Thingyan waters. and their laughter
Spread and soaked to the heart of the poet,
And with a poem composed with kindness
[ do wish that this lovely child's future
Be enveloped in love and his way be sure,
To be smooth and pleasant.

(6)

Likewise in the world,

Those who win, be not proud

And have scorn on the defeated,
Finding no fault, but loving and helping
And not discarding each other,

May all be merry thereafter.

NOTE:
Sein Pan - Gold mohur tree (Poinciana
regia) '
Thingyan - (Pali) transition. (Old to a new
year) .
Tagu - First month of Myanmar cal-
endar

Atar waters - Water poured at Atar or new
year festival.
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LOVE AND HATE

For long, fong years 1 had nurtured

Tended and nursed,

A flower, plaintive, dainty and good coloured
And likeable for kissing: had it budded

So beauteous and adored with my heart,
Never satiated in seeing so much.

As I had adored much,

One evening I saw an alarming sight
On the flower, with nice features
Wings flapping, nectar seeking

A clever small butterfly.

At this instance of the butterfly and flower,
My heart was hurt, and rage burst

I threw with a stone in anger,

The flower fell to the dust

The butterfly fled afar

Aw! for long, long years

Had 1 nurtured and nursed,

The beauty, so soon in sight

In so short a time fallen to dust,
Cause of my hate and selfish darkness
Was destroyed at last.
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THE PORTRAYING OF BEIK THANOE

When the din of Atula Drum roared and thundered
The waters suddenly turned black,

The winds and also the waves of Yanpai creek
Showed their might and become so turbulent.

When the water of Yanpai struck
The enemies, under the onslaught of the wind and

WAVES

Dispersed and destroyed.
And a great danger do they faced.

{f was long, long years ago
The beauteous Panhtwar queen,
Her might and power she showed at Beikthanoe.

The elderly people sweetly mused so,
And spoke about the fame of Beikthanoe,

Now at this place

The old city wall lies on the ground,
Broken bricks as heritage

Of the past situation found.

While on the way that 1 passed by

As [ wanted to see with my own eyes,

I sighed at the sight, thinking in my mind
"In this world everything is not permanent
Never lasting, changing with the ime”,
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With a

Htanaung tree

Silently

With the clouds brightly coloured

The form of the beauteous Panhtwar queen
With a scarf and a twig of a flower,
Remaining, waving farewell, it seemed.

NOTE:
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calm breeze. from under the shade

[ departed at dusk,

Atula Drum- The big drum at Beikthan
believed to bring big flow of water at Yan
creek surrounding the city.

Panhtwar queen- Famous queen
Beikthanoe.

SrEEoga mqpcnSceﬁ

Beikthanoe - The ancient city of Pyu race * mepwdacy,
ancestors of Myanmar. (1st to 4 cent - 00 ogié wsﬁceo{)o
AD) \ ‘ oryoSeo oS cousfol
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A POEM FOR MOTHER

With fine, flowery words, the poet
In composing the wonderous qualities of the

mother.

So vast in expanse like the sea. 1o be said
Inexhaustable, he'll be tagged trying to rever.

Having no gold and silver to wear

Able to give only education as heritage,

Not to be weary and downgraded like mother. dear
Son, try your utmost she guided and said.

With grey hair, bare of any lotion

And the skin dried. and unfair.

With ardent, non-careing exertion

Wet with sweat, the heat wave of the sun's glare
Not effecting the bosom of mother,

Daily she walked the villages

With a vendor tray, for the son’s future.

This day. this time, mother’s son dear
Grand with house and home,

Living in a place afar

With duties bound and barred.

But with tenderness and affeetions

Hadn't yet nursed the mother,

And unhappiness prevails in the son's heart;
So intending for her

A blossoming verse, a poem

Specially to her bowing in reverence ] offer one.
(Oh! mother)

This is vour not so good golden son.
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OH! MY LOVE

The jasmine flower that blossoms in the wild.
With a liking for it. | had sent

For you to wear, with a pleasing smile

In your hair, a love token meant

Butif . ..

You had a feeling and reluctant to wear.

That it's not so pretty. not so fanciful one this-

My mother who live in the rural areas
With weak eve-sight and trembling hands
Wove this coarse cloth with much effort and en-

deavour,

Butif. ..
You feel shy and refuse to wear,
The coarse cloth of up-lands this-

Originating from the heart, nurtured in the bosom
My poems that [ love,
I gave you, my adoring one

‘Butif. . |
You with a shallow mind and a darkened face,
Taken aback, shaking the head to read this-

I forgive you and say

In a low spirited way;,

"With broken teeth and grey hair

To an elderly age, I want to stay

All alone by myself not caring much,
Leave me, hate me: Oh! my love "
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CANNOT PINE FOR NOW

The little bird fonging to stay

In the hazy blue sky up above,

Left my bosom going astray

The green-leaves adomed place she had part,
Leaving behind a sting in the heart.

Now for the master's mind, to be fresh and sublime -
Sweet songs she cannot chirp and chime.

There's a concern for her,

That she'll face hardships, as a stranger

Where can she ever find sweet fruit and flowers,
Like one's own pleasant rural areas.

Left far apart, out of reach

Though [ like to see her features much,

1 cannot look for her, with an aching in the heart.

Silently consoleing my self,
How much she called me to follow,

A bird from the forest. happy and content
Never wanting to go,

Away from this green foliage anyhow,
So, today ! cannot just pine for her; now.
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A STAND-IN FLOWER

If you cann't wear in your hair,
Leave me hehind, you gatherer
With pure and lovely smiles, said the flower.

"This ene month in a year,

And-only one day in the month.

Blossoming very rarely in a bright yellow colouf”
The golden flower king Padauk fair,

1 do not envy or compare.

Not such a beauty to be liked,

With a humble and small face bewildered
Tho'with features of gold shining bright,

And not smelling much sweeter,

I'm also one of a beauty

Thus mistakenly thinking of myself,

And to be vaunting in the midst of many
Never do I had the least intention meant,
Understanding my own life and way.

But before the golden bunch of Padauk bloom,
With a smile, with words sweet and a wile
Believing your saying that I am the daintiest ever,
Even before you pluck, getting down to the earth

qeodmyedagud Joo

And laid a way of golden colour.

But was treaded on without mercy

And ran away into hiding,

With a multitude of loss. and sufferings a gross
Now had to haste away. worn and trodden
And a pining for. in the heart harbour.

Oh! ... Thou, Ngu Wah flower.

NOTE:

Padauk - The gum-kino tree
(Pterocarpus macrocarpus). The whole tree
blossoms yellow in April. It smell very sweet
to the surrounding.

Ngu Wah - Indian larburnum. (Cassiv fis-
1ula). It also blossoms yellow the whole tree
in April.
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IN THE CLOUDS UP ABOVE

With attachment and love, ‘
Giving pure water and sweet fruits
To the one who care and adore much,
You envy, showing ill-will and hate
And after that you forsake.

Because of the hunter with bow and arrow
There's a worry that you might be hurt,
Warmly care for and guard in the bosom
You blame as a cager. confining so much,
And after your accusations as such.

Unhappy on the ground, free and happy in the sky * 2c§..88...quadiclocon:

To have acquaintance only with the birds above, 240303 opfpacsy

Will auspiciousness and glory came by R4§ieep wudelod

Stretching the wings in eagerness into the space v§:e0d0é sgopSogrol &
high up. 493 Bpodeyd

And after you had hovered and fly. B§oocq BfeogiBed]

Where there are only withering leaves, _ ‘ B83:0 BusBocss

And inconspicous flowers grow

In thus forest unh‘appy and unpleased, * & 0r9g88m

You want to fly, into the clouds and sky Jlade Be5Beoss

With a great liking, and high hopes 48> BR=I0r=034.

And after you had left wishing good-by. @?‘ ‘:‘;""—‘9‘-‘:"0 :

Little bird . . . °"‘E °°°’_3°°!|°2‘2‘ §

230°§:§ Q020p3q,

Don't now sing a yearning song as such. -
. G338 Boteofonéiconcs
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THE GREEN PADAUK

Oh!..What a sight,

With a sweet taunting smile :
The royal flower in a colour golden bright,
Incomparable with any flower all the while;
This eve of the year, in the season of summer
Are-bloming gloriusly and grand,

In the frontof my house, my garden.

One last year,

With young sweet smiles

The pretty maiden dear,

Asked that she wanted 10 wear in the hair,
But when I hastened to fetch it.

My tree was all bare!
S0, had [ to let out a sigh, then and there.

Please wait, pleaded |

Next year when the golden Padauk are in full bloom,
[ fetch it for you to wear on your head in style
But shaking your head, you said words meant
It blooms in every garden, so I'll choose myself
And you forsaking me, away you went
NowIam hearing it,

With the koel singing sweet

When i comes to this season, a time like this

In my garden are the Padauk blooming fine,

But there's no one to wear

And so the past longing story of mine,

Though old with the aging time

I'm not a wavering type, you see
Aw!_Smouldering rememberances still linger
You go by the name Green, my dear.

NOTE;

C oc w £
SUYICI WYIIGLBAD . .
R ctsq - oc © Green Padauk = The gum-kino tree, which blososoms - golden
e@o_.c*op:o:c@.c@. BE(S?%C Qg yellow on the whole tree. But as green is also a Myarumar word
¢ < o« meaning 1o forsake, the yellow Padauk is refered @ as a green
CIROMEIMD PO 4 Padauk as a metaphor.

(egomfeged: opos 941 clg);:o)
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THE SHADE OF LOVE Anytime its a fact
That when covered with love its secure,
The disease of leprosy When envevloped with love its warm
Inflicted on King Thuthti Thayna, When love is given one begets love,
Was cared by loving wife Thanbula the lovely And when people shower love on its own kind
With the strength and power,

When people share love on others.

And giving and taking are of a willing kind
The fldwers will smell sweet

The stars will shine bright,

And 2 hundred moons will shine in the night.

Of pure love and hearty will.

When son Thuwunna was shot with an arrow
With blood red, the breast wet

And the heart shaking with pain,

The noble mother named Paryika

With kindness full and a shade of love,

The poison of the arrow was completely nullified.

Once upon a time in the long past

The quail bird was in the centre of the forest.
Surrounded by forest-fire frighteningly

Left all alone deserted;

But cause of its sweet song of fove and truth
Was it freed from the danger of fire.

Aw! tender kindness and benevolence
And showering of love-these weapons -
Are powerful and effective;

Love is like the nectar of the flower,

It's beauty nanural, it's smell sweet
Endless and is tender
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THE WAY INVITED BY THE LOVER

My house though not grand,

All visitors to be pleasant in the mind
Sweet greetings uttered and then,
Smoke and beatle together with laphet
Are offered in a lovely likable manner.

My parents though not rich

Participate in the affairs of the surrounding ward,
Never hesitant in affairs of funeral or merriment
Used to help willingly, never retard,

"Not having the smell of gold

But with a smell of the earth,

With village mannersand custom

Not having the likes and not being happy;”
Not wanting to follow, nor to come
Giving excuse, oh, you young sister!
Whom I had chanced to meet,

And got intimate, oh. you who liked

To stay in a big town!

Tostayina big town!

Though prominent and grand,
Devoid of love, with haughtiness
And in excess, much selfishness
Where will beauty be.

With wide expanse enclosure and ground,
House and home and building

But selfishness and greed bound,

Also with a narrow outlook imbued,

How will you then know what is life?
How will you?

Though without needs rich and complete
Never joining hands, with thee and them
How will then will man's life become,

A good savoury one.

“Love and truth of mankind,

Is the only jewels that you find;”

Thus thinking in mind are my surroundings
To this place [ invite you,

With fragrant breeze, and a winding creek
Showering love | welcome you,

Also with budding new young feaves

If one has the heart to come, its very near
But if one doesn't want to, its afar,

NOTE:

Laphet: A kind of eatable offered 1o visitors in
Myanmar homes.



www.burmesgclassic.com

JoS @ézgmégét%:

* qbmwdiqudm

ql::oé: eooéo'lcmg
:30:130390 aacpecprﬁ%éo]
8écuSga sqpeovladorm

Bécgoadon @cﬁsé:@&u

* codmnéiquied
sqded: oosepd
conpdgc: avsleleu)
{grgcgé mwdomgiozfoé
ologayé aaméeao%:mo%

ogzqcﬁc{i el

* 23 coeuded

egiewes 2geggolad

388t (34303

86:38 momozdigoco
§o30d:000 masodrecacon
0elgpd| fojodiqeds,
qéicfe.ofg, woppd

efeoro v§ranecoi

“Qo']a%: é

oapioq€ »fgé eon§eadfa:
9grecoag @wp esodoloo:
o8 el

R Fowot 03uS Edwado]
covon 3B

Bepep sgpSiolop”
GroeSison oty
Aot Badotsofiaont
0§:60500 @339::1(.6%
ogielgan BayQi3ad

L4 coQ
B: &O'DGG:D:II

600399@5: (ae?? fg\al c@co)



www.burmeskclassic.com

[ CoCoD ccﬁ S5 5
pe fec:geencics: ermemge  pe

MYEZAR FLOWER "Now look, you!

When not in use, doesn't look fine

But when used doesn't it look fine to be true,

In a flaunting manner it seemed to say

And that on this earth,

Everything is a beauty, each in its own way;"

And so before the evening sun goes brown and
lower,.

My thoughts cleared now

To the wonderful beauty of Myezar flower,
Do I happen to bow.

With features so-meek

Not grand and the smell not sweet,
Growing so humble in the backyard
The grass lawn.

Wiht companions in merriment

When { play and romp,

Tread on mericilessly incessant

Not so dainty but a common yellow colour,
[ don't even think of as a flower.

NOTE: .
But. -Myezar: Bermuda grass (cynadon
When mother plucked doetylon) '
And putin the pot O’f Atar -Thabyenyo: sprig ol Fuginia (regarded as
As a new year greeting. auspicious)

It Jooked so pleasant. a wonder -Atar pot: Flower oftering pot placed out-

side Myanmar homes at New Year Festi-

val as offering to King of Nats {celestial
Beings)

Pairing with Thabyenyo flower.
Calm and peacefully conjoined
This Myezar flower.
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MY LOVE, ROSE

Affectionately had | pl;mted and nursed
And watered accordingly,

With a red colour and wonderous beauty
Had it bloomed. oh you a rose!

Those wanting to wear in the hair,
Singing and holding the plucking rod

Around my garden in a manner do they dare,

My heart beats and [ was fatigued.

Wasps and bees,

Ax il wanting to be acquainted

With spreading wings approached in glee,
My heart beat and 1 was fatigued.

Flowers in time dry up and fade

Not fragrant and usually fall,

This. I think that you may know all.

Aw! {rom the new life. a part of the journey
Forgelling the love. at the roads’s curve

In the heart of the flower grower,

Who day. and right tenderiy nurse

[{ vou don't feel like staying, you may seek
A new bosom as you please,

[ Torgive you, my-love rose, n1y sweel.
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THE WISH OF THE POET

I had opened the door of the cage
That hath confined thee,
Wherever you may want to go
Wherever you may want to alight,
You, gold and emerald bird

From inside my heart.

All obstructioms had now been cleared,
So to the lush, shady, green and young

~ forest

Sweet and smooth I want thee to flow,
You, cool spring waters
From inside my heart.

Now witfl no overhanging shadows,

All around the skies the sweet fragrant
smell

Of thee, I want it purely to fill

You, white flower from inside my heart.

The sweet song of the gold and emerald

~ bird dear, '

May it be pleasant and rejoicing to hesr
To The steady melody of the cool spring
waters,
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Let all be instilled with new strength
inborn.

"""Like the emerald bird or the blue spring
~ Or as an emphasis the flower,

That gently moved forth and blossom @
From the heart, a short poetry and verse
That the man of litterature composed,
Are for this world of man
To be cool and pleasant, ,
With a noble benevolence, sweet and fra-
grant
With pure love I donate in charity,
So that the people be peaceful in redo-
lence.
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