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Our three main nationa] causes

Non-disintegration of the Union - Our cause |
Non-disintegration of the National Solidarity - Our canse 1
Perpetuation of National sovereignty - Our cause !

People’s Desire

Oppose those relying on external elements, acting as
stooges, holding negative views

Oppose those trying to jeopardize stability ofthe State
and progress of the nation

Oppose foreign nations interfering in internal affairs of
the Siate

Crush all internal and external destructive clements as the
common enemy

Four Political Objectives

Stabliny of the State, communlty peace and tranqulliity, prevalence
of law ard ordes.

Natlonal reconsolidation.

Emergence of a new enduring State Congtiution.

Bulldingof a new modern developed natlon In accord with the new
Stmie Congtitutlan,

Four Ecenomlc Objectives
Davelopment of agriculture ag the base and all-round development
of other saciors of the economy as well,
Proper svolution of the market-orianted economic system.
Developament ol the economy Inviting participation In terms of technical
KnNow-how and Investments from sources inaide (he country snd abroed.
Tha Iniatlve to shape the national economy must ba kepi In the
hands of the State and the national peoples.

Four Soclal Objectives
Uplift of the morale and morality of the entire natlon.
Uplif of national presiige and Integrity and preservation and safe-
guarding of culural herflage and nailonal character,
UplIft of dynamism of patriotic spirk.
Uplift of heahth, finess and educallon standards of the entire nation.
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Preface To The Second Edition Of
13 Carat Diamond And Other Stortes

by

Dr. Khin Maung Win

When ‘The 13 Carat Diamond and Other Stories" came
out for the first time in 1969, the author Daw Khin Myo
Chit camed just enough to regain the cost of publication.
Knowing these conditions, even the-artist U Ba Kyi who

designed the cover and drew the illustrations, refused to .

accept payment for his services. In other words, the book
was financial failure. It however ranked ber name among
great writers fike U Tet Toe, U Khin Zaw, Daw Mi Mi
Khine, as one of the Myanmar writers who write in En-
glish Language.

Thinking in retrospect, the first edition came out at
the time when I was too young and too stupid to appreciate
the true value of my mother’s work. I thus missed the
chance to write a preface for the first edition,

Each story, in one way or another, depicts a part of
her life_ be it her own experience, or her recollections on a
certain event or her feelings and views on a subject or her
own version of a well-known tale.

Preface 5

“Homecoming" may be classified in the category
of movies like “Ghost” and "What Dreams May Come",
the only difference being that the events in “Homecoming "
are true. Indeed, the feelings of the ‘homecomer are de-
scoibed with such vividness that could only be done by one
who had actually gone through such an experience.

"The Golden Princess" describes a typical happen-
ing of her childhood and the opinion that her parents had of
her. Such happenings in childhood made a blot on her life
which remained to the end of her days.

“The 13 Carat Diamond" and "Of Mice and Men"
describe her own experiences in war-time Myanmar.

In "Till the Hair Rots and Falls”, the author gives
her version of a historical event.

The story of the man who twirls his beard has been
heard many times in family gatherings. My uncle U Ba
Thaw who wrote his memoirs under the simple pen name
‘a police officer’ described the man so well as if he knew
him personally that [ was under the ympression that he must
be a real person.

However, the only common factor in my uncle’s
version and my mother’s is the final conversation between
the son-in-law and the father-in-law. According to my uncle,
the man who twirls his beard was a young man who Jived
next door. Seeing the young man twirl his beard in deep
thought during his high school days, through his university
career to the day he was married and became a family
man led to the final conversation which is the climax of the
story.
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6 The 13-Carat Diamo_nd and Other Stories

This collection of stories and sketches will give the
readers entertainment, pleasure, glimpses of her life, as
well as information on Myanmar Culture which the author

is so proud of.

Dr. Khin Maung Win

The 13-Carat Diamond

It was during the day of the Japanese occupation in
Myanmar. We had been married only two years and we
were beginning to settle down. Ko Latt had a nice job, but
our dreams of a bright and happy future were shattered by
the war. We found ourselves without a home, without jobs,
in fact without anything except a mischievous toddler who
was always hungry. We were lost in the great maze of
wartime life.

At that time many people who had never been in
business before tumed petty traders and seemed to do well.
Some kind friends tried to help us by giving us goods to be
sold on a commission basis. Easy money, no doubt. [t
seemed like child’s play. But look what happened. A cus-
tomer would come to our roadside stall and go over our
wares with cntical eye as if she would not take them even
if we gave them away for nothing. With a look of contempt
she would ask, “How much are you asking for this laundry
soap?”

“Five cakes for one kyal.”

“What a price! Let’s see, how about giving me six
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3 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Stories

for one kyat, ten pyas?”

It made my head swim. I pressed the mental ac-
celerator but it refused to budge. I blushed and stammered,
“Yes” If I sold at a loss, 1 could'nt help it. Even then my
troubles were not over. The customer went on bargaining.

“What about five for eighty pyas?”

“Yes, yes, take them, take as many as you like!”
and | added a few strong words under my breath.

Our business career seemed to be made up en-
tirely of similar scenes. Let me not go into humiliating de-
tails. Suffice it to say that we got into all sorts of scrapes.
Our wares were pinched. The day’s figures would not add
up right. Only our son enjoycd the fun. He took the rags
used for packing, wrapped himselfup in them and ran along
the pavement dancing with glee. We had to laugh at the
little rascal in spite of oursetves.

It is easy enough for people who are well off to
sing of poverty, love in a hut, and so on. We who have gone
through it have no sentimental illusions. “The worm in the
ground knows every tooth of the harrow. The butterfly above
preaches patience.” Poverty, to say the least, 1s very un-
comfortable.

After a while we managed to get employment in
one of the government offices. By that time Allied air-raids
had begun and we had to shift from one place to another,
losing some of our few belongings with every move. At
last we settled down in a ramshackle shed in the suburbs.
It was close to our office building so I could work and still
keep tabs on our son at home. When the air-raid sirens
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sounded, I would rush home and take him to a safe shelter.

In spite of the raids, we were happier because we
were no longer unemployed. We had the dignity of being
government servants although our joint salaries barely paid
for the daily necessities. It was difficult to  believe that we
had to live on the edge of starvation. Could such things
really happen in Myanmar, a land flowing with milk and
honey?

We had rice, but cooking oil, a product of Upper
Myanmar, could not be secured. It became so scarce that
we had to be content with animal fat. How | hated that
abominable grease floating on my curries! After passing
through stages of impotent fury, rebellion, and frustration, [
resigned myself and invented various ways of cooking eat-
able dishes with leaves of sweet potato and roselle. Ko
Latt was wonderful. He took things like a philosopher. When
we sat down 1o meals, he would look at the steaming dishes
and say, “Yum yum, it smells delicious.” He always had
something nice to say about my cooking. This braced me
up and I went on creating master pieces.

As for clothes... bed sheets, tablecloths, and even
curtains had to be made into something to wear. Our sor:
had his shirts made from old napkins.

The war raged on and things went from bad to
worse. Japanese paper money flew like dead leaves. . only
it did not fly our way. Yet petty traders, merchants, com-
mission agents were flourishing. I saw them with stacks of
money, spending like mad.

One day I ran into a woman who had asce been
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10 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Stories

my servant sitting at a little stall. She looked prosperous,
much fatter and darker than when ] had known her before.
She did not see me at first as she was busy with her cus-
tomers. When she recognized me, she could hardly hide
her surprise at my shabby appearance.

I writhed under her stare and mumbled something
about dried fish which I had no intention of buying. Too late
I realized 1 could not afford it and 1 blushed as | fumbled
with my purse. The woman composed herself quickly and
asked me where we had been all the time, and how was
our littie son. Before [ knew what was happening she had
made me a present of a package of dned fish. 1 was too
embarrassed to say anything. | just handed the bundle back
10 her, but she laughingly pushed it into my basket. On the
way home, | shed tears... enough for those dned fish to
swim n.

That night it rained heavily but we were glad that
we did not have to worry about air-raids. Our roof leaked
but we managed to find a dry comner for the child. He slept
soundly, surrounded by tin cans into which the rain leaked
in musical drops. I hghted our ancient kerosene lamp and
Ko Latt lit up a cheroot. After taking a few luxurious puffs
he opened an old book of humorous stories and began to
read aloud. But [ hardly heard; [ was brooding over the
moming’s incident and a wave of self-pity came over me.

Ko Latt read on, but he must have sensed what
was going on n my mind, because | listened silently with-
out comment, without chuckling. As he shut the book, I
broke out, “Why don’t they ever come our way? | mean
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the Jap banknotes. This moming | saw our old servant
woman. She’s making lots of money. She’s now fat and
covered with jewels. You would hardly know ber... you’d
take her for a maharaja’s elephant.”

_ Ko Latt laughed. “Well, tharks for warning me, |
might have tried to ride on her back,”

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

1 felt ashamed. “I'm sorry | can’t take things as
bravely as you do. It just seems heartbreaking to live like
this when other people are rolling in money. Look at those
brokers and agents. Most of them can’t even write their
own names. They don’t have any capital either. A broker

Just goes around asking people if they want anything and if

he, the broker that is, gets it, whatever it Is, for them, that is
the ones who want something, then he, that is the broker,
gets a commission.”
_ Ko Latt laughed. “You’re talking like a character
1 that book.”

“Can’t help it, Pm such a goof about business.
What I mean is some people make piles of money that
way. And the ones who get it know that the Jap notes are
mere, scraps of paper, so they are buying gold and dia-
monds at any price.”
He looked puzzled. “What has that got o do with
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12 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Stories

us? We have no diamonds or gold to sell.”

Sometimes Ko Latt is a bigger goof than 1. I ex-
plained to him patiently, “If we can find someone who wants
to sell gold or diamonds and someone, [ mean ariother per-
son, who wants o buy, we might get a commission that
would be five or six times our joint salaries. We could get a
good tin of sesamum o1l with the money.”

My good man smacked his lips. “Oh, for a taste of
real sesamum oil! I’m so sick of the smell of lard. But
where can we find someone who wants to buy diamonds
and another who wants to sell 7

[ was glad I had driven home my point. | just stuled,
and said: “Leave that to me.”

I shall always remember the look n his eyes as he
said, “I know ] can always rely on you.”

So it began. I discussed the matter with my office
mates, who were as hard up as we were. Ko 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 possibly live on my pay. It’s my wife who does 1t.
You know her. She hasn’t had a college education like you...
she just writes enough to sign her name... but she’s amaz-
ing. 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 one lakh for them. My wife
found some one who wanted to sell jewelry and made a
bargain for ninety thousand. She took the bracelets to the
fish woman who gave her the whole lakh.”

“So your wife made ten thousand out of it!” | cried.

CLASSIC
)
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Ko Ba Than smiled. “More than that! She also got a 25 per
cent commssion from the seller. Just a day’s work. Child's
play” I’m no good at figuzes. 10,000 - 25/100 x 100,000... 1
struggled and gave it up. If ] was to do this kind of busi-
ness, 1 must have pencil and paper.

Ko Ba Than continued, “You can do this sort of
thing, too. If my wife can do it, why can’t you? You are
much cleverer, With an intellect like yours... there is noth-
ing you cannot do.”

I was flattered. Ko Ba Than was a wise man, a
good judge of Homo sapiens. Next day [ called on his wife.
She was a simple, unassuming little woman, whom I hked
very much, partly because she gave me a feeling of supe-
riority. She seemed to be very glad that I, who belonged to
a higher intellectual level, had condescended to take an
interest in such mundane matters. She gave me 2" the in-
formatton. “It is very easy, Ma Ma, not so difficult as work-
ing in an office. Many people have asked me to get things
for them. One wants a 13 carat diamond. He will give one
lakh per carat with 25 per cent commuission. If you can
strike a bargain with the seller for less, you can keep the
difference.” 1 reeled. Even without the extra money the
commisstion would come to 25/100 x 100,000 x 13 1}

Ko Ba Than’s wife was as cool as a cucumber.
She was used to this kind of thing. “Just try 10 get a 13-
carat diamond, Ma Ma . If you get it, please contact
Mr.Ebrahim.”

That night [ discussed the matter with K Latt and
we were full of hope. We planned the campaigi. First we
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14 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Stories

would go to Thingangyun to see a lady who dealt in jew-
elry. There was no bus service and Thingangyun was five
or six miles away. This did not matter, for we owned a
two-wheeled mechanism... a bicycle by courtesy. Its fore-
bears were distinguished. We could trace their genealogy
as far as an auspicious alliance between a kingly Raleigh
frame and aristorcratic Humber wheels... but decadence
had set in with intermarriage with mongrel spoker.

The tires had been worn through so we had to put
pieces of raw rubber round the rims. These were called
“solid tires,” good in their own way. . no need to pump
them up, no punctures, and they iast a long time. They also
got stretched now and then so that we had to cut them
shorter and fasten the ends with a piece of wire. This was
easy for a handyman like Ko Latt. He could fix anything
with a pair of pliers, a hammer, and an interesting oration in
strong language. I played an insignificant role in such great
undertakings, standing by with absorbent cotton and todine,
at the same time improving my vocabulary.

On Sunday moming we got up at dawn and began
our journey. | sat on the rusty rear-fender rack with my
son on my lap. Ko Latt pedalled along on the bumpy road
with a song on his lips. | hummed the tune and the child
was agog with excitement. “The lark’s on the wing: the
snail’s on the thorn; God’s in His Heaven... all’s right with
the would!” It was a nice ride.

Fortunately, the Jady... 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
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' [}
to be interested at once. She could certainly get it, she said,
a:_1d tc_>l¢.i.us to come again the next Sunday. She ,gave us a
dJSQ'l:llSlUOI'.l which might easily have been entitled “Howto
get rich quick.” She emphasized her points by w’aving her
P1g hands and shf'xking her head a great deal. Her bracelets
ngl.ed and her diamond ear-rings sparkled. 1 watched her
fascinated, although the child was bored to tears. Ko Latt
bad to take him outside and try to interest hirm in the marchiy
Japanese soldiers. At last nejther father nor son could stang
m§ _boredom any longer: they came in and cut short the
Jutcrest pep talk I had ever heard.

Business being over, we hurried home because ;
was an unusually fine day, an jdeal day......for bomul:)stfr;t
We were only a few blocks from home when the ajr-rajd
siren wailed. Ko Latt pulled the brakes suddenly and three
of us rolled into the roadside ditch. Luckily, we were not
seriously hm_‘(. My son, used to this kind of ’thing« did not
:::E cgyﬁ:ls 1t happened to be only a reconnoiteri,r;g plane

a € 10 get in i ion
oA ciw:d.to the shelter before a big formation

The week wore on with the usual air- raids and
meatlcss meals. I went about in an arithmetica haze, word-
ng ort sums. Even plicati
ot s fro‘whf:n I shut my eyes, multiplication

_We sallied forth again the following Sun '
was smiling happily She had found it Sto lo:egua 4 ﬁi’?ﬁ
who had a 13-carat diamond to sell. She told us to kring
Mr Ebrahim the Sunday after that. This was al] we waneg
that day, but I would have liked to listen to Aurzie’s how-



-

www.burmeseclassic.com
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to-get-richquick talk. Ko Lart gave me his you-do-sio-such-
nonsense look and led me fumly away. LN
We came home full of high spirits. How nice it

was to have such a lucrative job to do on Sundays. Each

weekend brought us nearer 1o fabulous wealth. lf every-
thing went well, we could even resign from our jobs and
devote all our time to big business. We were rudely sha!(en
from these rosy dreams by a distress s'? gnal from the bike.
The next moment, we found to our dismay that Lh_e b.au'e
rim of the wheel had parted company w.lth the solid tire.
Ko Latt got off the bike, and I ran and picked up the poor
tire, scorned and despised. yet so useful! 1 held 1t in my
hands Jike a snake and cried, “Look, it has sqelchcd!'What
are we going to do?” Ko Latt examined it, and like an
expert pronounced the verdict. lt_ was a hopel.css case,
since we had no 1ools, not even a knife to shorten it. We c(l_1d
not want to risk our teeth. for they must be prescrvcd for
the plentiful days to come. Ther; wtas no time to waste

i ombers might come any minute.

e We put thgehchild on the bike and pushed along the
road. He at least enjoyed the ride, playing snake charmer

tire.
i LheThis incident had a bad effect on Ko Latt’s mo-
rale. His temper did not tmprove even wh»en we g0 horr.le.
He was fed up with the whole things. I tried to brace him
I could.

g be‘s%\lae; Sunday will be the last day of our quest. We
shall do business with Mr. Ebrahim and com? home with
bags full of money. Of course, Ko Ba Than’s wife must

The 13-Carat Dismond 17

get a share. She is the informant, a sleeping partner. Oh,
everyone will be on velvet. I know we shall succeed...” 1
would have gone on with my talk, shaking my head, wav-
ing my hands like Auntie, if Ko Latt had not curtly told me
to get the tools so he could repair the tire. Since no brace-
lets jingled and no diamond earrings sparkled, my words
did not carry much weight. Once the bicycle was repaired
Ko Latt was his amiable self again. We sent word to
Mr.Ebrahim to come to us the next Sunday.

Somewhat to our surprise, Mr.Ebrahim arrived at
the duly appointed time, also on a bike. Ko Latt happily toid
him how we had managed to locate the diamond and
Mr.Ebrahim looked impressed. He listened silently, stroking
a beard so luxuriant that no one would have suspected the
presence of a mouth had not a cigar stuck out of the foli-
age.

So the two bikes rolled out along the road. When
we got to Auntie’s place, she had two young men with her.
One was her cousin Sonny, a youth in the early twenties,
with a long Valentino crop of hair. His face was conspicu-
ously powdered and he wore a pink shirt with gold studs
and an imitation silk longyi... a gaudy affair, also pink. He
sat smoking a 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-Myanmar 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 diztond
studs, rings, and a heavy gold watch chain. He w5 stand-
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ing beside his bicycle which was properly fitted with real
tires. He must be owner of the diamond.

After the introduction, Mr.Ebrahim asked Ko Set
Khwan to exbibit the diamond. But Ko Set Khwan asked
him explicitly if he were the buyer. | cannot remember the
details of Ebrahim’s answer, which was of a lengthy na-
ture. | was filled with admiration as 1 listened to him and
wondered why he was not a leading diplomat. But Ko Set
Khwan was not at all impresesed; he just kept demanding
if Mr.Ebrahim himself were going to buy it. | was awed by
the man’s strength of character... a strong silent type, this
Ko Set Khwan.

Mr.Ebrahim’s diplomacy gave way to unconcealed
annovance and he moved his head so vigorously that his
beard rose and fell fike a cataract on his chest. At last he
could not avoid the issue; he had to admit that he was not
the buyer. It was a friend who wanted 10 buy the diamond.
Ko Set Khwan firmly asked to be taken to the said friend.
Mr. Ebrahim tried to evade this request but at last he had to
give in.

Avntie’s face was a study. She must know the
details of this business. As she could 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, repre-
senting Auntie, Ko Set Khwan, and Ko Latt with me and
the child on the rack... made a fine procession as we rolled
along the road studded with bomb craters.

As we passed a teashop where four or five men

r
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were tal!dng»raj_hcr loudly, we heard one of them say, “Can’t
you get business done without these damned brokers? To
hell with them! One is bad enough and now you have half
a dozen of them...” That was 1t, but I didn’t care. I was set
on the royal road to Xanadu.
We reached an imposing h |
. g house and Mr. Ebrahim
alighted. We all followed his example. They all went up
but my son and 1 stayed downstairs to watch over the bi:
cycles.
A few minutes later, they all came down again
muttering in consternation My ey .
’ . yes eagerly sought Ko
Latt’s but he looked away. My heart was heavy. [ dared
not ask, bcgausc as in ancient Greek dramas, scenes of
tragic t.ntcnsmy should be suggested rather than represented.
Our. friends were speaking loudly and wildly, each of them
tal.l;mg at the same time, so I could not make out what they
said.
As we prepared to get on our bikes, Ko Latt mut-
Lered something about the mistress of the house still not
being the buyer. She knew someone else who knew.... Our
eyes t-n}:ct and saw in each other’s depths the long trail leading
o the bottomless stomach. Then Ko Latt I
shoulders. i
We gave up the trail and, somehow, we have Jived
to tell the story. Still, T feel sorry that I never held in mv
palm a 13-carat diamond in flesh and blood.... or rather
carbon and whatever it is. :
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Home-Coming

Khin woke up with a start and her eyes fell on the un-
carthlv whiteness around her... pale deathly white it was.
The walls were white and so was the bed on which she
lay. “Where am 1? What has happened? Why so white like
a hospital?” '

Hospital! She was jerked back to remembrance.
Of course she was in hospital, because she had been 1l
very ill. She closed her eyes again and her mind went back
to the day it happened.

It was on a bright summer day that they had ar-
ranged 10 go to the Zoo. Khin saw her husband Ko Ko
putting magazines and old newspapers into his Shan bag.
He checked the lunch basket she had prepared, saying,
“Are you sure you have everything? napkins, thermos,
cakes, puffs, etc. etc... carry the whole house on your
back... yes?” His eyes were teasing and she pouted. Their
five year-old son tugged at her longyi (skirt) impatiently,

eclassic.com
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saying, ‘Are we going now, Ma, I mean, now...?”

At long last they were at the gate. Klun was a few
steps ahead holding her son’s hand. Ko Ko, with the lunch
basket on his arm, was closing the gate behind hum. Khin
opened her sunshade, the red silk one Ko Ko bought her a
few weeks ago. As the sunbeams fell on the sunshade, the
painted landscape suddenly came to life. She gazed at the
stretch of green paddy fields with a small footpath leading
to a wooded hill with a golden pagoda on its top. Khin smiled
at the memory the picture awakened in her. Long, long ago
Ko Ko had given her a card with a picture somewhat like
this one. It was not the picture that matiered so much, but
the lines underneath that meant so much... just two lines of
an old couplet...

eqelgtelgpt comamopepn

oot cxgrooncdd cAErqeosom
It was only a simple prayer of the two lovers plighting their
troth at the foot of the golden pagoda on the hill.

“Hey, move on, day-dreaming again....”” he heard
Ko Ko say. She blushed and turned the silver handle of her
sunshade in embarrassment. As she gazed, the picture
moved round as in a magic lamp show, her eyes grew dim
and things began running in circles. Everything became

She heard her Ko Ko’s voice calling her name from
far, far away. She pursed her lips to answer his call. She
wanted to say that she was all nght, just shamefaced being
caught day-dreaming. Why didn’t the words come or had
Ko Ko gone deaf all of a sudden?
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He was calling her agan and again as if she were
not there. She wanted to tell him that she was there. Surely
he must know that she was there, because she felt his
arms around her. Her eyes were still closed, she knew.
She had closed her eyes to avord Ko Ko'’s gaze. That fool-
ish memory had made her unaccountably shy. She opened
her eyes but she could not see. Why this uncanny black-
out? Had the sun gone down ajl of a sudden? She felt a
thick pall of darkness fatling over her. She could not move.
She seemed to have no body at all.

Ko Ko’s voice became famter and she seemed to
be slipping farther away. The huge mass of darkness en-
veloped her and she felt she was falling into a fathomless
depth. The speed was terrific yet the descent was so end-
less that she felt she would never reach the end. As she
sank lower, it became darker. She could neither cry nor
move. This slipping, falling and sinking seemed never to
end. She felt helpless and frightened. She tried to cling to
something, vet there was nothing to cling. As the colossal
murkiness closed upon her, a deep sense of despair and
hopelessness filled her heart. Then she knew no more.

Now she had woke up and found herself in this

strange place. She sat up. She felt strong and fit. She had
been very 11l no doubt, but it was all over. She was well
now. But how marny days had sh~ been in hospital? She
looked around hoping 1o see a calendar on the wall, but the
pale blank whiteness glared back at her . She must have
been here for days. Her heart twisted with pain at the
thought of her Ko Ko and Sonny lonely and helpless at
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home.
She could not imagine how her loved ones could

_ getalong without her. Ko Ko’s office lunch box would never

be perfect unless she prepared it. The napkin must be fresh
and clean, the small aluminium carrier must shine like sil-
ver and the food must be delicious. The Htaminchinthok,
which Ko Ko liked so much, must be carefully prepared to
the smallest detail. Rice must be properly cooked and mixed
v&_fith finely minced chicken meat, a small quantity of tama-
nnd pulp and crisply fried onions and a spoonful of cooking
oil in which pounded chillies had been fried. It had to be
done carefully so that it gave a beautiful red colour to the
rice but did not make its taste hot. Ko Ko could not stand
hot spicy food, but he disliked the colourless ones. And
Sonny must have his milk and banana pudding everyday,
he would never take a substitute.

“No, they can’t do without me. I must 20 home.
Where are the doctors and nurses?....” Khin cried out des-
perately. Perhaps it was better that they were not around.
They usually made a fuss over such matters. Ko Ko might
come and take her home, but when? She looked out of the
window and saw that it was barely morning. She felt the
eerie stillness around her. Scarcely a breath of wind blew
through the boughs. Everything seemed dull and lifeless
and cold. And no birds sang.

Suddenly the sound of a brass triangular gong cut
through the uncanny silence. Its sweet echoes Jingered and
everything seemed to become alive. Khin remember<d the
old lady living next door. Every morning at dawr the old
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lady struck her triangular gong o begin her moming devo-
tions. It was a signal for Khin to get up and g0 about her
household duties. She would put the kettle on the stove and
snatch a few moments to put fresh flowers in the house-
hold shrine. She had not much time for her devotions like
the old neighbour, of course. But offering fresh flowers
and reciting a few verse in praise of Buddha started her
off to face the day’s duties. But how could Ko Ko get
along without her? He was so helpless, so impractical around
the house. He could not get the simple kerosene stove work
without burning his hands. Even if he managed 1o get the
kettle boil, he could not make coffee properly. She used 1o
tease him as he fumbled and blundered through the simple
tasks when she was laid up in bed with cold.

The thought of her Ko Ko fumbling and blundering
with Sonny wailing at his heels made her jump out of ,the
bed. Even before she knew she was on the road running
like mad. She thought her clothes were dull and nonde-
script and her hair flew about her shoulders as she ran.
Her body seemed to be as light as feather and she felt as if
she were treading on air. She thought she heard her Ko
Ko calling. “Come home, my dear, we are waiting.” She
did not care about her appearance. Only one thing mat-
tered: Ko Ko wanted her, he needed her.

So she ran along the road, a pale ethereal figure,
her jet black hair flying in the wind. She did not feel tired at
all; may be because she was so happy going home. She
met people on the road but they did not seem to see her.
She ran without stopping until she came to the street where
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her home was.

Her step became lighter and swifter as she en-
tered the street. She was somewhat surprised to see cars
parked in front of her house. As she came closer she got a
glimpse of yellow robes by the window. So it was that. Ko
Ko was having monks in the house to pray for her recov-
ery. It was very thoughtful of him. But who was looking
after the cooking, feeding and al} the things if she was not
there? Monks had to be served with food and she could not
imagine how her dear helpless Ko Ko could organise the
occasion.

She heard the monks reciting the Paritfa (Pal
prayer texts). A strange joy came over her, her hps moved
to repeat parts of the recitation. She still knew some of
these texts which she had leamt in her childhood. She had
forgotten many of those as her adult life became more and
more filled with other interests. But she always recited
some of them whenever she felt unhappy or frightened.
They always gave her calmness and comfort. She should
have remembered them before, she must have been very
il indeed to have forgotten to recite them.

She stood near the door, undecided. Perhaps she
should not go in since she was not properly dressed. She
saw her Ko Ko and Sonny crouched in front of monks.
They must be praying fervently for her. She saw a roll of
yellow robe standing in a steep lacquer cup. Five sprays of
lotus flowers were stuck on the top. She remembered her
plans for her son’s Shin-pyu ceremony. Ko Ko 2nd she
would take their son to the monastery to be ordzined as a
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novice. It was the sacred duty of the parents to give their
male child to the monastery as novice for a few days. She
was looking forward to the day when her son would be
seven years old. She was going to have yellow robes neatly
rolled up and decorated with lotus flowers for this occa-
sion.

Khin turned back from the door not wishing to dis-
grace her family by her bedraggled appearance. She would
go into the house by the back door and come out properly
dressed. When she entered her room she saw her red silk
longyi with beautiful z1g-zag patterns spread on the floor.
She barely had time to be annoyed by the discovery so she
picked it up to wear it. Strangely enough, the longyi did not
tuck properly. It kept on slipping as if she had no flesh at
all. She must have gone very thin indeed. Then she heard
someone calling, “Come, come, come and share the merits
of this occasion.”

So Khin ran into the room where the monks and
the loved ones were. She sat close to Ko Ko and whis-
pered, “Ko Ko, | am home. Aren’t you glad to see me?”
But Ko Ko did not seem to see her. He just picked up the
half-sleeping Sonny and hugged him. Khin saw that their
faces were wet with tears, “Ko Ko, [ am home. Why don’t
you speak to me, are you angry with me because [ ran
away from the hospital?” But he did not hear. Slowly he
coaxed Sonny to get up and put the roll of yellow robe into
the child’s hands. Sonny, with the yellow robe in his hands,
moved slowly towards the Sayadaw (the head monk). Khin
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smiled lovingly at her son. She thought of the day when
Sonny would don the yellow robe.

The boy put the vellow robe into the Sayadaw’s
hands. The old monk smiled kindly, “Will vou become a
Koyin (novice)?” “Yes, Sir, when I am seven years old,”
“the boy answered promptly. He too knew his parents’ plans
for his Shin-pyu ceremony. The old monk said, “Good boy,
now you have made the offering of the vellow robe, call
upon your mother to share the merit.” The boy obediently
recited. “May May, come and share this merit with us,”
three times.

That moment Khin realised what had happened,
but her heart was so filled with the ecstasy over her son’s
action that she was neither shocked nor frightened. She
was rapturously happy to see her son so good and benign
in the presence of the venerable monks. Her lips moved to
say, “Sadu, Sadu, Sadu” (Well-done).

The next moment she became free like one whose
bonds had been loosened and had fallen away. She felt as
happy as a bird borne above the airy regions.



www.burmes

The Golden Princess

Now that she was back with her parents, Ah Nyo was left
verv much to herself. They had taken her away from Grand-
dad, a long way up the river and over the rolling hills. She
missed him in this lonely house where Mother was always
busy sewing or receiving visitors. Father was away at of-
fice the whole day. Ah Nyo often peeped at the pretty
ladies who visited Mother, for she loved to hear their sil-
very voices. Everything had been all right until Mother called
her and asked the ladies to have a look at her “ugly mite”.
Ever since then, Ah Nyo had heard no end of remarks on
her high wide forehead, her.deep-set eyes, her snub nose
and her dark skin. How could such a lovely mother ever
have had such an ugly child?

When she was staying with her Grand-dad, she
was constantly hearing bits of conversation about her hav-
ing been a disappointment to both her parents; a disap-
pointment to her father because she was not a boy, to her
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mother because she was ugly. “1 would not have minded
her not being a boy, but a girl, and with such a face...
What'’s the use...” she heard her mother say. These things
made Ah Nyo think that she must have been given 10 her
Grand-dad because nobody wanted her. She was not un-
happy about it, for she enjoyed following him about the
plantation, helping to pull out weeds, cut dry branches and
pick fruit. And then there were his wonderful stories of
Kings and Princess and Fairies.

One of the stories she liked best was the story of
the Golden Princess who lived in the clouds. She was very
good and very kind and helped those who were in
trouble.One day the Princess had seen a lonely child cry-
ing because nobody loved her. The Golden Princess was
sorty for the poor child, so she made a little do)) that looked
Just like herself and gave it to the child. The child was
pleased with the doll and became very happy. One day the
Golden Princess came down in a golden ship with golden
sails and a miracle happened. The Princess and the doll
became one and stayed with the child for evermore. Ev-
ervone then loved the child because she had such a beau-
tiful Golden Princess for a friend.

Ah Nyo asked her Grand-dad to tell her the story
over and over again. Every time she heard the story she
felt happier than before. One day she asked Grand-dad if
the Golden Princess could help her too, “Yes,” said Grana-
dad, “if you are good.” Ah Nyo was distressed because
she knew she was not good. Mother always said she was
the worst child in the world, always having tantsems, tear-
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ing her hair, rolling herself on the ground. No scolding or
beating helped. Ah Nyo made up her mind to be good at all
costs. It was so easy to be good when she was with Grand-
dad. How different it was with her parents.

Ah Nyo had once tried really hard to win her
mother’s love. She had made up her face with ber mother’s
face powder, eyebrow pencil and all, and had dressed her-
self in a big trailing silk Jongvi and a long scarf. She then
sailed into the parlour where mother was talking to visitors.
The effect was termific, but not in the way Ah Nyo had
expected. Before she knew what had happened she was
pushed back into her room with a hasty smack. She was in
disgrace for a week. Over and over again, she heard her
mother say, “I don’t know what 1 shall do, I am so ashamed
of this brat.”” A few days later, she was sent to Grand-
dad’s because “she is too much for her mother, who isn’t
too well ..

Ah Nyo was so happy with her Grand-dad that
she forgot her disgrace. She began to take her stay as
permancent. She was therefore shocked when one day her
parents came to take her away. Her father had been or-
dered (by peopie called “the Government™) to a faraway
place up the river. Ah Nyo tried te protest, clinging to her
Grand-dad , crying that she would never leave him, At
first her parents tried to coax her, but soon they lost pa-
tience. They scolded her saying that she had been spoilt by
her Grand-dad. There were high words between her par-
ents and Grand-dad and for some time, it looked as if Ah
Nyo was going to win.
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That same afternoon, Grand-dad took her to the
th Pagoda up the hill. As she knelt in front of the huge
image of Buddha, Granddad lighted five candles and put
five big red roses on the altar. “You are five years old to-
day. Now bow your head.” Ah Nyo raised her palms in the
form of a lotus bud, shut her eyes and bowed down, Her
heart became filled with a strange joy, like having a dip in

. the cool sparkling waters of a mountain stream.

On the way back they walked down the great stair-
way, on each side of which were stalls full of wonderfyl
things such as drums, bells, cymbals, lacquer trays and
boxes, puppet dolls and masks. It was a fairyland on earth.
Ah Nyo wished thie stairway might never end. [t was then
that Grand-dad had found the Golden Princess. Of course
she was not alive, but in her dress of red and gold shc;
looked real. Grand-dad had put the Princess in Ah I\’Iyo's
hands saying, "Dear little one, now the Golden Princess. wil
look after you when you are away me. Be a good girl and
stay with your Mummy and Daddy.”

Ah Nyo realised she was not going to stay with
her Qrand—dad at all. She wanted to cry but she would not.
She Just shut her eyes commanding the tears to sink back
tnto her eyes. She clasped the Golden Princess 10 her heart.
“You are a big girl now. You’ll be going to school... the
Golden Princess will look after vou.”’Ah Nyo was com-
forted. Wherever she went, she would have the Golden
Princess. '

When they got home, her mother said, “So vou’ve
bought her a puppet doll. You're spoiling her, father” Ah
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irted her teeth. How darg anyone call her Golden
};rr)\cgc:s a puppet doll! B_oughtlhzﬁ ;ln;ijeacﬂdi-g);:nzo;;g
anyone buy the Goidel? Pn»ncessI. o
1 the glittering fairyland and he ha
t:l?: ngier:elfﬁncessg’)to be her friend ar_\d gugrdtan a?fei_
Grand-dad was a hero, he hai w dciez;)lgvf»;}l; ﬁznc.r;ﬁi gﬂ o
faced demons, huge monster birds, ihe
incess. Glittering crested gods and goddes:ses
Ss():;l:tg trkl\zCPrinccss as she descc_nded into Ah Nyoss arms.
But it was hopeless 10 explain things 10 g,rown—up it
So Ah Nyo had come away with her garc s o
this town up the river. She coultd no;;d:;sst:::l Cdr:: o
the day they left. He was so stern O
ser. She thought he 100 hated her and shp wante b
}t}fe thought. She hugged the Golden Pnnoczsdhzr;iév\:h;;
pering, “Golden Princess. Please make Grand-da I :
{f he doesn’t, there is noO one, absolu.tcly no one...  sho
The whistle blew and the train began to move. e
felt the brush of Grand-dad’s wn‘nk]ed chegc agan:.ztfme
own and before she knew it the train was pu dxlrc\li guhe o
station and Grand-dad walked away. Why ) loox
back? Why did he bow his head? Was he sj;h an"%l(;yrc e
her? Ah Nyo put her hands 1o her cheeks. They nere vt
but she had not cried because 1t would have _been hs, shame
ful. Why were her cheeks wet? ane again, e(blc? N
bered hér Grand-dad’s farewell kiss. Was it 0%0251 us.e "
Nyo felt strangely elated. Grand-dad had cried beca

her!
i not want her to go. Fe loved
aar School was still some months away, so Ah Nyo

l
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stayed at home all the time. Now that she was with her
parents, the Golden Princess was her only compamon. She
believed that one day, the real live Golden Princess would
come down the river in a golden ship and everything would
be all right agam. She would become beautiful and good,
and everybody would love her, even her parents.

All day, Ah Nyo played with the Golden Princess
and waited for the great day when the real live Princess
would come. She sat bv the window and looked down the
nver. She watched the boats and steamers go by. She was
sure the Golden Princess would come sailing down the river
but not on those ugly smoking steamers. She would come
in a golden ship.

She often plucked up courage to ask her parents
when the ship would come. Of course she could not say
“the golden ship” for the grown-ups would never under-
stand. Perhaps she alone would know that it was a golden
ship. Evervone else would see only an ugly smoking
steamer. “When 1s the ship coming?” she kept on asking.
One day her parents took her for a stroll down the river-
side. “Will the ship be there?” she asked. Yes, they said,

there would be plenty.

Ah Nyo grew excited. She walked between her
parents, jumping and running along, eager to see the golden
ship. When they reached the river, she was disappointed to
see only steamers with black funnels. But Grand-dad hag
told her that the golden ship would be disguised as an ugiy

steamer. Only the gified few would see it for what it 2eally
was.
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Ah Nvo then saw the steamer. She knew for cer-
tain it was the golden ship. They all went aboard and looked
around. Ah Nyo was not at all interested in the huge en-
gines because she was looking for the Golden Princess.
They walked past the cabins and Ah Nyo was certain the
Princess was in one of them. She explored the cabins one
by one till she came to the one that was locked.

Ah Nyo knew the Princess was in that cabin. As
in Grand-dad’s stories, some wicked demon must have
locked her in there. Ah Nyo tried to push open the door.
She beat on the door witly her small palms, crying. “I must
go in....I must go in there!” Her parents were bewildered.
“What is the brat up to?” At first they chided her gently.
But Ah Nyo stuck to the door, crying, “I want to go in
there!” As usual, her mother lost patience. She smacked
Ah Nyo hard, and tried to pull her away. Ah Nyo resisted
and her mother nearly lost her footing. Father became an-
gry and pulled her away from the cabin. Mother got her-
self a bamboo stick and gave Ah Nyo a few Jashes on the
shin. Ah Nyo did not care. She had to open the door and
find the Princess. She fought like a wild animal and people
gathered around to stare. This made Mother ashamed and
even more angry. Father dragged her, while Mother lashed.

Once ashore, Ah Nyo tried to run back to the
steamer, crying, “The Princess ... the Golden Princess ...She
is there ...let me go back.” Father took her up bodily. It
was not easy for Ah Nyo struggled hard. Several times,
she got free and tried to run back to the steamer. When
father pulled her back, she rolled on the ground. Mother
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was almost hysterical. She rained Jashes madly on the dis-
traught child.

Ah Nyo got home covered with dust and hurting

all' over. She was hoarse, but the words, “The Golden
Princess...the Golden Princess,” still hung on her lips.
. The next thing she knew she was being put to bed
in fresh clean clothes. Her body was still shaking with sobs.
Ngw there was no hope. She would never find the Golden
Princess, she would remain an ugly brat, unloved and un-
wanted all her life.

Then she remember something. She sat up and
took her own Golden Princess from her toy box. She placed
her arms around the little form and said. “Do not lose heart
my dear one, one day I shall find the real live Golden Prin1
cess and we shall both be happy. No one shall call vou a
puppet dolt and I shall no longer be an ugly brat.. Now w

stand together....let’s wait, shall we?.. ” :

Soon Ah Nyo was fast asleep.,
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Electra Triumphs

Looking down from the window of the thatched bamboo
house, I felt happy and relaxed, far away from the hub-bub
of city life. Long sojourn in the city had taken away frgm
me the leisurely ways ] was used 10 as a small town grl.
Anyway 1 was going to enjoy 2 free and easy life during
my holidays here in this village. ‘

The moon beams frisked and jumped on the flap-
ping banana leaves slipping every now and t.hcn. on the
grassy ground. By the banana grove was 2 lgrgc dais about
three feet high, the undulating bamboo flooring smooth and
shining browned with age and use. I rcm.embered hov.v 1
had in my younger days lain on the dais letting the soothing
coolness of the bamboo sink into my young bedy.

This bamboo dais had been a rendezvous of young
and old who gathered in the twilight of the evening to talk
over pots of plain tea and seasoned tea leaves and, of
course, the inevitable cheroots. My host, an elderly man of
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seventy, looked as robust as any man in his prime. | saw
him now sitting on the dais alone with his tea pot. His white
hair was done in a small knot on top of his head. His cotton
paso, the nether garment, was tucked to his waist. The
bold yellow and black check pattern of his paso could be
seen from quite a distance i the moonlight, a signal to his
neighbours that he was ready for evening gossip. His up-
per part of the body was innocent of clothing as it was a
very hot night. His eyes under the bushy eycbrows were
calm and serene.

The old man looked as if he had not a care in the
world. 1 wish I had some of his calmness. He seemed to0
have found the answer to the riddle of life, without moving
a step from the wooden dais. With a restless longing for
something which would give me peace and quiet, | won-
dered how the old man could be so calm. He had had the
lion’s share of life’s sorrows.

He lost his wife just before the war. When the
Japanese came, his eldest son was forced into the labour
corps and taken to work on the Thai-Myanmar railway,
where he died. His second son joined the Myanmar Ammy
and served through the resistance and survived. Today he
was one of the brass hats in the Defence Services. He
came home only once after the war to assure his old father
that he was alive and well. After that he was so busily
occupied that iteras in the news paper and a stray Jetter or
two were all the old man had of his son.

His only daughter died in child-bed during the war.

What a theme for a grand melodrama, even trag-
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edy, but how could 1 put that benign, calm and serene face-
in that kind of setting? He sat there by the banana grove on
the bamboo dais, more Jike an old ship weathered by storm
than a tragic wreck he should well be. Suddenly he 1(_)oked
up to the window and called, “Hey, lon-ma-lay (lassm). dg
come down and have tea. Don't you feel lonely upstairs?
Thev will be here soon.” “They’ were the peighbours who
came every night to sit on the bamboo dais and talk over
the pot of plain tea. The tea pot was an earthen pot as
black as the Prince of Darkness. The tea was ;_Jou}’ed into
the small cups and taken in accompaniment with jaggery,
{0 toasted dry fish and pickled tea leaves.

I weJnt down and sat near him. He handed me a
lacquer bowl of tea leaves with toasted sessamum grains,
fried garlic crisp and groundnuts. He looked at me closely
and said, “Find a bit dul} here? You used to play and prﬁtﬂe
when you were a little girl. You’ve become quiet now.” He
sighed and went on, “Of course, you are grown up.. a great
lady with English education and all that... a sayamagy:
(schoolmum).” I laughed, “Oh, no, I feel the same lltﬂe”gll'l
who came down here with my parents for holidays...

So we sat sipping tea together and soon there was
a patter of feet and the bamboo dais was full of people
laughing and talking; tea was passed round apd they tall.(ed
and smoked their big fat cheroots. 1 found their talk exhila-
rating like the breeze comung over the pa.ddy fields.

It was during an interesting gossip about a young
gallant from town trying to win the village belle, when my
host cut in. “By the way tomorrow is pre-sabbath day, have
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you got rice grain ready for the nuns?” As was the way
with the village fotks they dropped the gossip and went on
discussing the alms they would offer to the nuns who came
for their alms-rounds every week.

I was exasperated, because they had left the hero
of the story waylaying the girl as she went to draw water
from the well. The gir] was walking down the shaded lane
with a water pot on her head, the long tresses of her hair
swinging on her shoulders. 1 wanted to know what hap-
pened when she passed the bush where the gallant lay
waiting.

“I have some good jaggery for the nuns...poor
dears like it” said Daw Mi, a kindly lady of sixty summers,
mother of many children and a granny many times over.

“Thope Ma San Dar will come along with the nuns,”
said Ma Pu, a spinster of uncertain age, “She seems to be
very happy with her nuns’s life.”

The talk turned to Ma San Dar, the nun. [ was not
interested in her; I only wanted to hear what happened to
the village belle and her waylaying swain. My host asked
me, “You remember Ma San Dar.... that’s her new name
as a pun.... her name used to be Ma Lay. The young girl
who used to come and play with you in those days. “I nod-
ded vaguely not wishing to hurt others’ feelings.

Daw Mi spoke again. “I feel very sorry for her.
Anyway it’s better so. She is alone. It’s a pity she did rot
marry. What a waste of good-wife-material.”

Ma Pu the spinster was mildly ruffled. “I th:sik hers
is a good life. She has no cares, no burden of a family. She
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has peace, perfect peace. How I wish could be like her.”

“Pray, do not go and become a nun yourself, I beg
of you,” laughingly said U San, a stalwart widower in early
fifties. Daw Mi winked at him and said, “Well, why don’t
you do something about it?” Ma Pu shyly gave hc}' a pinch
in the arm. “Well, well, I think being unmarried js such a
waste...” insisted Daw Mi rubbing her pinched arm with
one hand and giving a return with the other on Ma Pu’s
massive hip.

U San the eligible widower suppressed a chuckle
and went on, “Poor Ma Lay....  mean Ma San Dar. | think
it’s her mother who made a mess of everything. 1 never
saw such an unnatural mother. She just hated her own
daughter....I simply can’t understand.”

Daw Mi took a deep puff of her big fat cheroot
and spoke, “You men never understand. It started before
Ma Lay was bom. Ever heard the talk of Ma Lay’s father
having a love affair where he had gone to work?‘.’

My host poured tea into his cup and said, “\_{ou
mean that talk about the man’s dead sweet-heart being
born as his daughter. Oh, you women, you believe in any
superstitious nonsense.”

1 was instantly alerted by the smell of a good story.
The whole group became alive arguing the probability apd
possibility. Ma Pu asked, “Ts it not possible for the dead girl
to be reborn as a daughter in her lover’s family?”

“1 do not say it is impossible,” my host replied gen:
tly, “but you cannot be sure. You women talk as ] f you saw
the dead girl going into the tum of her lover’s wife.”
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“Well, Ma Lay’s mother actually saw, in her dream,
the gir) coming to slecp in her arms. She beheved that nt
was her husband’s sweetheart bom again,” insisted Ma
Pu.

My host said in his usual gentle way, “Well, my
dear, such things might happen. It is neither strange nor
unusual. We are all creatures moving in this cycle of birth
and death. We move along the unending cycle as humans,
animals or devas (celestial beings) according to our merits.
We met other beings as we move along hating or loving
one another. Each of us had had countless existences pre-
vious to the present, and more to come, after this life 15
over. We have met, loved and hated, parted and then met
again i this cycle. So what’s strange in the man’s sweet-
heart being born again as his own daughter? It is the Law
of Karma.”

“Of course it’s the Law of Karma,” mumbled Daw
My, “but it spells tragedy to the family.” The company re-
mained silent perhaps sharing the knowledge of what had
happened. I could no longer bear to be left in ignorance, so
[ asked what happened to Ma Lay and her pareats...1t was
not at all a strange story as my host said. Ma Lay adored
her father and he doted on her. He would not suffer so

much as an unkind look even from her mother. Mother
became jealous being constantly reminded of the dream
she had and the gossip about her husband’s love affair.

“I think the woman was just unreasonable. Ever if
Ma Lay were her husband’s sweetheart rebomn. sse had
then become his daughter. There should be ne cause for
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jealousy,” said Ma Pu the spmster.

U San promptly supported her. “Yes, sister, you
are nght. The woman should remember that the two were
father and daughter, regardless of what they had been in
the previous existence. We all go along in this cycle that
way, who knows you and [ might have been brother and
sister, or father and daughter, or...er...you know what 1
mean.” Ma Pu swallowed her tea the wrong way and splut-
tered.

Daw Mi bravely tried not to smile and picked up
the thread of conversation, *“Yes, you are right.We move
along this cycle of rebirth. We met one another as friends,
relatives or enemies as we go along. Ma Lay might have
crossed her father's path once as his sweetheart. She did
pot seem to care much for her mother. A slight cough or
snecze from her father sent her fussing. Her mother abused
her and even beat her. Father and mother fought over her
and Ma Lay had to bear the brunt of it.”

Daw Mi rambled on describing the quarrels in de-
tail. Her account was lengthened by the contnbutions from
the audience. If she began on a fight on a sabbath day
dunng Lent, someone would remember the one on the New
Year Day, so on and so forth. Since everyone knew the
story’s end no one was in a hurry. As the mght was getung
late, my patience was running out.

“Where are Ma Lay’s parents now?" | asked at
last.

Daw Mi answered, “They were both dead. Her
father was stricken by paralysis and her mother left him
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and took herself a new husband. She died a few years
later. Her father, bed-ridden though he was, lived on for
quite a long time. Ma Lay stayed with him to the end. She
sold vegetables and did odd jobs and Jooked after her fa-
ther. She seemed happy and contented having her father to
herself. Long before her father died she had already made
plans to become a nun if she were to survive him. She
nursed and looked after him for twenty years. He died in
her arms. She accepted his death without bitterness, hav-
ing decided what to do in that event. She had found peace
at last.

“But you thought it is such a waste of good-wife
material, didn’t you just now,” I asked playfully.

Daw Mi smiled and winked at Ma Pu. “Oh, it is
not the way 1 meant. Ma Lay’s life is a good one. She’s all
right for herself. But she had so much good in her that
some man might make good use of. Some man might be
made very happy if only he were not blind and foolish.
Men can be such fools. They do not see the good qualities
in a2 mature woman.”

She looked meaningfully at U San, who Jooked
wistfully at the moon. Daw Mi would have gone on with
her homily on the pleasures of having a good woman as
wife, had not my host cut her short.

“Well, Daw Mi, everything happened according to
the Law of Karma. Love, hate and sorrow come and pass
away like storms. You can always find peace and guiet if
you wait patiently enough. Ma Lay suffered but sk found
peace in a nun’s life...at last.”
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Everyone assented. Ma Lay, in spite of her suffer-
ings, was the tiumphant one. She had her adored father to
herself to the end. With her duty done she found peace as
a nun,

My host poured the last dregs of plain tea into his
cup and said, “It’s getting late. Ma Pu, my lassie, don’t you
feel frightened going home by yourself. That big tamarind
tree 1s said to be haunted; U San, will you see her home?”
So the company dispersed.

Once in my room | sat down on my bed to think
hard. Was Ma Lay her father’s swecetheart reborm? A shaft
of moon-light fell on the wall. There hung my photograph 1
had sent to my host on the occasion of my graduation. An
all-knowing face with cap and gown Jooked down at me
with patronising amusement as 1f to say, “The girl, Ma Lay
had Electra Complex.”

“Electra Complex, My foot,” I muttered, “Stop talk-
ing through that damed scholastic cap of yours. Why can’t
you accept things hike the simple folk...the Law of Karma
and the cycle of rebirth?”

I got up and looked out of the window. Down the
village lane half hidden by trees, 1 saw U San and Ma Pu
walking side by side. They kept a decorous distance. 1
watched them with interest as they approached the haunted
tree. All of a sudden something crashed through the boughs.
I saw Ma Pu run into the arms of U San and soon the
couple faded into the dark shadows.

Before 1 could recover my surprise 1 heard a dis-
creet chuckle among the banana grove and saw a glimpse
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of black and yellow checked figure under the leaves. Sud-
denly two brown hands shot forth again with a catapult in
af:tion anid another crash sounded on the haunted tree. [
giggled happily and retired Jeaving the elderly cupid with
his remarkable missile.
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The Ruse

Thein Maung gazed at the steel plate barricades surmounted
by rows of barbed wire and realised how dcsperat.e tl'.\e
situation was. He could see the bayonet spikes gleamung in
the pale moon light. Behind each spike was a stumpy_form
of a Japanese sentry, sloppy and bedraggled, the uniform
chequered with patches.

Stealing a glance at the flat yellow face under th_c
dull khaki cap, Thein Maung thought how like an ogre it
was, snub nose, wide mouth, protruding teeth and thick
lips. Not that he had ever seen a real ogre, but this was the
kind of face that gave him nightmares. He shuddered.
Much as he wished to tarry, he dared not, but his legs lagged
at the thought of his dear one behind the barricade.

At last he sat down at a tea shop on the other side
of the strect and perfunctorily ordered a cup of tea. His
gaze remained intent on the barricade as he gulped down
his tea. He heaved a deep lingering sigh and suddenly realised
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that he was very hungry. He had not had anything since
early moming and he heard the sentry strike the hour of
eight. He sighed thinking of his wife, his bride of seven
days. A lump rose in his throat at the thought of her lonely
and frightened. How could he get to her with those steel
plates, barbed wires and spiked bayonets between them?

“Plain tea, Sir...very good tea made from the tea
leaves from Shan States.” a pleasant voice said. Thein
Maung looked up from his gloomy reverie and saw a young
mar 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 Myanmar. War may tear her to
pieces, but teashops still offer free cups of green tea.”
Gnlping down the tea he felt better enough to notice his
surroundings.

The shop was only a make-shift affair of bamboo
and thatch with a few tables and chairs scattered about.
An o1l lamp shed its discrete 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 into the cups.

Thein Maung regarded the young man closely. He
looked a friendly fellow. “Anything troubling you, Sir? My
name’s Kyin Sway. [ keep this shop not merely to sell tea.
I can help you in many ways, if you know what I mean,”
he invited. He was a fair skinned man and his hair was
wavy. He was not exactly handsome, but pleasant locking
and his voice was kind.

Thein Maung scratched his head and wendered if
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he should confide in this young man. He knew him by sight
as he had always dropped in the shop to pet cigareftes apd
matches, but he had never spoken to him. He had seen hnn
laughing and jolking with customers who seemed to like
him. Sociable fellow!

“Can | get you something to eat, Sir? 1 >could get
you a plate of noodles from the next shop.” Themn Maung
thought he had better fill himself before further action. In
no time the repast was before him.

Drawn by the delicious aroma of fried noodles,
Thein Maung rattled his chop sticks and took a mou‘}hful.
He pointed at the barricades and asked casually. “How
long do you think this will last?”

Kyin Sway answered unconcernedly, “You neVﬁr
know, Sir. Sometimes it lasts about six or seven months.

Thein Maung choked and spluttered. He groatad
and said something strong and spicy, “Take these fifmcd
plates away, Khin Sway. Bong me a bottle of Sakai”....he
ordered placing a wad of Japanese currency notes on the
table. A

A few moments later they were talking over the
bottle of Sakai. Thein Maung was blubbering his sad story.

“J ook here, man, only a few weeks ago I went
down to my home town and brought my.bri.dc....swct.:t
simple girl, not used to the evil ways of the big city with this
war going on. § had promised to looked after her, §tand by

her and protect her...now look what happened. This morn-
ing 1left home to go to work meaning 10 come home early....
which I did only to find these damned things around the
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place. I was told that the place was quarantined. No one
must go in, Nor any one come out. As you said, such things
go on for six or seven months. Oh, what am I going to do?”

Kyin Sway was all sympathy. He said, “It’s use-
less to sit and moan, Sir, we must do something.”

“Do something ----do something —-—-what damned
something could I do with all the blasted things around? Is
it all you have to say? Young clout.”

“Easy, Sir, easy - | was going to suggest some-
thing. By the way, where do you work? I mean, do you
have to go to work every day?”

“Of course, 1 go to work every day. What do you
take me for? How do you think? I got all this money in this
bulging bag? If only you knew how bhard I 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 1 had to share with others...”

“Ten thousand is still a lot of money, Sir, if I may
say so."

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,

“You call this paltry sum of ten thousand big money?
These inflated currency, what is their worth? As [ was
saying, 1 should have made a hundred thousand, if I had no:
to share with other brokers, Young man, remember all byo-
kers are cheats, blood sucking lot and an honest fel'sw like
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me has no chance against the damned lot of them. Just see
what happened in this Emetin Powder business. ] should
have the lion’s share as it was 1, who first got the scent.
One chap working at a Japanese hospital whispered to me
the information that the authorities there were paying fabu-
lous sums for the powder. So 1 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 Chinaman who
knew where it was available. He too demanded a share.
He took us to a woman who kept a stall in the market. She
knew where the stuff was kept. On the similar agreement,
she took us there, but the key of the storehouse was in the
hands of.....”

Kyt Sway cut short the rigmarole saying, “You
still have lots of money and believe me it could work won-
ders.” 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.

He did not know Jong 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 someone. As he rabbed
his eyes to get a clearer vision, 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.

Kyin Sway, seeing him awake, came to him and

whispered 1n his ear. Thein Maung’s eyes were opened
wide enough to take in the vital statistics of the young per-
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son. He nodficd approval and fished out a thick wad of
notes from his bag _and handed it over to Kyin Sway, who
lwerli;ack to the girl. Thein Maung stroked his ch}n and
ooked on as some kind of negotiations took p]
the girl and Kyin Sway. -
Kyin Sway had a hurried talk wi i
, th the girl. He
pointed to _the sentry post at the barricade. He then thrust
the notes into her hands. The girl nodded and went to-
I\:vdarcis the sen.try‘ post. Kyin Sway came back to Thein
ev(z;ung _and ;ald, Don’t you worry, Sir. She '}l take care of
rything. Tomorrow you’ll be jnside the barn
home to your wife..” R ek
. Thein Maung was Jubilant. He gave his new found
fncr,ld a hcafICy slap on the back and cried, “My dear man
you've done Jt...bow could I pay back ... you’re a w0nder:
ful guy...now _bnng another bottle of grog....”
’ Morning f_"ound Thein Maung sprawled on the table.
e had but scant idea of what had happened. He woke up
with a burning sensation in his stomach and his nerves
s.ecmed to be torn to gossamere shreds. So frail and wraith-
like he felt he alm'ost suspected he had died in his sleep. He
;iuar;;d e:;t 1?];13en his eyes fearing the action might crumple
| - The sound of footsteps and talki ] '
his head like needles. g SR
Su_ddenly he felt something cool and nice round his
head and hf_"e became sweet again. “Feeling better, Sir?”
he heard Kym'Sway ask. His eyelids fluttered like the wings
of wounded bird and snapped tight again as a shafi of Jight
cut thrdugh them. He shaded his eyes with one Sand and
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pecped at Kyin Sway, his administenng »angcl, who was
holding an ice bag close to his poor crac}<\1\ng .skull..

«Take this, Sir, you’ll feel better, ‘sald Kyin Sway
handing him a glass of sizzling water. Without one wori
Thein Maung did as he was told angi the world.was bac
on its axis. He sat straight on the chasr and' fe!t his pogkcts.
His intuitive friend put a cigarette between his lips and lighted
" yon don't worry a bit, Sir. The girl will talk to the

1t erything wil} be alright.”
3“1310“‘1;_5]123? Ii/\llaur):,lt; siyed in the shop the whplc day
and learned many things aboul Kyin Sway and his shgp,
both as versatile as could be imagined. ‘.‘Ot}f} has to lwei
cven though the war is on,” Kyin Sway said, “one does ml)d
lnow when Japs'll go and even if they do, wh)at more cou X
we hope under the British-Americans? I don’t know alblc_m
politics and couldn’tcare less, for, wl?oever comes, I live
by the sweat of my brow. | opened this shop and you see
. ‘S’.I"i\ein Maung saw how it was. Kyin Sway’s tea
shop extended its service in more ways than one. {-lefvlv::t
going 10 say somethings to that effect when tl?c girl o s
night came jn. Kyin Sway and she conferred. in one cofm:
for some time. When the gir] went away, Kyin Sway came
back to Thein Maung shaking his head rffgretfu.lly.
‘No luck, at least for the time being, Sir. The sen-
tries can’t openly let you in. tl‘?»ut they prorrus\;c:{cig tt{_ﬂ‘l a
i e if we could think of a ruse, an €y¢
i ?ﬁlx;:x ?viaung was furious. “A ruse, what damned
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ruse could we think of? Is it all I get for my money ?”
He exploded into an oration of picturesque profanity. Kyin
Sway tactfully let him go on until he became exhausted.
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 no good being miserable on an empty
stomach.

As he was enjoving a smoke after the meal, his
attention was caught by some noisv excitement near the
sentry post of the quarantine area. He craned his neck to
see what it was and to his suprise saw a funeral cortege
stopping nght there. The whole procession seemed to be
bottle-necked at the guarded entrance of the quarantine
area.

“Hey, Kyin Sway, look, What’s wrong with the
funeral procession?”

“Nothing’s wrong, Sir. The cemetery 1s included in
the area, so the funeral cannot go in without a special per-
mission.”

Thein Maung was absorbed in watching the un-
usual event. The solemnity had wom off. The moumers
and friends were broken into groups and they seemed to
be at a loss to know how to behave at such a juncture.
Some stalwart youths scaled the fence 10 bawl out to the
people inside. Others talked to the guards trying to get pass-
port for the dear departed. There was a lot of talking, shoui-
ing and bawling. A few urchins came and examined the
hearse and they had to be shooed away as they tried to
pick flowers from the wreaths.
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1t was some time before the coffin was transported
over the fence while friends and mourners remained out-
side. Few and short were the prayers they said and they
spoke not a word of soTTow.

Thein Maung felt like Jaughing wn 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
yourself...why.. Sir ..I've got a wonderful idea.....why not?
Oh, why didn’t | think of this before.....”

Even before he realised Thein Maung found him-
self arranging his own funeral. The coffin, the hearse and
wreathes. He would have all the trimmings for he had al-
ways wanted to go in style. Death cerificate and papers
were ready....thanks to Kyin Sway and his fair colleagues.

Thein Maung was to die at night and bis 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 sieeping
potioa.

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 also taken care of by Kyin Sway and his ‘contacts’.

Things worked out as planned. Thein Maung got
inside the area, back home to his wife.

Life went on as usual...no, not quite. For, one

morning during his morning stroll, Thein Maung saw that
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?.he steel plate barncades had been extended. His further
nvestigation showed that the vicinity of Kyin Sway's tea
shop had been added to the quarantine area. He hurried to
see how his frtend was faring. He found him as cheerful as
ever.

“Sir, “it’s’ cos of you. After you’ve gone a batch of
health officers came and asked about your sudden death.
Naturally they took the cause to be cholera. So....you see
how it is.”

. “I’m sorry, Kyin Sway, I'm sorry. What about your
business? Will it suffer?” Thein Maung’s sympathy was
expressed by a thick wad of notes for which his friend was
thankful.

“Sir, don’t you worry about me. Business as
usual...even better. Here, people can’t go out and get what
thcy. want. 1, with my ‘contacts’ and influence on the au-
thorities can get them anything they want. You have seen
for yourself how things can be accomplished if you just
know.how. .. Thank you again, Sir, drop in anytime you need
anything, not that I think you will....you know what I mean.”
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The Bearer Of The Betel Casket

“Who’s going to be the bearer of the betel casket?”...
This seemed to be the burning question. “If someone says
that again, I'l] do something desperate.”

So saying Ko Ko Tin knocked the ash of his pipe
with undue vehemence. “Why must they make a fuss about
this novitiation business, which is only a matter of religious
duty concerned only with the family? All they need to do is
to send the boys to the monastery with sets of yellow robes.
The monks will shave the boys' heads and invest themn with
the yellow robes. Lo and behold they are novices! Why do
they want to made a gala affair with music troupes, and
procession, and horses, and what not.”

Ko Ko Tin had no choice but to talk to himself, for
no one would listen to his ‘sensible’ talk. He had been an
odd man out since his first day back in his home town, a
small but thriving town surrounded on all sides with paddy
fields. His relatives, simple country folks, welcomed him
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with their usual warmth and affection. And yet something
seemed to have gone out of the carefree jollity he used to
possess in his younger days.

“Things have changed,” he complained. But he
knew he had himself to blame. His folks were the same
open-hearted men of the soil as charming as ever. Only he
was no longer a school boy, eager for the simple pleasures
the beautiful countryside could give. He was someone who
had retumned from abroad with a string of degrees added to
his name, a promising lawyer who was out of place in small
town activities like novitiation.

Ko Ko Tin had come down from the big city, be-
cause his uncle had written:

We all wish you could come down for the
novitiation of my sons, your cousins. Old grandfa-
ther wanted to see them don the yellow robe be-
fore his eyes were dimmed with the shadow of
death. We know you must be busy since your re-
turn from abroad, but we have seen so little of
you. This novitiation ceremony is to be a family re-
unuon. If you could come down, Grandfather will
be pleased and you might, if you had time enough,
be ordained. You must remember in our family,
novitiation of the young boys is celebrated along
with the ordination of an older boy. It’s a pity none
of my boys have reached the age of twenty so that
he will be eligible for ordination. As far as we can
see you are the only candidate. We all sope to
keep up the family tradition. Jt will be inieresting to
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cee who is to be the bearer of the bctelAcasket this
{ime. Yous Aunty Hla is agog with excitement.

Ko Ko Tin had come down with the memory of his

own novitiation fresh in his mind. His uncle had bgcn tIhe
one who was ordained. It had been a grand affair .w1th
music troupes and processions. A bevy of young maidens
walked in the procession carrying rolls of yellow robes and
gaily decorated packets of gifts for the monks. The most
pror-ni nent among them was the bearer of the betel casket,
for the most beautiful of the local belles was chosen for the
it He remembered with a chuckle how the young
men in the music troupe had sung snappy songs throwing
broad hints how the pretty bearer of the betel casl.<ct must
be feeling as her sweetheart was going 1o be ordained an‘d
would have to stay in the monastery for a week. What, if
he meant to stay the three months of tl?e lenteq s§ason? At
such a suggestion the music burst out in a terrifying t'>oom
as if to match the turmoil in the girl’s heart. Someone 18 t}:,c

music troupe cried, “Ho, ho, do not drop the bete! casket!
It was fifieen years ago. His young uncle who was

then ordained had married the pretty bea.rcr of the t.>etcl
casket. now his aunty Hla. Once again a coml?xncd
novitiation and ordination ceremony was 10 bc>held in ¢e
family. He knew that the function was o'f considerable 1n-
terest to the whole town as a social hjghhgbt of the season.
He had not, however, realised that the choice of the beaxrcr
of the betal casket woutd kindle more mmterest thgn the Miss
Universe contest. Little by little it dawned on him that the
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choice meant not only the local beauty queen but also the
bnde of the family.

It was all right for the men of the previous genera-
tion who carried on with the work on the paddy fields, their
proud heritage. The belle chosen to be the bearer of the
betel casket would certainly be the girl they grew up with
and later learned to love. Unlike his uncles he had been
sent to school in the big city where he spent most of his life,
except for short spelils of haliday letsure.

It was not that he had grown too big for his home
town, he told himself indignantly. When far away in foreign
lands he had carried the cherished memory of his home
town held dear to his heart...the pagoda festivals when all
the people from nearby villages came in bullock carts and
when the countryside burst forth into a pleasure ground of
music and dances.

Ko Ko Tin sighed, taking a few puffs of hts pipe.
He never thought he would be so embarrassingly involved
in the doings of his folks back in his home town. Did they
expect him to make a bnde of some unknown girl, just
because she was chosen to be the bearer of the betel cas-
ket in the procession”

“Anyone you wish to carry this in the procession?”
he heard hus Aunty Hla say She was polishing the red lac-
quer betel casket with a silk rag. It stond on a gracefully
carved stem and the lid was crested with omate figure of a
mythical bird. It was a thing of beauty that deserved a
beautiful bearer.

The last bearer of the betel casket was certainly
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an image of health, beauty and m‘aturity. Her ‘eyes »lvcri
soft with memories. Ko Ko Tin said gallantly, “You o_od
even more beautiful than you .did :m the day you came
ket in the procession.
e bctdl—’(ciajaunt blush:cl with pleasure, “Thank you, dear,
but you haven’t answered my question. lf,you h;d' son}llc-r
one from city....er....a girl friend, why don’t you bring he
o ani(i.o“l.(o Tin raised his hands in horror. “If you think
any girl from city will wa]k.down the streets of ;ht))so )t;\::_
carrying the betel casket, \w@ all(l thg teasing an
' en.
i mus‘:’i’lﬁ?ﬂhﬁil? :rfl; gnilft;ind being the bearer of the
- 5 It's a great honour, you know.” .
e cas‘l‘i;:);llzljn’ﬁmow, Aunty Hla, they no longes go In
for such things. It’s just...” Ko K_o Tu_) stoppe_d not knowing
how to justify the ways of the city girls to his aunnt. »
“The dress 1 wore is as good as new, she sai
taking out the silk skirt. It was a rectangular piece of sh.cil
pink with a black top to be worn tucl‘ced munfﬂ the waus(.i
The main piece was profusely embroidered with ggld an
silver thread and sequins. The lower end Qf the sk}n was
soft white silk with very fine thin black horizontal lines. .
Ko Ko Tin remembered how his Aunty HlaA, slim
and fair had walked gracefully with the betel cask‘et in one
fiand and the tip of the soft white end of her sklrt. in the
other, so that it hung like a kite’s wing over her red slippered
feet which scarce stole like a mouse out of the dra.pery. Ko
KoTin wanted to laugh when he thought of the painted toe-
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nails and high heels...which at once brought into his mind
Maisie, his girl friend from city, “Lord! she is due to arrive
any tme today!”

Why in the world did he ask her to come down to
this place reeking with mildered traditions? “It’s not that 1
am ashamed of my own folks,” he muttered to himself
angrily, “It’s just that Maisie would be a square in the merry-
go-round of old world activities.” He wondered how to
break the news of her impending arrival to his aunt. The
hardest thing to explain was that there was nothing be-
tween him and Maisie.

Ko Ko Tin did not like to think of the moments he
had to tell Aunty Hla about Maisie. He stuttered and blun-
dered as he tried to make clear that Maisie was a Myanmar
girl all right...but modem...a Jawyer like him...a colleague,
no, not old, but young, no, not married either...coming
alone.....no chaperone...not his sweetheart or anything. .. just
friends...drove her own car all the way....you see young
woman of todav.....able to look after themselves...

Aunty Hla smiled and nodded as if she understood,
but then Ko Ko Tin knew she had got everything wrong.
“My God, I shall ruin my career if I speak like this in the
court room,” Ko Ko Tin thought gloomily.

Mercifully Ko Ko Tin was spared the grand -en-
trance Maisie made into the quiet sequestered life of his
folks, for he was away at the monastery to make endless
arrangements for the novitiation ceremony. When he ca:ne
back the saucy red car was at the door. Maisie was siiting
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near Aunty Hla who was busy polishing .thc numerous lac-
quer caskets, silver goblets and all the white clcph.ants tg.ken
out for the occasion. Long pointed predatory nails pgmted
red, hair permed for wind swept effect, completc \fw_th the
cigarette dangling from carefully l;cqx.)ered lips, Maisie was
oozzing with glamour and sophisﬂcat.tor.m _ ‘
As she eyed the things with polite interest she said,
“] can hardly wait to see the novitiatio_n procession the old-
fashioned style. We had processions in city, but then th.ey
have to rush along in cars, not so leisurcly and graceful like
here with the boys to be novitiated riding on horseback an.d
" young men and women walking on ’foot,” Ko Ko Tin
thought, ““She surely knows what to say He felt that Maisie
was a bit patronising. He seethed with uppotcm‘rgge. He
had himself to blame. He was a fool to bring Maisie down
i town.
g holr(ng Ko Tin did his best to play host. He took her
for a long stroll round the paddy fields to vyatih the win-
nowing. Maisie was delighted like a school girl. “It must be
a nice change for her.” he thought. He showed her t.he
monastery with its wide precincts, cool and shady with
ava trees.
i agitlgnug on a bamboo dais under the I_Jg.nyan tree he
told her how the men of his family were novitiated as boys
and ordained when they came of age in ﬂ.lc same monas-
tery. True to the Buddhist traditiOn_ his family had lfnd great
importance on initiating the sons into the Buddha’s Order.
To don the yellow robe as a novice when a.boy a.nd.to be
ordained when he comes of age meant reaping the highest
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honour of manhood.
He told Maisie that he was the one to be ordained
this time. He would have to stay in the monastery for a
week, so would she mind going back alone? Maisie chewed
a straw and looked pensively over the stubble plains touched
with the rosy hue of the soft dying sun. “It’s nice being
here,” she said softly. That moment Ko Ko Tin wanted to
ask her to stay till he came out of the monastery back to
lay-life. Even before he did, Maisie looked at him amused
and said, “What a sight you will look when you come out of
the monastery as a Jayman. With your shaven head and
layman’s dress!” She then started to hum a pop tune and
walked away briskly along the half-reaped furrows of the
fleld.
The following days Ko Ko Tin had little time for
Maisie as he and the men of the family were busy with the
preparations. She was put under the wing of Aunty Hia,
and Ko Ko Tin was full of misgiving. He felt Maisie must
be laughing up her sleeve to hear about the moth-eaten
traditions. “She had the cheek to think Aunty Hla
motheaten!” He became indignant at the very thought. He
felt guilty at the same time for neglecting Maisie. If ever
he had a ghost of a chance with her affections this was
surely the death knel. Bringing her down 10 his home town
and neglecting her was no way to woo a woman like Maisie.
Ko Ko Tin was not surprised, therefore, when his
Aunty Hla handed him a note from Maisie saying that she
had been unexpectedly called away to town. He had bzen
away from home the whole moming. The note was full of
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apologies. diplomatic blah blah. She had left the car as she
felt she could not trust the engine. Would he please see 10
it and bring the car back on his return? ) .
Aunty Hla was very sorry _indced:‘ Poor girl wzcsl
enjoying herself,” she said. Ko Ko Tin’s feeh.ngs were mix
up. He felt free not having to be apologetic 0 Maisie, at
the same time he was indignant at the way she ran away.
Perhaps he should even be thankful to her for so tactfully
e 0Kuot Ko Tin threw himself into the busy prepara-
tions. He even took interest in the choice of the bearer of
the betel casket. He saw his Aunty Hia surroundcd‘by lo-
cal belles helping and joking with her. He fgasted his eyes
on fresh country girls with their native charrm?)g ways. What
a refreshing change from city girls like Maisie. He v.voul.d
show her how a sweet flower born to blush unseen in his
small home town could grace the metropolis. _
The day of the novitiation cesemony dawned bright
and clear. The procession was 1o start while the sun was
still mild and gentle, so that they had time enough to walk,
slowly down the streets until they reached the monastery
which was their destination. A colonrful throng had gath-
ered in front of the house. A retinue of young men dressed
in old time military grandeur of the monarchical days stood
waiting with saddled horses for the boys who were to be
novitiated. A red liveried man stood by each horse with 2
long-stemmed golden umbrella to shade over the boys as
they rode along. The maidens were busy w1_Lh rolls of yel}
low robes decorated with lotus blossoms, silver goblets o
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flowers and packets of offerings so that each might carry
one as they walked in the procession.

At long last they were quite ready to start. Some-
one cried, “Here comes the bearer of the betel casket.”
Only then did Ko Ko Tin remember the important partici-
pant in the procession. He thought it would not be a bad
idea to cultivate the friendship of the one so honoured.

With great interest he looked in the directon on
which everyone’s attention was focussed. There, Aunty
Hla was leading the bearer dressed in old Myanmar court
dress, her bair upswept into a chignon, with an alluring fringe
on the brow and a pair of tresses curled round the ears.
With downcast eyes she walked with one hand holding the
tip of the white end of her skirt so that it hung like a kite’s
wing over her red-slippered feet. Aunty Hla was carrying
the betel casket which she would hand over when the
bearer took her place i the procession.

Ko Ko Tin gazed in wonder. “Surely never lighted
on this orb a more delightful vision. Such 1s the beauty of
womanhood, inspiring and ennobling men, not challenging
and defying like Maisie, a hard botled career woman.” Ko
Ko Tin stepped forward, for he felt he should hand the

betel casket to her, who had brought out the best in him.

Aunty Hla smiled at him pleased. She handed him
the casket as if she understood his wish. Ko Ko Tin looked
full into the face of the bearer and stopped short. “It’s you,
Maisie,” he cried angrily, “How could you do this to me!™

Maisie retorted, “Don’t you shout at me! who did
what to you? I've always wanted to be the bearer of the
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bete] casket. ’ve always wanted to walk in the procession
like the beauties of my mother’s day. | was going to ask
you of this favour, but I knew you’d laugh at me. [ am
really disgusted the way you behaved; going about with a
long face as if you were ashamed of your own folks. |
never had a chance to drive into your thick head how de-
lightful this charming old world was, and how nice your
folks were... Only Aunty Hla understood, so....”

“You and she conspired to make a fool of me..”
Ko Ko Tin finished for her, “Here’s your casket, do you
know what it means...” the rest of his words were drowned
in the crescendo of music. g

Someone in the music troupe burst into a song about
the girl waiting with a sky-hued pasoe she had woven for
her lover to wear when he came out of the monastery
back 1o lay life. As he led Maisie to take her place in the
procession, Ko Ko Tin managed to ask, “Will you wait for
me with a sky-hued pasoe?” Without batting an eyehd
Maisie whispered, “No, not with a sky-hued pasoe, but
with a flashiest smit and a dressiest tie and how ndiculous
you’ll look with your shaven head.... a far cry from Yul
Brynner!”

Ko Ko Tin walked away to his place in the proces-
sion chucking to himself. He did not know if his family ever
had a shrew for a bearer of the betel casket.

67

The Egg And I

_The ]iff: ofa housc-“f[fe is not so dull as most people imag-
1n<;. It is far fromAbemg monotonous. It has its own thrills
a?h cxcxtements like any other job. It is worthy of a place
0 _onqu(; in ;he galaxy of topics for shop-talk. House-keep-
Ing1s, indeed, a many splendoured-thi lally 1
iy p thing, especially in war-
: I 'was only two years married when the war broke
out. [ had entered Ithe holy state of matrimony armed with
scrap-b,ooks of recipes, household hints, and what-not from
_wqmgn § magazines. Now all my scrap books are lost and
:,cl:,e etter so. What carthly use is it to know how to re-
gravy stains on clothes, when there ;
much less clothes? SR AR
. Anyway, there was not much housework to do in
os}e1 days. There were only a few clothes to wash and noy
much to cook. It was rather tragic, because [ had Jjust l2aent
to cook properly. Now 1 could no more show off ray cyli-

z :
ary arts on those almost non-existent rations. {{owever.
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creative instinct was strong in me. 1 learnt to makc.the
most of a teaspoonful of cooking oil, half a wrinkled onion,
a stale yellow garlic clove, three ot four pale limp shrimps
which must have died in the concentration camp, and a
heap of freshly picked water cress leaves. Looking at my
achievement, 1 felt as proud as Lucifer. Gauguin must have
felt something like that when he painted the picture of the
brown girls on the lid of the barrel.

It took a mighty genius to bring the people of
Myanmar, “where plenty cheered the labouring swain™ to
the border of starvation. Prices were exorbitant. Then the
ruling gods hit upon the idea of price control. They issued
orders that such and such a commodity must be sold at a
controlled price. No sooner had they done so, then the. said
commodity was no more to be seen. Cooking oil, onions,
garlic, chfllics, fish-paste, all the essentials wcn? one by
one, as under the wand of a magjcian. The ruling gods
went on relentlessly with their acts of legerdemain. .

I cursed the moving finger that wrote the pnce
control orders, but it wrote on; nor all my piety nor wit
could lure it back to cance) half a line.

Of course, we were supposed to get the rationAs
from the licensed shops, with our ration tickets. How 1t
helped us may be seen in the episode of ‘The Poor Eish’.

Fish was a delicacy. It sent my heart ﬂuttem}g.. I
got up early in the momning and left home full of high spints.
J promised my family a nice dish for lunch. 1t was, there-
fore. a bit of flop to see a mile-long queue at the shop. |
braced myself. Nothing was going to daunt my ‘noble rage’
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and ‘freeze the genial current of my soul.” I stood in the
queue with my chin in the air and soon there was another
mule of shoppers after me.

I could have written a book on ‘How to pass your
time on a queue.’ First I stood firmly glaring at those who
were In front of me. I looked stealthily at the faces of the
shoppers, trying to attach some scandal, secret sorrow, even
crime to each of them, 1 collected data on each case, filed
the documents, indexed them and wrote lengthy reports.
Then I fell to the age-old custom of looking at my own
nails. By that time my knees were giving way so | had 1o
sit down as many of the shoppers had done. 1 looked at
them with distaste. They must have been there long before
dawn. The gluttons! [n no face was there a trace of spirni-
tual light. I could see in each face that the soul was dead,
‘drowned in the Jump of flesh’. 1 gave them the evil eye
hoping they would go home, ashamed, thinking higher
thoughts such as giving up their place in the gueue to some
one in need. They could never have heard of Sir Philip
Sydney’s famous ‘Thy need is greater than mine’. May be
I was expecting too much. The trouble with me was that
my ideals were too high. Few people could live up to them.

I had lost the idea of time but not of space, be-
cause the space between the counter and me was getting
narrower. To cut the long queue short, my tum came late n
the afternoon. When | finally got home, the only thing !
could do about the poor fish was to give him a decent burial.
Poor fish!

From that time on, we existed on vegetables. The


server
BC


www.burmeL:lassic.com

70 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Stories The Egg And 1 71
most attractive vegetable-seller at the market-place was * they saw me gjving strange signals to the 61d Chinaman? ]
an oig sinister-looking chinamarn, with a few strands o;f white played the scene several times, and every time it was som‘e~
hair on his otherwise bald head. He sat behind his veg- thing short of perfection.

etable basket, with a blank stare in his small watery eyes. As in the case of all great actresses, the call came
He was not much to look at, but women beamed on him as when [ was not quite readv. I looked mor; like a tragic
if he were Gregory Peck. His stall was always crowded mouse than Melpomene when I wormed my way througgh
with jostling shoppers. Then, ] found out his-secret. He the market-place to reach the old Chinaman’s stall. T bent
sold eggs! over the vegetables trying to catch his watery eyes. I tried

Some one whispered to me this secret. | could

all sorts of winks and grimaces with no eff; t. 1 ]
hardly believe my ears. “Eggs? What eggs? You mean... - packet ador

going to give up when the old man thrust a packet under

eggs?”,] murmured stupidly, ““You mean to say the egg the vegetables and gave me a meaningful look! He signed
things we make omelettes with?” Yes, indeed, the Chinaman with his fingers and I gave him the money. | hurri;:dl ' pushed
sold eggs. It was a great risk to buy things from the black the packet together with the vcgetable.s into my3 basket
market, because both the buyer and seller would be pun- They all went in without much ado. |
ished. It was easy, my friend told me. She did business by . As [ trotted home, 1 dared not look into my basket
signal. The first step was to buy or pretend to buy_ veg- The packet tay snugly, well hidden among the vegetables [
etables from him and give him a meaningful look, just a thought I would never reach home. My feet see%ncd to l;c

meaningful Jook. He would thrust a packet of eggs into my
hands. He would then signal the price with his fingers. It
sounded casy except ‘the meanungful look™. How was 1 to
do it? Should I give him a wink? Should 1 raise my eye-
brows? My friend was rather vague on this point. “Just a
meaningful look,” she kept on saving.

manacled, I wanted to be home. ] wanted to see if the
packet contained 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, | prayed that the

Since my friend did not deign to make this point | man had given me no eggs at all. I trudged on, with my
clear, | had to depend on my own jmagination. Should 1 l.lcad bowed, ‘like one that on a lonesome road, doth walk
give him a soulful glance? Should I look at him the way i fear and dread,’ 1 felt the frightful fiend ot a Japanese
damsels n distress looked at their knights? Should [ just policerman might close upon me tread.
look into his watery eyes and will strongly---EGGS?” And I'was nearing home. I came near a small vioden

a terrible thought struck me. What would others think, if bridge running across a ditch. I could see my hushand with
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our little son perched on his shoulders, waiting for me at
the gate. At the same time | heard the thump of hob-nailed
boots behind me. Terror clutched my heart. The Japs were
after me! I saw my son wave at me. The sight of my loved
ones gave me courage. My steps became firm and quick.
The thump of the hob-nailed boots faded away. It was only
an unsuspecting soldier. I was saved!

My husband waved. My little son gave a squeal of
delight. I taok a short cut keeping clear of the bridge. Com-
ing near the ditch which was only two or three feet wide, 1
gathered my skirt above my ankles, and with the basket
over my arm, | jumped. All at once | saw the sky and trees
above me move like things in a kaleidoscope. [ landed on
my back in a muddy puddle.

Ko Latt knelt beside me. ““ Are you all right? Your
spine may be broken; do not move as yet,” he said anx-
sously. “No, my spine is all nght. It can’t break. Mother
Nature has taken special care with my spine, because she
knows what lies ahead,” I told him grimly. He helped me to
sit up and my Jittle son threw himself into my arms. 1 hugged
the little soft warm body and giggled. It was so good to be
home,

Then I remembered the eggs! They were nowhere
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 rolled out, all broken with their sunny
sides up. | pointed at the crows feasting on my precious
eggs and sobbed out the story of the egg and .

cLammic. I Believe In Miracles

I believe in miracles and 1 do not see why 1 should, not
when they are happening under my very eyes. | cahnot
understand how some people’s soul should be so dead that
they do not know a miracle when they see one.

I do not have to go and stand on the pavements of
U Visara Road at a certain hour of the night sneezing my
head off in the cold and gaze at the majestic Shwedagon
and wait for some miracle to happen, for is not the noble
edifice itself a miracle?

Everyday on my way to office and back home |
gaze at the Great Pagoda ablaze in the moming sun or
sombre in twilight, and I wonder every time what I bave
done to deserve to witness such a miracle.

IF is not that I have to soar to such spititual heights,
to see muracles, for even in the most down-to-czrth mo-
ments, I find them close to me, like the time I clutch a lump


server
BC


www.burmesegclassic.com

74 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Stories

of black earth and sodden leaves; for that momerit l feel
the life-giving vigour tingling in my ﬁngers...a promlse_of
fertility and fruitfulness. That I hold in my hand something
that gjves life and beauty, without wh)ch the world \.vould
be a poor place... if this be not 2 miracle 1 would like to
know what 1s.

Every moming when I go round the garden, each
plant welcomes me with 2 new bud, leaf or a flower; there
is a sickly plant recuperating under my green ﬂngcrcd care;
there is that dull patch on the Jawn growing into a new
jade-coloured carpet; there are crotons ﬂushe{l w‘1th new
colour specks, the teli-tale evidence of the sun’s kisses; 1f
all this be not a miracle. I do not know what Js.

That tall stately silver oaks tree is the queen of the
garden. Bejewelied with stars on 2 clear night, she stands
with the silvery moon beams flowing around th, a strange
awesome bcau'ty; early mornings, draped in white robes of
dew and spidery webs, a pensive nun, derut and pure;
moments later I see her, a golden girl robed in sun beams,
readv and inviting. If such an infinite variety be not a

i ray tell me what 1s.
1.mracle)\l.)’th)'ew:r says there are no more fairies? T.h.ere
are many in my garden, but people do not call them fairies,
they call them hibiscus. How could anyone find such an
ugl;' name for such colourful, fairy lil«? creatures 1 do not
know. Their frilly petals opening out in many hues give
them a beauty that belongs not to the earth from whence
they sprung, but to the rainbow cloud_s they should have
fallen from. If, that such ethereal beauties should grow out

|
|
|
l
|
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of this earth is not a miracle, do let me know what is.

So much for queens and fairies that play on this
panoramic stage at our very door step, but what of the
backdrop, the skiey regions with all their varying moods?

When dawn set alight the foot lights with the back-
ground music of the birds, I wake up to look upon the miracle
of another day. When the

Golden sun begins his state

Robed in flames and amber hght

The clouds in thousand hveries delight,
my heart leaps at the thought of how the first people on
carth must have felt when they saw the sun nse for the
first time. In recalling that sense of wonder, I feel base and
poor 1n spirtt to have taken such miracles for granted.

1 like to recall the story of how the first people on
earth, frightened by the darkness cried out and wished for
light and the sun came out and they called it Suriya, be-
cause it gave them courage. Even though the grown-up
mind in me has rejected the verity of the story I am still
impressed by the great things the power of human mind
could do.

[ still tove the story of how the rains came. 1t tells
us how the gods of the skies waged war upon one another.
Of course I know how the sun brings forth the vapours
from the oceans and how they are carried by the wind
over the mountains, et cetera, et cetera. I would not be dim
enough to write the story of war among the gods in ry
geography paper even though I think it will enliver ifings.
The pomnt is that I may be a dull piece of goods in this
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work-a-day world, but [ can still understand the sense of
wonder the first people on earth might have felt when they
saw the rain clouds sailing over the hils.

A little dose of sense of wonder should do no one
any harm. Having fantasies of a girl falling into the rabbit
hole and meenng ajl kinds of adventure did not cloud a
great mathematician’s brain.

Many of the discussions the Curies made during
the hard years of working to discover the radium are saxd
to range from the sublime to the ridiculous. ‘1 wonder what
colour it would be!” says one, and the other replies, ‘I’'m
sure it’ll have a beautiful colour.” Even the celdest of sci-
entific minds cannot do without a sense of wonder, which
is often defined as seeing things with the eye of a child.

It is the dull soulless way of taking things for granted
that robs us of our sense of wonder and makes us blind to
miracles.

Beverley Nichols once wrote of the rose-geranium
cutting he planted: “Do you realise the whole thing is mi-
raculous? It 1s exactly as though you were to cut off your
wife’s leg, stick it in the lawn, and be greeted on the fol-
Jowing day by an entirely new woman, sprung from the leg,
advancing to meet you. Surely you would be surprised if,
having snipped off your finger, and pushed it into a flower
pot, vou were to find a miniature edition of yourself in the
flower pot a day later? Even if you were prepared for it
your wife would think the whole thing highly suspicious
and might institrute proceedings for divorce.”

Even without growing new women from the old
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one’s legs there is no dearth of miracles. Every ray of the
sun, every beam of the moon, every raindrop, every pearly

dew is a miracle.. a gi ' -
that way. 2 gift oflife or of GOD, if you want it

. And human life that beg
grows into heroes and villains, saints and sinners, fs itself a
mgacle. Frqm the very first day we were pushc:d out into
this world with a blinding light prercing our eyes and a fright-
en.ed cry Aof wah-wah on our lips, we are destined to
miracles if only we were not too blind to see them e

For, as Chesterton sa : ;
: : ys, the miracle
ts that they do happen. about miracles

Ns as a any speck that
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Of Mice And Men

People say 'a cat has nine lives', but I often wonder how
many lives we humans have. When [ look back on all the
vears | have lived through 1 find it really amazing how hu-
man life endures.

Time the great healer has cleansed away many of
the painful memorics and some diverting incidents stand
out clearly agajnst what was once all gloom. It ts strange
how these recollections come to me. Just because 1 heard
some students discussing ‘The Pied Piper of Hamelin' Of
course their discussion was all about rats.

Rats! The rats 1 knew did not kill cats or stop
women's gossip. They were a money-making comodity.
Rat-catching was one of the means by which people camed
their living in war-time. It is like thus.

The Japanese had a hoyror of epidemics, plague
and cholera having taken many away during the first months
of their occupation in Myanmar. The cold season came
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a\;d rats began to die of plague and spread the disease.
l—agrmngs to !fecp houses and grounds clean and free from
were quite usual. The rodents were i

and done away with. P
- The Japanese. were very diligent and enthusiastic
In thetr fight agamst. epidemics. It was not enough that people
were w.arned and instructed to do away with rats. They
saw to it that everyone joined in thejr campaign

L Eveq household was supplied with a mouse-trap
WIth instructions to catch at least oge rat every week and
bring the rat or rats to the kealth centre.

On the appointed day, you could see men queueing
up at the health centre each with a mouse-trap in hand. In
the mouse-traps were. .

"Great rats, smal) rats, Jean rats, brawny
rats, brown rats, black rats, tawny rats"

The man had o wait quj i
quite a long time to sec the
i]hc;Jrﬂ:a ticﬁﬁhc?i', so Flu:y usually spent their time discussing
- It was interesting to h
oot g to hear them brag, mock and
“You ought t
b e ght to see the real one-footer | caught last
::I once bagged one as big as a cat."
uae glthat got away had a tail three feet long."
» really, the one that never :
e i i came near me had a
One by one they surrendered thei
\ eir catch 1o the
health officer who duly recorded everything and gave out
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tickets certifying that such and such a 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.
But suppose a householder could not catch a single
rat for the whole week? Well, he would be in for a bad
time. The Japanese health officer would come on his in-
spection rounds and ask the house-holder to produce the
ticket which certified that he had not failed in this duty. If
he could not produce the ticket, he would be taken to the
health centre and cross-examsned.. “Why don't you catch
rats? Do you want the Nippon soldiers to die of plague? So
vou don't want to cooperate with the Nippons? Are you a
British spy?" They ofien punctuated these questions with
vigorous slaps on the face. When their tempers were
paniculary sweet, they might take him for a nde to some
god-forsaken suburb and leave im to walk back home.
This was how rat-catching became an honourable
profession under the Japanese regime. For the benefit of
those who could not catch rats for themselves, there were
the enterprising people who earned their living by catching
and selling rats. Rat-catching was boosted as if it was parn
of the plan for the East Asia Co-prosperity Sphere. Many
public lectures were given at street comners and woe be-
tide those who passed by the vicinity. They were stopped
and forced to listen to the lectures regardless of the hurry
they might be in.
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Once a friend of mine dre in hi
_ : ‘ ssed up in his best
;)hn his way to a fashionabje wedding. Clouds hung low‘z;v:j
! e sl.(y was overcast with threatening rain. As he was
Wl;)l;rymg tgcl) sa\tic his precious finery, he carelessly rushed in
re angles feared to tread. He was sto
. : pped b
Jae;:jagese soldiers on duty at the rat-catching Iectn.):n: ";;:
:}I] Ooc:fgb gtu;:lst, heH might beat his breast, yet he coula not
ut hear. He was held by the glitterin

g bayonets,

-'l!::lle lJecture was unfortunately a long one and no wonder
The -apanese officer delivered the Jecture m ]apanese.
f ]e Interpreter ‘translatcd it into Myanmar and this was
? ltowed b.y a Hlpdustani version given by the Indian inter-
p 'T' er. RA}n ‘fel.l In torrents but no one could move Rigid
military discipline was enforced. The poor wcddiné guist

went hoEeﬂk:ed:aggled, a sadder and a wiser man
ose days life was all enti

: papcrs and credentia)s,

:10 one could go, breathe without them. Everyone had to
! Ty papers abogt = Papers testifying who he was. what
thee did, w}_wre he lived, and many other particulars. bne of

mostplmpfnant papers was the inoculation certificate
_ reople were inoculated as part of the anti-epidemic
campaign. A batch of hastily trained medical m:n \Tt:rl:

Z}cket because he might be noculated every time he crossed
¢ road. Most people were scared of being inoculates by

| lt\h/[mee ill-trained personnel. So another profession was bory.
any sturdy people got themselves inoculated as often as
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they could and sold the tickets.
The Japanese had peculiar ways of doing things.
When a person dicd, and contagious disease was suspected,
the whole area was guarantined. It was fenced off wth
thick steel plates, barbed wire and put under guard. The
period of quarantine lasted for three or four months during
which no one was allowed to get in or go out. The people
had to exist on the victuals which the Japanese 'masters'’
supplied in their great concemn for the poor quarantined
people. Once a cemetery was included in such an area.
Funerals were conducted in the most unusual manner. The
procession would go solemnly by until it reached the barbed
wire fence. Then the moumers and friends would break
into groups wondering how they should behave at such a
juncture. Some stalwart youths would scale the fence and
baw] out to the people inside. Others would talk to the guards
trying to get a pass-port for the dear departed. There would
be a lot of talking, shouting and bawling. A few archins
would come and examine the hearse, and have lots of fun
picking out the flowers from the wreaths. It was always
some time before the coffin was transported over the fence
1o the people inside, while the mourners and frniends re-
mained out-side."Few and short were the prayers we said,
and we spoke not a word of sorrow.” But these incidents
are nothing when compared to the one I have almost with-
held, out of sheer delicacy. But ] feel I shall not be true to
myself if [ let this one go unrecorded. “Truth is beauty,"so
sings the poet. Here Js the truth, the whole truth, and noth-
g but the truth.

Of Mice And Men 23

The Japanese health officers were ¢ gl
lamt On steamers and trains. Everyday they wvoeL;c;n gcgi;/ﬁ;
and inspect the travellers. Stool tests were made every-
day. Each traveller had to give them the specimen wh;zh
maust be ready at hand when they came on inspection. Man
old pcople were so frightened that they could not p;‘oducz
the repuired stuff. But the official demand was so in;istcnt
and severe 'that they had to go a begging for the much
needed portion. Even then, their troubles were not over. If
the officials found a hint of contagious disease jn the st.ool

the person concemed would be taken away 10 be quaran-
tt;tned..lt meant being torn away from fellow travellers and

reaking the journey. So the old people had to be very careful
from whom they took the stuff'or they might be punished
for something which was not of their own making. All this

is hard to believe, and blessed ar th :
a word of i, e they who cannot believe
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Sweet Airs That Give Delight

[ was taunched into the world of Jetters reciting (3 30 @
opde® [ o35 o a:) for thi§ string of sing-song
words was the preamble to the learning of the Myanmar
alphabet. And once the little student mastergd these twelve
accentuations, the rest was easy. The varying cad.encc of
the sounds was so much Jike a chant that it inspired my
lyrical soul to seek expression with the vocal chords. Strong
objections from the unmusical folks around me‘rcpre§scd
my ‘noble rage’ and put me to silence..... a oute ngjonous
Maria Callas. ‘
Even though 1 had lost my chance to.dcdlcate
myself to the service of Euterpe (pcrhaps_ sparing many
ears), there is nothing to hinder me from being a devotee of
literature.
After learning the alphabet, I was promotc_d to
Mangala Sutta, a series of four line pali stanzas which 1
had to memorise. I am not sure what education experts

AN
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will say about making a child learn things by heart. Any-
way, this hardly matters, for the experts are always saying
different things at different times, and more often than not,
coming back to the same old things. It would do a lot of
good, if laymen stopped listening to them and resorted to
‘doing what comes naturally.'

Committing stanzas to memory and reciting them
comes paturally to me after I had begun with the Mangala
Sutta, and it was a joy to do so. Even to this day, in certain
moments, | mumble (00400 oocoé) meaning. 'Consort
not with fools', adding a few commentaries of my own,
like, "Oh Lord, why couldn't you be more specific about
fools? Why do I have to find out this way?"

Poetry recitation seemed to be an important item
in the school curriculum, for beginning with the lowest pri-
mary class recitation was done every day in the class. |
remember reciting Ledi Sayadaw's (23:cp qéoc1 ogi§.a8500¢)
canc:glo(mogo) on the life of Lord Buddha every school-
day, first thing in the moming. We chanted, our fresh mom-
ing faces beaming with joy, for in our hearts shone the
simple faith that our little addition and subtraction sums
could not go wrong on a day that began Jike this. Most of
the lines are now faded from the memory, but I can still
recall relevant parts here and there whenever someone
asks, "What is the significance of the Full Moon of Kason?"
After a few mumblings I got the right answer.

We had to recite at the end of the class too. When
the first bell rang, we all stood up, hands busily stioving
books and things into the bags, and shouted lustil¥;,
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The boy stood on the burning deck.

Whence all but he had fled:

The flames that lit the battle’s wreck.

Shone round him o'er the head.

The timing was such that we came (o the end of
the poem with the second bell when we all jumped out,
sometimes with the last line on our hips.

We started reciting English poems from the sec-
ond standard. With the teacher telling the story of the boy
Casabjanca who would rather die than leave his post, we
all loved reciting the pocm. With the exhibitionist trait show-
ing in those early years, 1indulged in a few theatrical antics
when [ recited the action-packed Jines.

In the third standard, "King Bruce and the Spider”
was a pleasure 1o recite, our young spirits warming to the
story, it also brought home the moral:

If at first you don't succeed

Try. try. (ry again.

The succeeding yeass at school were filled with U
Ponnya's Taydats and plays and letters written in rhymed
prose. By the time I reached middle school, the vast realms
of gold had already opened out for me. It will not be true to
say that | memorised some of U Ponnya's writings, for hus
words, so alive and vigorous, just found their way into my
heart and stayed there. The same is true of Sayagy1 Kodaw
Hmaing’s poems. It sheer force of his double-barrelled wit
that made his poems remembered,

] must confess that 1 was often moved by an ulte-

rior motive in learning U Ponnya and Sayagyi Kodaw
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Hmaing. The two great masters, when up against their
adversanes, had but few equals in word-play, biting wit
and sarcasm. Whenever occassion arises 1o tell people off
in no uncertain terms, why should 1 worry about coining
words, when U Ponnya and Sayagyr Kodaw Hmaing had
done better than anvone ever hoped to do?

English Poetry texts prescribed for the three years
in between the passing of middle school and matriculation
were Gray's Llegy. The Lady of Shalott. The Rime of the
Ancient Mariner and The Lay of the Last Minstrel. This
was the National School syllabus.

[ spent many a twilight, chanting to myself the fa-
miliar lines from the Elegy, as solemn as the 'moping ow!’
1n her ancient solitary reign.

The magic of bizarre entertainment featutiog the
bright-eyed Ancient Mariner, long, lank and brown, as is
the ribbed sea sand and the ghostly crew, surpassed all the
thrills afforded by any horror film.

The delightful romance of the Lady of Shalott is
reminiscent of the sweet ethereal beings of the woodlands
who flitted about n the colourful Myanmar folk tales. When
we came to the end of the poem,

He said. "She has a lovely face,

God in his mercy lend her grace,

The Lady of Shalott.”
we could not help adding,

Oh Sir Lancelot, is it all you have to say....?

With the stories of the Myanmar royal haip, the
saunggauk, still fresh in my mind, 1 took the Minstrel's
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Lay to my heart. From being a wretch concentrated all in
self, 1 was moved to feel the fires of patriotism by these
powerful lines:

Breathes there the man. with soul dead.

Who never to himself hath said,

This is my own; my native land!

I remembered our couruty's state of colonial sub-
jugation, feeling the words as applied to me and the land of
my birth. )

Looking back, 1 felt a deep sense of gratitude to
the National Council of Education that prescribed the texts
of National Schools in those days, for all the delights and
aspirations I had. And last but not least, I bowed my head
in deep respect to my teachers, who shall be nameless, for
all their kind represent the teacher, one of the Five Blessed
Beings we hold in love and high esteem. It was their inspir-
ing presentation that has made us love the good and the
beautiful.

Fortune-Telling Is Fun

If everything fails, I might become a fortrune-teller. It is an
interesting job and if I am clever enough (of course, I have
no doubt about that), there 1s money in it.

Fortune-telling is still very much alive in this mod-
e age. One of the reasons, I think, is man's undying inter-
est in his own self. In the hands of the fortune-teller, a
person becomes a mystery to be unravelfled. The stars, the
planets, the signs which were in the ascendant at the hour
he was bom will be calculated. Then comes the most inter-
esting part, the interpretation. It is like being under a spiri-
tual X-ray, the secret sclf revealed, the unknown future
drawn within sight as in a telescope. Visiting the fortune-
teller often, a person can have lots of fun with astrological
terms. If you go to a psychiatrist you get to know the com-
plexes. It is extremely mteresting to discuss your secyct
self in terms not known to laymen. Instead of saying, "My
mother and I are great pals”, you say "May be ! have an
Oedipus complexes. In the field of astrology vou can har-
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vest an even ncher crop of terminology.

When I was still in my teens my father gave me
lessons 1n astrology. Himself a considerable scholar, steeped
in the traditions of the past, he wanted me to know our
ancient arts. This was not all. He wanted to protect me
from unscrupulovs swindling fortune-tellers. “Women are
credulous and gullible. If you know the tricks of their trade
they cannot swindle you." This was what he said.

Astrology is quite a wide subject. [ had to fearn the
terms and names and formulas. I had to work lengthy sums
and read up the textbooks of predictions. Most of these
books were written in verse, some of them beautiful pieces
of literature.

I worked hard, because 1 wanted to tell fortunes,
especially my own. [ learned to read the mysterious signs
of my horoscope, (we still have our horoscopes wrtten on
palm leaves) and work out the calculations. It was like
gazing into a magic mirror where | could see my secret
self.

Then my father told me that most of the fortune-
tellers were humbugs. Their knowledge of astrology was
negligible, but they knew the "psychology of the individeal.”
The psychology of the individual, it seems, s all they know
on earth and all they need to know.

My father suggested 1 should go and test the for-
tune-tellers myself. Fortune-tellers are plentifil in Myanmar.
No pagoda platform is without those benign gentlemen sit-
ting in their cubicles. They usually sit behind the low wnt-
ing desks scnibbling signs and figures on a slate. The fees
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range from two kyats to twenty or even more according to
the reputation of the astrologer. If your stars are particu-
larly low, he will "prescnbe” ways and means to avert the
evil forces. This means extra fees.

One day | went to the pagoda with a frend 1
made a bet with my friend that | was going to have my
fortune told without paying a fee. We went to a fortune-
teller and asked him to read my future. The astrologer asked
Lhe year and the day of my birth and started scribbling on
his slat‘e. Before began he to tell my fortune, I asked, "Aren't
you going to work on my horoscope?"

“Where is your horoscope, do vou have it with
you?”, he said.

"No, I have left it at home, but | remember the
planets, please give me your slate...."

I took the slate and drew the cabalistic squares
and planetary sings. The astrologer stared at me.

"You know astrology, I see.”

"Not much, why should | come to youif 1 knew....?
Please read my horoscope.”

The astrologer scribbled on the slate and peered at
me.
: “I see your stars are pretty low. Satum is ruling
you, it brings misfortune...", he began.

. I was not perturbed. "But this is only one of the
varnations of Saturn, there are many others," | told him
“don't you see the position of this particular planet on zmZ
horoscope? Count clockwise, you will see what | mean.
What you say is only a very rough generalisatiny, please
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work it out a Iittle more in detail, will you?"

This was only a prelude to the third degree gruel-
ling I gave the poor astrologer, who at last admitted that
there were many things he did not know in astrology. He
would not accept the fee and even asked me to come again
to discuss some of the prediction texts with him.

My friend was awed by my success. She spread
the news among our friends that 1 could te)) fortunes. [
became popular overnight. I read their horoscopes, worked
out the formulas and referred to the prediction text-books.
1 told them plainly that I just did the calculations and told
themn exactly what the precdiction texts said. 1 do not tell
their fortunes, only what the texts said. In this way, | dis-
claimed responsibility for any incorrect predictions, When
they turned out right [ got the credit. Since I did not accept
fees, they treated me 1o teas, lunches and cinemas.

Once my reputation was established I could do
marvels. One day I went to see a sick old lady. She asked
me to read her horoscope. What I read in her horoscope
was not important but ] saw her bed was placed in a dark
cheerless corner. I scribbled a few signs on a piece of
paper and said in my best beside manner, " There 1s nothing
really wrong, aunty. Everything will be all right. | see...
This comer you are staying is under the influence of the
evil stars. You should shift your bed to that comer over
there. Please put a vase of white roses on the left side of
your bed as an offering to your guardian gods."

Needless to say the old lady got well in the cheer-
ful atmosphere of the sunny, airy room. She became my
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ardent admirer. | became a welcome guest to her 'board
and fee'.

N Personally 1 do not take fortune-telling seriously
but it is good to listen to the astrologers' pep talk now and
then. I.no longer bandied arguments having been severely
admonished by my husband. “I’s time you stopped pulling
gther people’s legs....it's time you grew up and started be-
Ing a respectable sayagadaw. What would my students
say if their saya's wife.. ete, etc.?"

In spite of everything, it is reall fun to go to
astn?loger.. When you are feeling low theie is notfing “i-';
hea_rmg him read your future. We went to an astrologer
_dun1_1g the first months of the war. We had lost our bear-
tngs in the strange maddening crowd. We Just looked around
our eyes wild with horror, like trapped animals. Somethiné
had gone out of our lives. It was then that someone sug-
gested we should go to an astrologer.

So Ko Latt and I went 1o the astrologer, a vener-
ab.le gentleman of sixty, distinguished looking, with his long
harr done up in a top-knot and bound in a pink turban. He
was dressed in white, which was rather unusual in our
colourful land. As usual he scratched on his slate and be-
gan his famous speech.

"In both your horoscopes, I see the stars are not
unfav.ourable. On the eontrary they are very, very good
especially yours my son. (Here he gave a smile at Ko Latt),
I see you will have children, lots of them. (We told him vr
had but one son). Oh yes but [ see many coming. You M’li

have twins very soon. Your son is a l[lcky fellow. He is
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beloved of the gods. He will have things in plenty. (He
gave a horse-langh). | see he will even have two mothers,
thanks to his father. You (he looked meaningfully at Ko
Lan) are such a guy.... a lady-killer. It is just fate, the stars
under which you were born. You cannot help it. Women
take 10 you, don't they...? By the way, what happened to
the girl you met when you were nineteen?"

Ko Latt looked embarrassed. He looked guiltily at
me. [ knew the fortune-teller was an old hand at the game.
I could hardly repress my laughter. 1 just looked serious as
if I were taking everything in.

The astrologer went on. “Well, never mind. Let
bygones be bygoncs. There 1s more in store for you in fu-
ture. [n a month's time vou will get an important appoint-
ment. You'll have a nice big house, a car and plenty of
moriey. Women wilt swarm around you. But for you, my
daughter, (he looked at me) your stars are pretty low. You
may be robbed of what you hold most dear. T see a rival, an
enemy, a woman. Ah I see she is young, beautiful..... so
seductive. ... she will sweep him off his feet. But do not
Jose heart, you can still vanquish her...] can help you. I can
prepare offerings to the gods for you. I can call upon them
10 help vou.. It won't cost much.....a hundred rupees would
be enough. Come back tomorrow. [ can arrange every-
thing for vou. Once you have made these offerings every-
thing will be all nght."

On our way home, Ko Latt Jooked puzzled. "How
can we raise the hundred rupees?” he asked. | came out of

|
|
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my reverie. “"What for?" I asked.

“Well, you heard what the astrologer said."

Good heavens! don't tell me you believe all this
nonsense."

"Well‘....l don't, at least not very much. But there
may be something in it. You see, the girl | met at nine-
teen...."

. “Never mind her. The astrologer is just an old bluff
-1 know his kind. He just understands the psvch ]
the individual " i

“What do you mean?"
. "Just that, Lady-killer, the girl you met at
gmeteen...these stock predictions never misfire with the
likes of you. Even if they do, you like being told these things
don't you?" ’

. "Bu.t why did he tell you that you would have
t»wns....égam the psychology of the individual?"

0!1 yes, don't you see he knows I am kind, warm
generous ngThearted, loving, matemal... a good wife and
mother who lives with no other thought than to love and be
loved ... who would sacrifice everything for her loved
ones..."

"Ol, stop, this is more than I can bear. Let me ask,
are you going to grudge a hundred rupees to
hearth and home?" ? e
"No..no... if the old fool thinks I am goin
_ . to spend
a pice on this dratted foolery...” >
“Lady, mind your language "
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“] am no lady. I repeat 1 am not going to spend a
pice on this dratted foolery. 1 would rather comb the whg!e
town to get myself a set of Max Factor make-up. Even if 1
get only a lipstick in some tantalising shade I shall feel equal

ing my rivat.”
¢ ﬁghunl%o Zatt looked thoughtful. * I don't think a lipstick
when be of any use,” he said quietly.

] glared at him. "Why not?" o

"Well, 1 do not see how you can put on any lipstick
when your thin shrewish lips are always in mation."

So he had the last word. Life went on. [ must add
that 1 never had the twins or any more children. As for Ko
Latt, well, he remains a faithful husband.... to all appear-

ances.

The Late Princess. Mindat

Princess Mindat, the only surviving daughter of King
Mindon, the second Jast Myanmar King, died in her 101st
year.

It takes simple arithmetic 14 see that she was twelve
years old when King Mindon died and the bloody execu-
tion of the princes followed the ascension King Thebaw.
And among the ill-fated princes were Princess Mindat's
own brothers.

Living through the years of history in the making,
she had not only seen the pageant of events but lived and
taken part in them.

To meet someone who could give a first-hand ac-
count of historical events, as seen and lived by the Prin-
ces$ herself should be any scribbler's dream, but it hap-
pened that 1 came across such opportuntties when 1 was
too young and stupid to appreciate them.

Stories of how my paternal grandfather and his
family were taken along with Queen Khunnayiva, the



www.burmesgeclassic.com

08 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Storres

Princess's mother, down 10 Yar_ngon; soon _after the zin:zc
ation, and how they spent thetr dz}ys n mtemx;:;:; ere
lost. while 1 was too busy munctl;llng::l rtg;zteed toddy
e ‘m‘&;%\zg‘ing;nzh:ldgi‘: :t the Princess's hore, she
was in her late §ixties, frail, soft, b_ut jndomitable. Shren l:;d
an affectionate heart for all her kin, no matter hO\;: u:é
Jimes removed. She took an instant liking to me, ccadm _
she found that T could read alou.d to.her the old c&ur; -
mas Yike Einaung, written by Mingyi U Sa, the soldier p
of e ng;(:j;\fwcz?;zéﬁincn by the Crown Princess
i ho was Princess Mindat's own aunt, was my
glj;fi)t: and hers too; and we spent many cnchfantcd l\xs:rs
reading them aloud with spicy com@entnes of our 0 L ﬁ,c
One night, getting bored. v_mh the heroics Ko e
court dramas, introduced the writungs of Thzl:mp dﬁwss
Hmaing, which were a great 5\_\.ccc§s wnl}ll e r
who enjoyed the Grand Oid Man s \‘{1( a.nd umou Al e
Life at her place was like living ina fairy ta e.]
family still had a few old retair}crs and a strict plr)c;tloccc; »;;z
observed, as if they were stifln fthe M;Jgi:lzg i aChi.l I
Princess's room was set apart irom Sy
and other members of the farmly? whg had newv1 o4,
i old ways. Only she Jived 1 her faded httle
il?zzieldﬂ(??:the dayg of yore, with a few to attend to her
e I slept with her two young grand-daugfhterls L’[i)na
room next to hers, and the nights were spent i piay g
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card games, reading aloud the classics, and of course, talk-
ing of the old times

After all the years, putting together the fragments
that | picked up from my grandfather's varns and the
Princess's anecdotes, [ have but a few isolated pieces of
the story of the last century. If only 1 had not been too
young, too stupid and too blind. what a colourful picture |
could have wovenl

Asitis, all I could get was that Queen Khunnaywa
was one of King Mindon's early loves, since the days when
the Lion Throne of Myanmar was but a far-off dream.
The princess spoke of the details of court life, the protocol,
the ceremonial dresses, insignias, that vaned with the re-
spective status of the queens, princes and princesses.
She spoke of her eldest brother prince Thonze
with admiration and as 1 contributed the snippets of infor-
mation 1 gathered from my grandfather, the personality of
the Prince who had become a legend in his own time ,
emerged.
Prince Thonze was a man of great physical strength
and it 1s said that he could make coconuts fall from the
bunch by giving one punch with his fist. He often called his
younger brothers to try their strength and when they failed,
he pounded them on the backs with his elbow saying: "How
would you hope to beat the white kalas you ninnies". (They
called the British white kalas.)
When [ ventured to ask the Princess of the hectic
days following King Mindon's death, she said she was
dazed. She wept only because her mother wept. The ex-
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I 1 have been too deep for tears.
pcmncc\;\nﬁ]:; the ascension of King Thibaw, all the queens
and children of the late king had to 1cav.e the palace and
take up quarters outside, more or less, an internment camp_
Before they left, they were cormmanded to surrender Jew
e ﬂ‘ﬁ:ﬂ;lﬁ; to smuggle out the jewels, but they were
found out at the gate. Queen Khunnaywa.would not al.lol:v
herself, or her children the indignity of bcmg s_earched. she
gave up all the famly jewels to th_e timest mpkct.lA\i s:: lf
prepared 10 leave the palace, the King sent thg jewels back,
probably as 2 mark of respect for her integnty. ;
The Queen put all the jewels on a tray and made
her maid carry it openly and went t\}rough the gate where
the officals, not knowing the exemption, confiscated them.
Later, the tray of jewels was rctume_,d 10 the Queen
at her new place of abode, with due apologles. The Quticn
indignantly pounded the jevtfl omatments to pieces with a
w them into the moat. '
one ani}t:;rincess remembered how her'sorrow-mg
mother took the execution of her sons \\_nth stoic calmness
that befitted 2 queen, and how in the pnivacy gf her zlamrafm-1
ber she lay for hours with ber chest bound with a § th
told the Princess what my grandfather told mc:_how e
queen 1o the last day of her life, had a memogal alms-
giving every year on the anniv_crsary of _the tragic chcu
tion, how she lay all alone in a thickly curtained room....alone

with her sorrow.
Since there were four daughters left Queen
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Khunnaywa had to be brave. She taught her daughters to
take refuge in prayer and recitation of Pariftas, their only
hope and stay. Months later, they were recalled to their
proper position and they hived in King Thibaw's court until
the annexation.

Princess Mindat, like most of her kind, was con-
versant with Pali literature and classics. In happier circum-
stances she might have made good use of her creative
talents. She wrote songs and court dramas after the style
of Ei-naung in old exercise books and I often read them
aloud putting up a one-woman show playing the differcent
roles to the Princess's delight.

One of the things she loved to show me was a big
roll of white cloth with pictures pasted on them. The pic-
tures were cut out from English periodicals, mostly society
journals; but what made the whole thing distinctive was
that the figures wore dresses in the style of old Myanmar
court.

The Princess explained to me how it was done.
First she wrote a play, for example the story of a princess
tmprisoned by a bad powerful ogre and the prince came
riding a flying horse and fought the ogres. He won the
battle with his magic sword. And the prince married the
prncess and lived happily ever after.

Next, the figures were cut out from the magazines
and dressed up in pieces of silk, satin and lace; with pieces
of coloured paper and tinsel the background scenes of the
royal palace were created. Lastly, the figures and ssenic
effects were pasted in the sequence of the storv on the
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white clath.

Looking back, I wonder how many such rolls the
poncesses of the those days might have made as it was
their favounte pastime and the chances are that one might
come across some documentary pieces hke Bayeaux Tap-
estry, that would tel] the posterity some important event in
history.

As | walked along with the white-clad, bare-footed
mourners on the Princess's last journey, I saw crowds of
curious spectators gazing at the ceremonial fans, umbrel-
las, banners and the two troupes of funeral music, one
preceeding and the other following the cortege. Many of
the spectators might not know that they were witnessing
the passing of an age that would never return.

[ came home, a stranger even to myself in white
weeds, with a deep sense of futility and frustration, think-
ing how close | had been to a living treasure-house of memo-
nes and that 1 had been too dim to appreciate the chance.
No doubt, it is like crying over spilt milk, but then to have
the memory of such milk was at least something.

Why Writers Write

"Nothing to wear.. I've got nothing to wear...." | moaned
What I am mourning is that I have gone bankrup¥
otj words and expressions. I am clad only in my threadbare
cliches and I stand with eyes downcast amidst the illustyi-
ous company, among those scintillating with wit and humour
poor me with nothing to wear! ’
. Like all bad workmen I quarrel with my typewriter
who like the bely (ogre) in Shin Oftamagyaw's tawlc;
(poem), bared his teeth and said, "Nobody loves you and |
don't blame them. You are one of those who should never
be f'iJJowed to handle anything that sets down in black and
whttc. The moment you touch the keys you rattle away
(\;nth as much rcs.traint as a runaway Diesel. One of these
aﬁgﬁi ‘s"omeone will take out the gold watch from his pocksi
"And give it me as reward for serving the cause
for my country 9"T asked hopefully.
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“No, nothing of the sort,” retorted the type-writer,
"Someone will take the gold watch out of his pocket and
time the lashes he gives vou on your impudent back.”

“ Shut up..." I cried and banged down the cover on
his sneering face and sat glumly muttering to myself: "Even
the dearest and nearest have tumed against me." 1 took out
my fountain pen from my cluttered desk and began clean-
ing it with undue vehemence.

Even my fountain pen was against me, for they no
longer make fountain pens the good old way. In my younger
days [ just unscrewed the top and filled the body with ink
straight from the pot, because practice had make my tech-
nique so perfect that 1 do not even need a filler tube. To-
day, I squeeze the built-in filler many times making bubbles
i1z the ink pot and I have no way of knowing how much of
the stuff gets into it.

Anyway, | thought it would be a good change to
scribble after having to face the sneering type-writer for
such a long time. Changing tools however did not help much.
[ began to find fault with the ink which being bought from
where it should not be bought, was an imitation in spite of
the price T gave. Serve me right, breaking the state's laws
encouraging the black market. What I should have done
was to re-read Dumas's The Count of Monte Cristo and
get the recipe from the prisoner in the Chateau'd' if.

The association of ideas provoked by the thought
of the Chateau'd’ if being far from pleasant [ felt like retir-
ing to some "ivy mantled tower" and mope in my “ancient

solitary reign "
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That is what | need, and what writers need...to be
Jeft alone. Like the 'Miller of the Dee', writers do not wish
to care anybody or wish anybody to care them. A writer
becomes a writer because he wants to wnte....in peace, if
possible.

Why did anyone become a writer? Some may have
good answers thoroughly acceptable for any appointment
interview today, but 1 know no better one than that I be-
came a writer because | wanted to write.

The urge to write came during one summer holi-
day after my eighth standard examination. The days were
long and dreary and there was nothing for me to do in the
dry dusty small town except read volumes of classics. And
there were many old exercise books with blank pages lying
about.

After enjoying the swashbuckling adventures of
D'Artagnan, King Richard, Wilfred of Ivanhoe and many
others, an insatiable curiosity came over me; it was “How
wil] these novels read in Myanmar?" Since my readings
included plays of U Ponnya and Princess Hlaing, well
known for her songs, I thought that many of the expres-
sions and vocabulary of the Myanmar classics would fit
beautifully into those historical romances.

So I began to smear the blank pages of my old
exercise books with translations or rather Myanmar ren-
derings of episodes from The Count of Monte Cristo.
Ivanhoe, and Talisman.

[ then took my masterpieces round to my long suf-
fering friends and read to them; I am not ashamed (0 admit
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that 1 bnibed them with promises to stand treats in teas and
snacks. My friends listened to me and foretold greatness in
near future and [ was very happy.

Since then, I realised that 1 not only wanted to write
but I also wanted others to read what | had written. [
wanted my scribblings to be read by others because |
wanted to share with them the joys and thrills [ expen-

o For, even though my knowledge may not be as
mﬁmFe as the sea of Juliet's love, my curiosity to know life
Is as insatiable as the sea and my desire to share with my
fellow beings is as boundless as humanity itself.

Looking over the penned draft I felt happy enough
to open t}.le tyPcwﬁwr again and the tapping of the keys
o ARl o o | et 2 vs secing my chors sounds friendlier. They seem to say: “There you are. You

in print was a far-off dream and I was content to have my s longle r sigh for what you could never be. You say what
"works" read by my friends. you feel,you express what you know. That at least is hon-

Years and reams of scribblings later, I began to est. Remember, it is honesty that matters most in a writer."

see my writing in print and the same principle held, namely,
that I wrote because | wanted to write, and [ wanted my
writing to be read by others, and because I wanted to share
with others what I had experienced in books and life.
Today, looking back, when I ask myself why [ write,
I still bave no better answer; 1 write because 1 want to
write; becanse I want my writing to be read by others, and
because 1 want to share with them what [ know and feel.
[ still enjoy reading books, and I want to share with
my fellow humans my pleasure so gained. I enjoy looking
at life, listening to its throb, feeling its touch against my
heart, inhaling its aroma, tasting its sweetness as well as its
bitter dregs....and 1 want to share with my fellow beings
what [ have seen, heard, felt, smelt, and tasted from life.
I believe life is enriched when it 1s shared. When 1
give away what [ know and feel in my writings, | feel like
Juliet:
"The more 1 give the more 1 have."
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A Writer's Prayer

ieve | that is, a
| am one of those people who believe in prayer... s,
prayer is always answered even though the answer might
be no. So I have made a list of things 1 would like to have
as a writer. . . .

My list does not include things 11‘F€? fountain-pens
or white typewnting paper, forlamtoo spm.tug] to care for
mundane things. 1 only want things that will improve my
mund. .

First of all 1 want to be blessed with the eves of a
child to find everything new and wondfous, so that_] shalll
never be too old to enjoy simple things including chﬂdrcr} s
illustrated papers and follow the adventures of my favourite
characters with interest. . ‘

May | also have the kind of curiosity that will lead
me though the 'realms of gold’, the unending rows of book-

shelves, where [ may be allowed to wander and browse

: if | may.

and perhaps steal a few books, if may
P The next on my list is a particular brand of memory
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that will help me remember all the things I want to remem-
ber, like for instance, what Shaw said or from which play
that Shakespeare quotation comes, but forget unimportant
things like dates for social obligation.

I wish for a magic stationery store where | can
choose from different coloured sheaves of writing paper,
so that [ can use the particular colour to suit my mood,
such as green, when I am seething with jealousy for those
who write better than I do, and red, when I am raging, so
on and so forth; the store will have clips of all shapes and
sizes, file covers, ball pomnt pens, cello tapes and pins, among
which I shall spend enchanted hours as a woman might
among basiks and laces. Of course I shall not buy much,
but to be in the fairyland is good enough for me.

May [ have a huge casket with a thousand secret
springs and compartments, wherein lay multicoloured words
and expressions of variable shade, so that [ can pick and
choose as a goldsmith might his gem. And may 1 have the
strength and ntegrity to reject, before the nasty editor does,
any word or expression however much [ like it, if it does
not fit into my pattern of composition.

I do not long for a swelling bank account, but I
would like to have a stock of gilt edge securities of thoughts
and sayings, handed down by the great masters of the past,
so that [ can cash them any time 1 go bankrupt in writing
business.

I need a night-time pillow full of dreams that do
not tarnish by day-light; and [ shall dream of the grear mas-
ters of literature like Shakespeare and U Ponnya, and the
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poets of old, smuling indulgently on me..... the little pirate
who lifted their passages with unwarranted effrontery.

I shall not want my life to tick away with the.
clacking of the type-writer, but I want 10 go about with a
background music of praise and admiration, not too n.I.UCh
1o make me vain, but just little bits like "You can wnte", o
" like vour latest", or any cheery word of encouragement,
enougﬁ to keep me happy for days and give me strength to

n :
iy [ryl]*‘I:Em my relatives and friends, I would like. to get
only this, namely, an essential understanding .tl.lat writing 1S
a form of working and that even my non-writing moments
are working hours t0o; and patience and tolerance for the
poor fragile creatures who have to live on nerves.

I wish for as many sets of shoulders and tearwipers,
as could be had, so that I can run to them by turns any time
the throes of creative fever rise to the highest pitfth W@out
fruitful results. 1 pray that I may be endowed wrth‘ inspira-
tion to handle imperial themes and a lot of humility '?o go
with, and that my occasional fits of inferiority and inad-
equacy shall egg me on to try harder. .

May there be an automatic reminder to tell me
when 1 feel discouraged, that writers who bad made their
mark had to suffer years of neglect and lonelivess. Such
an automatic could always ask me, "How much have you
given to the task of writing to expect such success?" ’

The automatic reminder should have accessories
10 dole out similar admonitions and anecdotes about the

early struggles of famous writers. Here are some | would

A Writer's Prayer m

like to hear often:

that I should not have tried to be a writer unless |
am a genius or [ would die if [ had to live without writing;

that Thomas Carlvie (1795-1881), after working
as 1f possessed for five months, had the first volume of his
major work the French Revolution, destroyed by acci-
dent; he had no notes or drafts, as they had been thrown
away; but he began all over again saying; “God wants me
to do better," so, if | have no maid servant who would use
my manuscripts to light the fireplace, as in Carlyle's place,
I should do so myself, so that [ shall do better;

that many writers went on writing for ycars fong
before they were published: and that they took any odd job
to keep themselves, not only whitecollar jobs but manual
ones, so that they could keep on writing;

that no outside power 15 going to provide me with
time to write, so | shall have to find time myself; that a real
writer will always find time to write whatever the circum-
stances: and if I excuse myself with a “if [ only had tume,"
I do not deserve to be a writer; what about the time you
spend, talking. .talking. talking;

that I stop wallowing in self-pity and blaming oth-
ers for my failures, and have a good look at myself bon-
estly and ask, "Do I deserve success as a writer?" and go
on trying.

Last, but not least, may [ have a few extra sets of
nerves, so that 1 could replace the frayed ones that are
now beginning to give shocks not only to the whole svstem,
but also to those who have the misfortune to live vwith me;
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and may | also have a set of tools so that I can tighten
many of the screws that had becorne loose in.my poor
skull, and a special lotion for the soft parts, which to say

the least are many.

The Man Who Twirls His Beard

Once upon a time there was a rich man who had a beauti-
ful daughter. Like most rich men of his time, he was wor-
ried about his wealth to which he clung like a leech. He
was a shrewd man, this rich man, ever conscious of the
changing times. He knew only too well he had to move
with the tide, which at that time was threatening to sweep
away his riches.

The rich man pondered over his problem and at
last he thought he had found a solutton. His most vatuable
asset, he remembered, was his beautiful daughter. If only
he could get a young man, wise and clever, one, whose
wits could match anyone who threatened his wealth, the
rich man thought, he would have no jnore worries.

With this object in mind, he tumed down many of
his daughter's suitors whom he thought not wise and ciever
enough. One day his wife, anxious of the daughter's future,
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said: "My good man, it’s high time you did decide who should
marry our lass. It's better for her to gather rosebuds while
she may. Please do not tarry, or our lass will be a faded old
maid..."

The rich man replied: “Don't you worry, wife. I'm
biding my time. Today 15 the age of workers, only those
who think that only those who work are highly placed in
society.”

The wife was mortified: "Do you mean that you'd
marry our lass to one of those rough brawny workers of
the fields or mines? How could you think of such a thing!"

The rich man replied: “Forbear, wife. Surely you're
not one of those stupid people who think that only those
who weild the hammer or the sickle are workers. Don't
you know that those who live by the effort of their brawn
of brain are workers. I'm going to find a brain worker or an
intellectual worker for our fair lass. An intellectua! worker,
a wise and clever one, | am going to have for my son-in-
law."

The wife was pleased thinking how wonderful it
would be to have a man of intellect for her son-in-law, a

rate specimen to show off to the less fortunate neighbours.
She urged her husband to be quick in his search.

The rnich man worked diligently. Every morning he
went to the market place where people from all parts of
the country gathered.-For days he could not find anyone
that looked like a man of intellect.

At last, one day he saw a young man sitting on a
way-side rest bouse. This young man did not do anything

T
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!)ut sat Jeaning on a post, his fingers twirling his beard as if
In deep thought. The rich man was struck by the grave
demeanour of the young man and watched him for some
days.

Day after day he saw the yvoung man sit on the
r§st house twirling his beard. The rich man was now con-
V}nced that he must indeed a man of intellect. So he took
him home and gave his daughter in marriage.

. "["he young man, now the son of the house. went
on twirling his beard every day as if in decp t]'lOugh’t The
nich man thought that it was time to ask him what his i;mer-
most thoughts were and what wonderful plans for the fu-
ture h.c was contemplating. So he said: "My son. every day,
you sit 1a deep thought twirling vour beard, Pray tell mt;
what made you contemplate so hard. ' m vour father. te])
me what social or economic problems you'are concen}rat-
ingon."

The son-in-law gazed into space and twirled his
b‘eard extra hard and said: "Oh, my father, for a long time
I'd been concentrating on this problem: from whence does

this beard spring? Is it from the scalp or from the mous-
tache on my upper lip?"
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Chit Pe The Lunatic And Money

Not long ago, for it happened not quite long ago, t.herg wi.s
a man called Chit Pe. He was known as 2 lunatic, for he
thad not a pya of money and what. was even crazier \;as
that he did not worry. How did he live, one might ask. c;
ing a lunatic he lived only for the present. He never thou~ght
of food until he felt hungry. When he heard the unpangp
groanings from his tummy, he just ran to one of?thc l;gl
houses and asked, “Shall 1 pull water from the \fvcll. Sha
mow the lawn?" He always found some gdd job or otk;er
waiting for him. People in the big houses liked ChJF Pci,: o(r1
he was such a good worker. They always gave him 100
ne his work.
sl ]';'chttl?t Pe there was no dearth of work. ‘He helped
women with their heavy shopping bags; he dug in the gar-
dens; he swept the ground; he cut firewood; m factAthcrc
was 110 household in the whole town who could do without

Chit Pe's services. .
Chit Pe never accepted money. He just asked for
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what he needed for the moment, a meal, a cigar or a cup of
tea. Being human, though a lunatic, he sometimes yearned
for fancy food sold at shops. Looking wistfully at the noodle
shop his mouth watered for a plate of fried egg noodles. At
such times he at once went to the shop keeper and offered
to wash the dishes; the shop keeper knew him enough to
give him the job and of course, the plate of noodles too.
Helping the draper pack up his wares at the end of the day
eamed him a nice longyi. All his needs were so suppled.

Chit Pe was ever ready 10 help anyone, but he
would not accept anything when he was not hungry, "Why,
my tum's full. What's the use of eating when I'm not hun-
gry." When people insisted he waived away, saying. “No
no, do not give me anything I do not need. If you must, give
me your loving kindness...." People often reminded him
that he should have something for the rainy day, what would
happen if he fell sick? Chit Pe smiled and said; "I've lots of
loving kindnesses put by for my rainy day. Whatever [ do,
1 do it not merely for my meals, I put all my loving kindness
into my work. This will take care of my future..."

One day a group of merchants prepared to sail
abroad in a ship. They put on the ship all the goods and
wares to be sold in faraway lands. They thought it would
be a good idea to take Chit Pe along with them, for he was
such a useful person and cheap labour too. So Chit Pe
went aboard the ship with the merchants.

The trip was a success. The ship sailed home
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with merchants bringing back lots of money. One day they
were caught in a storm. The panic was terrible to see.
People clutched their money bags and jostled each other
into the life boats which became extra heavy because of
the money bags. Chit Pe tried to shout, “Throw away your
money bags”, but no one Jistened to him. Instead, they even
tried to rob each other of the money bags. Each clutched
his money bag close to his heart refusing to let it go.

At last the life boat, overloaded with men and the
money bags, capsized. Even then, the men held their money
close, unable to swim properly. Chit Pe tried to save one of
his friends as he swam, but he soon found it impossible to
tow the man encumbered by a heavy load of money.

Chit Pe. with nothing to hinder him, swam till be
reached a desert island. There alone, he rested himself on
the warm sands looking at the luxuriant growth of fruit
trees. Even though there be no more big houses with people
needing his services, Chit Pe knew there were plenty of
things to give him food, clothing and shelter.

He then looked towards the vast rolling sea, the
burial place of his friends who might have been alive to
enjoy the fruits of this beautiful island, if they had not clung
to their big money bags. Chit Pe felt sorry for them and
said to himself; “Oh, what lunatics these people are."
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Till The Hair Rots And Falls To The

Ground
(The Origin of the Myanmar Idiom : 3:c59:2(653)

Once upon a time, long long ago, never mind how long,
there was a king who was beset with worries, as kings
usually are. One day he sent his trusted servant on an im-
portant mission. Day after day the king waited in dire sus-
pense. Sleep forsook his royal couch and he spent his nights
watching the deep rolling sea from his window.

So much depended on the success of the expedi-
tion.

Moreover, the king was also aware of not too dis-
creet whispers of his courtiers who did not quite agree to
his decision to send the aforesaid servant on that mission.
Difficult and dangerous though it was, many of his sther
servants coveted the honour of being the royal choice for
such an important task. When the king's servant took a



www.burméleclassic.com

120 The 13-Carat Diamond and Other Stories

long tine in corming back whispers became louder, predict-
ing a disgraceful failure. This once, they said, the king was
wrong in his judgement. Many fingers were itching to point
at this royal error.

For days and nights, the king sat alone at the win-
dow of his royal palace to watch for the incoming ships. It
seemed that his ship would never come. At long Jast, one
night he saw the ship come in and at the top of the mast
was flying the king's own glorious colours.

So joyous was the king that he could hardly wait to
hear the good tidings. He instantly sent one of his courtiers
to go and meet the home-coming hero and bring back the
news. The king paced up and down the room feeling as if
the last prains of sand in the hour glass would never run
out.

It was indeed no small shock for the king to see his
messenger totter into the room bruised and broken, blub-
bering like a beaten wrench. When asked what the matter
was, messenger, between moans and groans, reported how
the king's servant had beaten him. Furious, the king or-
dered that the home-coming servant be excuted at the very
palace gates which he would not be allowed to enter.

The king's rage was at its height when the servant,
bound hand and foot though he was, broke away from his
captors to lay at his king's feet.The king shouted
“Avaunt my sight, traitor..."

The servant begged the king to hear him even if it
be for the last time. The king, with his arms folded on his
breast, gazed on his servant in grim silence. The servant
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said:

"] beseech you, let not this man's report come cur-
rent for an accusation between my love and Your Majesty.
When [ was dry with rage, and extreme toil, breathless and
faint, Jeaning upon my sword, camc this lord, neat and trimly
dressed, fresh as a bridegroom and perfumed like a milli-
ner. With many holiday and lady terms he questioned me
what prize [ brought from afar, what jewels, what pretty
concubines, what slave-girls for his pleasure...I then all
smarting with my wounds being cold, to be so pestered
with a popinjay, out of my grief and my impatience an-
swered him in the only way | knew how... He made me
mad to see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet...."

The king saw his servant ragged and yet bold and
manly beside the foppish tearful courtier who huddled in
the corner like an animal licking his wounds. The king let
his servant go on with the report of the success of the
expedition and his anger turned to deep sympathy for his
trusted servant, whose appearance bespoke the ordeal he
had been through. As the servant paused for breath the
king asked, "Is 1t all: what more do you have to say?"

The servant answered: "No, my lord, but only this."
So saying he removed his ragged turban.

The king gasped. Silence fell on the whole court.
For along with the rag that he called his turban, chunks of
hair, rotten and soiled like an ancient forgotten bird's nest.
fell at the feet of his beloved king.
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Khin Myo Chit (1915 - 1999)
La Grande Dame de }a Myanmar Writing
by
Dr. Khin Maung Win

Very few people know that her real name is Ma Khin Mya.
Her close relatives and friends call her by her real name.
Young people call her Ma Ma Mya or Aunty Mya. Older
people call her Ma Khin Mya. But to most people she was
known under her pen name, Khin Myo Chit.

She was born at the time when people generally
had low expectations of women, when no parent would
hear of a young respectable lady entering a profession and
a humanitarian education may be penmitted, but only to be
able to write B.A. under one’s name and make tmpres-
sions on people. “What a pity she’s a girl” that’s what she
always heard people saying all the time,

Her grandmother had been a maid of honour at
the court of King Mindon. Many times she recounted to
her the events leading to the mass execution of King
Thibaw’s royal ftlatives by the Queen Suphayalatt. “It’s a
blot on our history.” she used to say. She then related to
her how the great wartior princes like the Prince Kanaung,
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the Thonsaire Minthagyi (literally translated the great Prince
Thirty, so named because he could climb up a wall of thirty
yards in height using his bear hands and feet) and many
others were executed during an internal intrigue. “We lost
all the great warnor princes, so that when the British
marched to the capital city of Upper Myanmar, there was
not even one person to throw a stone at the invaders.”

She asked, “Do you mean to say, grandma, that if
these warrior princes were there, Upper Myanmar would
not have fallen under the British Rule?” “No,” said her
grandmother. “We would still lose the war, for, at that time,
no one could stop the rising of the British Empire. But at
least The battle of Upper Myanmar could have eamed a
place in the annals of war like Hannibal’s fight against
Rome, or King Arthur’s fight against the Saxons, or King
Harold’s fight against the invading Normans.”

Her literary career began in 1932 when she trans-
Jated a poem of Sir Walter Scott and sent it to the Yangon
University magazine. But she didn’t put her name, being
kind of shy to do that. The poem was about Patriotism and
when it was published, the editor put the pen name - Khin
Myo Chit (meaning lady who loves her countrly or Miss
Patriot).

That was how she made her debut in the literary
field, and eamed her pen name. But all was not well at
home. With her father’s obstructiveness and her mother’s
disapproval of 'clever girls', things got from bad to worse.
She was pot allowed to do any writing in peace. Her mother
scolded her more and more. Her father threatened ¢ bum
her papers. She had to hide them and do her writiag when
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everyone was in bed.

I shall not dwell t00 much on the story of her un-
happy childhood and her escape from the tyranny of her
father. It could have made something torn from the pages
of a Dickens novel and could have earned her a nick-name
like ‘Female David Copperfield’.

Regarding her meeting with my father, U Khin
Maung Latt (1915-1996), whom she referred to as ‘Ko
Latt’, she wrote in her autobiography as follows:

“He was the boy next door. He had left college, an
undergraduate, not being able to continue his studies be-
cause of the decline in family fortunes. He was having a
short lull at home while looking for a job.

He was a voracious reader and we shared the same
interests in books. I read the books he recommended and
he returned the compliment. We read 'Little Women', one
of my favournite books and he called me teasingly 'Jo’. We
had a fine time talking of books. I{ seemed that we had
launched on a long and timeless talk which could lead to
one thing - a life-long alliance.”

Regarding her political involvements of 1937 and
afterwards, she wrote:

“Had this even tenor of our way gone on for a few
months or so, Ko Latt and I might have slipped quitely into
married life. My rosy dreams of the future during the inter-
val of a few months before our marriage turned out to be a
nighmare of stormy incidents. It was the fate of the coun-
try that swept most of our dreams away. By a cruel trick
of fate, we became part of that mighty tidal wave which
we were but a tiny ripple,”

Khin Myo Chit(1915-1999) 125

She recounted the part she played in the demon-
stration of 1938 as follows;

_ “Three girls and I happened to be in the front line
right after the standard bearers. It was a rude shock when
we found ourselves confronted by baton weilding police-
men, some mounted on horseback. All of a sudden like a
sequence on a cinema screen everything became a confu-
sion of horses’ legs and batons. To my horror, I saw girls
falling in pools of blood. As I tried to pick them up, blows
fell on me.”

~ She lived through the stormy times of the British
Regime: the Japanese Regime; the Struggle for Indepen-
dence; sharing the joys and sorrows of the political figures.

Also in her autobiography, she recounted a diffi-
cult phase of her life in the following way.

“Now, I have come to one of the most difficult
chapters of my life, for it was then that my misadventures
strayed into the realms of faith and religion.

' [ 'was prejudiced against meditation or any reli-
glous practice which I took to be only for people who had
nothing better to do or those who wanted to put on airs of
holiness or those who had no courage to face life...]
thought.”

The story of how her meeting with two monks
changed her outlook and made her regain her faith in Bud-
dhism cannot be told here, for that alone would have made
treatise on Budghism.

She became a mother-in-law in 1967, a grand-
mother of twins, a boy and a girl, in 1968. In an interview
with & writer, Alex Wood, in 1970, she said, “l am pioud of
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being a good grandmother and housekeeper, but 1 have
never let this interfere with any of my cultural interests, 1
am glad that [ rediscovered the art of Myanmar Zatpwe(a
kind of a mixture of play, concert and opera) in time to stop
me from becoming an interfering mum-in-law and an over
doddering granny. Friends rubbed their hands when the twins
were born and said it would be the end of my freedom. But
of course, it wasn’t. I’m organising myself better and writ-
ing more than before.”
The landmarks of her literary career may be
summed up in the following way:
1932 : Patriotism {a poem that earned her pen name)
1936  : College Girl (a novelette for serialization in
‘The Sun' a daily paper.)
1945 : Three years under the Japs.
1955 : 13 Carat Diamond (short story published in
The Guardian magazine, later included in 50
Great Oriental Stories in Bantam Classics.)
1963 t0 1968  : Heroes of Old Burma(Myanmar)
: Quest for Peace (an autobiography)
(Both serialized in The Working Peoples’
Daily.)
1969 : 13 Carat Diamond and Other Stories.
1970 : Her Infinite Variety
(a prize winning short story in the ‘Horizon’
magazine short story competition.)
: The Four Puppets.
(included in ‘Folk Tales of Asia” UNESCO)
: Anawrahta of Burma(Myanmar)
(publication of ‘Heroes of Old Burma
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(Myanmar)’ which was later re-printed under the
titles, ‘Anawrahta’ and ‘King Among Men’.)
1976 : Colourful Burma(Myanmar)
(a practical and poetic guide for the visitor
who wants something better than a tourist

Yiew of Myanmar, later reprinted under the
title “‘Colourful Myanmar’.)

1977 Burmese(Myanmar) Scenes and Sketches.
1980  : Flowers and Festivals Round the Burmese
(Myanmar)Year :
Kyaikhtiyo
L= (a short history of Kyaikhtiyo Pagoda, pub-

hished in the Asia Magazine.)
1981 : A Pagoda Where Fairy Tale Characters Come
to Life
(a tale-like description of Mai La Mu Pagoda
in the outskirts of Yangon, published in the
Asia Magazine.)
1984 : A Wonderland of Burmese(Myanmar) Leg
ends
(published by the Tamarind Press in Bangkok.
later reprinted in Myanmar under the title ‘A
Wonderland of Pagoda Legends’.)
1995 : Gift of Laughter

(on the picturesque speech of the people of
Hla Daw, a village in Central Myanmar, se-
lections of which have been published in the
‘Pyinsa Rupa’ magazine.)
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Conclusion
During the last years of her life, debilitating and
disfiguring arthritic pains made her spend most of her time
in bed. Regarding her fight against the spasms of pain, she
remarked. “Sometimes | lose, sometimes they win”. Quite
surprisingly, compared to what she suffered, she died in
peace.

Khin Myo Chit, Writer and Journalist,
bom: .1, May 1915, died: 2, January 1999.
Husband: U Khin Maung Latt(1915-1996).
only son, Dr. Khin Maung Win,
Retired Professor of Mathematics:
and dauvghter-in-law, Mi Mi (a) Shwe Yi Win.
twin grand children :
boy-twin Maung Maung Win (a) Maung Yit.
girl-twin Mi Mi Win (a) Junior Win,
one grand daughter-in-law, Mya Than Htay.
one great grand daughter, Pwint Phyu Nanda. |

Dr. Khin Maung Win.
Retired Professor of Mathematics
Yangorn University

505/8 Pyay Yeiktha, i
Pyay Road, University P.O. [
Yangon, Myanmar. :
Phone N0.535136 |
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Each story in this book, in one way or another,
depicts a part of the author’s life - be it her own
experience, or her recollections on a certain
event or her feelings and views on a subject or
her own version of a well-known tale

The stories and sketches will give the readers
entertainment, pleasure, glimpses of her life,
as well as information on Myanmar Culture
which the author is so proud of.

The 13 carat

N
i

Khin Myo Chit
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