


PRELUDE

Jdnits debut way back in 1973, this little book of poetry by
Minthuwun was meant to commemorate poetical genius of the then
young Mg Wun as he was awarded with state's scholarship to further his
study in England. The circulation was a mere 500 and it was meant to be
just a little book to celebrate the occasion and no one seemed to be aware
that it would become a great piece of history in Myanmar's literature as

decades gone by.

The idea of this little book was spawned by Mg Wun's
professor, and mentor, ®r. G.H. Luce, who firmly believed that his young
(and brilliant) protege, would one day become a literary luminary as his
(Mg Wun's) embodiment of profound thoughts, serene and beautiful, can
be obviously seen in his poems. Thus came the idea, and thus, thronged
Mg Wun's friends who supplemented the book with their translations to
honour their dear buddy. Among the poems is a piece of his work a short
and poignant story of "the agony of yearningsunmet." Though a short
story, it emanates illuminant sparks in Myanmar literary. Personification
of an aching hear, the boy of the story could be each and every of us with
doleful longings deep inside. No wonder the story was much loved by one

and by all.

d have been wondering about ways to bringing this little mighty

book to reader again. As the eldest son of Poet Minthuwun, J feel it is my



filial duty to do so. ®uring the yesteryears when J was pressed with work
abroad, my younger brother U Htain Xyaw (who holds the pseudonym of
Oalaban and has produced memoirs on our dear father) did his best to
carry on with our father's works. However, as he is now rather in a fix to
do so, but time wonderfully coincided with my retirement and also by kind
help of my paternal cousin (son of Minthuwun's sister Poet Nu Yin), my

long-time unsettled wish has been settled blissfully.

U Nyan Soe (Oakkar)

6.12-2012

%k %k %

Bodopel s

0$6075205 s06p(3:08: 0006l 207:(03:(gd0l 2035 3: > §:0p
2006 30120051 086 07%el 5 3:8008c0f (F90 306 (03E:00¢p:e6):op
076 6): 2063V NF:) 03 20053303 3 BgP:31205N PBew: 05 e S:eq):
0500 5: QAN N([FO(GE 02606 M AN:gP: BRI PO(OF N GP:4C
$206:000¢ 3§10 Bt p8e:mard: ©2603HAR vV RFE(GEA
0$60752025005: :2SoM0odgp: 207:208:01m08gp:80 (§er(GpSaptut
06$qRE 20003 8BweMpOFE 3009 (0376 pnE: 30181 w3 V€l Wy (B:
P NG OEP:AT 005V050005603L W VY 60R:6$50%1 de g P308:3
(cSTecv:guodel 202:) Mf:en6 606 0mE: 20003 codeqadqd ay:ene



Beu:eg ©07:008(8: 0x§607HC 630E:6$6 200805502:903 6(Gr8epe
0030730 005§ 36)(3E:(gDA 0
RNGE ENPPgI6 2 §es:m (68T V:§wH)03,

0Y$6 0503838 R ey PP aC 3¢ 99O 5:00: 32T 026 VOMNOFGP:}
0050005008:6 30786 $(0320503 (§Ee 03 pdle 0720

0$60752005 W39 FPI:NFYE 2 BOSYE: 20793 502:(0354:8¢C:
R NOIIP(O39p 023120479 gp: a2 §0538:3005G1200 3 gp:i
P N6 0§EE 3V :6ME: P N§E 0032005 20gE N
36 (0 FEPGP: 332:09: 30305 086005003005 WOE G200
B:nh$: (2g20)

2- RO q:0p (€8:)
0 RUd6 30:003WO6 G 3

Bagdeg:(gpa:gEor0eq:3:8:54
6-12-2012

%k %k %k

FOREWARD

Poems of Minthuwun are mainly about his love for nature and

the world around him. Honesty is his hallmark. Words are his wife. Poems



his childern. The world is his home. Throughout his extraordinary 98 year
lifespan, he spent his days talking love and kindness.... and poetry. Pomps
and ceremonies never got way to him. Financial inclinations never had he.
duch is the people's poet. Such embodiment is the many-wondered pen of

Minthuwun.

Even he became famous as poet Minthuwun, even in his youth
as Mg Hla Wun, son of a wealthy small-town farmer, his genius was
prominent in his early poems he composed in his teens. When in college,
the sensibility and faculty of expressions in his poems were noticed by one
professor Or. G.H.Luce, who later became his mentor. When Mg Wun
was awarded with state's scholar at prestigious Oxford Unversity, his
Professor arranged a little book together with his loving buddies Mg Xhin
Law, Mg Nyi Nyi, Mg Myo Min and Mg Khin Maung to mark his success.
Together they made a booklet in which his poems with translations by the
said friends and a short story "8agyi Aung Nyar-de" (Agony of an
unrequitted longing) were featured and the featured short story later

became one his masterpieces.

Jdn this day and age when such calibre in Myanmar's pen-
world is missing we are proud to have this mighty booklet re-emerged for

later-generation readership.

This book is NOT just about a man called Minthuwun. Jt is
about the Myanmar poet whose poetry made Myanmar Naing-gan and

Myanmar people able to stand proud among others in the world.

Thar Tet Toe



6-12-2012

%k %k %

000360 FPED

2 N0Y§ 02703 & 3lme(Gp:0loodn Clode sge 0ggpe 0gd e
208:§13€ 308:§ewdi go:an 3L FP:0070ud ABEOME B0

$7023gN B NN il

P NOFEN §:207:01 (GPEQO0T 086 030d 005 0RE
02§3:32007:30: (§S120 5

2NRWREE 20793 6§36 § IBI T A:
S 0NBOMM:4E 0N 2gP:8: 0038 0M:4E 000 F0S30120 i
0§60} BIENRe§: © B30

0$60256§,03¢€ 22003 (60)a§, F2OF3(3:0063:
QI 5070 5036 3 20(GE 20031 206(TB: (32973:08)4C 38 20CV:0D
0§60 66:8312051 BB ([B:00 OB M $0SMAl 206 B:4§ 0B
(§E€ 0 R5:0(g p:0lon: 20603 30:0005(032:6 079 W6 $FE N AN FE LS
206(03:026 30058 206p(03:805670503 B66 V:E:00USN

FBE(G§ 6N 269} 6(n(GC: 207:328456 03705 3qSBEBE
0o (S oSToT!

eVoHeploplest



6-21-2012

%k %k %k

FOREWORD

BY

G.h.LUCE

This booklet will, we hope, herald a new age of Burmese
poetry. Exposed for half a century to the impact of western culture,
Burmese literature has only just survived. Jts only chance was to absorb
that culture, and triumph over it. Rangoon University and the "“World of
Books" have helped. Jf anyone still doubts whether the tide has turned, let

him read these poems.

Minthuwun is a true Burman, but not an Upper Burman. This
poet of Young Burma is a son of the ®elta, born almost within the sound
of the sea. For all the alien influences around him, his language is
Burmese pure and undefiled. His themes, too, are Burmese, Buddhist,
even traditional. He is a scholar who was drunk deep of ancient 8urma, of
®ali, Pyu, Ole Mon, and Old Burmese. et few of these poems are
burdened with scholarship. Longwinded rigmarole is utterly eschewed.

With a few simple-artful touches (see' Wingaba') the poet stamps his



image on the mind. He delights in homeliness, colloquiality, in village life
and nursery ditties. Even a foreigner can feel the neatness of his lyric
note. Yet out of the sweetness comes forth strength (see 'The Poaen of
Freedom'), the strength of delicacy, of one who knows and trusts his

feelings and dare shew them, of one who looks into his heart and writes.

Jt was a happy notion to print his friend's English translations
with these poems. They are very free, often read rather like variations on
his theme. They are themselves the work of poets, independent, sensitive,

and sometimes strangely felicitous.

GH. LUCE

1936



THE HARBINGER

dn the beginning of summer, when sear leaves are blown away
by spring-breeze and green new leaves come out in harmonious array
and when the mist hangs over the little wood, the young sweet-singing
cuckoo leaves the brown forest and approaches human dwellings. Jt
makes new songs bringing the messages. "May evil be away and filth not
soil you in the year that is coming round again. And may you be happy!"
As the little bird sings "Coukoo! Cuckoo!" in the sylvan note, deep at times
and soft at others, sometimes loud and sometimes faint, J seem to see my
golden-complexioned son hastening home from the strange, distant place
where he has gone to learn by his master's side. And my bosom is ready

to welcome my son!

NN
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NIGHT THOUGHTS.

Whenever, engulfed in seas of trouble, J fled the college and

sought refuge at home, One word form mother's sweetest lips, And seas



of trouble seemed as nought.

When, in times to come,

A whirl in the shirligig of life, Helpless like a wind-worried cloud,

My need be sore,

Who will there be to give me succour, Ambush cares, and on

fretting brows Lay the leaves of love?

That instant, it seems to me, The moon shone forth more
brightly bright, A brust of fragrance fills the night, Any my heart's ear

faintly caught, As if in answer to my question, A whisper, wondrous soft,

Jdn the timid sighing fashion Of rose-buds opening when
besought 8y breezes in the night.

Whence came it?
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d fain would love
But that thou art
Like orchids proud

Earth-disdaining.

d fain would hope
But that thou art
Like summit-snow

Removed.

d fain would cry
But that thou like
The distant moom

Wilt not hear.
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WINCGABA

From the cool shade of the dark-green

Banyan tree the cuckoo sings sweet notes.

The deer comes down to drink at the

dSwift-flowing stream.

On the smooth green lawn are spread

The fallen petals of Gangaw flowers.

How dJ long to go to this pleasant

Hermitage of Zali !

[Note : The singer, a little boy, is trying to picture the scene of
the Wingaba hermitage, described in the Wethandra Zat-taw-gyi. 4ali
was the son of Wethandra and Madi, and would be about the same age

as the singer.]

MM
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ROSES

l,ast eve her ladyship fancied some flowers

‘We saw on the wild-wood way:



d plucked them for her, those forest flowers;
Alas, to-day
Jn her hair are roses, roses!

Very pretty she look with rose!

%k %k %

§€:3BgE
LW 0MM(GH

0§L WS 2663,

st R:0meosi I
0$NNF:BM
6(037239:03 cnf(g€e 0
RO §C: DLt
o onCondde v i

kel qo& 8af o o2 :3@;5

%k %k %k



A LOVER'S REQUEST

"LLove have J none for this cyclic maze of life and fain would J
struggle free fromit." That is your wish and J cannot keep you from it. Jt
has been my heartfelt prayer that J may, hand in hand with you on the
Raft of Rectitude, cross this whirling sea of endless existence to the other
shore of Tranquil Nirvana. But you, my dearest, must go before me as J
am not ready for the voyage yet. This graceless vagabond of me shall, like
a lonely wreck tossed about on a shoreless seaq, drift helplessly with the
waves of the sea of Samsara. For this reason, O my old love of Sakya
strain, when you are a 8ikkhuni ripe with experience and radiant with
power and of pity you take on your forlorn lover, let him listen to your first

teaching.

NN
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THE PAEAN OF FREEOOM

Free as the air J shall roam the skies.
Like a sun-beam, like a moon-beam,
d shall trip and dance and disport myself
On crests of clouds in skiey heights,
And sleep tranquil amidst their ambient folds.
Thence will J loose the flood of my song

On the crawling earth, a clarion-call to freedom,



Freedom such as mine.
No more for me the burden of fondness,
From affection's fetters free,
Far above love's woeful wallows,
Unconfined and unreluctant,
d shall soar in boundless space
Forever singing my songs.
My mother, my father, my kinsfolk, my friends,
Oh men of this earth in your millions,

Concede me this.
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SONG OF FREEDOM

Free as air will J roam the skies. Like the rays of the sun and
the beams of the moon, J will frisk and frolic on top of the clouds and sleep
fondly in the bosom of rest and leisure. My song will be a clarion call from

on high to the peoples of the earth to strive for the freedom that will be



mine.

O my mother, O my father, O my kinsfolk and myriads of the
world, free me from the slavery of love, disentangle me from its snare and
lift me from its mire. Let me live, tieless, amidst the skies, carolling this

sweet song of freedom.

NN
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