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A few words

| talked too much. This means too verbosity. Living on the other



edge of something produces side effects. The world with so many
wounds. Love with so many wounds. | believe that our world needs
not only peace but poetry. | think that we should not forget to open
the passion of a stunt man’s heart. | tried to enter you with ten
poems. | am ready. No matter whether | can enter or not. All these
are out of the poems I've written in 2015. | thank first two poets. Nay
Nyo Aung and Maung Philar for this little book, painter ko Myint Soe
for his illustration and poet Khaing Mye Kyaw Swar for writing
something for this book as quickly as possible with love of
brotherhood when | asked for help from him. My thank also goes to
Ke’ Su Thar. Without knowing each other, | pestered him to translate
my poems into English, and he did generously as | asked though he
is always busy with works. | thank those who do read or who do not

read my poems, too.
With best regards,

Lynn Thet Nyein
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Lynn Thet Nyein Poetry

Unhapiness, worldwide famous millionaires and their cities on a
piece of paper. News of land seizure, news of rape, living human
being cut off by the root. All | cherished, Dust from my city. According
to the age’s coldness, the one who cries on behalf of medicine which

will never arrive, Love Is tied with poetry.

Khaing Mye Kyaw Swar
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