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Poetry Has No Distance or Discriminations

The Present sees the world full of frustrations. As the day brok
e, while breakfast was being prepared, the power supply was cut
out, which triggered off my fury. Furious over who? Not over the a
uthorities of PEC, but over the ruling government above. Let it be,
would buy some boiled glutinous rice at the market. When | got to
the market, things aroused me to lauding the gracious Ruler_ the
price of the daily commodities such as rice, oil, meat and fish, and
even a small bundle of radishes at the price of K. 600! Even the pri
ce of charcoal was K. 500, but | couldn't avoid to say no. | made fi
re with the charcoal, and it was when the yellow flames flared up
that the long-awaited electric bulb flashed up once again. | wasn't
happy about that. In a hurry | had to put out the burning red emb
ers and keep them in a little earthen pot for further use. It was ver
y frustrating to do this, to do that, under the time pressures. On m
y way to work | had to take a bus, and there again, | had to take g
ood care of my meal box not to get split, jammed in the bus. | can
't afford to eat a decent meal with oily meat, Life's like that. Poor

bus driver and the ticket collector, they had to crush their fatigues



of life them an outlet of feeling. Among the passengers, those bel
ow forty were engrossed in Facebook, where their patience found

their way in.

When | got to the Press of my journal, the table where the sign
-in book was kept was clear. | signed in, and wrote down my arriv
al time. | overheard the journal publisher saying to someone, " If t
he staff comes later than 10:30, his or her name shall be underline
d in red ink, and K. 5,000 shall be cut from his or pay." The publis
her and the designer must have had a row the other night. | just
waited for the newspaper to start my new day at the workplace, S
oon a large pile of newspaper and journal came to my table. Not
much good news. "Hunger strike of Student in Detention", "Death
Penalty to Myanmar Workers in Thailand by the Thai Court of Just
ice", "Ten Years' imprisonment to the Murders who cut the throat
of the model Aye Chan Myat Moe of Kyaungmyaung. Yangon (Mya
nmar Justice So Cheap)". The news of death penalty to two Rakhi
ne workers had eclipsed the news "Daw Aung San Suu Kyi Pick up
Litters". It's not the concern of the nationality, but the way our cit
izens have been unfairly treated in another country that isnota g
ood neighbouring country. Who would help us out? It was at this

moment that | received a call from Phyo Han Thar.

"Sayama, I'm already in Yangon. When can | see you? Sorry I'

m busy today because I'm seeing some poets of Yangon."



Oh, at last he came. A young poet named Phyo Han Thar from
Mandalay. | met him at the Poetry Corner beneath the shady Meze
tree by the Taungthaman lake. | will never forget that day when |
met four poetesses of Mandalay. It's so hard for two poetesses livi
ng in the same city Yangon to make an appointment to meet each
other. | would say no if some one questions me, is the number of
poetesses low in Myanmar? But none of us can deny that the lang
uage of poetry has changed over the years, Shall we appreciate th
e poem that burst out from the hearts of those who have been sw
ept along through the period full of frustration? The poets, poetes
ses, and poetry lovers met beneath the biggest Meze tree. First th
e poetess Yin Yin Nu (Mandalay) recited two long poems. Actually
she is a novelist, so she apologized the audience for her poetry re
citation. | smiled to myself. Many writers of course began their car
eer of writing with poetry. When some writers became a success a
s prose writers, they usually detach themselves from poetry. Som
e even gave up poetry writing for good. After listening to her poe
ms. When novelist, "You never say you are not a poet. And never s
ay you'll stop writing poems. When things jammed inside, | think y
ou won't hide your pent up feelings inside, but you'll express the
m in black and white, won't you?" She gave me a shy smile in con
fession. It was when the poetry recitation was beings in full swing

that Phyo Han Thar came.

Just after the poetess of Mandalay Khayan Pyar gave him a pu



sh, saying, "Say it yourself," Phyo Han thar said, all in a sudden,"

May | request you to write a foreword for my poetry book." Then

he left all in a sudden, In the evening, before the express for Yang
on departed, | had a chat with him for nearly an hour, sitting at a

short table with stools on the pavement at a tea shop on the even
ing of Mandalay. | talked with gusto while he talked quietly. While

my heart was so strongly tied to poetesses of Mandalay Thin Thin

Aye Htein, Khayan Pyar, Moe Hnin Wai and Tawwin Hnin Zi, the th
ought of publishing Phyo Han Thar's poetry book had already hel
d me in glittering fascination. Now he said he was in Yangon. | wis
hed | would rush towards the Hla Pye Wun teashop (on 34" Street
, Yangon), "the writers' tryst' but the duties of the Pyinnyar Yadan
ar Journal and the Tanhlyet Journal had gripped my leg from eac
h side. Though he informed me he was having a meeting with his
poet friends of Yangon, these poets are not actually the natives of
Yangon, but from all parts of the country who had come and settl
ed here. No matter where they come, they are all one when standi
ng under the roof of poetry. This | must say is the admirable aspe

ct of these poets' personalities.

"The Hand that Lost the Dancing Steps Ishuffled one page afte
r another of his poetry book. His poems embody the same voice o
f his _a cool and pleasant flow of the lines The illustration of his b
ook unaccountable made me recall the map of Myanmar. Why? |

wondered. | appreciated his poems one after another Then the ne



ws of Daw Aung San Suu Kyi's cleaning the litters went out of my
mind. So did the news of rocketing prices of the commodities, the
case of a seventy year old guy's rape of a four year old girl; so did
the appeal that the two poor Rakhine victims, who have been sen
tenced to death in Thailand, could make. Whether the present Pre
sident could solve the ongoing acts of injustice or not, whether th
e opponent leader who has made a landslide victory in the electio
n and who will be handed over the state power could come to res
cue or not, such controversial issues had all gone out of m mind.
What sort of yardstick would you use for judging the value of poe
ms? From my opinion it depends on whether the writer's massage
matches with the reader's feelings. The Ratus of Natshinnaung, th
e poet of the olden days, had failed to please me, if compared wit
h writings of Shin Nyein Me, the poetess of the common class of t
hose days. Though the former has often been ranked as the King
of the Ratus, | was not captivated by his poems, if compared with
the poems on the Toddy climber and the Peasant by Wungyi Oade
tha Razar and the Verse submitted to the propitiation of His Majes
ty by the exiled officer Ananddathuriya. In fact my life has not bee
n a bed of roses, but a bed of thorns, and my aggressive personali
ty was then gently taken away by the Hand the Lost the Dancing
Step! While reading Phyo Han Thar's poems, | felt a cool stream w
as flowing inside me_sweetly, and gently. | felt some fallen flower

s floated along. A bird chattered above the babbling sound of the



stream. My ear could sense a country damsel treading on her light
fantastic toes down to the stream to fetch water on a beautiful ev
ening, then the sweet of a young cowherd's flute. Then | could see
in my mind's eye how the water hyacinth had turned her head up
side down, the boisterous young lads making a fake cough, and d
rawing the attention of the damsels, there the two paddy birds fig
hting for a fish in the stream... A stone flung from somewhere the
n disturbed my mind. Civil War! On the subject of the civil war Phy

o Han Thar wrote as follows:
Both sides dig deep
This dark pit;
Each ceremoniously and in rivalry
Throw precious stones!

In fact, | was one those who have thrown precious stones into
that pit, Phyo Han Thar.
Ma Ei
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