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I never set limits for my life
      based on others’ opinions
I never set standards for my beauty
      through imitation
I never speak only to fulfi ll
      what others want to hear
My desires are not suppressed by fear
I seek not to make myself dogmatic
My literature is not poisoned
      by others’ power or infl uence
 My birthright,
      no matter whether given to me or not,
      will serve my nation
      for the betterment of the world
      with my own will and thought!
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he Noble Buddha 
left  us with 
84,000 discourses. 

Nowadays, the world’s 
religious leaders and many 
scholars and individuals 
agree and support the 
idea that the prestigious 
teachings of the Buddha 
are right, benefi cial 
and precious. We need, 
therefore, to analyze this 
carefully.
 As we are the 
followers of the Noble 
Buddha, we need to 
carefully study His 
teachings as instructed by 
Him. Th e Buddha guided 
us with many discourses 
concerning Right Speech. 
Th ere are six kinds of 
speech among human 
beings. Th e Buddha 
Himself practiced two 
kinds of speech, which are 
pleasant and benefi cial, 
and refused four 
kinds of speech which 
are unbenefi cial and 
unpleasant. If we want 
to make good use of our 
speech, then we need to 
carefully consider whether 
our ways of speaking 
follow the Buddha as He 
directed.
              Th e kinds of speech 
that the Buddha refused 
to practice are as follows: 
1. Unbenefi cial, wrong 
and unpleasant speech, 
2. Unbenefi cial, wrong 
and pleasant speech, 3. 
Unbenefi cial, right and 
unpleasant speech, 4. 
Unbenefi cial, right and 

pleasant speech.
 Th e Buddha never 
spoke using these four 
kinds of speech, as using 
these puts the speaker 
at a disadvantage. We 
must ask ourselves, how 
many times have we 
have spoken to others 
via these unbenefi cial 
and unpleasant kinds of 
speech? Th ere are many 
people who lost their 
value because of their use 
of these ways of speaking. 
We need to think wisely 
and speak before we take 
action. 
 Although many 
Burmese people are proud 
of saying of themselves 
that they are Buddhists and 
followers of the Buddha, 
they never do as the 
Buddha instructed. Th ey 
are very oft en practicing 

and using the unsuitable 
and unbenefi cial ways 
of speaking, which were 
refused by the Buddha.
 When meeting 
others, we oft en waste 
our precious time talking 
about playing the lottery, 
soccer, bull-fi ghting, cock-
fi ghting and gossip, and 
some people are proud of 
and enjoy talking about 
such unbenefi cial things. 

Th is is such a shame -- 
they don’t even realize 
that because of their 
unpleasant, unbenefi cial 
ways of speaking, they are 
losing their own value, 
the value of their village, 
town, country, and the 
Buddha’s Sasana in which 
we believe. Th ey do not 
think about this deeply. 
And so, because of this, 
many Burmese people lose 
their value and are looked 
down upon wherever they 
go. Th e only reason for 
this is because of their 
unpleasant, unbenefi cial 
ways of speaking: they 
never become united, 
they break relationships, 
they cannot be patient 
and they start arguments, 
and ultimately, they come 
to fi ght each other. It is 
essential to learn what 
kind of speech the Buddha 
taught if we want to live a 
valuable life.
     Th e Buddha taught 
us two kinds of speech 
to practice, which are as 
follows: 1. Benefi cial, right 
and pleasant speech, and 
2. Benefi cial, right and 
unpleasant speech.Th e 
reason the Buddha taught 
these two kinds of speech 
is because they are both 
right and benefi cial.   
       During the Buddha’s 
time, one Brahmin asked 
the Buddha a question as 
he could not understand 
the second statement 
about benefi cial, right and 
unpleasant speech. Th e 

“The only reason 
for this is because of their 
unpleasant, unbeneficial 

ways of speaking:
 they never become united, 
they break relationships, 

and they cannot be 
patient...ultimately, they 
come to fight each other.”

WELL-SAID SPEECH

T     

Dhamma Talk

by King Zeroy
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Buddha explained to the 
Brahmin with an example, 
asking him, “What will 
you do when you see 
one of your children 
has swallowed a piece of 
broken glass?”
 Th e Brahmin 
answered, “I will control 
my son’s head carefully 
until I get the glass out 
although he is bleeding.” 
         Th e Buddha asked 
him why he would do it 
like this, and he answered, 
“I have to do it for his 
survival, even though he 
is crying and does not like 
it.”  
               Th e   Buddha told 
the Brahmin that, “Yes, 
you are right, Brahmin. 
I also have to do like this 
for the sake of the people 
although they do not like 
some of my speeches.”
                           Once  there  appeared 
a student monk who put 
this into practice in Sri 
Lanka. He was studying 
under a monk scholar 
who was always teaching 
his class. Because of his 
teaching, many students 
practiced and became 
Arahants.
    Among them, the 
student monk understood 
that his teacher had not 
realized certain high 
stages of attainment, and 
he approached his teacher 
and asked, “Sir, may I ask 
you a verse, when are you 
free?” 
      “I have no free time. I 
have classes full-time,” the 
teacher monk answered.  
 Th e student cont-
inued to ask,  “Will you 
be free at the time of your 
death?” 

 When the teacher 
monk was asked this 
question, although he did 
not like this unpleasant 
speech even though it 
was right and benefi cial 
for him, he understood 
his situation and became 
an Arahant, eventually 
realizing high stages of 
attainment. 
 Nowadays in 
Burma, the Sangha Maha 
Nayaka Committee (a 
state-sponsored Buddhist 
monks’ organization) issues 
orders restricting monks 
again and again, despite 
us pointing out the 
inappropriateness of this. 
As a result, they never 

learn the real situation 
about things. Th ey even 
get angry with us, and 
this is such a shame. 
While many saints are 
practicing and following 
the Buddha’s teachings 
and are dedicated to 
Him, in Burma, from the 
Sangha  Maha Nayaka 
monks to the lowest 
levels of society, people 
are practicing against 
the Buddha. As a result 
of this, Burma remains 
backward-looking, and 
around the world the 
Burmese are looked down 
upon, pitied, abused and 
made to feel inferior. 
Th e Buddha taught us 
the art of speech as it is 
of vital importance, but 
the majority of Burmese 

people never follow or 
practice the teachings of 
the Buddha, and instead 
they speak the opposite: 
bad, harsh, unbenefi cial 
and unpleasant ways 
of speaking which go 
against the teachings of 
the Buddha. To be able 
to speak in right, good, 
benefi cial and precious 
ways, it is necessary to 
read books, study and 
learn, to listen to Dhamma 
talks, to discuss literature, 
to approach scholars to 
ask questions about things 
we want to know, and to 
try to get knowledge and 
education. We have to 
keep the highest moral 

standards if we want good 
results. It is unworthy to 
talk of playing lotteries, 
of soccer, of gossiping, to 
use the words of Bodaws 
(a kind of saint in worldly 
aff airs) and mediums. 
 As the Buddha did 
not want us to lose our 
value due to unbenefi cial 
speaking, He again and 
again taught us:
1. To abstain from false 
speech; not to tell lies or 
deceive,
2. Not to slander others or 
speak in a way that causes 
disharmony or enmity,
3. To abstain from rude, 
impolite or abusive 
language, and
4. Not to indulge in idle 
talk or gossip.
 To be good at the 

art of speech, to be able 
to speak preciously and 
precisely, the Buddha 
taught us through the 
Jataka stories. Th e 
Buddha’s teachings must 
be put into practice 
rather than merely read, 
studied and memorized. 
Merely being satisfi ed 
with hearsay and reading 
without practicing is 
similar to a monkey that 
fi nds a coconut, and not 
knowing what to do, 
eats the shell and fi nds 
it very bitter, ultimately 
throwing the coconut 
away. Yet people in foreign 
countries, knowing the 
sweet interior taste of 
the coconut, peel the 
shell and enjoy not only 
the taste of the milky 
liquid, but also the white 
fl esh of the coconut. It is 
unworthy for us to meet 
the Buddha’s Sasana if we 
merely enjoy the shell and 
the exterior. If we do so, 
we will most likely and 
most unfortunately end 
our lives as mogha purisa 
(misguided persons). 

 With this article, 
the author, a Burmese 
Buddhist monk, points 
out the teachings of the 
Buddha and dedicates it 
to those who want to walk 
from the wrong path to 
the right one.
             May you all be good 
citizens for the nation, the 
people and for religion, 
abandoning the wrong 
way and walking the right 
way!

Dhamma Talk

“What will you do when you see 
one of your children has swallowed 

a piece of broken glass?”

translated by Maung 

Myat Zaw
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nce there lived a 
woman from a well-
educated family who 

made a garden, wanting to put 
into practice her experience of the 
diff erent methods of planting she 
had gained throughout her life. She 
named her garden ‘Th e Continuous 
Cultivation Program’. She stuck 
notices on boards throughout 
the whole town, advertising that 
she would produce and distribute 
wonderful colourful fl owers and 
plants, and that she would freely 
accept everyone’s species to be 
crossbred into beautiful new 
varieties with diff erent smells and 
petals. Th erefore all the gardeners 
in the town gratefully sent her their 
newly bloomed and budded plants 
as they wished to see them produce 
wonderful, colourful fl owers. And 
the fl owers and plants themselves 
were very pleased to be cared for by 
this gardener as each wished to be a 
king amongst other plants.
 In fact, the method of 
crossbreeding was not as easy as 
the woman fi rst thought. In her fi rst 
experiment that year, a hibiscus that 
was planted near her fence bloomed 
successfully, producing large 
brightly colored fl owers. However, 
other plants such as bulbophyllum, 
rose, jasmine and orchid were not.  
So, for her second attempt, she 
asked an accomplished gardener to 
help her, and let him crossbreed the 
plants and care for them. As a result, 
all the plants bloomed successfully, 
producing wonderful and colourful 
fl owers. Th e new gardener was an 

expert, and the garden became well 
known to the town. All the plants 
too, with their brightly colored 
fl owers, were grateful to the new 
gardener for his kindness to them, 
and they all preferred and valued 
the new gardener.
 Many visitors and residents 
of the town who visited the 
woman’s garden and enjoyed its 
beauty congratulated only the 

new gardener, who was almost 
always happily busy tending to the 
fl owering plants. Some people even 
thought the new gardener was the 
actual owner of the garden. As a 
result, the founding gardener began 
to dislike him and became fi lled 
with ill-will towards him, as she was 
worried that he would confi scate her 
garden. Th en she tried to dismiss 
him in an unjust way.
 Th e new gardener did not 
want to move one foot from the 

fl owering plants, as he loved them 
so much. He was so worried about 
them and feared that their potential 
future would be ruined by the 
woman’s experiments. But as he was 
not the owner and founder of the 
garden, he would have to leave if the 
owner dismissed him. Ultimately, 
he was forced to leave his beloved 
plants. 
 Th is is where the story 
fi nishes.  But what should we do if 
we were the fl owering plants of this 
story?
 In fact, the youths with their 
future potential are the fl owers 
in this tale. Every youth wants to 
ensure that their future will be better 
and better. As youths, they want to 
mould or shape their futures with 
creative thinking. However, unlike 
the fl owery plants in the garden, 
we should not simply entrust our 
future lives to hopeful belief, nor 
give ourselves over to other people’s 
hands. Although our dreams will 
easily and quickly come true if we 
join the gardener who trains us 
well, our dreams will just as easily 
be destroyed and end if we join the 
experimenting gardener. Th ere are 
some people who become successful 
by luck, just like the hibiscus in 
the story. We should not hope to 
emulate this fl ower, however. Also, 
it is not very oft en that we will have 
chances to meet experts. Th erefore, 
as youths, when we are walking 
towards our goals, we must be very 
mindful that we don’t become other 
people’s guinea pigs, just like the 
fl owering plants in this story. 

to pilot our futures?

Editorial

by Editor
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YGN Poem

Occasionally on Burst-and-Explode Night

Sometimes on Could-Glowing Night

Under the Deep Night-Coated Sky 

Of all these Nights, the bird is not afraid

Flocks of Seagulls with strong limbs

Flying in the Freedom Breeze…

Together with the Codes of Laws,

Fledge in the Freedom Breeze

Fly in the Freedom Breeze

    Momentum of Air 

    Overwhelm of Rain 

    Lukewarm of Winter

 Of all the variety of climates’ run 

     Feel the Freedom

     Honesty, Frankness 

And luminous glow of Us…

   At the Start of Flying

        To Th e End 

Of Last Breath Yaw Na Th an

Seek a Heaven in the World

By Flying in the Freedom Breeze…

F l y i n g
by Zin Yaw

translated by Shwe Sin
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here is a large 
meal on the 
table, plenty 
for six people. 

Actually, it should be 
enough for seven, but 
Big Brother hasn’t come. 
He won’t come for a long 
time.
 Th ere are many 
bowls of curry before us. 
Fried bean curry — this 
our brothers, including 
Big Brother, particularly 
enjoy. Father’s sisters 
and aunts from Shwebo, 
they actually bring fried 
bean curry when they 
visit us. All our brothers 
like beans. I’ve heard that 
Upper Burmese men like 
beans. All our brothers are 
Upper Burmese men who 
grew up in Rangoon. 
 Th e three further 
curries are eggplant, 
pounded chili, and sour 
soup. Today is a special 
day for our brothers. 
Mother knows what we 
would like on this day. 
Mother loves her sons, 
and she enjoys today. She 
has been looking forward 
to today.
 Big Brother can’t 
come.
 As usual, Second 
Brother is absorbed in 
conversation with Mother 
and Father. He hasn’t gone 
out today. He has been 
waiting to meet his two 
younger brothers. Father 
has already fi nished 

making off erings to 
Buddha, doing obeisance 
to Buddha, and practicing 
walking meditation in the 
yard in the early morning. 
Th ese things our Father 
does every morning.
 Now we are 
waiting to have lunch 
together. We are all feeling 
calmer than on other 
days. Youngest Brother 
has turned on the cassette 
recorder. Ko Ngae’s song 
is playing. All of us are 
head-over-heels for Ko 
Ngae. Mother and Father 
know that.
 Youngest Brother 
and I can’t meet oft en. 
He is also at home today 
because our two older 
brothers will come back. 
Youngest Brother and 
I will meet them today. 
Big Brother loves his 
younger brothers, and he 
doesn’t want his brothers 

to quarrel. We waited 
for Second Brother, but 
couldn’t wait for long 
because Second Brother 
was too late.
 Big Brother is not 
among the people waiting 
today.
 Mother may act 
funny because she will 
have lunch together with 
her sons. Actually, Mother 
will likely cry. What about 
us? I don’t think she will 
ever have lunch with us 
without remembering her 
oldest son. She has already 
informed our relatives 
that we were coming 
back, but there are no 
other relations at the meal 
apart from our immediate 
family. It is special for us.
 Second Brother 
and I had been waiting 
for people at home. In my 
view, Th ird Brother is a 
nice and intelligent man. 

His friends say the same 
about me. Mother says 
that I am worse than him.
 Until two years 
ago, I waited for him to 
eat a meal together with 
me. I was waiting at home 
for over eight years. He 
couldn’t come back for 
a long time. He has also 
been waiting for today.
 I have been 
waiting for today. Mother 
has been waiting for today. 
Father, Second Brother, 
and Youngest Brother—
we have all been waiting 
for today.
 Today is the day 
we all return and meet to 
eat our mother’s curries 
together. Today is the day 
we return to the bosom of 
our family. Today is the 
day we will fi nally cry. We 
are going to eat a meal 
together.

CurriesCurries andand BrothersBrothers

TT

YGN Essay

translated by Aye Chan Moe
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“Burmese youth
need to change the 
way we think. We 

have to learn to 
not be so afraid to 

criticize and
be analytical. We 

need to believe
in ourselves.”

ay Satkyar 
Naing, 19, is 

like many of the Burmese 
youth in the Th ai border 
town of Mae Sot who came 
here for a chance to get 
a better education in the 
dozens of migrant schools 
off ering free classes.
 When he fi rst 
arrived in 2010, he started 
volunteering as an English 
teacher at Th e Best Friend 
Library. It was around that 
time that he discovered a 
book titled Bar Le He Lu 
Nga Ye (“Human Hell? 
What is Human Hell?”) 
by National League for 
Democracy (NLD) co-
founder U Win Tin.
 In 1989, U Win 
Tin was sentenced to 
21 years in Rangoon’s 
Insein Prison for his 
writing and involvement 
with the NLD. He was 
released in September 
2008 aft er serving nearly 
20 years. While in prison, 
the World Association 
of Newspapers awarded 
him the Guillermo Cano 
World Press Freedom 
Prize and the Golden Pen 
of Freedom.
 Satkyar   was 
inspired by U Win Tin’s 
resilience during his 
lengthy prison sentence, 
keeping himself sane by 
writing mathematical 
equations and poetry on 
the walls of his cell with a 
broken bottle.
    “U Win Tin had no pen 

or paper, yet he found 
a way to write. I have 
all the tools I need, so I 
asked myself, why can’t I 
write for my people,” says 
Satkyar.
 He discussed his 
ideas with a few of his 
classmates at the migrant 
school he attended. A plan 
was hatched. Th ey would 
start their own magazine. 
Th e small group of friends 
started with a Facebook 
group, encouraging other 
youth to submit their own 
writing and ideas to their 
project.
 During   that time, 
Satkyar saved most of the 
pocket money required 
for the magazine’s start-up 
costs.
 Aft er six months 
and many late nights 
huddled over borrowed 
computers at Th e Best 

Friend Library or 
Knowledge Zone migrant 
school, they launched Th e 
Young Generation’s Note. 
Th e fi rst issue was 22 pages 
long.
 Now, one year  
and seven issues later, Th e 
Young Generations’ Note 
has grown to 48 pages. 
Th e topics that grace the 
pages of the journal have 

also expanded. Th ere are 
seven pages dedicated to 
Burmese and international 
news, one long story, 
three short stories, several 
articles, a book review, 
and even an astrology 
section. In the last issue 
of the journal’s letter 
section, migrant workers 
shared their feelings and 
knowledge about the oft en 
diffi  cult task of obtaining a 
Th ai work permit.
 Initially dis-
tributed in Mae Sot’s 
teashops, factories, and 
migrant schools, it now 
has readers much farther 
afi eld. It has a regular 
home in Chiang Mai’s Best 
Friend Library and Aung 
San’s Jarmoon Library in 
Pegu, and there are even 
a few overseas subscribers 
in countries such as 
Switzerland and Germany.

                      with New MagazineNew Magazineby Brennan O’Connor/The Irrawaddy

  N

Young Generations’ Note members at The Best Friend Library, Mae Sot. From left, Thu Tha Sen, Kharomi and 
Nay Satkyar Naing. (Photo: Brennan O’Connor/The Irrawaddy)

YGN People
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      From the beginning, Th e 
Young Generations’ Note 
was going to be a literary 
journal, says Satkyar.
     “Th ere are so many 
political publications in 
Mae Sot, but people who 
live here have to struggle 
to survive, so we wanted 
to make something that 
would elevate their minds, 
making them feel good 
about themselves.”
 Th e Young Gener-
ations’ Note encourages 
youth and community 
members to fi nd their own 
voice within the pages of 
the magazine.
 “Th ey read it and 
then they want to submit 
their own writing to our 
journal,” says Satkyar.
        It’s very important for 
the younger generation to 
formulate their own ideas, 
he adds.
 “Burmese youth 
need to change the way we 
think. We have to learn to 
not be so afraid to criticize 
and to be analytical. But 
in order to achieve this, 
we need to believe in 
ourselves,” says Satkyar.
     Th u Th a Sen, 23, has 
been part of Th e Young 
Generations’ Note since it 
started. Before she came 
to Mae Sot in 2010, she 
didn’t read a lot of books, 
although she wanted to. 
Th ere was a library in her 
small village in Mon State, 
she says, but most of the 
books were destroyed by 
termites and it was always 
closed.
      She had a dream to open 
her own library in her 
village “so young people 
wouldn’t always have to 

go to another country to 
learn.”
              “It’s very important 
to create education oppor- 
tunities for our people,” 
says Sen.
 Her  involvement 
with Th e Young Genera-
tions’ Note has given 
her the confi dence and 
support to make that 
dream a reality. By the 
time the fi rst issue of the 
journal hit the streets of 
Mae Sot, she had opened a 
small library in her aunt’s 
home in her village.
 “I started with 20 
books. Now we have 350,” 
says Sen with a proud 
smile.
 She has even design- 
ed library cards.
 S e n’s  l i b r a r y 
serves a unique role in 
rural areas, giving people 
the chance to “open their 
eyes” in places  where the 
Internet is too slow to use 
and televisions and even 
radios are too expensive 
for many people.
 Kharomi, 20, who 

has also been part of Th e 
Young Generations’ Note 
since its inception, echoes 
San’s concerns regarding 
the lack of information 
and education available to 
rural people.
 In  her Ta’ang (Pa-
laung) village in northern 
Shan State, people don’t 
know anything about 
NLD leader Aung San Suu 
Kyi’s activities, she says.
 It’s like they are 
“living in darkness,” says 
Kharomi.
 “We can’t just think 
about our farms and rice. 
What if the government 
just confi scates our land? 
It’s important that rural 
people learn to start 
thinking critically about 
what is happening around 
them,” she says.
             Th is lack of critical 
thinking is a direct result 
of the absence of media, 
says Kharomi.
           Before  she joined 
Th e Young Generations’ 
Note she had never 
written an article. Now, 

with new skills and an 
increased confi dence from 
playing a leading role in 
the journal, Kharomi says 
she is ready to “take on the 
responsibility” of creating 
media in her homeland, 
where “no one is doing 
this.”
      “Young people are 
responsible for the next 
generation. We need to 
create change; otherwise 
everything will stay the 
same. But for the change 
to happen, we have to 
start thinking diff erently. 
It all starts with quality 
education. Th is is not 
available in Burma, and 
is the main problem,” says 
Kharomi.
 Recently, Th e 
Young Generation’s Note 
has started expanding 
its activities, off ering 
free media training for 
migrants and refugees 
in creative writing, pho-
tography and video pro-
duction.
      And to reach an 
even wider audience—
and potential sources of 
support—the group has 
also set up an English-
language website and 
created a fundraising 
campaign on the crowd-
funding site Indiegogo.
com, through which they 
hope to raise US $8,800 to 
rent an offi  ce, buy a color 
photocopier and increase 
their distribution from 
170 to 500 copies.
 Inspired by a leader 
from another generation, 
they hope to spark an 
intellectual revolution 
among members of their 
own—one issue at a time.

YGN People

Young Generations’ Note members at The Best Friend Library, Mae Sot. 
From left, Kharomi, Nay Satkyar Naing and Thu Ta Sen. 
(Photo: Brennan O’Connor/The Irrawaddy)
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Food For Thoughts

Wisdom is free
and its trend is towards the 

benefi t of people.
He who is wise

has only one attitude for 
good people and bad people.
I must be good because the 

moral is a good deed.
I must perform according to 

honesty,
for the honest people

and the dishonest people.
Th e ideology of morality

is honesty.
When wisdom is working

on his path,
He is not partial to the world. 

He does not practice 
discrimination in the world.

 He also does not decide
for the world.

However, everyone cares for 
his eyes and ears

Because wisdom is
like a child

He hears and sees.

Speaking Without Words

Th e mean people are waiting for
what their environment
can give them.

Th e worthy people are thinking about
what they can create
for their environment.

Th e lazy people are longing for
something from their circle of 
relatives.

Th e noble people are thinking
how to fulfi ll the needs
of their circle of relatives.

Diff erent People

The 
Gratitude

by Tao Te Chin

by Ashin Pon Nyar Nanda

translated by Ye Ye
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have not been able 
to take refuge in 
the up-country’s 
summer for three 

years. Th erefore, this year, 
my fourth year away from 
home, I traveled back 
to visit my homeland to 
reduce my longing.
 When I arrived 
at Monywa Bus Station, 
I saw many taxi drivers 
looking for travelers. 
Some were arguing with 
words amongst each other 
for the right to a certain 
passenger, some were 
quietly chewing betel, 
and some were smoking 
beside me. Th e whole 
environment was restless. 
I hired a three-wheel 
motorbike taxi together 
with a friend to continue 
our way to my hometown.
 Th e summer of 
the up-country is very 
hot with little shade. I 
saw about twenty youths 
paving the road with coal 
tar under the hot sun, and 
in the stifl ing air, they 
were working hard inside 
the hot waves. By the road, 
a sweaty man of about 
thirty, the same age as my 
elder brother, was stoking 
up the fi re under the coal 
tar pot to prevent it from 
reducing and hardening. 
Th e machinery was quite 
noisy, and the tar smell 
was oppressive.
 Th e rows of 
margosa and tamarind 
trees, which were so 

abundant before, are 
almost gone now. Th ose 
trees stood tall against 
the up-country summer 
sun to protect everything 
from the heat of summer. 
Th e local people, for their 
livelihoods, have cut those 
trees to make charcoal. 
Th e groves of margosa 
trees, ‘the beauty of the 
up-country summer’, have 
just about disappeared 
now. 
 My arrival coin- 
cided with the Celebration 
of Buddha Worship. 
While we kept going, 
we saw some children 
on both sides of the 
new road. I knew they 
were attempting to help 
their parents earn their 
sustenance. Th ey were 
each about ten or eleven 
years’ old.

 “Uncle and Aunty 
from the taxi, please cast 
us some money.”
 Th ese words came 
from the children. Th ey 
shout like this persistently 
when cars go by, and when 
people do drop money 
from their car, they run 
excitedly to snatch the 
money up from the dust.
 Th ose children 
knew there was no rice 
in the rice pots at their 
homes, even though 
the Spring Courteous 
Training was opening 
at the local monastery. 
Th erefore, they didn’t 
go to the monastery, 
but came instead to the 
places where they could 
shout for money in the 
early mornings. Even in 
their young lives, they 
are already sharing the 

suff ering of the troubles 
of their parents. Th is is 
not suitable for children 
of their age. Meanwhile, 
few children in Burma 
have nothing to desire 
in their lives, and worry 
persistently exists for 
them. However, those 
children in my hometown 
do not even have the 
opportunity to consider 
playing for play’s sake. 
Th ey have to struggle with 
pouring sweat under the 
hot sun to earn their rice.
 Please think about 
the children’s lives along 
the roads of Burma, 
struggling like beggars for 
their livelihoods. Along 
with your sympathy, 
please endeavor to help 
them leave behind their 
beggar lives.

Soft , Utilitarian Leaves
                         with Graceful Creases

YGN Article

I
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y mother’s irises are 
shy when she sees her 

son. When she catches sight of me, 
she waves her dark brown scarf, 
usually worn around 
the head. 
 “Son…I am 
here!” Her voice 
echoes throughout 
our world. Mom 
smiles docilely. Her 
once curvaceous 
body now seems 
slimmer, and her 
dark hair is getting 
white. Her skin has 
been withered and 
darkened by the sun. 
When she tells her son 
that his complexion is 
very fair, how can he 
reply that his mother 
is getting darker?
 Four  days 
ago,  my mother 
visited me. I met her 
immediately, and 
then I was choked. I 
knew that I should 
be happy. Even though her age is 
getting older every year, her love 
for her son never changes. 
 “My son is very smart and 
has a fair complexion.”  
 Th rough a mother’s irises, 
even an ugly son is thought be very 
handsome. Mom and I talked about 
relatives, how her grandchildren 
are naughty. Suddenly she asked 
me, ‘How about you, son?’
 “What do you mean, 
Mom?” I replied nervously. She told 
me I was not a child; I might have a 
girlfriend, and so on. I hugged her 

slim waist and told her laughingly 
that her son is still a baby. She 
smiled. 
 “Don’t buy anything for 

me if it’s not enough for all. Th e 
last time, what you bought was not 
enough to distribute to all of the 
nieces and nephews, and I think 
your brother-in-law was a bit angry 
at me. He hasn’t visited me for ages. 
If you would like to give something, 
buy enough for all. Okay?” 
 Hearing Mom’s voice, I was 
upset that she felt constrained by 
her children. Th ere are so many 
nieces and nephews. If I have to 
buy for all of them, my wallet will 
be empty very soon.  “Mom, how 
many relatives do we have? I mean 

all of them.” Th e answer made me 
feel horrible when I remembered I 
am her thirteenth son. 
 “Oh! What I work for 

and save always 
disappears!”  
 Once, I took Mom 
to the Mae Sot 
Market. Whatever 
she saw, she wanted, 
determining which 
grandchild it would 
be for. Aft er that, I 
had no more pictures 
of the Th ai king left  in 
my pocket.
 “Th e cow at home 
gave birth and got 
a young bull. He is 
so pretty and good-
looking…Your father 
wanted a keyboard. 
He doesn’t badger me 
to buy a traditional 
Burmese instrument 
anymore. He might 
want to play that.”
 “Of course, he can 
play it. My father can 

play any instrument. Even though 
he is deliberately inoff en -sive, he is 
very good at arts.” 
 “People in our village don’t 
get along. Now, the water is gone, 
and it is diffi  cult to fi nd a job. 
Nobody accepts to work part-time. 
Among all of this, the weather is 
terrible…Give me your clothes you 
no longer wear. I will hand them 
out to the villagers. Th e clothes will 
be new for them. Th ey can’t buy 
any clothes, Son.”
 Th ere was no end to the 
talking between Mom and me. I 

I Will Come Back Soon, Mom
A Migrant’s Story by Maung Myo

 M

Short Story
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always miss my mother and father 
when I have good curries or other 
dishes. I wish they could enjoy them 
with me. According to the habits 
of country folk, Mom is usually 
economical, even a bit stingy. Aft er 
lunch, she keeps a quid of betel in 
her mouth until dinnertime so that 
she doesn’t need to have any snack. 

 “Mom, please drink this 
juice. It is very good.”
 “Hmmm…no. I don’t like it. 
Be thrift y! We just have had lunch. 
Don’t waste your money! I am not 
hungry now.”
 My mom coughed at the 
amount when I told her the price 
of the juice. She murmured that 
the cost was equal to a man’s daily 
salary in our village. Th ere is so 
much she does not understand. She 
is so yesterday, with no knowledge 
about the ways of the city. I can’t 
stand it. I am not only sad, but also 
short-tempered when she speaks to 
me like this. 
 “Mom, you don’t under-
stand.” Every mother is good at 

reading her children’s faces. 
 “Okay! You will be rational 
when you are older.” She typically 
says these words to me.
 “I could not be alive without 
work. I have to do as much as I can. 
It is really dull if I stay home doing 
nothing all day. If I had a job, then 
I would have some extra money to 

buy snacks or give pocket money 
for my grandchildren when they 
visit. At my son’s house, I will feel 
embarrassed with my daughter-in-
law. At my daughter’s house, it is 
embarrassing with my son-in-law. 
So now, everything is up to me. 
How fulfi lling is my life!”
 I would like my mom to be 
much happier than she is. As soon 
as her nieces and nephews get the 
information that mom is visiting 
me, the phone rings.
 “Hey! Both of my ears are 
getting loony. Stop them for now, 
please. Tell them I am going back 
soon. My hands are tired of holding 
the phone!” How honest is my 
mother!

 While waiting at the station 
for the bus that would take her back 
to Burma, Mom asked me, ‘When 
will you come back to me, my son?’ 
I replied at once that I was not yet 
sure. Actually, I would also like to 
live nearby my mother. 
 She told me to take care, and 
I told her to do the same.  

 “Mom I have to leave now. 
Phone me as soon as you arrive 
home.” As I said goodbye, her irises 
became tearfully limpid. 
 “I must leave now. I am 
going, Mom.” Later on, I knew that 
she would cry because I left  her 
at the station. When I was some 
distance away, I turned back to 
look at her. She was still looking 
at me and waving her scarf in my 
direction.

 I am so afraid that I will go 
back home late, Mom. I wish you 
are healthy, Mom. I will come back 
soon.

                                            
           “I must leave now. I am going, Mom.” 

Later on, I knew that she would cry       
because I had left her. When I was 

some distance away, I turned
back to look at her. She was still 

looking at me and waving her scarf 
in my direction. I am so afraid that    
I I will go back home late, Mom.

.

translated by Thu Ta Sen

Short Story
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           he sun goes down, 
as is its duty. I must 
wait for my father, 

who hasn’t come back 
from downtown yet, as 
is my duty. I can see the 
end of the street from 
the window where I wait 
for my father. I usually 
think everyone who 
comes down the street is 
my father. But he doesn’t 
come through the front 
door. I can’t wait for him 
any longer, and I nearly 
fall asleep. During this 
time, I dream that he 
enters through our home’s 
back door. 
 Since I had been 
looking out at the street, 
the streetlights have gone 
out. Around us there is 
no light. Th at’s the only 
lovely thing around. Now, 

the streetlights are off , and 
it is very dark because it is 
10:20 pm. All the people 
around me have already 
gone to bed. I don’t hear 
any noise, quarreling, 
playing of radios. It’s 
nearly silent. 

 I can still faintly 
hear a guitar being played 
without rhythm by a 
girl from the opposite 
veranda, as well as sounds 
of the boy who phones 
someone every night from 
the shop on the corner. 

Th e phone shop wants 
to shut its doors, but the 
boy is still speaking into 
the phone. And also I can 
hear barking dogs.
 At the end of the 
street there is still a bit 
of light coming from an 

electronics shop. With 
that light, I can still check 
the people on the street to 
see whether any are my 
father or not.
 Th e street is dark, 
but my father still doesn’t 
come back. As soon as my 

head is raised up, I can see 
shining stars. During this 
time, if the stars were to 
be extinguished, I would 
pray like this: ‘Father, 
come back right away’.
 M e a n w h i l e , 
mother gets up from the 
bed. She also waits for my 
father, like me.
      She says, “Daughter, 
go and sleep. You have to 
work in the morning!”
 Although I go to 
my bed, I can hear the 
knocking door, sure that 
it’s my father. My mother 
opens it. As usual, I hear 
the lovely voices of my 
parents. Aft er that, I can 
fi nally fall asleep, content 
that everything is right in 
my home.

As soon as my head is raised up, I can see 
shining stars. During this time, if the stars 
were to be extinguished, I would pray like 

this: ‘Father, come back right away’.

    

YGN Essay

My Life In Th e NightMy Life In Th e Night
by Saung Hnin Phyu

T

translated by Ko Thet
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YGN Cartoon

Unity in Disunity

Dear Editor,
 I appreciate that you have space in YGN for readers to comment. 
I really respect you all for sharing with us and giving people something 
to read who would otherwise have nothing. 
I think that you aare having some diffi  culties 
as none of you have much experience with 
producing a journal. If I could give you a 
suggestion, it would be better if you put the 
month on the right side and put the page 
numbers in Burmese. As a reader, they seem 
not to be in the right places. And then, why 
do you not put the content on the second 
page with the label and with the author? 
 In conclusion, I am really thankful 
to YGN, which wishes to share with people who want to read. May you 
all work for literature as much as you can! -- Ko Myo   

Editor’s Reply: We have already taken your helpful suggestions,
Ko Myo. Th ank you very much for your feedback!

         We would like to inform all 
readers of Th e Young Generation’s 
Note journal of the following 
subjects:

(1) We request you not to write 
down any topic on the piece of 
paper attached to this journal 
other than your suggestions for 
the journal.

(2) You can contact the given 
numbers or e-mail address if you 
would like to submit any article 
to us for possible publication.

(3) None of the schools or 
organizations that distribute the 
Th e Young Generation’s Note are 
the sole owners of the journal; 
it is distributed as a magazine 
of freedom and independence 
through the coordination of many 
students from various schools, as 
well as several volunteers from 
various organizations.

(4) Under no circumstances 
does YGN coordinate with any 
organization solely because they 
off er us a donation. 

(5) If you wish to give a donation 
to help with the future production 
of the journal, you may contact 
us directly. 

Th ank you!
Editor, YGN

Allow Us To Notify 
You of the Following: 

Letter to the Editor
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Our Burmese 
people always have

differences.
We are never united,

no matter
what we do.

But, there 
is one thing 
in which we 

are the same. 
We are very 

united in having 
differences!
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ygwww.ygnote.comYGN  Youth Chit-Chat

A group of friends at a teashop listen attentively as a 
member of their group ruminates about the condition 
of Burmese workers.                

               hile sitting at our favorite teashop one aft er-
noon recently, I started to chit-chat with my friends. 
As a group of teenagers, we talked and laughed loudly. 
But we all became silent as one of our friends spoke 
these words: 
 “When I was a child in my village during 
the summertime, our family used to chop dead 
branches from the trees in the fi eld so that we could 
use them as fi rewood for two seasons - during the 
rainy season, and up to and beyond the cold season. 
Because we chopped from every tree in the fi eld, we 
soon got enough fi rewood for these two seasons. 
Aft er checking the size, next we had to cut the dead 
branches on the ground into a piece so that they could 
then be chopped with the axe. Th ere is an essential 
tool for this, a saw called Ngamanswe.”
 Aft er saying so, he paused as he took a sip of 
tea. Th en, having a look at we who wanted to know 
what he would say next, he continued.
        “The saw called Ngamanswe has very sharp 
teeth. Two people have to saw the dead branch, 
placing it between them with the saw on top of it, 
sawing in each direction. Th e dead branch will break 
aft er fi ft een minutes as the saw cuts sharply with each 
turn. Perhaps we can say that Burma’s workers are 
similar to the dead branch underneath the saw.
            “In our country, living with a family, the salary 
we are paid is insuffi  cient even though we work hard 
and honestly. Th is is especially true for the workers 
from the factories. For example, because they could 
not stand it, workers from Hlaingtharyar Industrial 
Zone peacefully led a strike and asked to receive what 
they felt they should have been paid. Th ousands of 
workers led by the workers from Nay Min Aung, 
Sapalpwint, Pa Le, Taw Win, YG and Dhandayi 
factories all united and boldly asked for their rights.
        “A man, seemingly a Member of Parliament or a 
chairman of a development committee, using a loud 
speaker, let out his voice in favour of the factories’ 
owners. ‘No!’ came the responding cry from the 
diverse workers at the end of his speech. Such a cry 
was like the fi eld-gun fi ring - it was a voice coming 
out from the simple and poor, struggling workers. 

Th e reason they replied ‘No!’ was because they had 
been paid 15,000 instead of 30,000 Kyats, and up to 
now, had been consoled only with sweet words.
           “We will have to wait and see if they will be 
helped, because the Pa Le factory owners threatened 
those who would not work that within three days they 
would be dismissed. As with many jobs in Burma, the 
employee has to work at the given job and they will 
lose it if they behave brazenly, greedily, or with no 
sympathies to the employer. Th eir life is similar to 
the saying, ‘Out of the frying pan into the fi re’. But 
whatever happens, and despite the fact that they have 
to work to earn money, all workers must join a strike 
like this in order to earn a living.
            “Some people have to work in a foreign country, 
leaving their family and experiencing feelings of 
inferiority, taking any job that’s given, so that they can 
run a business and own a house. Burmese workers 
fi nd that the jobs in Burma cannot suffi  ciently 
provide even for food, and so, regardless of what may 

happen, without caring about the tears in their eyes, 
they discreetly go to foreign countries and work.
        “In fact, our ethnic workers are being treated as 
modern slaves in other countries. Th e reason I say this 
is because recently over a hundred Burmese workers 
who had been sold by human traffi  ckers were rescued 
by the Th ai-Burmese community. Th ese workers had 
been placed and kept at a prawn factory situated 
in Mahachai, near Bangkok. Instead of paying the 
minimum wage of 255 baht per day, they were paid 
about 10 baht, which is not equal even to the amount 
that Th ailand’s beggars receive in one day.
 “Th ey weren’t paid every day. Th ey were 
beaten when they were sick and could not work. 
Treating them inhumanely, they were fed food that 
was not nourishing, which had gone bad, stunk, and 
was dirty and was worthy to being thrown in the 
dustbin. Th ey were fed food that even pigs and dogs 
would not eat. Eating such food with tears, trying not 
to die, and eating without shame because they were 

hungry seriously damaged their health. Th ese young 
and strong people, who had left  their home with a 
dream, were suff ering terribly from these bad things.
 “Some workers, making up their mind that it 
would be better to escape or die rather than continue 
their suff ering, tried to escape from that high, closed 
building by letting down a rope made up of pieces of 
their clothes. Th e reason why I can say this and share 
it with you is because I was told this by those who had 
experienced and witnessed it. 
 “At some houses, young Myanmar, Mon, and 
Karen women were given amphetamine pills, were 
denied clothes, and were sexually abused. Th ey were 
played with like dolls, destroyed, their lives broken 
despite their tears. Th ey all suff ered from these bad 
things. Some were sold to fi shing boat owners and 
were shot aft er they had been sexually abused, kicked 
down into the sea. Burmese children and youths were 
kidnapped and sold for organ transplants.
 “I think deeply about this, asking myself if 
Burmese workers are still human beings, or are just 
animals. If we think about this on a simple level, in 
this situation, this is due to human traffi  cking. But we 
should also think about how these human traffi  ckers 
can persuade us to be traffi  cked and how they are 
able to become so inhumane. 
 “Whatever the reason, the example of 
the Hlaingtharyar workers shows the diffi  culties 
Burmese workers face while trying to earn a living. 
And when working in another country, migrants are 
tortured without sympathy like animals, their lives 
made meaningless and destroyed, as proven by the 
example of the prawn factory workers. So, as I have 
said, Burma’s workers are similar to the dead branch 
underneath the Ngamanswe saw that cuts sharply on 
both of its turns. Lives are being cut off  not only in 
our country, but also in others.”
            Saying this his eyes were fi lled with tears. At 
the end of his words, letting out a long, deep and tired 
sigh, the thought came to my mind that the reason 
why people are beneath the teeth of the saw is because 
of the numerous people who are irresponsible and 
without sympathy, are greedy, and who seek things 
for their own benefi t only. Th ese people are the ones 
who control the saw which cuts sharply on both its 
turns.

Th e People Who Control the Saw, and Th e People Beneath Its Teeth

W 

translated by Maung Myat Zaw
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GN: Could you 
tell us your name, 
your age, your 

ethnicity, and your native 
town?

Answer: I am Nyo Nyo, 
28 years old. My ethnicity 
is Burmese, and I come 
from Kyite Kaw Th a Hton 
Township in Burma.

How long have you been in 
Mae Sot?
I have been here for 12 
years.

If you don’t mind, please 
share your feeling and 
experiences about Mae Sot.
After I arrived in Mae Sot, 
I had diffi  culties getting a 
job. Th e bosses in every 
factory did not accept 
me for work. Th erefore, I 
went to a monastery and 
asked about fi nding a job, 
and I fi nally got one in a 
factory. I worked there 
for four years. Th en, I got 
married.
 I am really de- 
pressed to be serving as a 
slave in another person’s 
country. But being a slave 
in another country is 
more comfortable than 
being one in our own 
country. Here we can live 
like any other person. To 
illustrate, in Burma, my 
sister would like to wear 

the same clothes as other 
young people. However, 
we could not support that. 
Th at’s why she came to 
work with me and to save 
some money. 
  Nobody wants to go 
back home, even if they 
are being beaten here, 
because here they have 

a job and salary. If our 
country were truly good 
for us, the youth would 
have the ability to develop. 
But now, we have to work 
in other people’s country 
and do what they order. 
So there is no knowledge 
in our minds, and the 
system of development 

has broken down. In 
Th ailand, the government 
gives a chance to the young 
people as long as they 
have skills, so this country 
is developing. Our young 
educated people migrate 
to other countries and 
work excessively with no 
fear. It is not good for our 
valuable educated youth.
        Some people say, ‘Even 
though our father-in-law 
depresses us, he cares for 
us and makes our life full 
of sunshine. But there is 
nothing worse than our 
real father torturing us.’ 
[laughing] Even though 
living in our country we 
do not fear anything all 
day or night, we always 
worry about food and 
shelter. Here we don’t have 
to worry, except for the 
police. 

May I know your current 
occupation?
I am currently doing 
housework and monthly 
statistics for a store. 

Why did you leave Burma 
for Mae Sot? What 
problems did you have that 
made you migrate from 
your country to another? 
Th ere are no jobs for us 
in Burma, so I left  Burma 
to work. Th erefore, I am 
now working in another 

Migrant Voices

     If our country were truly good for us, the youth would have the ability to develop. 
But now, we have to work in other people’s countries and do what they order. Th ere is 

no knowledge in our minds, and the system of development has broken down. 
— Ma Nyo Nyo

INTERVIEW: Ma Nyo Nyo

Ma Nyo Nyo (Photo: Maung Era/The Young Generation’s Note)

Y

“Our young educated people migrate
to other countries and work excessively

with no fear. It is not good for our
valuable educated youth.”
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people’s country. In 
Burma, a job is rare, and 
we Burmese experience 
diffi  cultly earning a living. 
Paying for clothes and the 
cost of looking aft er your 
health is mind-boggling. 
         I am happy to live in 
Mae Sot. It is convenient 
for us because we don’t 
need to worry about our 
clothes and health like in 
Burma. And we can live 
and eat with our daily 
salary comfortably. We 
don’t need to borrow other 
people’s money to cure 
our health problems. If we 
don’t have enough money 
to go to hospital, we need 
only show a card and have 
a chance to be treated free, 
even though we are not 
the same nationality. 
      Th e biggest diffi  culty 
for Burmese people is 
being arrested by the Th ai 
police when going out. At 
night, it is dangerous for 
us to go out even though 
we may have an important 
reason to. We also have 
diffi  culty living here 
because accommodation 
is expensive, even for 
a small room. It is 
unavoidable that you will 
face many diffi  culties.    
   However, we can 
overcome these diffi  culties 
ourselves. Moreover, the 
communication system 
is poor in our country. 
In Burma, we feel that 
a mobile phone is not 
important to us. Only 
a rich family can use a 
mobile phone. Compared 
with this, here we can 
use TVs and DVDs, and 
so on. We always have 
electricity and water. I 

haven’t dreamt of having 
things like this before. 
      I need to pay 2,000 Baht 
a month for my house 
– 2,300 Baht including 
electricity and water. 
Aft er paying these fees, I 
can still buy other items 
that I need. Even though 
we don’t have to pay any 
house fee in our own 
country, we struggle for 
food, never mind clothes. 

What troubles do you 
think Burma gives you, 
compared with Th ailand, 
which off ers a chance for 
some pleasure?
Th ere is no development 
in our country. Day-by-
day in Burma, it can be 
seen to be getting bleaker. 
As I see when I got back to 
Burma, Burmese people 
struggle violently to get 
food for a day. Life in 
Burma is as an animal’s 
life. I think it is because 
of our bad government. 
Other presidents are so 
good in comparison!

If you have a problem or 
diffi  culty, how do you solve it?
Whatever it is, I address it 
on my own. 

How do you get current 
news about what’s going on 
inside Burma? Do you read 
journals or magazines?
Some people gave me 
a kind of magazine or 
journal. Th en they told me 
to sell them, but later they 
allowed me to distribute 
them for free because they 
were not good enough 
quality to sell. I really 
would like to know the 
news, and I am interested 
in news from Burma.

How do you address your 
health?
I fi nd a way to mediate on 
my own as much as I can.

How about social 
diffi  culties?
I usually solve them the 
best way I can. Some 
people have told me there 
are some organizations 
to help, but these 
organizations cannot 
possibly support everyone 
with everything they 
need. So solving problems 
on your own is the best.

Could you tell me your 

opinion of YGN journal?
I really appreciate getting 
news, and ideas from the 
journal that the youth 
team shares for us. I wish 
you could publish it for a 
lot more of our Burmese 
people. We have been 
without quality reading 
material and newspapers 
for a long time because we 
have to focus on our work 
and we don’t have spare 
time to fi nd a journal. 
Th ank you for delivering 
it to my home. Now I have 
an opportunity to read 
something worthwhile.

“There is no development in our country.
Day-by-day in Burma, it can be seen to be 
getting bleaker. As I saw when I got back

to Burma, Burmese people struggle
violently to get food for a day.”

Migrant Voices
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Learning Burmese

 Yesterday, Michael arrived to Burma as a visitor. 
He came from America to study Burmese culture 
and traditions, and to discover the natural beauty of 
Burma. Th is evening, he was walking together with his 
camera to experience the peaceful and colorful sunset. 
He took many photos to record the beautiful nature 
of Burma and the lovely Burmese people. While he 
was walking, he looked and took photos of whatever 
he saw. Actually, he is experiencing Burma as a very 
peaceful and interesting land. 
 He was so busy with his camera, fl oating along 
the waves of the sunset, that he didn’t notice where 
he was. While he was forgetting everything, lost in 
the images in front of him, his feet alarmed him by 
becoming sore. He suddenly remembered that he had 
to go back to his hotel. He hadn’t brought any map or 
any instructions with him. He looked around at the way 
he came with eyes like a baby’s. Just then, he noticed a 
girl standing not far from him. When he looked at the 
girl through his naïve eyes full of a request for  help, 
the girl gave him back a friendly smile as she walked 
towards him slowly.

Girl: Ming gala pa. (Hello.)

Michael: Ming gala pa. (Hello.)

Girl: Bmar lo pyor dat lar?
(Do you speak Burmese?) 

Michael: Nel nel pyor dat par del. 
(I can speak a little.)

Girl: Kjun ma nan mel Ye Ye loe kaur par del. 
(My name is Ye Ye.)

Michael: Tway ya dar one thar per del. kjun dor nan mel 
Michael kaur par. America ga lar par del. Min youre? 
Bel ga lar dar lae?
(Nice to meet you, my name is Michael. I come from 
America. And you? Where do you come from?)

Girl: Ma Gway Die ka par. (Magwe Division.)

Michael: Ka myar* ka barmer lu myo lar?
(Are you a Burmese?)

Girl: Hote Par Tal. Bar ku nyi pay ya ma lae?
(Yes. What can I help you with?)

Michael: Kjun dor a kuu lan pyourk nay loe.
(I have lost my way.)

Girl: Aww, bel ko thwa mar lae?
(Where are you going?)

Michael: Kjun dor Trader Hotel ko thwa chin loe. De ka 
nay bel lo thwa ya ma lae sodar pyor pya loe ya ma lar?
(I want to go to Trader’s Hotel. Could you tell me how 
can I get there from here?)

Girl: De ga nay det det sin thwa yin like, lan sone yourk 
yin nyar paed kway like, thone minute loud lan sat 
shoud like yin yin yourd pyee.
(Go down straight from here, turn to the right when 
you get to the juction, you’ll get there aft er you keep 
walking three minutes.)

Michael: Jae sue tin pa tae. (Th ank you.)

Girl: Ya par tae. (You are welcome.)

And then, thankful to the girl and following her 
instructions, he reached the hotel within minutes.

*Note: 
Ka myar (used when a man speaks to a stranger to refer 

to he/she)
Kjun naw= I/Me (for man, boy)

Kjun ma = I/Me (for woman, girl)

Michael and the Burmese Girl
in the Evening

by Nam Ye Ye Win
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I miss your philosophical words, Daddy,
Coming out from the midst of your smoke

I miss your smile, Mom,
Coming out from the midst of your 
tiredness

I miss our family-talk,
well-versed,
Under the starry nights

I miss my family dining time,
Made up of love,
Diff erent tastes of food,
So many miles away

All I miss,
With tears in my eyes,
Just as unknowingly,
I stay

All I miss,
Letting out my gentle sigh,
Just as forgetfully,
I stay

All I miss,
Just as meaninglessly,
I talk

All my days, ups and downs;
All my nights,
Breathe-in,
Breathe-out

Naturally
For a tired man
What thoughts will be
Just longing for home

YGN Poem

translated by Maung Myat Zaw

by Nay Satkyar NaingJust Longing
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oday at noon, I go to 
the teashop where I 
always go. As usual, 

I sit down placidly on 
a low plastic seat in the 
corner. Without needing 
to say anything to anyone, 
I take the thermos fl ask 
on the table in front of 
me and pour some hot 
water in the cup. I fi rstly 
wash the cup before I 
drink. I’m not sure if is it 
clean or not, but I have a 
clear conscience for that. 
It’s not important, as it 
will not aff ect what I do. 
Th e important thing for 
human beings is to have 
a clear conscience for the 
deeds that we’ve done. 
Th is thought appears 
suddenly in my head. 
 Aft er a few 
moments, the waiter 
brings a cup of the special 
tea that I always order 

and puts it on my table. 
My special tea is more 
special than others’, and 
my teacup is also diff erent 
from other cups. I bought 
a large, beautiful cup by 
myself from the market to 
be special for me. I gave 
it to the man who makes 
the tea at the teashop. So, 
my cup is always diff erent 
from others’ every time I 
drink. I don’t even want 
to touch the cups from 
the shop that others have 
drunk from with the tip 
of my lips. Th erefore, all 
waiters at this shop call me 
Uncle Fuss, for fastidious. 
I was also known as Uncle 
Fuss among familiar 
people in my ward. Th eir 
reason was that I used to 
say grandiloquent words. 
Let it be.
 Th e shop is very 
quiet at noon, and maybe 

the shopkeeper and 
waiters are feeling this. 
Th at could be why one of 
the waiters brings me some 
journals and periodicals. 
I fi rstly notice a journal 
under the Internet 
Journal, Th e People’s Age 
Journal, among other 
popular journals. When 
I read the title of the 
journal my two eyebrows 
collect in the middle, 

and then I immediately 
rummage inside of the 
journal. I turn the pages 
one-by-one, then skip 
one page, and read from 
the back to the cover. I 
assess the journal through 
my experience of having 
read a lot of books. It’s a 
perfect journal because it 
has neat pages, is inclusive 
of a variety of sections, is 
sequential and attractive. 
Aft er I assessing it, I want 
to know who the editor 
is, as if I’m very thirsty 
while walking through the 
desert.
 I look for the 
contents and colophon 
page. What distinguishes 
this journal from others 
is that the information 
page of the journal is not 
among the fi rst pages, 
but rather in the middle. 
When I fi nd the name of 
the editor, I nod my head 
slowly again and again, as 
I know him. I have seen 
him, and know him by his 
pen name. My niece has 
given me his poems and 
articles to read. I’ve oft en 
wondered about the ideas 
of expression of today’s 
youth aft er reading his 
work. Th at’s why I fi rstly 
dare to admit that I’m 
interested about him 
personally, more than 
simply his poems and 
articles. My niece told me 
she and he have contacted 

Teashop Thoughts: 
Ambition and Fastidiousness for the New Generation

by Uncle Fuss

T I pour some hot 
water in the cup.

I firstly wash the cup 
before I drink.
I’m not sure if 

is it clean or not, 
but I have a clear 
conscience for that. 

YGN Article
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each other on Facebook. 
I’m one of his followers on 
Facebook, too. Th erefore, 
I’m familiar with his 
writings and his pen 
name, but he wouldn’t 
know me.
 I have oft en seen 
him sitting on the seat in 
a corner. I assess that his 
eyes are always staring 
vividly at something, and 
his head is a little bent to 
one side. Normally, his 
mind doesn’t seem to be 
in touch with his body. 
He always seems to be 
deeply in thought about 
something. Sometimes, 
he is in deep conversation 
with admiring gentlemen 
in Mae Sot. It’s a little 
strange for a braggart man 
like me that a small and 
thin guy is able to keep the 
attention of gentlemen. 
Furthermore, I have 
observed that sometimes 
while he’s talking 
energetically with his loud 
voice, other guys of the 
same age are listening to 
him carefully. 
 I’m thinking about 
him as I’m holding the 
journal in my hand. I feel 
something in my mind. 
I can say that I’m feeling 
barely suffi  cient compared 
to his enthusiasm and 
courage, his quality 
production of a free 
journal that so many want 
to read. Even experienced 
and mature men would 
emulate him. Could I 
help him with some of 
my stories and articles by 
submitting them to the 
journal? Or as an uncle 
guiding him to get more 
success by giving him 

good suggestions?
 When I get home I 
discuss this with my niece. 
I know from my niece 
about her experience of 
facing diffi  culties and her 
ambition. Th e editor and 
my niece are friends, and 
they even consult about 
furtive ideas. Th erefore, 

I write about the subject 
that I’m very eager to 
tell the editor and all his 
colleagues. My topic is 
about a person whose 
name is Edward William 
Bok. Even the world-
famous writer Dale 
Carnegie wrote about 
how he became a royal 
hero from his nonentity 
life. He was an intelligent 
child who passed his dark 
childhood by picking 

up charcoal by the road. 
When he was 25 years old, 
he became a magazine 
editor and sold about 20 
million journals monthly. 
When he was fourteen 
he has a guest of famous 
people, including Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow, 
Abraham Lincoln, and 

General Sherman. 
 Once his journal 
became successful, he 
earned about 200,000 
pounds per issue for the 
advertisements included 
in his journal. Finally, he 
became a billionaire, and 
he was able to change the 
American Urban System. 
Th at brilliant guy was not 
able to learn at school 
for more than six years 
in the entirety of his life. 

He worked for 30 years as 
the editor of “Th e Ladies 
Home Journal”, and he 
also left  a biography, 
Th e Americanization of 
Edward Bok, for future 
generations. 
 When Bok was a 
child, he earned money 
by cleaning glasses at 
a bakery. At the same 
time, he was working by 
buying and selling stamps 
randomly, and selling 
newspapers every Sunday 
morning. On Saturday and 
Sunday evenings he also 
sold ice and lemon juice to 
travelers. Furthermore, he 
wrote short news articles 
about birthday parties 
and entertainments for 
evening newspapers. By 
combining all his relevant 
accounts, he earned 
between four and fi ve 
pounds per month.
 When he dropped 
out of school and began 
working at Western Union 
as an offi  ce assistant, 
he was only thirteen. 
However, he never gave up 
his willingness to study. 
He studied by himself 
instead of studying at 
school. Th ere were almost 
no American internal 
aff airs that he didn’t know 
about. He did without 
breakfast and bought an 
American encyclopedia 
with his collected money. 
When he had free time, 
he practiced writing and 
reading. Later, he worked 
at a company writing 
profi les on the back of 
photographs. He earned 
one pound per photograph 
profi le. As his quality and 
skill improved day-by-

Edward William Bok

That brilliant guy was not able to learn
at school for more than six years

in the entirety of his life. 

YGN Article
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day, he left  his work 
and completely 
entered into the 
world of literature, 
publishing by 
himself. When he 
was 25, he began 
publishing “Th e 
Ladies Home” 
journal. His journal 
led to improved 
American civil 
living standards. 
Th at’s what I want 
to tell about Bok.
    Th ere are 
many in our current 
Burmese generation who have survived and risen 
above their dim lives like Bok, not only in Mae Sot, but 
also in other countries. I would like to think critically 
about whether they should they risk confi dently for 
their dreams and aim to make them reality. Should 

they endeavor 
constantly with 
belief in their 
success like Bok? 
Would this be 
right or wrong? 
Should they rather 
stay alive with 
weakness and no 
confi dence in their 
dark lives? Or 
should they 
endeavor to 
change society 
and improve 
the civil living 
standards, as Bok 

did with his journal?
      As a fastidious man, I believe I should ask 
the above questions.

translated by Aye Chan Moe

The cover of  Bok’s “Ladies Home Journal”

Dear Editor,
 I have read YGN issues 3 and 4. It’s good to 
read, and this journal has all of the sections that we 
want to read. So, we can get our knowledge from 
it. I want to give you one suggestion: as we are in 
Th ailand, we should know what is happening here, 
especially in Mae Sot. If it is convenient, I would 
like you to describe the news in Mae Sot. Frankly 
speaking, I can’t read Th ai, so I can’t easily know 
it any other way. May you all Young Generation’s 
Note members be happy!

                                        Saw Naing 
 (KKB Migrant School) 

Dear Editor,
 I would like to describe one of the 
diffi  culties of the migrant workers here, especially 
in Mae Sot: getting a passport. We do not know the 
exact amount for a visa, but it costs more than it 
should. 5,000–6,000 Baht for a passport, but that’s 
not all. 1,900 Baht for blood tests, and then 1,000-
1,500 Baht for work permits and the employer’s 
documents. We need all of this just so that we can 
do our daily work. We request your advice and 
ideas in solving this diffi  culty.
     Ko Nyi Nyi 

(Mae Sot Market)

Letters To YGN
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man named 
U Shwe Lar, 

who once lived in 
Daung Thar City, 
used to put on 
dramatic marionette 
p e r f o r m a n c e s 
before he became a 
monk. He was quite 
attached to his hobby 
of instrumental 
music, which came 
from his time as a 
marionette player, 
and sometimes he 
would sing absent-
mindedly, even 
though he was 
a monk and it 
was seen as quite 
inappropriate. He 
was in the habit of 
dancing non-stop when he heard the sound of music, 
���� ���	�� 
��� ���������� �������� ������� ��
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	�
dismay of onlookers.
 One day, a donor of the monastery came from 
the town and told U Shwe Lar that he was going to 
hold the celebration for entering the monkhood for his 
son, and he’d like to invite the monk to come to this 
‘Celebration of Initiating His Son into the Buddha 
Heritage Dispensation’. The monk asked cautiously 
whether instrumental music was to be included in the 
celebration. 
 The monk said, “If instrumental music is 
included, I really don’t want to go. I don’t want to see 
and hear the sound of instrumental music; I always 
try to avoid it. It’s really for the best”.
 The donor replied to the monk politely, “I 
won’t hire instrumental music performers, and I will 
only focus on offerings during the celebration. I hope 
you will be able to attend my son’s celebration”. After 
their conversation, the man returned to his home.

 When he got 
home, his neighbors 
encouraged him 
to at least hire an 
instrumental long 
drum to bring a 
party atmosphere 
to his great 
celebration. He 
was persuaded, and 
hired the long drum 
and its performer at 
a fair price.
 When the 
celebration day 
arrived, according 
to his donor’s 
invitation, the monk 
U Shwe Lar arrived 
at the celebration 
house. He walked 
straight toward the 

house with a rosary in his hand. When the players 
of the long drum saw the monk coming, they started 
to play the drum as a sign of veneration to the monk 
who everyone respected.
 When U Shwe Lar heard the sound of the 
drum, he started to dance vigorously with one hand 
still holding the rosary as a result of his habit since 
the time when he was a marionette dramatist. Long 
afterwards, when the monk had been vigorously 
dancing to the music for quite some time, with sweat 
pouring from him, the donor approached him with 
his palms together and said: ‘You’re getting tired 
now. Please, take a rest!’
 In response, the monk U Shwe Lar said, “I 
told you before, don’t hire any instrumental music! 
You didn’t listen, and you allowed them to play 
their music loudly. I didn’t want to hear the sound 
of music! Whenever I hear it I can’t help dancing 
like a fool. Now you have seen the result, and I have 
embarrassed myself!”

I Told You Before!
YGN Joke

translated by Aye Chan Moe

A
by Nyi Soe Th e Story of U Shwe Lar
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n my thoughts, the universe 
gives nothing for free. If we 
want something, we have to 

give up or give back another thing. 
 Th at day was not diff erent 
from any other day. I visited the 
village absentmindedly. When I 

returned home, my mother asked 
me to go buy bamboo shoots for 
my sister. She had seen a boy selling 
bamboo shoots, a son of Maung Soe 
named Nay Htet Lin. Th e boy could 
not go to school like the others his 
age. He had to help his mother when 
she went to fi nd the bamboo shoots 
in the forest in the early morning. 
When he arrived back, he had to 
carry water from the village’s well. 
In the late morning, he went along 
with his mother to the market.
 All boys who are six-years 
old should be going to school 
already. But this little boy who sells 

bamboo shoots, has to help his 
family. As I asked the price of his 
items, he replied the cost was 200 
kyat. 
 “You went to Pho Th ar 
Nyo’s farm and got the bamboo 
shoots from there? I know there are 

so many there! 200 kyat for one viss 
is not a good price. If I went there 
myself, I could get more for free.” 
 “Just saying like this is easy, 
but diffi  cult to do. Do you know? 
At this time, there are too many 
leeches. It’s muddy and slippery, 
and last time I slipped and got a 
sore on my knee.” He pointed to his 
slight injury. 
 “Oh! Okay, I understand, 
but your bamboo shoots look so 
pale…not very fresh!” I continued 
to tease the boy. He was nonplussed.
 “I put turmeric powder on 
the sore, as I have nothing to buy 

medicine with. Even this bamboo 
shoot I had to boil while my mother 
was away.”
 As I felt sad for him, I gave 
him 300 kyat for pocket money. 
When I asked him if he would like 
play with me, or to return home to 

play with his friends, he replied, 
“No, I have to buy cheroots for 
grandmother and something for 
younger brother. Whatever is left , 
I will save to buy school books for 
myself.” 
 What a desolate little boy! 
Although it is impossible for him 
to go to school, he keeps the dream 
alive in his heart. When he begs his 
mother to send him to school, his 
mother consoles him by telling him 
that she will next year. In his mind, 
he always believes his mother’s 
words. Th erefore, he maintains his 
ambition and perseverance. 

The Boy Who Sells
                   Bamboo Shoots by Lin Saung

Short Story

I  
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  One week later, my mother 
brought a large bowl of soup to his 
family. She saw the boy had a fresh 
sore. While looking for bamboo 
shoots, he had stepped on a sharp 
knife. As soon as I heard that, I felt 
sad and went to him. I saw his father, 
drunk, even though the family didn’t 
have enough money for the boy’s 
treatment. His mother, preparing 
for cooking, breastfeeding a baby. 
Next to the boy were two   
other children about 
the same age, playing. 
 I teased the boy, 
“Nay Htet Lin, you cut 
yourself superfi cially 
with a knife? I think 
it does not matter, as 
you’re an actor. Let me have a look.” 
 I made a joke with him, 
hoping to see him smile. But he 
only showed me the injury on his 
heel, full of pus. His eye looking 
at me meant he had something he 
wished to ask or mention relating 
to his sadness or his pain. I didn’t 
know what else it could mean.
 His father was friendly with 
me, and that’s why I suggested he 

take the boy to the clinic.   
 “How can I take him to the 
clinic without money?” he replied. 
 Th e boy’s mother, who was 
silent while I was talking with her 
husband, looked at me as if to say, 
“I don’t want to say anything”.
 It was not good to hear that. 
I spoke directly to the boy, “You 
need to go to the clinic if you wish 
to heal your injury. I’ll take you to 

clinic.”
 Th e boy replied with a
soft  voice, not wanting to be 
disappointed, “Yes”. 
 I was afraid if I gave money 
to his father, he would use it for 
drinking, and if I gave money to 
his mother, she would use it for use 
for cooking. Th is money was meant 
only to help the boy heal. 
 I asked his father if I could 

bring his son to the clinic. Aft er we 
fi nished, I would send the boy back. 
His father agreed. I carried the boy 
on my back. 
 “Hey, boy, hug my back 
tightly or you will fall down!”
 “Yes, sir. If I fall down again, 
my leg would have to be severed.”
 When I returned home, I 
said hello to my mother. She smiled 
at me with delighted eyes.  

  “ H m m m ! 
Th is young man will 
pass his time with social 
workings for children!”
  As for me, 
I only felt ashamed 
of myself that I had 
derided the boy when I 

fi rst met him. I felt that I was not 
deserving of my mother’s pride. 
Th e boy had received injuries while 
working for his family. I had helped 
him with goodwill, but also out of 
hopelessness. In that case, no one 
knows the true, convuluted feelings 
in my heart.

Letters To YGN

I made a joke with the boy, hoping to see 
him smile. But he only showed me the 

injury on his heel, full of pus.

translated by Thet Naing

Dear Editor,
 I’m Maung Myo Aung, a factory worker her in 
Mae Sot. I got the Young Generation’s Note journal 
from my friend. Th is journal is really helpful for the 
workers who have to work in the factory the whole 
day, who have no time to listen to the radio, and who 
have no time to spend at the libraries. Th e short stories 
and poems are very good. As we are exiled, we do not 
have many books to read in Burmese. Although I wait 
for the journal every month, I don’t always get it. I 
already have volumes 4 and 6, but I missed volume 5. 

If you have any left , could you please send it to me, and if possible, could you deliver the new issues to us 
monthly? May all of the YGN members be in good health! -- Myo Aung 

Editor’s Reply: It is very nice to receive your comments, Myo Aung. Unfortunately, we are only able to publish 
a certain number of journals every month due to our fi nancial situation. However, we will do our best to 
make sure that you and your co-workers are able to get every issue. Th ank you for reading!
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 One day, I went 
over to uncle U Joker’s 
very peaceful Shangri-La 
yard to relax and try to 
have a clear mind. 
 U Joker is over 
seventy years’ old now. 
He always wears his white 
hair like swan feathers 
down to the middle of 
his back. He still has a 
very good body structure 
— very compatible with 
his handsome forehead, 
bright eyes, large white 
eyebrows, neat lips, and 
fl owing white beard down 
to his chest. In the same 
way, his Shangri-La yard 
is very shady with its vast 
variety of trees and plants. 
It’s a lovely place to be 
because the whole yard is 
alive with the fresh smell 
of fl owers and the sweet 
voices of birds. 
 When I arrived 
in the yard, I saw U Joker 
smoking a cigarette and 
sitting leisurely under the 
big banyan tree. When he 
saw me, he shouted, ‘Hey, 
Poe Ga Done! When I saw 
you enter, I couldn’t guess 
who you are! When you 
came from a far distance, 
I thought a piece of paper 
was blowing in the air. 
My eyes are not so good, 
and getting dimmer as 
I get older now, guy. 
You’re getting thinner and 
thinner.’
 “Mind-thin is even 
worse than body-thin! Do 

not ask me why I get mind-
thin, Uncle. I mean, I’m 
suff ering from depression 
these days because I can’t 
seem to do anything 
smoothly, no matter way 
I do. Sometimes I have to 
restart something again, 
even though I started 
it thoroughly at the 
beginning. But like the 
elephant whose body can 
pass even though he’s still 
stuck, many urgent jobs 
come up while I am busy 
with these complex jobs. 
Th erefore, this job is not 
fi nished yet, and that job 
is not fi nished yet either. 
Finally, I am depressed 
from the annoyance, 
for I do not accomplish 
much work and nothing 
is convenient, Uncle.” I 
grumbled with a deep 
sigh. 

 Uncle stared at me 
with a big smile and said, 
‘If so, you are in a terrible 
condition. Saya Pi Moe 
Nin said once in a speech, 
‘Pick it up when it falls, 
and you won’t lose it’. If 
your mind never gives up 
wherever you are, one day 
you’ll win the key to open 

the treasure box! If you 
have the key, you can get 
whatever you want. So, 
don’t lose that key’.
 Uncle continued, 
‘Wherever you go and 
whatever you do, you 
must face all your troubles 
and obstacles, guy. Th e 
larger the objective you 
have, the more trouble 
and obstacles you’ll face, 
but don’t even intend to 
avoid these. You won’t be 
free from these, and also 
you don’t need to stop 
your jobs because of the 
trouble and obstacles. 
You don’t need to recoil at 
these troubles and become 
depressed. Th ese obstacles 
come to teach you to be 
experienced in the world 
with various forms. In fact, 
you should greet them 
with satisfaction because 
they come to teach you for 
free! Don’t be depressed, 
Poe Ga Done. Remember: 
If it falls, pick it back up, 
my guy’.
 I nodded my 
head slowly, saying, ‘All 
right, Uncle. Later I’ll try 
to practice to be able to 
greet all my troubles with 
satisfaction’.
 He said, ‘Guy, 
you’re on your way to 
getting the key now!’ 
 I just laughed, and 
he continued, ‘When I 
started to study astrology, 
I used to use a certain 
method. I used to use 

Pick It Up When It Falls

‘Pick it up when it 
falls, and you won’t 

lose it’. If your 
mind never gives up 
wherever you are,
one day you’ll win 
the key to open the 
treasure box! Don’t 

lose that key.

by Nay Satkyar Naing

Astrological Short Story
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this way when my duties 
were diffi  cult, even as I 
tried hard like the boat 
that sinks while you’re still 
paddling. If have many 
inconveniences with my 
job and I nearly have to 
stop my work, I put this 
picture in my wallet and 
take it with me wherever 
I go, or I put it on my 
working-table and spray it 
with perfume.’
 Uncle showed 
me the picture – a small 
card with an intricate and 
strange drawing. It had a 
word in English that I did 
not recognize.
 ‘And if someone 
wants to restart their 
stopped job, they can copy 
this picture nine times, 
and wrap those pictures 
around nine candles. And 
then, write down the date 
of their birth day on an 

enamel plate with a red 
marking pen. Pray for 
what you want for nine 
days at 9 pm. For example, 
if you were born on the 
5th, write the number 5 
on the plate.

 ‘While you are 
praying, you must stare 
at the candles vividly 
and pray for what you 
want until you are 
satisfi ed. When you are 
satisfi ed, keep in mind 

that you have received 
what you asked for, and 
clap the fl ame calmly to 
extinguish it. You’ll get 
your convenience before 
the nine candles are fully 
extinguished. Th is is not 
theoretical knowledge, 
but it is my practical 
experience. Don’t lose sight 
of the key, Poe Ga Done.’
  I laughed until I 
could say, ‘I understand 
the key now, and take 
this picture to try as 
you suggest.’ I took the 
picture from Uncle’s hand 
and ran away quickly 
with happiness, looking 
forward to the diffi  culties 
that were waiting for 
me at home. Shangri-La 
yard is still full of peace, 
infl uenced by U Joker’s 
handsome and loud voice, 
full of laughter.
 

YGN Poem

translated by Ye Ye Win

The Old Hut
by King Zeroy
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Built a cement house
But it becomes a bamboo hut

Th e tottered foundation
With the thatch roof and thatched walls

It rots as time passes
But the pride does not rot

We are usurping for it
Th e neighbors are clapping for that

Aft er we are all gone
At the end of fi ghting each other

Th ey get our heritage
And, they are delighted to stay
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 No matter how poor we 
are, or how very low our living 
standards when we start, if we have 
goals, wisdom, and great diligence, 
one day we can get to great places 
in our lives.
 History provides us with 
many examples of people who have 
achieved this. When we look at the 
biographies of prominent people, 
we can see that most of them 
started their lives with the journey 
‘from the foot to the peak’.
 Not only people who have 
a particular aptitude can get this 
great opportunity to reach the 
peak. Th e ladder leading to the 
peak is available to everyone, and 
is not restricted only for special 
people. Th is opportunity and right 
is waiting at everyone’s doorstep, 
and all can climb the ladder to the 
peak.

Mind Power

From the Foot to the Peak

Never Give Up

The Best Burmese Cuisine in Mae SotTh B t B C i i i M S t .��������	
�������������		����� � � 
 � � � � ��
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Wadee Restaurant
t a s t e  o f  b u r m a  i n  m a e  s o t

13/1 Soi Wat Don Kaew, Mae Sot, Tak Province . 081-253-7050 . Open Daily 9 a.m.-9 p.m.
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ong ago in a faraway land, 
there was a wise king who 
had a very beautiful garden. 

Th e king visited his garden once a 
week to take a rest and nap there.
 One aft ernoon, he went 
to his marvelous garden with his 
counselors and guards. What he saw 
there shocked him: all the trees and 
fl ower plants had withered, broken, 
and their remains were scattered on 
the ground. Th e whole garden was 
in a chaotic, dreadful state. 
 Th e king could not say 
anything. He did not ask anybody 
what had happened. He began 
walking quietly around the garden, 
over the plants lying on the ground, 
surveying all the damage done to the 
entire garden. Suddenly, he noticed 
a small, beautiful fl ower growing 
among the damaged and broken 
plants. Amazed, the king went near 
to the little fl ower.
 “Oh, how amazing you are, 
little fl ower plant! It makes my mind 
very peaceful to see you grow and 
bloom, fresh and pretty among all 
the damage and destruction in the 
garden. May I know your name?”
 “My name is the Flower 
of the Peaceful Mind, my king,” 
the little plant answered the king 
politely. Th e king asked again:
 “Alright, Peaceful Mind 
Flower, why are you the only one 
– how can you fl ourish freshly and 
beautifully while the other plants 
and trees are so seriously damaged?” 
 At that time, the little fl ower 
plant answered the king calmly and 
quietly, “All the plants in the garden 
were very beautiful. Noticing each 
other’s beauty and uniqueness, 
they tried to emulate and mimic 
each other. Th at strawberry plant 
emulated the rose plant, which 

has many fl owers that smell 
wonderfully. Th e strawberry plant 
tried to have as many fl owers as the 
rose plant. However, aft er blooming 
many fl owers, it also got many fruits, 
so its small and weak trunk couldn’t 
bear the weight of the fruit, and it 
broke down. In the same way, all the 
plants in the garden emulated and 

mimicked others, and they brought 
harm and damage to themselves. 
 “For me, I don’t want to have 
many fl owers, like the blooming 
roses, and I also don’t want to be tall 
and lush like the handsome coconut 
plant either. I just want to be the 
Flower of the Peaceful Mind, as I 
am. Th at’s why I am still fl ourishing 
beautifully even now that all the 
other plants are damaged.”

“Th at’s a very good attitude, 
Little Flower of the Peaceful Mind,” 
the king replied. “We humans also 
oft en lack confi dence, and thus 
we just emulate others and their 
successes. Most people want to be 
like other successful people, and 
they praise other’s lives. Th ey do not 
seek to cultivate and value what is 

praiseworthy in their own lives. It 
would be best if a rose wanted to 
be a rose, and a strawberry wanted 
to be a strawberry. Otherwise, they 
will only bring harm to themselves,” 
he said thoughtfully.
 Th e king carried the Peaceful 
Mind Flower to his royal palace and 
planted it on the veranda directly in 
front of his room.

I don’t want to have many flowers, like the blooming roses,
and I don’t want to be tall like the coconut plant either.

I just want to be the Flower of the Peaceful Mind, as I am.
That’s why I am still flourishing beautifully...

Myth

Th e King’s Flower of the Peaceful Mind

L
by Lu Lain Nal

translated by Nam Ye Ye
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 Friend, as you are a human being who was born into this world that is constantly changing, you 
must pass through a unique era during your lifetime. While you are passing through this era, you may 
have many unforgettable and remarkable events stored in your delicate mind, and all these can be related 
in many notes. As you are a person who makes an era come alive, you could competently produce articles 
full of ‘knowledge’, poems created from soft , savory images, enraptured short pieces, notes collected from 
many ‘recorded memories’, humorous writings to rejuvenate those around you, and feelings of a breast 
unburdened. Likewise, Th e Young Generation’s Note journal’s pages contain interesting essays that help to 
paint a picture of our era, the views of life within an era, the abundant short stories and fragrant ideas of the 
era. In the same way, we also would like to get the feel of your articles, poems, notes, humorous writings, 
feelings, and opinions in order to conjure the fragrance of a particular person within an era. Th erefore, Th e 
Young Generation’s Note is warmly inviting you to share your expressions. Right now, some fragrances in 
Th e Young Generation’s Note journal’s pages are being suff used around the world. Nevertheless, we are 
still in need of additional fragrances. We do not think you require any additional explanation that the sole 
owner of the required fragrance is you. --YGN

 THE YOUNG GENERATION’S NOTE

THE VOICES OF BURMESE MIGRANT YOUTH

I am in bed
with sadness for an uncertain future.
 
Shedding tears
yearning for my motherland
the people of Burma.
 
Tumbling on the wind
feeling inferior
in the land of others.
 
Finding a way.
Happy, still fl ying like a withered leaf.

The Self-Expression of Young People from Burma

Tears of a Withered Leaf


