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Moe Ywar Pyi Sa Nya Nay Khin
(Evening Just After The Rain)
Khin Mya Zin

A bilingul edition

Translated by
Toe Kyaw Hlaing
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OUR THREE MAIN NATIONAL CAUSES

Non-disintegration of the Union ............... ....... Our cause
Non-disintegration of national solidarity ... ....... Ourcause
Perpetuation of national sovereignty .............. Our cause

PEOPLE'S DESIRE

* Oppose those relying on external elements, acting as stooges, holding negative views
* Oppose those trying to jeopardize stability of the State and progress of the nation

* Oppose foreign nations interfering in internal affaires of the State

* Crush all internal and external destructive elements as the common enemy

Four political objectives

* StaBiIity of the State, community peace and tranquility, prevalence of law and order

* National reconsolidation

* Emergence of a new enduring State Constitution

* Building of a new modern developed nation in accord with the new State Constitution

Four economic objectives

* Development of agriculture as the base and all-round development of other sectors of the economyas well

* P-'roper evolution of the market-oriented economic system

Development ofthe economy inviting participation interms of technical know-how and investmentsfrom
sources inside the country and abroad

The initiative to shape the national economy must be kept in the hands of the State and the national peoples

Four social objectives

Uplift of the morale and morality of the entire nation

Uplift of national prestige and integrity and preservation and safeguarding of cultural heritage and national
character

Uplift of dynamism of patriotic spirit

Uplift of health, fithess and education standards of the entire nation
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From The Translator .........

Soon aftet the publication of (U) Aung Zin Min's collection of poems
entitledt "Kabar Oo Ka Tei Ga Ywar Tei Thi Ching" (A Song Raining
Down Since The Beginning of An Aeon)" with my English transla-
tien, (Daw) Khin Mya Zin came to see me.

She told me to translate her poems in English and that she wants to
publish a collection of these poems entitled "Moe Ywar Pyi Sa Nya
Nay Khin" (Evening Just After The Rain) with my translation.

She's rather quiet nature. We just talked about.the job, but nothing
more. When I finished the first draft, we met againiand had a discus-
sion in detail. Then I noticed well her painstaking nature and how
serious she is with the poems.

Her poems are simply and beautifully composed. Each poem seems to
be telling a story behind it. Her poems also seem to have an invis-
ible strength.

Before completing the finishing touch of my translation, we met again.
I couldn't meet the deadline as I was so busy with teaching, and many
other translation work. She's so understanding that she gave me a
benevelent smile.

To best return her trustand understanding, I did try my level best
with her peems.

I'd like to express my profound thanks to (Daw) Khin Mya Zin for
confiding the poems,she treasures most to me. I'd also like to thank
(Daw) Aye Aye Than forintroducing (Daw) Khin Mya Zin to me.

I expect this collection be beneficial both for the poem lovers and the
learners of English.

Toe Kyaw Hlaing
March, 2006
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Khin Mya Zin (1956- )

Faci-File

Started writing poems at the age of 9

Although poetry is the first love and treasured most in
her life, she has been married to writing short-stories.

In 1975-76, with her university friends, she published
such collections of poems as "Swedaw Pwint Chein" (The
Blooming Season of the Flower Bauhinia); "Yaung Sone
Wei Danar" (Colourful Stfferings); and "Nway Tay" (the
Summer Song)

Together with some friends namely San Htun Thaung,
Mao Ru Soe, K Myo, Khin Aung Aye, Zeyér Lynn, Maung
Maung Ni, Thar Gyi Maung Zeya and Nyo Win Maung,
and Maung Thin Moe, she also had other publication of
poems: Symphony of 1981, August Rhythm (1982) and
"Moe Yarthi Thit Pin" (The Tree of the Rainy Season), and
Aesthetic Plain of 1984.

Since 1985, she has already written some 30 poems in
various magazines. She also wrote poems in 1988 publi-
cation of "Yatha Moe Kaung Kin" (The Aesthetic Sky)
poems and Poem Articles, and 1999 publication of 98
love Poems. '

Since 1979, she has already published some 160 short-
stories, 45 poems and 30 articles in various journals and
magazines.

She published-a couple of novels, too: the first one is "Pan
Ta Pwint Ei A Yaung A Thway" (The colour of A Flower)
which accounts for two young ladies who want to be
artists; and the latter is " Seit Ku Myit Ei Ta Phet Kan Par”
(The Other Side of the River of Thought) which is about a
young lady who wants to be a poet, published in April
2004. "Kyao Mae Hnaun Ein" (Unlocked Prison) which is
collection of 12 short stories published in March 2006.
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Evening Just After The Rain

Water has flowed

With a murmur like a harp so old

The sky

Where birds of no refuge roam and repose
Is the evening clear and nice!

Ripples collide head-to-head

As big waves tie gloomy sadness

To the trees on the bank for their ownisake

A white lily composing the rainy days

Looks gracious and placidiin the muddy lake.

Do count the stars above

As some cover themselves up
Some seen sparkling

Like the first smile, they flash up.

Warm and sharp redolence of the earthern soil
Cleanliness of'a-child

A single thing left in memory

Green grassy land in obscurity

Water has flowed indefinitely

_O?_
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Halfway-stop

Halfway that has so far been made
Together with bitterness and burnout
Left behind in vague

Amidst the clouds of dust.

When standing rightat your feet,
The distance of hundred thousand steps, of course
(I've) already reached.

Like pointed thorns

Strong and wild wings of the beginning
As travelling on and on

Have turned out to be cooling.

There could be no more stings than ever
Be stronger and wilder the winds could never.

Tilkhalfway from the start
In sueh clumsy steps
(I) could learn to'walk on afar.

Hopes dwindled

Hoi:)'es started day by day

As getting past stopsone by one
Right now on the halfway

Just to move on, having no other way.

Oh.... stop
Miles are not far away ahead
Please show me the right track.

_03_
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With a string of Flowers

A Lamp of the night

With a bluish dim light;

Chimes of clock drift in the air around:

From the far-flung forest like the birds' sound;
The night train against the summer breeze,
it's horn like the heart-beat

She who hangs on and on is me.

So as the time bridge

Nights are shrouded in mist \

Have mountain-like walls ever fallen down?
What sort of obstacles.are delaying you now?
(I) dare not think it longer than it might

Will you get back home alive?

Paying homage to the Lord Buddha

My hand has begun to lose its Mudra.

Said you would

Day and night (I) wait as I could
(I) make a string

Of silverawhite jasmines
Counting one after another

(I) couldn't wait any longer.

On the lean-to floor of the house,

Dew and rain droepsscattered about:

Only in the summer time,

With a happy heart and cheerful smile,

The flower-lover will be home-coming:

As the silver string of little jasmines

That would bloom at full and smell sweet with rain,
(I) would also be the same.

_0(2_
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The Cute Moon

That is the Moon
But not the one that's gone down from the sky.

Nor the stupid one
Shining timidly in the bamboo hollow.

Rice never comes from him

Instead he's always asked for it.

With pleasure, however,
Let him take as much as he can
To give till my heart out.

As soft as a flower petal,

As agressive as a little panda,
Who's likely to scratch,

A grouchy moon is he

Who's often lazy, too.

Before the end of the story

Of the world tortoise,

The cute Moon always falls asleep
Resting in my breast:

Withilove

With reliance

My heart overflows

That's the cute Moon I created myself.

_O@_
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Places Ever Been To

Drifting in the wind like clouds
Mocking at the world

On the shady corner of a tree
I'd like to exclude myself out.

With a broken heart
Evenif a bird without nest,
To fly away in delusion,
Might probably find a path.

Arose garden in belief now

Losing all its fragrance;

The roses have fallen

And rolled haplessly on the ground.

Needless to say

At the loss of sweet words

OR....why should I wanna hear

Unpleasant words till my ears overflow with what
you say?

Stay if you dare
Enjeying emerald green leaves
Under thesshade there.

Alas.....by the wind

Grey clouds are moving
Why, resting in there,
Make the shade sopping.

_JO_
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The Arrow of Hatred

With dazzling brightness

Of blinding light

Silvery arrows, like the wings of birds
Alas.....have flown towards me.

Arrow signifies evil

With covetousness and mischievousness;
Should it be the arrow.of hatred

May I be poisoned

May I be shot in the heart

And bleeding to death

Unsmooth, not knowing love

Like a fairy of the legendary:forest
Where Yogis, Anchorites and Possessors of magical powers
Made their homes

Delusioned by the Spirit

A cunning and devieus one

In a misty bluish garden in a distance
Mistaken the hunter for the hunted
'Cos an ogress is in disguise of a deer
Deep in theferest of labyrinth

Came in for once and ever.

With the pointed silvery arrow
Coated.with poison of hatred

I've got no fear of being throed

Till the red pool of blood is formed
Cool, but painful in my heart, though
With pleasure and delight

I'd offer a glass of purewater

With clean hands.
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Rhythm of The Summer

Not a poemiis life,
But an abstract painting,
Composed murkily of imaginary figure.

Like a string of aromatic flowers,

Music of youngness;

And sweet melodies:

Let's have a dance with friends

During the festival of the Spring

Happiness resounds like the beating of open drums.

The sweet-dreaming night
To be continued with no retrace
In life, in fact,

Only moments of impermanence would be permanent.

Don't be disappointed, Dear friend,

Let's find a shade, and think of a poem

Only.when the tree loses its youngness and beauty
Like a repeated.tape

Let's not say any word of sorrow.

Ifte.compensate
Compensated with purity.

Soul that need not washing
Would be raised like a banner

Up above the sky
Birds tried to find a new way while flying.
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To Mother Ayeyarwaddy

Oh..... Mother Ayeyarwaddy
The dashing sound of your tiniest wave
Echoes in my ears as the sweetest melody.

Oh..... Mother Ayeyarwaddy
To my life and blood

A new soul was born

And my heart reinforced, also
With your milk so sweet.

Oh.....Mother Ayeyarwaddy

By bringing long journeys

On your back

As the short ones in your breast,
Raised me up the world cradle
Since [ was a mere baby.

At sunset
Some sweet fruit  would pick out
And loiter about.

['ve ever seen
The birdwof sunrise
Fly away in delight.

On your bank, Holy Mother,
My ferehead, and my hair
Which are'dirtied with greed
Impurities of malice

And foul smell of pride
Will be washed away and cleansed with your water.

Oh..... Mother Ayeyarwaddy
The dashing sound of your tiniest wave
Echoes in my ears as the sweetest melody
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Loveless Eve

With chains and locks
['ve been, in an inhospitable house, cut off
This is a loveless eve when [ imprison myself.

Man pushes the laugh-now button like robots
For pleasure on the TV screen as some have sought
I'm a heartless lantern, with myself.

Glittering rain-drops
Of a sparkling dark night have sopped
The world on the earth's bed.

Where's my star ['ve sought?
Where's my sweet fruit I've sought?
A sanctuary is zerowhere for myself.

Day of love and thatof night, it's said of,
The sound from inside trembles like a clock
I'myjust stringing gloomy sadness like flowers myself.
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The Rainy Night

To ease me of being helpless and lonely,
Oh...my sweetie,
Please, please stay by me.

Life
Has too many a night.

In my unconscious reasoning,

I'm afraid of everything:

Afraid of darkness;

Afraid of thunders in the sky

Afraid of harsh winds

And the coming of the tempest:

The unforeseeable future of the little boy,
Afraid that he may not be able to walk.

In one corner

Of such a lady's chamber,
Waiting, with dreadful eyes
The Dragon of sleeplessness
To swallow.me at any time

I'm frightened out of my wit, my dear
So,please give me a big hug:
Are your hands warm enough?

_?O_
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Twilight

The spreading sunlight through the mist
The valley is, with gloomy sadness, gazing at it.

In the wake of twilight flowers,
Daylight flowers wither.

The Moon
Shining dimly in secrecy
Faces towards the country.

Rocky cliffs

Bending softly into the water;
As the mist

Clouds above the surface.
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A Gloomy Night

Passing on a life
There lay a gloomy night
On the bank of a river.

In the aromatic zephyr of the night
Swaying elephant grass shines silvery bright
And waters runon forever.

By the gentle rhythm of the flow
How they were nelted while on the go:
Gudgeons are rolling upstram on and on.

Night ..... please go back

(You) tied me in togetherness

Like a cluster of water hyaunth in darkness
May I go downstram on and on.

On the sandy shallow

Drifting like feathers of a bird shot with an arrow
Separated from love by the desert of water.
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The House Far-away

- Soveryfaraway......
There's a house standing clumsily
On the beams of loneliness.

- Inside the house
There are the child, the father
And a mingy evening dinner.

- Atthat moment
In a little town off the beaten track
Winds and lightning so violent
And the strong smell of the earthern soil
All due to an untimely rain
The mother is there wrapped in gloomy sadness
Se terribly that nothing can console her.

- May the two of you there be
Hiding among the leaves of lilies
In the lake of lilies
"Oh... Ganah and Zarli*"
Mom is heading home now: '
In the jungle where cheetah, elephant and lion
Make their home,
Like«'the Queen Maddi*"
Who couldn‘tfind her way home,
Mom can't either, but sends you tears with love and grief.

*Ganah and Zarli - the son and daughter of King Vissandara, the Buddha Sattha
* the Queen Maddi - the wife of King Vissandara, the Buddha Sattha
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Fish and Me

Why have you, the waves,
Swam up to my place
To give me dreams?

Always shadowed by rocky cliffs,
My ravine has fenced in some fish
Should I only live for my.stomach,
I would impale them and grill.

Misfortunes have been befalling me

On the ocean beach

Fishes that are worth bartering with pearls
Are not always caught

Though I expected they be.
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Sleep

Close your eyes;

It's time to go to bed

Nights

Grow pale in Lilac

Or else get wet in black

As if sprayed with watery ink.

Dewdrops and snowflakes shine greasy black;
Under the moonlight of sleep;

Before blooming of the dream flowers.

Waterdrops scatter away: ,

Sailing slowly with a splash,

The pedalling sounds have gone farther and farther
away.

It's a total blackout

Towards the endless sea;

Second by second,

Towards the sea which deepens with ignorance.

Closeyour eyes;
Boats withoutrudders sail slowly
As the tides wear away the sandy banks.

In aswhirl,

Hands of'asblack octopus

Appear and disappear alternately:
Nights

Grow pale in lilac

When snow shiny black.

_90_



NRIQB

q

L

a3dde

§GDQPKDD

(={5]=

oll @/JOO?

C
CDqOQOGC
(@]

o
]

OgEem
Q°9l

_gJ_



Autobiography

[don't remember....

Who it was

[ asked the mirror

Likewise the mirror couldn't answer.
It'd forgotten me

Or it'd forgotten itself?

In the cold face of the mirror
With anxious eyes, a woman appears:

Like a handful of clotds
Which are mysteriously bright
Sinking deeply in the night.

[, myself, nearly sink in the mirror.

I don't remember....
No, I don't....anymore
I repeatedly utter.

Like the snow of the night
Viruses of forgetfulness creep over
And cempletely cover me and the mirror.
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Unfriendliness of The Sea

The sea
With the sounds ['ve forgotten already
Comes to me for a talk.

Talked about sea snails

And about whales

About the towns and villages along the shore
About many a wave-driven corpse

And about the fishing boats sailing

On with the seasonal winds.

The sea has octopuses with invisible hands;
Hiding secretly behind the nature
Nightmares and wildnesses.

Then I've come

To the sea again

Expecting thécall of the wild:
Unfriendliness of the sea

Towards the beach of life and death
Comes erashing like waves.
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Bridge

In the air,

Swaying to and fro, and side to side,
Like walking on a frail rope,

A bridge

Spanning a river

That originates in two hearts.

Comealong....

Towards the bank where the flowers of Death are blooming
To comply with the eternal flame:

Under the misty snow of forgetfulness,

Let's not get lost by continuing hand in hand.

Seeds of love

Buried underneath, though

When the winter fades away

They will wake up in blossoms with the seasonal rain:
Thornsof curses spreading everywhere

And when hatred'colours the creeks

Only with adoration

Made the tie stronger than ever.
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