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I want to be a football player
By Thet Win Htun

I often think of my mother and my father. I admire my mother a little more my than my 
father because she gave birth to me and fed me. I always feel gratitude toward my par-
ents. Whenever I think of my mother, I miss her, I cry and I feel sad. I want to share my 
mother’s feeling. I was born on May 1, 1998. When I was five years old, I was sent to 
Shwegonedine Child Care Centre. When I was six years old, I was sent to Kyaik Waing 
Youth Training School. Sometimes I cry and I miss my mother.   

As a matter of fact, I also love my father very much. But when my father gets obsessed 
with drinking, I feel very angry at him. I will never get drunk when I grow up. 

I admire my mother the most. I have no brother and sister. I envy those who have. If I 
had a younger brother, I would never leave him alone and always look after him. How-
ever, I have a cousin called Yarzar, he suffers from some kind of mental disorder. But 
he can make peoples happy. He is not the one to disappoint anyone rather he is very 
kind to others.

When I grow up I would like to be a football player. I do physical exercise to be able to 
be a good football player. I love to watch football matches. I try to learn how they play. 
When I become a football player, I will always remember and take care of my father 
and mother. 

Thet Win Htun is 11 years old, he lives in the Kyaik Waing Youth Training School in 
Yangon and studies in the seventh grade. 
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abmvHk;orm;aumif;wpfa,mufjzpfcsifw,f
ouf0if;xGef;

tm;vHk;yJr*FvmygcifAsm/ 

tazeJUtarudkawGUEdkifzdkU uRefawmftNrJwrf;yJBudK;pm;aeygw,f/

uRefawmfhtazeJUtarqdk&if tarhudktcspfqHk;yg/ bmjzpfvdkUvJqdkawmhi,fi,fuwnf;u 

arG;cJh auR;cJhwmaMumifhyg/ tazeJUtarudkaus;Zl;qyfEdkifzdkU uRefawmftNrJyJBudK;pm;ae 

rSmyg/ tarhudkowd&wdkif; 0rf;enf;vdkU idkygw,f/ tarh&ifxJucHpm;csufudk uRefawmft

areJUtwlwlrQa0cHpm;csifygw,f/ uRefawmfhudk 1998ckESpf? arv 1&ufaeUrSmarG;ygw,f/ 

uRefawmf ig;ESpfom;rSmtaruuRefawmfhudk a&T*Hkwdkifuav;jyKpka&;udk ydkUcJhygw,f/ 

ajcmufESpfom;rSmawmh usdKuf0dkif; vli,foifwef;ausmif;udk a&muf&SdcJhygw,f/ 

uRefawmfidkwdkif; tarhudkowd&rdw,f/ wu,fawmh tazhudkt&ifut&rf;cspfygw,f/ 

aemufydkif;Muawmhtazu t&ufaomufawmh uRefawmftazhudkt&rf;pdwfqdk;rdw,f/ 

uRefawmfvnf; BuD;vm&iftazhvdkt&uform;rjzpfatmif BudK;pm;rSmyg/

'Dawmhtarhudkt&rf;yJ cspfcifjrwfEdk;ygw,f/ uRefawmfhrSmnDtpfudk&if;wpfa,mufrSr&Sdyg

bl;/ olrsm;nDtpfudkawGudk uRefawmftm;usrdygw,f uRefawmfhrSmomnD&Sd&ifwoufvHk; 

cGJoGm;&ufrSmr[kwfbl;/ nDav;uuRefawmfhudkb,favmufyJ&ufpuf&ufpuf uRefawmfu 

tpfudkwpfa,muftae eJUtNrJwrf;apmifha&SmufaerSmyg/ 'gayr,fhuRefawmfrSm &mZmqdkwJh 

nDav;wpfa,muf&Sdygw,f/ &mZmqdkwm uRefawmfh&JUnDw0rf;uGJjzpfygw,f/ nDav;rSm 

pdwfa0'ema&m*g&Sdygw,f/ oluvlawGudkaysmf&Tifatmifvkyfwwfw,f/ 

vlrsm;udkb,fawmhrSidkcsifatmifrvkyfwwfbl;/ olwyg;udkpmem wJhpdwf&Sdygw,f/ 

avmurSmuRefawmftjzpfcsifqHk;t&mu abmvHk;orm;wpfa,mufyg/ abmvHk;orm;

wpfa,mufjzpfzdkU um,avhusifhcef;udkuRefawmf tNrJwrf;vkyfygw,f/ uRefawmfu 

abmvHk;yGJ&Sd&if tNrJwrf;Munfhygw,f/ olwdkUupm;uGufudkvnf; tNrJwrf;Munfhygw,f/ 

uRefawmfabmvHk;orm; jzpfwJhtcg tazeJUtarudktNrJwrf;owd&aerSmyg/ 

ouf0if;xGef;onf touf 11 ESpf&Sdum tvu(5)r&ef;ukef;? qXrwef;wGif 

ynmoifMum;vsuf&Sdum usdKuf0dkif;vli,foifwef;ausmif;wGifaexdkifvsuf&Sdygonf/
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Cuckoo! 
By Daniel Sawr

I feel sympathy for you Cuckoo, when I listen the sound of you cries “cuckoo! cuckoo!”  
I don’t think you have seen your parents because cuckoos lay eggs in other nests.  As 
for me, I may or may not have seen my parents. I do not remember. I wish they hugged 
me very warmly. 

Ever since I can remember, I grew up in an orphanage with many children like me. 	
I also had many friends.  Plainphone and Supree were my closest friends among them, 
I admired them the most.  Plainphone was like a sister to me while Supree was my 	
loving younger brother.
 
One day we were playing hide-and-seek. When it was my turn, I counted from one 
to three for a long time then asked, ready?  I heard them say ready. I was looking for 
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them all over for a long time but couldn’t find anyone. I surrendered in the end as I 
couldn’t find them at all.  I cried out them to show up from the hiding place. But I did not 
hear any reply. Then I looked everywhere, but I still did not find them.  Later, Plain-
phone came running to me crying, “What is going on, sister?” When I asked, we came 
to know that Supree was just adopted.

I realized when it was too late. I crossed my fingers silently in my mind wishing one 
day he comes to knock on the pole just as did when he came out hiding in the hide-
and-seek games we played. I did not have a sound sleep that night. It brought back my 
memories of when we lived on the same boat. Sometimes, I heard his voice near me 
when I slept. 

One midnight, there was a sharp cry.  Who do you think, cuckoo? Of course, it was 
sister Plainphone. We two cried together, then she told me not to cry, Supree would not 
come back even if we cry. 

Days passed as usual. One day, the teacher told me that I could go to the school that 
I wanted to attend. When I told Plainphone about it, she asked me to work hard, “Only 
if you studied hard, we would be able to stay together one day”.  Cuckoo, though I was 
not sure what the teachers said, I thought about Supree, it would be so much better if 
he were here. 

Next day I followed my teacher to her room, there were some people I had never seen 
before. She said, “They are your father and mother, they will adopt you. You must go 
along with them.”  I could not hear any more what the teacher said. What I had in my 
mind is my sister Plainphone would be left in the orphanage.  

When I got into the car with those people I had never seen before, sister Plainphone 
ran to me crying.  She cried for me not to leave her alone; but she also asked me to 
work hard in my studies. Cuckoo, how can I forget it!

Finally, I went to a home with them. Father and mother are good hearted people. Their 
eldest son is kind to me. It seems though their daughter does not like me. She always 
has complaints against me. When I want to cry, I cry under a tree behind the house. 
Now my dream has come true. I can go to school and live in a big house. But I always 
remember Plainphone and Supree when I felt sad. There is no one to comfort me when 
I cry, no one for them either.  Cuckoo, I feel very sad. Is there anyone who understands 
the tragedy of my fellow orphans?  May God guide the way.

Oh, Cuckoo has left already. I thought that he did not want to listen to what I said. 
Please accept my apologies.  Did I talk too much?  I pray for you. If your parents are 
still alive, they may hear your voice.

Daniel Swar, 16, is attending Yangon Adventist Seminary and he loves to play guitar
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wrf;wrdw,f
',feD,,fapm

udk,fcsif;pmygw,f OMo&,f/ rif; ]]OMo...OMo}}vkdUatmfoHxJrSm

idkoHoJhoJhav;Mum;ae&vkdUav/ rif;urif;rdbawGudk jrifzl;r,f 

vkdUrxifbl;/ bmjzpfvdkUvJqdkawmh OMoiSuf[m ]O}csdefwef&if 

olwpfyg;&JUtodkufxJrSmrS ]O} &vdkUav/

iguawmhighrdbawGudkawGUzl;r,fvdkUxifw,f/ NyD;awmholwdkU ighudk

aEG;aEG;axG;axG;zufxm;zl;r,fvdkU vJigarQmfvifhrdw,f/

igodwwfpt&G,fuaygh/ rdbrJhausmif;rSmBuD;jyif;vmcJhw,f/ tJ'Dausmif;rSmigeJU b0wl

awGtrsm;BuD;&Sdw,f/ oli,fcsif;awGvJtrsm;BuD;&Sdw,f tJ'DtxJu ]yvdef;zHk}&,f 

]qlya&;}udkt&rf;cif w,f/ yvdef;zHk qdkwm ightwGuf tm;udk;p&m tpfrBuD;wpfa,muf 

aygh/ qlya&;uawmh igtcspfqHk; nDav;aygh/

waeUMuawmhigwdkUoHk;a,muf wlwlykef;wdkif;upm;Muw,f/ igvdkuf&r,fhtvSnfhaygh/ 

wpfuaeoHk; txdtMumBuD;a&vdkufw,f/ aemufawmh ]wlNyDvm;}vdkUatmfvdkufw,f/

]wlNyD}vdkUjyefatmfoHMum; w,f/  vdkuf&Smw,f/ awmfawmfMumMumvdkuf&Smw,f/ 

wpfa,mufrSrawGUbl;/ igvJvdkufr&SmEdkif awmhbl;av 'Dawmh ]uG,f igt&SHK;ay;ygNyD 

]qlya&;} ]yvdef;zHk} xGufcJhawmhvdkUatmfvdkufw,f/ bmoHrSjyefajymwmrMum;bl;/ 

ae&mwdkif;rSmvdkuf&Smw,f/ 'gvnf;rawGUygbl;/ tawmfMumrS yvdef;zHkuidkNyD;igqDajy; 

vmw,f/ ]tr bmjzpfvdkUvJ} vdkUar;awmh qlya&;udkarG;pm;r,fholawGac:oGm;NyDvdkY 

ajymw,f/

igodvdkuf&NyD/ aemufuspGmodvdkuf&wm/ igh&ifxJrSm wdwfwcdk;qkawmif;rdw,f]nDav; 

waeUrSm wdkifvmykwf (wykwf? wykwf) vmNyD;vkyfEdkifygap} vdkUaygh/ tJ'Dnu igtdyf

raysmfcJhbl;/ qlya&;udk owd&wJhpdwfeJU oleJUwlwlaecJhzl;wmawG? ighab;em;rSm tdyf&if;

ajymwJholU&JUpum;oHawGudkMum;a,mif aerdw,f/

ntawmfav;eufoGm;csdefrSm &SdKufoHwcsufwcsufxGufvmw,f/ OMo rif;b,folvdk 

uxifvJ tr yvdef;zHkaygh/ igwdkUESpfa,muftwlwlidkcsrdw,f/ truajymw,f 

ridkeJUwdwfygwJh idkaevnf; qlya&;uawmh igwdkUtem;udkjyefrvmawmh ygbl;wJh/
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'DvdkeJUaeUaygif;rsm;pGmudkjzwfoef;cJhw,f/ waeUawmh q&mrBuD;u igwufcsifaewJh 

ausmif;BuD;udk wufvdkU&NyDvdkUajymvmw,f/ yvdef;zHkudkajymjyawmh ighudkBudK;pm;zdkU 

ajymw,f/pmBudK;pm;rS igwdkUwaeUtwlwlaevdkU&r,fvdkUajymw,f/ OMo&,f olajymwm 

awGudk igodyfem;rvnfayr,fh qlya&;om&Sd&ifodyfaumif;rSmyJvdkUawG;rdw,f/

aemufwaeUrSmaygh q&mrBuD;aemufudkvdkufoGm;w,f/ q&mrBuD;tcef;xJrSm igrawGU 

bl;wJh vlawGa&mufaeMuw,f/ ]tJ'grif;udkarG;pm;r,fh azazeJUararyJ rif;olwdkUeJU 

vdkufoGm;&r,f} vdkUqdkw,f/ q&mrBuD;bmawGqufajymw,fqdkwm igrMum;awmhbl;/ 

ighacgif;xJrSm&Sdwm usefcJhr,fhtr yvdef;zHktwGufaygh/ tJ'Digrjrifbl;wJhvlBuD;awGeJU 

um;ay:udk vdkufoGm;&r,fqdkawmh truidkNyD;um;aemufudkajy;vdkufvmw,f/ 

olUudkrxm;cJhygeJUwJh/ ausmif;aumif;aumif;wufzdkUudk vnf;atmfajymaeao;wm/ 

igb,fvdkrSrarhbl; OMo&,f/

'DvdkeJUigu'Dtdrfudka&mufvmwmaygh/ tazeJUtarwdkUut&rf;oabmaumif;Muw,f/ 

tpfudktBuD; qHk;uvnf; ighudkMuifemygw,f/ trvwfuawmhighudkodyfcspfyHkr&bl;/ 

ighudktjrJrauseyfwmwck awmh&SdwwfpjrJyJ/ igidkcsifvmNyDqdk&if tdrfaemufu'DtyifBuD;

rSmvmidkjrJaygh/ tckawmhtdrftBuD;BuD; rSmigwufcsifwJhausmif;udkvnf;wufae&NyD/ 

'gayr,fhig0rf;enf; tm;i,faewJhtcsdefawGrSm yvdef;zHkeJUqlya&;udkowd&rdw,f/ 

igidkwJhtcsdefESpfodrfhr,fhvlr&Sdovdk olwdkUrSma&mighvdkyJjzpfaervm; OMo&,f ig0rf;enf;

rdw,f/ igwdkUvdkrdbrJhav;awG&JU 0rf;enf;&wmawGudk em;vnfMuyghrvm; bk&m;ocif

&,f vrf;jyay;yg/

[m... OMoav;awmifjyefoGm;NyD/ igajymwmawGudk em;raxmifcsifawmhbl;xifw,f/ 

awmif;yefyg w,fuGm igajymwmrsm;oGm;vm;/ rif;udkvnf;igqkawmif;ay;vdkufr,f 

rif;&JUuloHav;awGudk rif;rdbawG&Sdao;&ifMum;EdkifygapuGm/

',feD,,fapm  16ESpfonf Yangon Adventist Seminary wGifynmoifMum;vsuf&SdNyD; 

olonf*DwmwD;jcif;udk cHkrifolvnf;jzpfonf/
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My dream
By Jasmine

Sometimes I realize that life is not always happy. There are ups and downs in life. We 
need to learn to overcome the changes life. 

I worry whether the life I dream of will ever come true. I want to be a successful busi-
nessperson. If I become rich, I can implement my plan. I will donate one third of my 
profit to God. In my contribution, I want to help orphanages and those who are taking 
responsibility for them. I cannot help God directly, I want to help those who are working 
for God. 

Another one third of my profit would be for children. I am scheduled to provide assis-
tance to schools, orphanages and children’s hospitals as much as I can. In my spare 
time,  I will go to countrysides where I can look after children while getting to know 
them. In the life of a child, there are happinesses and sorrows.  I will try to encourage 
them. I will try to please them. I would like to share their feeling in a way that make the 
children happy. 

The most important thing for a child is loving kindness. Because only when there is 
happiness in the lives of children, there will be smile in the world. Only when children 
can smile, their lives will shine and bloom. 

I would like to spend most of my time helping physical and mental needs of children. I 
also expect to learn a lot from doing so.

Jasmine,16, is attending Yangon Adventist Seminary and her dream is to become a 
successful business woman
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uRefr&JUpdwful;
pHy,f 

uRefrwcgwavpdwful;Munfhrdw,f/ vlUb0u tNrJwrf;aysmf&wm

rsdK;awmhr[kwfbl;/ tedrfhtjrifhav;awG? yef;cif;vrf;awG? ql;cif;vrf;awGudkjzwfausmf&

wwfygw,f/

uRefr&JUpdwful;,Ofb0av;uvnf; wu,fa&mjzpfvmEdkifajc&Sdyghrvm;pdk;&drfrdw,f/

 tJ'Dpdwful;uawmh urÇmausmf pD;yGm;a&;ynm&Sifwpfa,mufaygh/ tJ'Dvdkcsrf;omwJh 

oljzpfvm&if uRefrvkyf&r,fht&mawGudk taumiftxnfazmfzdkUpOf;pm;xmw,f/ 

uRefrcHpm;&r,fhtjrwfawGxJu oHk;yHkwpfyHkudk bk&m;twGufvSLr,f/ vSLwJhae&mrSm 

rdbrJha*[m? bk&m;ociftrIawmfaqmifwJholawGudk aiGtm;jzifhulnDcsifvdkUjzpfygw,f/ 

udk,fubk&m;twGufryg0ifEdkifwJhtwGuf yg0ifwJholawGudk wpfzufuulnDay;jcif;vnf;

jzpfygw,f/

usefwJhESpfyHkxJu wpfyHkuawmh uav;oli,fav;awGtwGufjzpfygw,f/ ausmif;awG? 

rdbrJha*[mawG?uav;aq;&HkawGudk wuftm;ojzifhulnDay;ygr,f/ tm;vyfcsdefawGrSm

aus;vufa'owGudkqif;NyD; uav;oli,fawG&JUb0udkavhvmapmifha&Smufay;csifygw,f/ 

uav;awG&JUb0rSm aysmf&wmawG 0rf;enf;&wmawG&Sdygw,f/ 0rf;enf;p&mawGudk

tm;ay;ESpfodrfhNyD; rQa0cHpm;oGm; csifygw,f/ tJ'Dvdkvkyfay;NyD; uav;awG&JUb0udk

aysmf&Tifapcsifygw,f/

uav;awG&JUb0rSm ta&;BuD;qHk;uaEG;axG;wJharwåmw&m;ygyJ/ bmaMumifhvJqdk&if 

uav;awG&JUb0rSmaysmf&TifrIawG&SdygrS tjyHK;yef;uav;awGqifEdkifygr,f/ tjyHK;yef;av;

awGqifEdkifygrSolwdkUav;awG&JU b0uom,maeygvdrfhr,f/ tJ'DtNyHK;av;awGu 

urÇmudk tvSqifr,fhtjyHK;av;awGyJjzpfygw,f/

uav;awG&JU&kyfydkif;a&m pdwfydkif;ygvdktyfcsufawGudk 0dkif;uljznfhqnf;ay;&if;eJU tcsdef 

awGudk ukefqHk;csifygw,f/ tJ'Dvdkjzwf oef;ukefqHk;jcif;u uRefrtwGuf oifcef;pmawG 

oif,lp&mawGudk&Edkifr,fvdkUarQmfvifhygw,f/

pHy,f 16 ESpfonf Yangon Adventist Seminary wGifynmoifMum;vsuf&SdNyD; olr\ 

pdwful;rSmatmifjrifausmfMum;aom pD;yGm;a&;vkyfief;&SifwpfOD;jzpf&efjzpfonf/
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My wish and the Days I have 
passed through
By Orchid* 

A had a happy family life in my childhood when I lived a full life 
with my mother and father. I have two older sisters. The eldest 
sister is Cherry and the other is Love. When I turned three, my 
mother gave birth to my younger sister, Snow. And I am Orchid. 

After giving birth to my younger sister Snow, my mother fell sick 
every now and then. My father started to drink more and more 
every day. My younger sister and I did not understand much of 
the situation as we are very young, but both my older sisters were 
very worried. When I was in the third grade, one day my father 
came home very drunk. He threw everything he saw. Snow was 
asleep at that time. We were hiding behind the door. My mother 
asked my father to stop as she was afraid our neighbours would 
hear. In reply my father beat my mother. When Cherry said “Don’t 
beat mother, Dad” father also beat her. My mother too said, “Don’t 
beat my daughter” to which he said “So what?”.  I felt bitter at my 
father. But a father is a father; and a mother is a mother no matter 
good or bad.
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qkawmif; (jzwfoef;cJh&aomaeUrsm;taMumif;)

opfcG

uRefri,fi,fu azaz?ararwdkUeJUtwl jynfhpHkcsrf;ompGmaecJh&vdkU aysmf&Tifp&mrdom;pk

b0udkydkifqdkifcJh&ygw,f/ uRefr&JUtxufrSmtpfrESpfa,muf&Sd ygw,f/ trtBuD;qHk;u 

cs,f&D (Cherry)? trvwfu (Love)aygh uRefroHk;ESpfjynfharG;aeUNyD;vdkU 2veJU 

wpf&uftMumrSm uRefrnDrav; pEdk; (Snow) udkarG;zGm;cJhygw,f/ uRefruawmh 

(Rose) yg/ 

nDrav;arG;NyD;aemufydkif;rSmyJ arar[mcPcPpdwfqif;&JcJh&ygw,f/ 

bmjzpfvdkUvnf;qdkawmh azaz[mwaeUwjcm; t&ufaomufvmygw,f/ 

uRefreJUuRefrnDrav;ui,fao;vdkU aocsmrodcJhayr,fh uRefrtpfrESpfa,mufuawmh 

odaeygw,f/ uRefroHk;wef;wkef;uayghaemf waeUawmhtazutdrfudkrl;NyD;jyefvmyg

w,f/ tdrfrSmawGUorQtukef ypfaygufygw,f/ tJ'gudkuRefrwdkUnDtroHk;a,mufu 

wHcg;aemufrSmykef;NyD;Munfhaeygw,f/ pEdk;av;uawmh tdyfaeygw,f/ 

taruab;tdrfawGudktm;emvdkU xifyg&JU tazhudkwm;wmaygh/ 

tazutarhudk &dkufvkdufw,f/ 'Dawmh cs,f&Du ]azaz arharhudkrvkyfygeJU 

My father did not work as hard as he did in the past. Business was gradually going 
down. Eventually, all our properties such as our residence, compound and car had to 
be sold; we lived in another wooden house.  Our family was not happy as before. By 
this time, I was in the fifth grade. It was a day in February when my father announced 
that he would go to Dawei for more income, he said he would keep in touch with the 
family and send money home, he had also said he would come back. But from that day 
on he disappeared. I now study in the eighth grade.  Sometimes I keep looking at the 
road through which my father left, I see many strangers passing by but my father never 
comes back. My mother feels tremendously bitter at my father. When we talk about our 
father, she turns her face away. My friends call me ‘Cobra’ as they say I grudge quite a 
lot. I aim to be a good doctor or a famous singer when I grow up. I try my best to make 
my mother happy. All our sisters have made up our minds to be successful in their life. 

I wish no other family anywhere in the world experiences the tragedy that our family 
suffered.

*Not her real name. Orchid is a 13 year old who studies in the eighth grade and lives 
with her sister at the Department of Social Welfare’s Mali Kha Girls’ Training School in 
Yangon.  
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orD;awmif;yefygw,f/ arharhudkrvkyfygeJUawmhaemfvdkUajymygw,f/ 

tJ'gudkazazucs,f&Dudk&dkufygw,f/ 

araru ]&Sif uRefrorD;udkrxdeJU}vdkUajymawmh azazu ]xdawmhbmjzpfvJ}wJh/ 

uRefr Love udkvSrf;Munfhvdkufwm olUrsufvHk;rSmvnf;rsuf&nfawGeJUaygh/ 

tNrJaysmfaecJhwJhuRefrwdkUrdom;pkav; 'Dvdktqifrajyjzpfwmudk rjrifzl;bl; 

uRefrodyfpdwfraumif;jzpfcJh&w,f/ uRefrav azazhudkt&rf;emMunf;oGm;w,f/ 

'gayr,fhvnf; b,favmufyJaumif;aumif;? raumif;aumif; tazutaz? 

tartaryJav}

'DvdkeJUuRefrazaz[m t&ifuvdktvkyfrBudK;pm;awmhbl;/ wjznf;jznf;eJUpD;yGm;a&;u

vnf;usyfwnf;vmcJhNyD; aemufqHk;awmhuRefrwdkUydkifwJh wdkuftdrf? um;eJUNcHudk 

a&mif;cscJh&NyD; ysOfaxmiftddrfeJUaecJh&w,f/ rdom;pkav;uvnf;t&ifvdkraysmfMuawmhbl;/ 

uRefr ig;wef;wufNyD; azaz:0g&D v&JU&ufwpf&ufrSmawmh azaz[mxm;0,foGm;NyD; 

ydkufqHawGtrsm;BuD;&SmNyD;jyefvmcJhr,fvdkUajymvmw,f/ tquftoG,fvkyfNyD; 

aiGawGvnf; ydkUr,fwJh/ 'DvdkeJUxGufoGm;vdkufwm wpfESpfvnf;ay:rvm aemufwpf

ESpfvnf;ay:rvmawmhygbl;/ tckqdkuRefr 8 wef;a&mufaeygNyD/ azazoGm;wJhvrf; 

rBuD;udkMunfhvdkuf&if olpdrf;vlawGomjzwfoGm;ygw,f/ azazay:rvmcJhygbl;/ 

arar[mvnf; azazhudkodyfemMunf;aeygNyD/ ararha&SUrSmazazh taMumif;ajymvdkuf&if 

arar[mxGufoGm;ygw,f/ uRefr[mtNidK;BuD;wJhtwGuf oli,fcsif;awGu 

Cobra vdkUvJac:Muw,f/ b0udkemwJhpdwfeJU q&m0efaumif;wpfa,muf 

'grSr[kwf atmifjrifausmfMum;wJh tqdkawmfwpfa,mufjzpfatmif uRefrvkyfrSmyg/ 

tarhudkpdwfcsrf;omatmifxm;NyD; uRefrwdkUnDtpfrav;a,muf[matmifjrifwJholrsm;

jzpfatmif BudK;pm;oGm;r,fvdkU qHk;jzwfcsufcsxm;ygw,f/ uRefrwdkUrdom;pkjzpfysuf

cJhawGudk erlem,lNyD; urÇmay:rSm&SdwJhusefwJhrdom;pkawGvnf; 'DvdkrjzpfMuygapeJUvdkU 

uRefrqkawmif;ay;vdkufygw,f/

Ä opfcG(trnf&if;r[kwfyg)onf touf 13 ESpf&SdNyD; tXrwef;ynmoifMum;aeol 

jzpfygonf/ vlrI0efxrf;OD;pD;Xme?rvdctrsdK;orD;uav;rsm;oifwef;ausmif;wGif tpfr 

jzpfolESifhtwlaexdkifvsuf &Sdygonf/
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Sufferings 
By Pan*

There are times I feel full of sorrow and cry thinking of what I had to experience in the 
past. 

My mother passed away when I was in Grade 4. I had to drop out from school as my 
grandmother could not afford to send me to school. My father had died even before my 
mother. After some time, my grandmother no longer could afford to look after me.  
I was transferred to a lady Daw Ohn’s* home in my village (in Magwe division) to help 
her with household chores,. Then she sent me to Yangon to work as a housemaid in a 
businessman’s house whom Daw Ohn knew. 

At 10, I was not able to do much of the household chores that needed done. I terribly 
missed my mother. There was a little school girl in the family who was younger than 
me. She bullied me. I had to play with her whenever she wanted. If I did not play with 
her, I was beaten.

However, the girl’s mother considered that her daughter’s grades in school deteriorated 
as she played with me. So, I was moved again to her relative’s house. But Daw Ohn 
did not allow me to stay there and sent me to another house where I had to work very 
hard. I had to do many household chores such as cooking, ironing, cleaning floors and 
even massaging. I felt very tired all the time. 
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Three months later, the lady of that house transferred me to to work in her son’s house. 
I got into bigger trouble in that house. I had been beaten by the couple. I often went to 
bed as late as 1 o’clock or 2 o’clock at night and then woke up very early in the morn-
ing. I had to start cooking, cleaning, washing and ironing. I was beaten from time to 
time. I cried in pain and remembering my mother. There were two other boys working in 
the house. One was older than me and the other was younger. One was responsible to 
look after the dogs and the other to clean and watch the compounds. 

One day, I was severely beaten. The master beat me with a bamboo. It hurt so much. 
He also kicked me and beat me again with a wire. His wife never came to stop him, she 
just looked on. On that day, I made up my mind and run away from that house. 

After beating me, the man drove his wife to the office and came back. When he he 
went again to pick up his wife, I climbed the wall to run away. When I jumped down on 
the other side of the wall, a little boy saw. He called another boy and they chased me. 
I still ran and made it to the bus stop. But when I tried to get on the bus, they pushed 
me down twice. Someone called the man who had beaten me; he with his wife and 
other family members arrived immediately. I cried hysterically and tried to run. At that 
point, a man who saved me arrived. He took me with him and asked everyone else to 
follow. We came to the NGO office where my saviour’s wife worked. I could not believe 
my good fortune. 

They tried but had no chance to bring me back and may be torture further. My em-
ployers had to deal with the NGO staff and the local Police station. I was treated in a 
hospital for a few days to heal the wounds on my body.  Then I was sent to Youth Train-
ing School for girls. I still carried the marks on my body. But I am now free of abuse. I 
returned to school in the third grade. 

I still cry hard when I think of my mother. I am not fond of my grandmother, I don’t want 
to go home. Remembering the time I worked as a housemaid and all those tortures I 
had to bear also makes me cry.

*Not her real name. Pan is a 12 year old studying in third grade and living in at the 
Department of Social Welfare’s Mali Kha Girls’ Training School in Yangon.
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'Pf&m'Pfcsuf
yef;

orD;t&rf;0rf;enf;aeygw,f/ tckvJidkaerdw,f/ 

tJ'Dwkef;utaMumif;awGpOf;pm;rd&ifaygh........

orD;av;wef;wufwJhESpfrSmtarqHk;oGm;awmh tzGm;uorD;udkausmif;xkwfvdkufw,f/ 

orD;tazu ararrqHk;cif tapmBuD;xJuqHk;oGm;wmyg/ tzGm;uorD;udkrauR;Edkifawmh 

vdkU olUrSmvJydkufqHr&SdvdkUqdkNyD; orD;wdkUaewJhrauG;wdkif;xJu&Gmav;wpf&Gm uaeNyD; 

a':tkef;(trnfajymif;xm;ygonf)qdkwJh ta':BuD;eJU&efukefudktdrftulvkyfzdkUxnfhay; 

vdkufw,f/

orD;toufutJ'Dwkef;u 10 ESpfausmfausmfav;yJ&Sdao;awmh orD;tvkyfvJodyfrvkyfwwf 

ygbl;/ tarhudkodyfowd&wmyJ/ a':tkef;uolaewJh vkyfief;BuD;&SifBuD;wpfa,muftdrfrSm 

orD;udktvkyfoGif;ay;ygw,f/ tJ'DtdrfrSm orD;xufeJeJav;yJi,fwJh ausmif;aewJh 

aumifrav; wpfa,muf&Sdw,f/ tJ'Daumifrav;uorD;udk t&rf;tEdkifusifhw,f/ 

raqmh&if&dkufw,f/ ukwfqGJw,f/ orD;uolac:wJhtcsdefrSm oleJUaqmhupm;&w,f/

'gayr,fholUtaruorD;eJUupm;vdkU olUorD;ausmif;rSmtqifhawGusw,fqdkNyD; olUtrsdK;

wpfa,muftdrfudkajymif;ydkUawmh a':tkef;utJ'DtdrfrSmrxm;bJ aemufwpftdrfudk

ajymif;ydkUvdkufw,f/ tJ'DtdrfrSmorD;tvkyfawGt&rf;vkyf&w,f/ rif;tdk;wnfay;&w,f/ 

t0wfavQmf? rD;ylwdkuf? Murf;wdkuf? eif;ESdyfay;&w,f/ om;trdESpfa,mufxJ&SdwJh tdrfayr,fh 

oabmraumif;bl; orD;t&rf;yifyef;w,f/

tJ'DtdrfrSmoHk;vavmufaeNyD;awmh tJ'DtdrfutzGm;BuD;uorD;udk olU&JUom;olaX; 

vifr,m;tdrfydkUvdkufw,f/ tJ'DtdrfMuawmh orD;ydkNyD;'ku©a&mufygawmhw,f/ 

vifr,m;ESpfa,mufpvHk;u&dkufw,f/ nzufrSm 1 em&D 2 em&DavmufrStdyf&w,f/ 

reuf 4 em&Davmufx&w,f/ tJ'DrSmvJxrif;tdk;xnfh&w,f/ tdrf&Sif;&w,f/ 

Murf;wdkuf&w,f/ t0wfavQmf& rD;ylwdkuf&w,f/ cP cPvJt&dkufcH&w,f/ 

tJ'DtcsdefawGrSmorD;tarhudk t&rf;owd&NyD;idk&w,f/ tJ'DtdrfrSmtvkyform;aumifav; 

ESpfa,muf&Sdao;w,f/ wpfa,mufuorD;xuf BuD;w,f/ wpfa,mufu orD;xuf 

enf;enf;i,fw,f/ olwdkUuacG;xdef;&w,f/ NcH&Sif;&w,f/ NcHapmifh&w,f/ 

waeUrSmorD;tBuD;tus,ft&dkufcH&ygw,f/ orD;udktdrf&Sifa,mufsm;u 
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0g;&if;wkwfeJU &dkufygw,f/ orD;t&rf;emygw,f/ NyD;awmhuefvJuefw,f/ 

xkvJxkw,f/ 0dkif,mBudK;eJUvJxyf&dkufw,f/ olUrdef;rurqGJbJeJUMunfhaew,f/ 

tJ'DaeUrSmyJ orD; tJ'Dtdrfu xGufajy;zdkUqHk;jzwfvdkufygw,f/

orD;udk&dkufESufNyD;awmholu olUrdef;rudktvkyfoGm;ydkUNyD;tdrfjyefvmw,f/ NyD;awmhnae 

olUrdef;rudkoGm;BudKwJhtcsdefrSm orD;jcHtkwfwHwdkif;ay:uaeausmfNyD; xGufajy;ygw,f/ 

tkwfwHwdkif;ay:uaetjyifudk ckefcswJhtcsdefrSm ti,faumif av;uawGUoGm;NyD; tBuD;a

umifudkatmfajymNyD;orD;ukdk vdkufzrf;Muygw,f/ um;*dwfem;rSmorD;udk um;ay:wuf

aewkef;twif;qGJcswm eSpfcgwdwdygyJ/ NyD;awmhtvkyf&Sifudkwpfa,mufu vrf;uae

zkef;qufac:vdkU tdrf&Sifvifr,m; ESpfa,mufpvHk;a&m? &iftdrfuolUtareJUtpfryga&muf 

vmMuygw,f/ orD;uvJ&kef;uefNyD;xGufajy;atmf[pfidk,dkygw,f/ vrf;rrSm jyoemwufae 

Muwkef; orD;udku,fr,fhOD;OD;wpfa,muf a&mufvmw,f/ rD;udkac:xm;vdkufNyD;olwdkUudk

owfowfvdkufcJhzdkUajymNyD; tJ'DOD;OD;&JUrdef;rtvkyfvkyfwJh tif*sDtdk(NGO) udka&mufvm 

Muygw,f/ tJ'gorD;uHaumif;wmygyJ/

tJ'DuaeorD;udkolwdkUjyefac:NyD; ESdyfpufvdkUr&awmhygbl;/ tif*sDtdkuvlBuD;awGeJU&Jpcef;eJU

olwdkUawGeJUjyoemjzpfygw,f/ orD;udk,fu'Pf&mawGudk aq;&HkrSmjyNyD;aq;uk&ygw,f/ 

NyD;awmhtJ'Duaewqifh orD;tckaewJhtrsdK; orD;av;rsm;oifwef;ausmif;udk a&mufvm 

ygw,f/ ausmif;a&mufwJhtxd orD;udk,frSm 'Pf&mawGtrsm;BuD;yg/ tckawmhorD;tESdyf 

pufvJrcH&awmhygbl;/ ausmif;vJoHk;wef;uaepNyD; jyefwufae&ygNyD/

'gayr,fhtarhudkowd&wdkif; idk&ygw,f/ tbGm;udkawmhrcspfbl;/ jyefvJrjyefcsifawmhbl;/

olrsm;tdrfawGrSmtvkyfvkyfcJhwJhaeUawGudkowd&wdkif; tESdyfpufcHcJh&wJhtaMumif;awG

udk pOf;pm;rdwdkif;tNrJidkaerdygw,f/

Ä yef;(trnf&if;r[kwfyg)onf touf 12 ESpf&Sdonfh wwd,wef;ausmif;olav; 

jzpfygonf/ vlrI0efxrf;OD;pD;Xme? rvdctrsdK;orD;uav;rsm;oifwef;ausmif;wGif 

aexdkifvsuf&Sdygonf/
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Letter for Pan 
In response to Pan’s story

Human Beings are born with both good and bad. This we must understand. Everyone 
must have a genuine sense to know good from the bad. Some people use the senses 
to know, but some others do not. 

Everybody tends to make mistakes. Some mistakes are forgivable while some are not. 
There are many peoples who feel “I am rich, I am powerful. I can do whatever I want”. 
They tend to regret later. I wish every one in the world had a sense of sympathy. 

It seems to me life is a bird flying on the sky; flying over and over again and then tak-
ing rest in one place. When people experience too much suffering in their lives, they 
become like a bird that cannot fly any more. So they tend to give up on their life. 

Pan, my dear sister,

Please do not give up on your life very easily. Do not try to give up on your life because 
of how much you suffered and how bitter you feel. Giving up makes us look like de-
ceased in life. We stand by you. You can count on all of us – our teachers and sisters 
and me Kogyi, your brother.  

Don’t lose heart, my sister. From this day, you may try to live your life and enjoy it too. 
Whatever will be will be, it is best to live happily.  From now on, may your dream be 
beautiful and may you be happy forever.

Yours

Kogyi Aung

Kogyi Aung joined the EXCEL (Extended Learning for in and out of school children) 
programme in 2007. He adds to his family income by selling bird feed in the streets of 
Yangon. He lives Hlaing Thar Yar with his family. 
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yef;twGufpm

vlqdkwmarG;uxJu tqdk;yg&ifygr,f/ taumif;yg&ifygr,f/ 'gudkvlwdkif;em;vnf 

&rSmaygh/ tJ'D tqdk; taumif;udkcGJjcm;EdkifzdkU rSefuefwJhtodw&m;awmh&Sd&r,f/ 

vlawGrSm tJ'Dtodw&m;rsdK;&SdwJh vlu&SdNyD; r&SdwJhvlur&SdMuygbl;/

vlwdkif;rSmtrSm;qdkwmvJ &SdMuwmygyJ/ 'gayr,fhcGifhvTwfvdkU&wJhtrSm;eJU cGifhvTwfvdkUr&wJh 

trSm;qdkwmvJ&Sdw,f/ igcsrf;omw,f/ igydkufqH&Sdw,f/ igvkyfcsifwmvkyfr,fqdkwJh 

vlawGtrsm;BuD;yJ/ aemufrS aemifwawG? todw&m;awG&wJhvlu&vmMuw,f/ 

wu,fawmh avmurSmvlawGtm;vHk;u udk,fcsif;pmemwwfNyD; todw&m;&SdwJh b0awG 

udk ydkifqdkifEdkifMuygapvdkU udkBuD;uqkawmif;w,f/

vlUb0qdkwmwu,fawmh aus;iSufuav;wpfaumif ysHoef;ae&ovdkyJ/ ysHvdkuf 

wae&mrSm em;vdkufaygh/ vlawGuwcgwavrSm qHk;&SHK;emusifrIawGrsm;vm&if 

iSufuav;awGvdk qufrysHawmhbJ b0udkvG,fvG,feJUt&SHK;ay;wwfMuw,f/

yef; ...... nDrav;&,f

b0udkvG,fvG,feJU t&SHK;ray;ygeJU/ nDrav;b0rSm b,favmufqHk;&SHK;emusifrIawG

rsm;rsm; b0udkt&SHK;ray;&bl;/ t&SHK;ay;wm[m aoaewmeJUtwlwlyJ/ nDrav;bufrSm 

q&m?q&mrwdkU udkBuD;wdkU rrwdkUtm;vHk;&Sdw,f/ nDrav;bmrStm;ri,feJU 'DaeUupNyD;

nDrav;aysmfaysmfaevdkY&NyD/ b0rSmbmyJjzpfjzpf aysmfaysmfaewmtaumif;qHk;yJ/ 

'DaeUupNyD;nDrav;&JUtdrfrufav;awGvSyygap/ xm0&aysmf&TifrI&ygapuG,f/

yef;twGuftm;ay;aewJh

udkBuD;atmif

udkBuD;atmif? 14ESpfonf ]&yf&GmtajcjyKausmif;jyifya&muf uav;oli,frsm;twGuf 

pOfqufrjywfwdk;csJUynmoif,ljcif;} tpDtpOfwGif yg0ifcJhNyD; rdom;pk0ifaiGtwGuf 

wzufwvrf;u pyg;wGJrsm;a&mif;jcif;ponfjzifh ulnDaeoljzpfonf/ olonfrdom;pk

eSifhtwl vSdKifom,mNrdKUe,fwGif aexdkifvsuf&Sdygonf/
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Love of my parents is 
my greatest need
By Thawda* 

We are six altogether in our family.  My parents and us four sisters, I am second among 
them.  March 2007 marked a breakdown in our family.  My parents separated and my 
mother left home, we four sisters continued to live with our father. He stopped work-
ing and drinking alcohol with his friends became is main occupation. We lived on the 
income of my elder sister who earns by picking beans. On holidays, I went to work at a 
water purification factory.

One day mother visited us and had a fight with father. She was hurt on the head and 
the blood flowed down.  Frightened of a police case, father ran away and since then we 
lived with our mother.  Mother worked as a street vendor but business was not good.  
We survived on my sister’s and and my income on holidays only.  No other work was 
available, we were too hard up to make ends meet.

Then I had to go to work as a house maid in another town.  It was quite a struggle. The 
lady I worked for beat me and whene I cried, she beat me even more for crying.   My 
life became miserable.  I longed for a chance to live with my parents.  When I returned 
home, my mother got remarried and went away with her new husband.  Since then I 
decided that I would stand firm to fend for my sisters’ wellbeing.

I am nearly 15 years old now.  We four sisters live together and make ends meet in any 
possible way by doing all sorts of odd jobs and from running errands for others.  We all 
had to leave school before completion.  My life is depressing, there is no fun and cheer.  
I feel bitterness in me and loathe my life.  My greatest need in life is the love of my 
parents. And my heart’s desire is to become a school teacher one day.

*Not her real name, Thawda,15, joined EXCEL (Extended Learning for in and out of 
school children) programme in 2007. She lives with her three sisters in Hlaing Thar Yar.  
Along with her 16 year old older sister, she is keeping their family of four sisters afloat.
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orD;wdkUrdom;pkav;u om;trd om;tztm;vHk;aygif;&if 

ajcmufa,muf&Sdygw,f/ 

taz? tareJU orD;wdkUnDtpfrav;a,mufrSm orD;u'kwd,orD;yg/ 

2007ckESpf&JU rwfvrSmawmhrdom;pkav;upwif NydKuGJvmygw,f/ 

tazeJUtaruGJMuygw,f/ tar tdrfuqif;oGm;awmh 

orD;wdkUnDtpfrav;a,muf tazeJUtwlae&ygw,f/ 

tazuvnf; tvkyfrvkyfawmhbJ taygif;toif;awGeJU

t&ufyJtNrJaomuf aeygw,f/ tpfryJa&G;vdkU &wJhydkufqHeJU 

orD;wdkUtm;vHk;xrif;pm;Mu&ygw,f/ 

ausmif;ydwf&if orD;ua&oefUbl;puf&Hk

wpfckrSm tvkyf0ifvkyfygw,f/ 

tvdkcsifqHk;urdbarwÅm
aomfwm



waeUrSmtaru orD;wdkUqDudkvmwHk;rSmtazeJU&efjzpfMu&mu tarhacgif;rSm'Pf&m&NyD; 

aoG;awGxGuf oGm;awmhtazu&Jzrf;rSmaMumufvdkUxGufajy;oGm;wJhtcsdefupNyD;orD;wdkU 

tareJUaeMuygw,f/ taruaps;a&mif;ayr,fh a&mif;raumif;awmh tpfr yJa&G;wmav;

eJU&,f? orD;uvnf;ydwfwHk;cP a&oefUpuf&HkrSmvkyf&wmrdIU? aemufMuawmhtvkyf 

r&Sdawmh tm;vHk;'ku©a&mufMu&jyefygw,f/

'geJYyJorD;uNrdKUwpfNrdKUrSmtdrftuloGm;vkyf&jyefygw,f/ tdrftultvkyfuvnf;tqifrajy

ygbl;/ tdrf&Sifu&dkufw,f/ tarhudkowd&vdkUidkwmudkvnf; idkvdkUqdkNyD;xyf&dkufygw,f/ 

orD;tJ'DtcsdefupNyD; uHqdk;ygw,f/ rdbeJUvnf;twlwlrae&awmhygbl;/ orD;jyefvmawmh 

taruaemuftdrfaxmifjyKNyD; aemuftdrfaxmifeJUvdkufoGm;ygw,f/ tJ'DtcsdefupNyD;orD; 

udk,fhnDtpfrawGtm;vHk;&JUb0tqifajyzdkU a&SUuaerm;rm;rwfrwf&yfr,fvdkUqHk;jzwfcsuf

csvdkufygw,f/

tckorD;touf 15 ESpfjynfhygawmhr,f/ orD;wdkUnDtpfrav;a,muftwlaeNyD; &&mtvkyf

udkvkyfudkif &SmazGpm;aomufaeMuygw,f/ ynma&;uawmhwydkif;wpeJUtm;vHk;ausmif;

xGufxm;Mu&ygw,f/ orD;&JUb0uawmhraumif;ygbl;/ b0udkvnf;tawmfyJemusnf;

cJhygw,f/ orD;b0rSmtvdkcsifqHk;u rdbarwÅmyg/ tjzpfcsifqHk;uawmh ausmif;q&mr 

wpfa,mufaygh/ 

Ä aomfwm (trnf&if;r[kwfyg)onf touf15ESpft&G,frdef;uav;jzpfum 

]&yf&Gm tajcjyK ausmif;jyifya&muf uav;oli,frsm;twGuf pOfqufrjywfwdk;

csJUynmoif,ljcif;} tpDtpOfwGif wufa&mufcJholjzpfonf/ aomfwmonfol\

tjcm;nDtpfroHk;a,mufeSifhtwl vSdKifom,mNrdKUe,fwGif aexdkifvsuf&Sdygonf/ touf 

16ESpft&G,f tpfrtBuD;qHk;eSifhtwl aomfwmonf &&mtvkyfrsm;udkvkyfudkif&if; 

b0&yfwnfaeolav;jzpfonf/
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arwåmESifhaEG;axG;rIudkvdktyfaomuav;i,frsm;
armifxufatmifvif;

rD;&xm;ckwfarmif;oHu yljyif;wJhaEG&moD&JUtylcsdefeJUtwl tm;NydKift&Sdefaumif;aeygw,f/ 

&xm;wGJrSmukefpdrf;a&mif;NyD;aps;odrf;jyefvmolawG?c&D;onfawG? idkufwJholuvnf;idkuf? 

pum;pjrnfajymoluvnf;ajymeJU &xm;wGJwpfckvHk;qlnHaeawmhwmygyJ/ tJ'DtcsdefrSm 

&xm;wGJ&JU qlnHrIawG udkjzwfoef;vmwJhuav;i,fwpfa,muf&JUoem;p&mawmif;cHoHu 

uRefawmfh&JUem;0udkpl;pl;&S&S&dkufcwfvmygw,f/
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aumifrav;&JUyHkyef;utoufxufudkydkNyD;BuD;&ifhyHkaygufaew,f/ cËmudk,fuvnf; 

ydefvSDaew,f/t0wftpm;awGua[mif;EGrf;aew,f/olU&JUcE¨mudk,feJUrvdkufatmif

uav;i,fudkukef;ydk;xm;ygw,f/ uRefawmfolU&JUtaMumif;ukdodcsifaerdw,f/ 

'geJUolUab;em;ua':BuD;wpf,mufudkar;Munfhrdw,f/ olwdkUrdbawGuol&SpfESpft&G,frSm

qHk;oGm;w,f/ olwdkUarmifESrudk vdkif;um;armif;wJholwpfa,mufu oem;vdkU ac:,l

apmifha&SmufcJhayr,fh tJ'Dvl&JUrdef;rurMunfjzLbl;/ waeUtJ'DvltvkyfrSm jyoem

jzpfaewkef; olUrdef;ruuav;awGudktdrfay:uESifcsvdkufvdkUolwdkUawG 'Dvdkb0udk

a&mufvmcJhMuwmyg/

	

olwdkUb0av;awG[m arwåmeJUaEG;axG;rIudkvdktyfaewJhuav;awGyJqdkwm uRefawmf

odvdkuf&ygw,f/ 'geJUuRefawmfhta':udkuefawmhzdkU,lvmwJhbDpupfawGEGm;EdkUykvif;awG

udkolwdkUudkay;vdkufygw,f/ oluawmhaus;Zl;awGwifaeygw,f/ aemufwpfblwm

a&mufawmh olqif;oGm;ygw,f/ uRefawmf&xm;pD;&if;eJUacgif;xJrSmaumifrav;

taMumif;pOf;pm;aerdw,f/ onfaumifrav;rsdK;vdkuav;awGtrsm;BuD;&SdaetHk;rvm;/ 

olwdkUawGvdktyfaewJh tultnDawGudk wwfEdkifoavmufay;oifhygw,f/

olwdkUav;awG[m aEG;axG;wJh arwÅmawGiwfrGwfaeMuwmjzpfygw,f/ olwdkUav;awG[m 

umuG,fapmifha&SmufrIudk vdktyfaewJhuav;awGvnf;jzpfygw,f/ vrf;ay:rSm&SdaewJh 

awmif;&rf;pm;aomufaewJh uav;awGudkawGUcJh&if vbfwdwfw,f/ r*Fvmr&Sdbl;qdk 

bl;ypfy,fMur,fhtpm; olwdkUudktoufarG;0rf;aMumif;ynmawGoifay;oifhygw,f/ 

vufurf;ay;zdkUvdkygw,f/ EdkifiHawmfBuD;wdk;wufzGHUNzdK;zdkUtwGuf tem*wftiftm;pkawG 

vnf;jzpfygw,f/ 

xufatmifvif;onf touf 15 ESpf&Sdum txu(1)ausmufwHwm;wGif

ynmoifMum; vsuf&Sdygonf/
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Children in need of warmth and love
By Htet  Aung Lin

In the intense heat of summer, I am sitting in the midst of the forceful sound of a run-
ning train. The coach was noisy with the voices of vendors who returned after selling 
green vegetable in the market, passengers, people who are sleepy and dozing off, and 
people who were talking with each other.

Amidst all the noises, piercing voice of a young child begging caught my attention. She 
looked much older than her age. Wearing shabby clothes in her thin frame and carrying 
another younger child on her back in spite of her young age. I wanted to know more 
about her, so I asked.

What I gathered is something like this, the girl’s parents died when she was only 8 
years old with a younger sibling. A driver of public transport car took them to take care 
for them, but the wife of the driver was not happy and did not have sympathy for them. 
When the man was busy facing a problem at work, the wife drove them out of their 
house. That was how they came begging in the street.

I so realized that these children were in need of warmth and love. I gave them the milk 
and biscuits I brought for my aunt. She thanked me and got off at the next station. As 
I went off in the train, I kept thinking about the girl! Are there many more girls like her? 
We should help them as much as we can.  

They are in fact starving for warmth and love.
They are in need of protection.
Instead of saying seeing children begging in the streets brings you bad luck; 
we should educate and empower them and train them to earn their livelihood.
We should give them a helping hand.
Children are the future building forces for the development of our country!

Htet Aung Linn, 15 is now attending Basic High School No.1, Kyauktada in Yangon 
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uav;rsm;b0vSyapzdkU 
om;om;

uav;wdkif;[m tazeJUtaruarG;zGm;vmw,fqdkayr,fh rdpHkzpHkae&wJhuav;awG&Sdovdk 

rae&wJhuav;awG vnf;&Sdygw,f/ uRefruvnf;tazrJhaomolwpfa,mufjzpfygw,f/ 

tazuvGefcJhwJh udk;ESpfavmufuqHk;oGm; cJhygw,f uRefri,fao;ayr,fh tazhudk

aumif;aumif;rSwfrdaeygw,f/ rdbESpfyg;pvHk;rJhaewJh rdbrJhuav; awGavmufawmh 

uRefrrdbarwÅmriwfcJhygbl;/ tazqHk;NyD; 2 eSpfavmuftMumrSmtaru aemuftdrfaxmif

jyKcJhygw,f/ zcift&if;r[kwfayr,fhvnf; tarhaemuftdrfaxmifu tazwpfa,muf 

ozG,fuRefrtay: aumif;cJhygw,f/ 'DawmhuRefrb0u taumif;qHk;r[kwfovdk 

tqdk;qHk;vnf;r[kwfygbl;/

arG;uwnf;utaMumif;trsdK;rsdK;aMumifh rdbrJhwJhuav;awG&Sdovdk em;vnfodwwfwJh 

t&G,fa&mufrSrdbrJhwJh olawGvnf;&Sdygw,f/ uRefrpOf;pm;aerdwmu vGefcJhwJhwpfESpf

ausmfujrefrmEdkifiHrSmwdkufcwfcJhwJh em*pfqdkifuvHk;aMumifh rdbrJhb0a&mufoGm;wJh 

uav;awGtaMumif;yg/ olwdkUawG[m rkefwdkif;&JUaMumufp&m aumif;wJhab;tE å&m,f

qdk;BuD;udkcHpm;cJh&wJhtjyif tazaomfvnf;aumif;? taraomfvnf;aumif; 'grSr[kwf 

rdbESpfyg;pvHk;qHk;yg;oGm;wJh aomuudkvnf;cHpm;ae&ygw,f/ olwdkUawGudktm;

vHk;u0dkif;0ef;ulnDapmifha&Smuf ay;aeygw,f/ olwdkUawGtwGufvSywJhtem*wfeJU 

aEG;axG;wJharwÅmawGay;EdkifzdkU tm;vHk;uvufwGJyl;aygif;NyD; wwfpGrf;orQapmifha&Smufay;

oifhygw,f/ 

Ä om;om; (trnf&if;r[kwfyg)onf txu(1)A[ef;wGifynmoifMum;vsuf&Sdygonf/
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For the Better Lives of Children
By Thar Thar

Each child is born from a father and a mother. There are children who are blessed that 
they live with both the parents. And there are also those children who do not have both 
parents for many reasons. I am a fatherless child. My father died nine years ago. I was 
quite young then but I do have a good memory of my father. 

I did not have to suffer too much or feel the lack of parental love like orphans.  After two 
years of my father death, my mother got married. My step father is very nice to me. So 
my life is somwhere in between good and bad, not great but not too bad either.

As I write, I am thinking of children who became orphans after the Cyclone Nargis hit 
our country last year. They have gone through the experience of the deadly cyclone 
and were also traumatized by the loss of one or both parents. I belive many others are 
giving care and assistance to those children in the cyclone hit areas. We should all join 
hands not only to provide for their physical needs, but also to give loving kindness for a 
beautiful present and better future of those children.

*Not her real name, Thar Thar is studying at a Basic High School Bahan 
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I want to be an artist
By Ye Naing Win

I love my father, mother and grandmother. My mother’s name is Daw Amar Sein. My 
father was U Chin Hyin Phat. My father worked for a well known hotel as a pastry chef 
until he passed away. His death caused the family to separate in many different places. 
My mother and younger brother live in another state, many miles away from where I 
am. We are ten brothers and sisters in my family, 6 boys and 4 girls.

My twin brother and I live in Kyaik Waing Youth Training School while my younger sis-
ter Mi Nyo lives in the Girls’ Training School. I don’t know where the others live. I don’t 
know where my grandma are either. My mother told me that she would bring me back 
after I complete school. My mother works in a factory, I am told. 

My twin brother Yan Naing Win and I are 15 years old. My younger sister is about 13 
years old. I play football. I like reading. What I like best though is to draw and paint. 
This is my most favourite hobby. When my teacher guides me on how to draw a 
picture, I deeply concentrate on the lesson. When I learn to draw well, I will draw my 
mother and my father. I imagine conversations like the following with my mother prais-
ing me while looking at my masterpiece: 

“You are very good, son. Who drew this picture?”
“This is me, Ye Naing Win. I did it.”
“Really? Then, I will give you an award. There you go, this is for you.”
“What are these, mum?”
“These are colour pencils and drawing books and papers for you.”
“Thank you, mum. I really appreciate it.”

These are my ambitions and what I dream in my mind. 

Ye Win Naing is 15, he studies in the fourth grade and lives in at the Department of 
Social Welfare’s Kyaik Wine Boys Training School in Yangon.
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yef;csDq&mwpfa,mufjzpfcsifw,f
&JEdkif0if;

uRefawmfazazeJUararudkcspfygw,f/ 

tbGm;udkvJcspfygw,f/ 

tarhemrnfu a':trmpdefyg/ 

tazhemrnfu OD;csif;[if;zwfyg/ 

azazrqHk;cifu emrnfBuD;[dkw,fwpfckrSmrkefUzkwfygw,f/ 

tareJUnDav;wpfa,mufuawmh uRefawmfeJUrdkifaygif;rsm;pGm

a0;wJhEdkifiHwpfckrSmvdkUajymMuw,f/ uRefawmfwdkUrSm 

nDtpfudkarmifESr 10 a,muf&Sdygw,f/ 

a,musfm;av; ajcmufa,mufeJU rdef;uav; av;a,mufyg/

uRefawmfeJU uRefawmf&JUtrTmnDav;&efEdkif0if;u

usdKuf0dkif;vli,foifwef;ausmif;rSmaeNyD;awmh 

uRefawmfhnDr rdndKuawmh 

rsdK;orD;av;rsm;oifwef;ausmif; rSmaeygw,f/ 

usefwJharmifESrawGudkawmh uRefawmfrodawmhygbl;/ 

usefwJhtbGm;wdkU a':av;wdkUudkvJom;rodawmhygbl;/ 

taruuRefawmfwdkUudk 10 wef;atmifrSjyefac:r,fvdkU

ajymygw,f/ araru pufrIvufrIvkyfw,fvdkUajymygw,f/

om;eJUnDav;&efEdkif0if;utouf 15 ESpf&SdygNyD/

nDrav;uawmh 13 ESpfavmuf&SdygNyD/ 

uRefawmfuabmvHk;vnf;uefygw,f/ 

pmvnf;zwfw,f/ yef;csDudkawmh0goemtygqHk;ygyJ/ 
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q&muyef;csDqGJwmoifay;NyDqdk&if uRefawmfu

oifjywmudk aocsmMunfhxm;ygw,f/ 

uRefawmfyHkqGJwwfNyDqdk&if azaz ararwdkU&JUyHkawGudk 

qGJrSmyg/ uRefawmfpOf;pm;Munfhw,f/ uRefawmfhyHkawG

udkMunfhNyD;awmhararu-

]tJ...awmfvdkufwmom;&,f 'gawGb,folqGJwmvJ}

]&JEdkif0if;qGJwmyg}

] 'gqdk&ifom;udkqkcs&r,f... a&mh....om;twGuf}

]bmawGvJarar}

]a&mifpHkcJwHuav;awG...pmtkyfawG...[kwfNyDvm;}

]aus;Zl;wifygw,farar t&rf;udkaus;Zl;wifygw,f}

tJ'guRefawmfpdwful;,OfMunfhwJh 

uRefawmfh&nfrSef;csufyg/

&JEdkif0if;onf touf 14 ESpf&SdNyD; pwkw¦wef;wGif 

ynmoifMum;vsuf&SdumvlrI0efxrf; OD;pD;Xmevufatmuf&Sd

usdKuf0dkif;vli,foifwef;ausmif;wGifaexdkifvsuf&Sdygonf/
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The story of my life
By Maw Maw Win

I am Maw Maw Win, 15 year old.  Out of the five in my family, my father and one of my 
brothers died 7 years ago.  Now I have my mother and my elder brother.  We used to 
live in upper Myanmar.  Since my father died, my mother worked as a seller to support 
the family.  However, her earnings were not enough, so we had to move to my Uncle’s 
house in Hlaing Tha Yar when I was in fourth grade. My mother once had a partial pa-
ralysis and was also bitten by a viper and so her speech is a bit indistinct. Her condition 
caused us to face neglect and stigma by the community.  Understanding my mother’s 
ordeal, I decided to quit school at fifth grade to help her in selling Myanmar snacks.

We sell ice-cream in the summer. We also bought some old clothes from the money we 
saved, and sold them back. My brother also helped my mother in selling old clothes.  
At 13, I started to work in the pulse business selecting beans.  Because of my brother’s 
inexperience, we lost all our investments in selling old clothes and faced great difficulty.  
Since my mother and my cousin did not get along well, we had to rent another place 
and move. With the help of a neighbour, I got a job in a restaurant selling Myanmar 
food. A lot of work in exchange of very little pay.  I got sick after a few months and could 
no longer work, I quit the job.  I became very frustrated at the time. I figured money was 
most important in life as we got into all the trouble because we did not have money.

At that time one of our neighbours asked if I would like to attend the training by the 
NGO Pyinnya Tazaung (Light of Learning).  I decided to attend.  Only after attend-
ing this training did I realize that my perception was wrong.  I also came to learn to 
have goals in my life.  My communication skills improved, so did our relations with 
my cousin. We were allowed to stay back in her house.  I gave all my savings to my 
mother, with which she now re-started the clothing business. My brother is now working 
with his friends in Mandalay.  I came to learn that Pyinnya Tazaung training is offered 
with support from UNICEF.  Attending this training is very useful for me.  If I had made 
a wrong decision while I became desperate, my life may have been in ruins by now.  
Participating in the life skills training is a joyful and memorable experience for me. 

Maw Maw Win, 15, joined EXCEL (Extended Learning for in and out of school children) 
and now lives with her mother and brother in Hlaing Thar Yar
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orD;&JUb0taMumif;
armfarmf0if;

orD;&JUemrnfuawmh armfarmf0if;jzpfygw,f/ toufu 15 ESpf&SdygNyD/ 

orD;rSmrdom;pk 5 a,muf&Sd ygw,f/ tazeJUarmifav;uawmh 

qHk;oGm;wm 7 ESpfavmuf&SdygNyD/ tckorD;rSmtareJUtpfudk&Sdygw,f/ 

orD;wdkUut&ifutnmrSmaeygw,f/ tazqHk;oGm;NyD;aemuftaruaps;

a&mif;auR;ygw,f/ 'gayr,fh tqifrajywJhtwGuf orD; oHk;wef;ESpfrSm 

vSdKifom,mu bBuD;tdrfudkajymif;cJhygw,f/ taruav vnf;jzwfzl;w,f/ 

a>rayG;vnf;tudkufcH&zl;wJhtwGuf pum;udkyDyDoorajymEdkifygbl;/ 

aqGrsdK;awG&JU ypfy,frI? ywf0ef;usif&JUtxifao;rIawGudkcH&ygw,f/ 

tarh&JUtcuftcJawGudkjrifawGUae&wJhtwGuf av;wef;wufaewkef;rSm 

ausmif;xGufNyD; tareJUrkefU0dkif;a&mif;ygw,f/

aEGzufqdk&ifa&cJacsmif;a&mif;ygw,f/ ESpfa,muf&wJhydkufqHudkpkNyD; 

taruabxkyfa&mif;ygw,f/tpfudk u udk&ifxGufNyD; 

tareJUabxkyfa&mif;ygw,f/ orD;vnf; 13 eSpfavmufrSm 

yJvdkufa&G;ygw,f/ tpfudkuvnf;odyfrvdr®mwJhtwGuf abxkyft&if;jyKwfNyD; 

'ku©awmfawmfa&mufcJhygw,f/ bBuD;tdrfu tpfreJU

tareJUrwnfhwJhtwGuf orD;wdkUtdrfiSm;aecJh&ygw,f/ 

orD;vnf;tdrfab;uta':BuD; wpfa,mufajymovdk 

xrif;qdkifrSmtvkyfvkyf&ygw,f/ tvkyfut&rf;cdkif;NyD; 

ydkufqHMuawmh enf;enf;yJay;ygw,f/ 

MumawmhorD;yJaeraumif;jzpfygw,f/ 

rvkyfEdkifwJhtwGufxGufvdkufygw,f/ 

tJ'DtcsdefrSmorD;t&rf;yJ pdwfnpfrdygw,f/ 

ydkufqHr&SdvdkU'ku©a&mufwm ydkufqHut"duyJvdkU xifcJhrdw,f/ 
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armfarmf0if;onf touf15ESpft&G,frdef;uav;jzpfum ]&yf&GmtajcjyK 

ausmif;jyifya&muf uav;oli,frsm;twGuf pOfqufrjywfwdk;csJUynmoif,ljcif;} 

tpDtpOfwGifwufa&mufzl;onf/ olronf¤if;\tar? tpfudkwdkUESifhtwl

vSdKifom,mNrdKUe,fwGif aexdkifvsuf&Sdonf/

tJ'DtcsdefrSmtdrfa&SUutpfru ynmwefaqmifu

oifwef; wufrvm;vdkUvmac:wmeJU wufjzpfygw,f/ 

oifwef;wufawmhrS orD;&JUt,ltqawGrSm;aew,f

qdkwmod&ygw,f/ b0rSm&nfrSef;csufawGvnf; 

xm;wwfvmygw,f/ tpfreJUvnf;tqifajyatmifqufqHw

wfvmwJhtwGuf tdrfrSmjyefaecGifh&ygw,f/ 

tvkyfu&wJhydkufqHudktarhudktukefjyefay;wJhtwGuf 

tarupkxm;awmhtckqdkabxkyfjyefa&mif;vdkU&ae ygNyD/ 

tpfudkuawmholi,fcsif;awGeJU rEÅav;rSmtvkyfvkyfygw,f/ 

ynmwefaqmifoifwef;u ,leDqufeJUyl;aygif;NyD;vkyfay;

wmvdkUod&ygw,f/ oifwef;wufvdkufwmorD;twGuft

usdK;trsm;&Sd ygw,f/ orD;pdwfnpfnpfeJU qHk;jzwfcsuft

rSm;awGcsvdkufNyD;vkyfcsifwmawGvkyfvdkuf&if orD;tckqdk 

b0ysufaeavmufygNyD/ 'Doifwef;udkwufcGifh&wmuawmh 

orD;b0&JUaysmf&Tifp&maumif;wJh trSwfw&ckygyJ/
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tem*wfqDodkU 
pdk;rdk;

tem*wf[lonf aemifjzpfvmrnfhumvwpfckyif/ 

,aeU? ,cktcsdefaygif;rsm;pGmudkjzwfoef;&if;ESifh tem*wfodkU 

a&muf&SdMuonf/ ]ae&dyfrvmcif aeyluapmifh}qdkonfh

twdkif; atmifjrifrl[lonfhae&dyftwGuf BudK;pm;tm;xkwf 

rIwnf;[laom aeylup&ayonf/ ]opfwpfyifaumif;vQif 

iSufwpfaomif;em;Edkifonf}[kqdk&dk;&Sdonfhtwdkif; t&dyftm0go

aumif;onfhopfyifBuD;jzpfvmap&ef rsdK;aphav;udk a&avmif; 

aygif;oifay;&onf/ xdkUtwl Nidrf;csrf;om,monfhurÇmBuD; 

jzpfvmap&ef &ifaoG;i,fav;rsm;udkjyKpkysdK;axmifay;oifhyg

onf/ tb,fhaMumifhqdkaomf ,aeUurÇmBuD;\tem*wfonf 

,aeUuav;i,frsm;\vufwGif&Sdonf/

vlom;wdkif;onf rdrdtem*wfudkrdrdjyKjyifzefwD;EdkifpGrf; &Sd&rnf/

vSyaumif;rGefaomtem*wfrsm;twGuf ,aeUudktaumif;qHk;

BudK;pm;oifhonf/ Oyrm uREkfyfwdkU ynma&;? vlrIa&;? usef;rma&;?

rdom;pka&;ponfwdkUonf ,aeUuwnf;u BudK;pm;aerSomvQif 

tem*gwfaumif;rGefygvdrfhrnf/ ,aeUvlBuD;rsm;ae&mwGif 

,ckuav;i,frsm;u0ifa&mufvmayrnf/ odkUjzpf&m 

uav;rsm;\ usef;rma&;? vlrIa&;? ynma&;ponfjzifh 

bufpHkzGHUNzdK; wdk;wufap&ef wm0ef&Sdoltm;vHk;u aqmif&Gufay; 

oifhonf/ touf&Sifoefa&;ESifh bufpHkzGYHNzdK; wdk;wufa&;rSmvnf;

uav;rsm;\tcGifhta&;yifjzpfonf/ uav;rsm;tcGifhta&;rsm; 

&&Sdum jyKpkysdK;axmifay;vQif uav;\tem*wf? vlrsdK;\

tem*wf? EdkifiH\tem*wf? ed*Hk;csKyftm;jzifh urÇmBuD;\

tem*wfonfawmufyí vSyopfvGifaeayawmhrnfjzpfonf/

pdk;rdk;onf txu(4)ykZGefawmifwGifynmoifMum;vsuf&Sdum 

ol\rdom;pkESifhtwl oefvsifNrdKUwGifaexdkifvsuf&Sdonf/
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To the Future
By Soe Moe

Future means something which will happen 
later. We arrive at ‘future’ by passing through 
many moments in the present.  There is a 
saying To arrive under a shade, we have to 
encounter the hot sun – similarly to arrive at 
a comfortable place like the shades, we often 
have take the journey in the hot sun.

Another saying goes, One good tree can 
harbour thousands of birds - we start from the 
nursery as a young plant to grow into a big 
shady tree. We may interpret these to mean, 
we need to properly nurture our young chil-
dren to create a peaceful world. The future of 
our world lies in the hands of today’s children.

Every human being must be able to shape 
their own future. To get beautiful future, we 
should work best at the present moment. For 
example, for our health, education, social and 
family matters, we should do our best and 
there is no other moment better than the pres-
ent moment to start these work. Today’s chil-
dren will take the place of adults in the future. 
All responsible people should come forward 
to help improve the lives of children through 
better health, education and environment. It is 
the right of every child to live and develop.

If the children are nurtured and their rights 
realized, the future of children and that of our 
people, our country, our nation and ultimately 
that of the world will become brighter and 
more beautiful. 
 

Soe Moe studies at a Basic High School 
Pazundaung and lives with his family in 
Thanlyn
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About the Stories By Children
The stories presented in the Stories by Children are written by twelve Myanmar 	
children who come from a range of background, from middle class school going 
children to unprivileged working children for whom survival can be a struggle. In the 
stories, they have freely expressed their hopes and aspirations, wishes, dreams and 
fears, and their thoughts on being a child in Myanmar.  Some stories show deep 
compassion children felt for other children and their causes. 

UNICEF Myanmar brought these children together in a four day writing workshop in 
October 2009 as part of the commemoration of the 20th Anniversary of the Convention 
on the Rights of the Child.  The Stories By Children honours children’s dreams, and 
bears testimony to their plight and hope. In celebrating child rights, it is our humble 
attempt to bring up the voices of children who are often the least heard. 

UNICEF extends thanks to the young writers, the facilitators who supported and 
encouraged the children to tell some rather difficult stories, and all those internal and 
external people who put their mind and heart in making the publication interesting 
within a very short time.  The names of some writers’ were printed on consent and 
when appropriate, some were changed to protect privacy.  

It would be a great reward if we the adults, as readers, parents, teachers, government 
employees, international agencies and NGO staff and many others, can learn and do 
more using each one of our capacity, to protect the best interest of every child.  

Facilitation: Daw Than Myint Aung and UNICEF Team
Illustration: Win Naing UNICEF


