n3lwusswIadssunssuasnassAgaatdguiidvodeu (3lsd) U vecac
Winner of the Southea t Asian Writer Award (S.E.A Write), 1995
auu Uafunaly wo U
Thai-English Edition

/
ns ZJ'D\)’HJ
rin khao - ngam

SvfEvT  wa :
\/ b
= \\dl Vongsangah




b

& A A An o | o v €

MEMIDE §OUT e Wanm@iele o auﬂa‘mgaghmﬂiswuﬁ
= G Y G A o o A X I A

AR mmﬂmamaamauaammLaaLwaﬂagﬁwslwﬂumauvlmaa
a [ ;’i a £ K A @) L o a :&I zsl 1 U
FUGUIMNT  FIThA mwm%‘m‘umwElwmaaLﬂuwflwmmmﬁwmmﬂ@
Sianae wnleehslaatsniousiRasdvell mnfeRasnuiy
Hadevdetiniluesdle Tisefohifuenutiadyfimasnsom
asdunudnhvinuasraslanuasdie

Any situation, location, time or story which appear in my
poems are all taken from real life. Their essence, however,
has been melted down in my mind, to be reborn and
reshaped according to my own imaginings. Thus what
the reader will read, although from two sources, is neither
really one or the other. If it happens to match with anyone
else’s specific or imagined reality, it is coincidental, and
perhaps an indication that many among us live these

ballads or sagas, and wish to portray them to the world.






v v v
A - ANNIUNRE

Prologue : Banana Tree Horse
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Banana Tree Horse 1

With his own dream-filled hands, my father made
A hobby horse for me, to ride on my quest.
Along with a gun from a banana tree stem,

To fight all foes invading my realm.

His words still ring in my ears,
A man must leave his home one day
To face the wide wild world, with no fears

And testing his courage, always.

The banana tree horse, then, took me away,
Leaping through the wilds with no dismay,
As thorny bush and stormy hills we passed

The power of yearning grew in my heart.
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Ten thousand rough days and bitter nights, I flew
To the horizon, searching, without clues.

On tree roots often my head was laid,

With blue sky as blanket, day by day.

My hobby horse still kept me company,
Bearing me on with dignity.
Till the City of Angels I one day reached,

A dark paradise, where no angels tread.

So many years had galloped by,
My spirit, in searching, was wearied and tired,
Let’s rest here awhile, my good old horse,

This Civilized City, brought us to a halt.

Finding some friends to share our dream
Seeking neon lights, instead of nature’s gleam
Of stars above, or the sound of crickets’ in the wood.

Enjoying the city’s ambience now, we would.
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The more I sought, more lost than found,
My spirit weakened, foes all around.
Happiness departed, yet he’s still there,

My best horse-friend, never lost nor despaired.

Yet, over time, dry he might be,
And my father’s gun may drop on my knee.
And a man’s tear from my eyes would be shed,

The real time for courage was now to be met.

With my father's wisdom, my dreams were once lit,
On the horse back I rode, with my true spirit.
Alas! All seemed to have gone astray,

Trapped in behaving in a civilized way.

I felt torn apart, my heart was not strong,
In this civilized place, I didn*t feel I belonged.
I wish, on my horse, I could still go leaping

Back home again, to seek father’s blessing.
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