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It was past midnight of December 1, 1958, around the strike of one. [...]

The beam from a flashlight shining into the mosquito net accompanied by the sound
of shoes woke my sleeping wife and me.

“Maung... get up... I think it’s the police. They’ve come right into the bedroom.”

“Huh... really?” I said, rolling from bed to outside of the net and coming face to face
with Special Branch Inspector Ko Aung Hpe, holding the flashlight, and U Ba Thaung, at the
head of the bedstead.

“Ah, you gents keep odd hours. Do tell, what’s the matter?” I asked, impatient for the
disturbance to what was truly a very enjoyable sleep.

“Ko Hla Win... where’s he gone?”

“How’d I know? He sleeps at the room over that side. Ask that side.”

Ko Hla Win had been to college with me in *45—46. That year we started out working
in the student union together. After ’50, when I first went into newspapers, he crossed over to
politics. In 56 when he married my sister-in-law, Ma Khin Khin Kyi, since we were friends
he came to live in the same house, working for income in the morning as a schoolteacher, in
the afternoon working as associate secretary of the NUF [National United Front], Yangon
District. [...]

“He’s not in his room. We saw only his wife. Where do you think he’s gone? Where

else could he sleep?” Inspector Ko Aung Hpe continued to ask, doubting my reply.



“Come, come, let’s go over and see his wife.” That’s all I could do. As I had no other
reply I called the police officers from the head of the bedstead, out of the bedroom so as to
meet Ko Hla Win’s wife, Ma Khin Khin Kyi.

“Right, Khin Khin Kyi... They say they want to see Ko Hla Win. Isn’t he at home?
Didn’t he return home tonight?”

“He didn’t return... he had a meeting today at NUF. I don’t know if he had
opportunities for a sleep when it was getting dark. We’ll undoubtedly see him tomorrow,”
Khin Khin Kyi answered, trembling slightly as she was unsettled by what was happening.

“Well, if that’s the case then we want to search Ko Hla Win’s room. You and his wife
stay and watch,” and saying this, the inspector searched the bedroom with his men. As
nothing like this had ever happened to me before, I didn’t know what to do. I stood nearby
watching where they rummaged.

Three officers went through everywhere, in the drawers under the mattress and the
cupboards, on the table and bookshelf, scrutinizing the papers that fell from in between books
and those from files.

Although they searched like this for close to an hour they found not a scrap that might
infringe the law, and appeared to give up; then...

“There’s nothing. You don’t know where he’s sleeping?”” This question came up
again.

It was difficult. How was it for me to know?

“How’d I know?”” was all that I could reply.

Inspector Ko Aung Hpe went out from the room being searched to talk softly with
Captain Kyi, who was standing in darkness in the guestroom at the front of the house. I

couldn’t hear what he said. [...]



Captain Kyi left the guestroom and having rescinded his initial order to the police on
guard outside, departed by car.

“Well, we have to search your room too,” Inspector Ko Aung Hpe said smilingly.

I figured that since they wanted to search my room since they had not found any
papers or anything illegal in Ko Hla Win’s.

“Come search,” I said, leading the way to my bedroom so that the officers could
search it. [...]

Afterwards as they had searched and found nothing they left the room and again the
question returned, “You don’t know where Ko Hla Win is sleeping?”’

How was I to reply? I had already answered the question, hadn’t I?

“I don’t know,” was all I could groan.

Inspector Ko Aung Hpe thought a little and then, “Well, if that’s so then since we
can’t see Ko Hla Win, I suppose you’ll come along with us for a moment.”

I thought he was just teasing. “Do I really have to come along?” was all I asked in
reply.

“Really, come along for a moment.”

Inside me, I felt a small sensation that I had never experienced before. Since I was
little I had kept far away from police stations. Just as I had tried not to wind up a defendant, I
had also tried always to be tolerant and not wind up a plaintiff. But now it was going to
happen. “A moment” I guessed meant that the police officers would take me along to the
station, then they would interrogate me over and over about Ko Hla Win’s whereabouts, then
they would release me. That’s all I imagined.

“Right, Y1, I have to go along with them for a moment. Get me some warm clothing,”
I told my wife, who was sitting with the police officers near the dining room.

“Maung, your son is very frightened. Please take a moment to be with him.”



My wife pushed my middle son into my arms and then went into the room to get
warm clothing.

In his father’s arms, my seven-year-old middle son Chit Yi Lay wrapped himself
around his father’s neck in embrace, shaking with intense fear. His legs and arms were
clammy, and I could hear his heartbeat. I pressed my cheek to his and hugged him tight.

My wife held out a coat, muffler and beanie that she had brought, and I went to pass
our son to her.

Now it was bound to be difficult...

As I lifted him he held tighter to my neck, crying and sobbing bitterly, “Uh uh, daddy
can’t go along, can’t go along.” [...]

I forcibly lifted my son into my wife’s arms. I struggled violently to break free from
his grasp. In this manner my son went from my arms to those of my wife, but the sound of his
crying did not subside...

Not so much as washing my face, I put on the warm clothing and said, “Well, let’s
go.

Without a word passing with my wife, I went with the police officers out of the
kitchen.

“Daddy can’t go along. Don’t take daddy. Daddy can’t go. I’ll tell granny.” The sound
of my middle son’s wailing caused me great pain. [ saw my wife’s face fleetingly from a
distance. Her eyelids were growing moist with tears.

“Y1i, I’'ll only be gone a moment, alright?” This was all I said as I left the house and
boarded the police officers’ car.

I had nothing with me: just a set of clothes and a body.

Once in the Land Rover police car we went to the Kamayut Police Station.



Inspector Ko Aung Hpe called over the station duty officer and sitting at a table
pulled the appropriate warrants out of his bag.

The arrest warrants were forms. Each was blank, with nothing filled in; only the
bottom of the warrants already conveniently had the signature of the arresting officer, Special
Branch Deputy Inspector General U Hpe Than.

Ko Aung Hpe asked my age, father’s name and so on and then filled out the register.
Then he handed the register to the duty officer in order to record in the daily diary that I had
been arrested.

Only when it was all over and done with did I learn that I had been arrested under
section 5(a) 1(b) law and order section.

“What prison do you want to go to?”

“Since you’ve arrested me, send me some place you think’ll be good,” was all that I
could say. [...]

In this manner on December 2, 1958 I arrived at the Insein Prison Annexe. From
there, starting with Insein Central Prison I arrived at Prome Prison, Thayet Prison, and then
the unforgettable Coco Island Prison. [...]

My life is now simply the life of a section 5 detainee who cannot count the days to his
release. Even people who have committed serious crimes like murder, armed robbery and
rape can count the days to their release on their fingers.

But how can I count?

Now I doubt the expression “a moment”. The term “a moment” that I and you the
reader use is a moment with a time limit. However, “that moment” of which the police
officers speak has no limit. “That moment” is a moment without end or beginning. This
moment that has lasted one year, five months and 12 days has for me been a lifetime.

[Words: 1466]




































