
  

  NEWSLETTER 

As a motivation program of HR, second annual trip of STCL to Ngwe Saung Beach was started on 16 Jan 

2016. The trip was accompanied by 64 staffs, leading by Co-Chairman Daw Myat Thandar and Vice 

Chairman U Zaw Naing Thein. 

As objectives of motivation program, playing outdoor games, exchanging of memorable  presents, singing 

competition and celebration of Birthday Party for January Borns and several programs were performed.  

Staffs participated happily and actively. And then, on the morning of 17th Jan 2016, memorable photo shots 

were taken at Lover’s Island. At 12:00 noon they left for Yangon and arrived at evening 7:00. 
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Australian oil and gas exploration firm Woodside has announced that its Myanmar joint venture has 

discovered gas at one of its offshore columns. The discovery was made at the Shwe Yee Htun-1 exploration 

well in Block A-6 in the Rakhine Basin, one of six blocks Woodside is exploring in the Rakhine Basin. 

Woodside holds a 40 percent stake in the block, with Total holding 40 percent and local company MPRL E&P 

holding the remaining 20 percent. Woodside said it had found approximately 15 metres of net gas pay at the 

site. “Further analysis will be undertaken to understand the full potential of the play, but this de-risks a 

number of leads which will now be matured. This discovery is an encouraging outcome for future exploration 

and appraisal activity in the area,” said Woodside CEO Peter Coleman. Woodside is exploring five other blocks 

off the Rakhine coast, in partnership with firms including BG, MPEP and Daewoo. 

Woodside discovers gas at A-6 offshore block 
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For summer electricity supplement, gas engines will be hired from Singapore and 
APR to boost up electricity distribution 

 

Ministry of Electric Power said that gas engines will be tired from Singapore and APR and operated to 

generate about 200 MW of electric power to fulfill power shortage in coming summer. The operation sites will 

be gas available places such as Kyauk Phyu, Myin Chan and Kyauk Se,ect.  

MOEP is planning to develop Electric Power supply within five years by Loans from WB, ADB and JICA, 

Previously about 2.2 million families received electric power supply now up to 3.4 million families and 4.7 

million families are out of supply. 
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Images of Staffs Enjoying in Ngwe Saung Beach
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Blaming other is not a right solution!  

Some persons are Lazy. 

Some have good diligence. 

To fulfill with diligence or not depends upon 

original character and surrounding conditions at 

hunter environment or fisherman environment.  

In the diligence valuable environment, originally 

lazy persons may become active and in the 

environment of diligence devalued, originally active

persons may become lazy and inactive when two 

environments with different considerations upon 

works or diligence meet by some way, then they 

may face mutual misunderstanding. 

In Costa Rica, a Taiwan expert team planted a 

demonstration special productivity rice field:

farmers study the fields and pleased to the 

successful productivity of rice. They asked 

questions to experts, what about working hours 

per day? 12 hours in a day, the experts replied.  
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Then the native farmers show no sign of admire. 

They commented that the more the working hour 

will give the more products. 

Really the native farmers interested in how 

Taiwanese do by strange powers. 

But things got without effort is rare in the world. 

Effective modern technologies are not will power and 

are supporting techniques with advantages more 

than ordinary ways. But by applying there 

techniques, it is needed to do work hard. 

In the world, developed people have technical 

knowhow and diligence. 

Some did not find out proper ways, got lazy and 

blamed to other developed people. They also refer 

to fortune for not developing well. 

Some did not consider deeply the cause of 

unsuccessfulness, but instead they pointed finger to 

nearest person and blamed. 

Columbia, in the Latin America, there was leather

industry producing purses, handbags and other 

leather products. But Columbia leather industry did 

not penetrate the world market. An expert company 

was hired to find the cause and advice.  
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The advisory company found two important causes and there are. 

(1) Columbia leather products are very expensive. 

(2) Columbia leather quality is unsatisfactory.  

Leather business men blamed their government for too much tax on Argentina leather imports, cheaper 

than local product, and also the butchers who ignore to get good quality leather, to produce more benefit 

meat. 

The butchers again complain that the cause was due to cow farm business men. They stamped several time 

at various places on the bodies of cows, so that good quality leathers not available. 

 

And finally cow farm business men blamed bad quality leather was due to cows themselves. Leather was 

changed when cows rubbed their body with boundary barbed-wires to ease itching by insects. How to do 

the cows have wisdom? 

 

No one can be solved this problem. If we cannot save ourselves, who will come and save us? 

Avoiding the problems is not saving ourselves. In other way, it is ignoring self advantages. 

Everybody who honour good and bad effects should look for answers bravely to solve the problem. It 

should be considered, what was the original cause, what one have to solve and take effort on everything 

should do. And then will attain success. 

 Personal Development 
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Ref: Tan Phoe Htar Att Thaw Ayar Myar (Pe Myint) Translated by U Aung Min Oo 
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Many a young person tells me he wants to be a writer. I always encourage such people, but I also explain that 

there’s a big difference between “being a writer” and writing. In most cases these individuals are dreaming of 

wealth and fame, not the long hours alone at a typewriter. “You’ve got to want to write,” I say to them, “not 

want to be a writer.”  

The reality is that writing is a lonely, private and poor-paying affair. For every writer kissed by fortune there are 

thousands more whose longing is never requited. Even those who succeed often know long periods of neglect 

and poverty. I did.  

When I left a 20-year career in the Coast Guard to become a freelance writer, I had no prospects at all. What I 

did have was a friend in New York City, George Sims, with whom I’d grown up in Henning, Tenn. George found 

me my home, a cleaned-out storage room in the Greenwich Village apartment building where he worked as 

superintendent. It didn’t even matter that it was cold and had no bathroom. I immediately bought a used 

manual typewriter and felt like a genuine writer.  

After a year or so, however, I still hadn’t gotten a break and began to doubt myself. It was so hard to sell a 

story that I barely made enough to eat. But I knew I wanted to write. I had dreamed about it for years. I wasn’t 

going to be one of those people who die wondering, What if? I would keep putting my dream to the test—even 

though it meant living with uncertainty and fear of failure. This is the Shadowland of hope, and anyone with a 

dream must learn to live there.  

Then one day I got a call that changed my life. It wasn’t an agent or editor offering a big contract. It was the 

opposite—a kind of siren call tempting me to give up my dream. On the phone was an old acquaintance from 

the Coast Guard, now stationed in San Francisco. He had once lent me a few bucks and liked to egg me about 

it. “When am I going to get that $15, Alex?” he teased.  

“Next time I make a sale.”  

“I have a better idea,” he said, “We need a new public information assistant out here, and we’re paying $6000 a 

year. If you want it, you can have it.”  

Six thousand a year! That was real money in 1960. I could get a nice apartment, a used car, pay off some debts, 

and maybe save a little something. What’s more, I could write on the side.  

As the dollars were dancing in my head, something cleared my senses. From deep inside a bullheaded 

resolution went up. I had dreamed of being a writer—full time. And that’s what I was going to be. “Thanks, but 

no.” I heard myself saying, “I’m going to stick it out and write.”  

Afterwards, as I paced around my little room, I started to feel like a fool. Reaching into my cupboard—an 

orange crate nailed to the wall—I pulled out all that was there: two cans of sardines. Plunging my hands in my 

pockets, I came up with 18 cents. I took the cans and the coins and jammed them into a paper bag. There, 

Alex, I said to myself. There’s everything you’ve made of yourself so far. I’m not sure I’ve ever felt so low.  

I wish I could say things started getting better right away. But they didn’t. Thank goodness I had George to help 

me over the rough spots.             Continued on Next Page - 

The Shadowland of Dreams 
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Through him I met other struggling artists like Joe Delaney, a veteran painter from Knoxville, Tenn. Often Joe 

lacked food money, so he’d visit a neighborhood butcher who would hand him some wilted vegetables. That’s 

all Joe needed to make down-home soup.  

Another Village neighbor was a handsome singer who ran a struggling restaurant. Rumor had it that if a 

customer ordered steak the singer would dash to a supermarket across the street to buy one. His name was 

Harry Belafonte.  

People like Delaney and Belafonte became role models for me. I learned that you had to make sacrifices and 

live creatively to keep working at your dream. That’s what living in the Shadowland is all about.  

As I absorbed the lesson, I gradually began to sell my articles. I was writing about what many people were 

talking about then: civil rights, black Americans and Africa. Soon, like birds flying south, my thoughts were 

drawn back to my childhood. In the silence of my room, I heard the voices of Grandma, Cousin George, Aunt 

Plus, Aunt Liz, and Aunt Till as they told stories about our family and slavery.  

These were stories that black Americans had tended to avoid before, and so I mostly kept them to myself. But 

one day at lunch with editors of Reader’s Digest I told these stories of my grandmother and aunts and cousins; 

and I said that I had a dream to trace my family’s history to the first African brought to these shores in chains. 

I left that lunch with a contract that would help support my research and writing for nine years.  

It was a long, slow climb out of the shadows. Yet in 1976, 17 years after I had left the Coast Guard, Roots was 

published. Instantly I had the kind of fame and success that few writers ever experience. The shadows had 

turned into dazzling limelight.  

For the first time I had money and open doors everywhere. The phone rang all the time with new friends and 

new deals. I packed up and moved to Los Angeles, where I could help in the making of the Roots TV mini-

series. It was a confusing, exhilarating time, and in a sense I was blinded by the light of my success.  

Then one day, while unpacking, I came across a box filled with things I had owned years before in the Village. 

Inside was a brown paper bag.  

I opened it, and there were two corroded sardine cans, a nickel, a dime and three pennies. Suddenly the past 

came flooding in like a riptide. I could picture myself once again huddled over the typewriter in that cold, 

bleak, one-room apartment. And I said to myself, The things in this bag are part of my roots too. I can’t ever 

forget that.  

I sent them out to be framed in Lucite. I keep that clear plastic case where I can see it every day. I can see it 

now above my office desk in Knoxville, along with the Pulitzer Prize; a portrait of nine Emmys awarded to the 

TV production of Roots; and the Spingarn medal –the NAACP’s highest honor. I’d be hard pressed to say which 

means the most to me. But only one reminds me of the courage and persistence it takes to stay the course in 

the Shadowland. It’s a lesson anyone with a dream should learn. 

Ref: Alex Haley
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Current Gold Price 

 
World Gold     –      1093   USD/Oz 
Myanmar Gold    - 759,000    Kyats 

 




