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Montage

For now, the Babe of Bethlehem, lies not there; then where?
Where vigorous cyclones and tsunamis have devastated,
And victims of violence lie emaciated -
Sans victuals, sans clothing and neighbourly care.
With Hardly a prospect, their pockets being bare,
Where children half naked and utterly illfed,
Would rummage some dumpster,
In case they could salvage a morsel of food,
Their dire hunger to assuage.
While the five-star haunts with wine and dine overflow,
And the rich, like dives, would do nothing more,
But mouth greetings of old “Merry Christmas” they’d say,
But raise not a finger to help others in His name,
For whose sake Christ was born, in a manger so crude, so bare,
Yes Christmas is crisis, God’s judgement here begun,
Amid so much merriment, apathy and high fun,
For our Saviour’s bambino, still yearns to be born,
In the inns of our hearts – this Blessed Christmas morn.
So mark you, dear reader, Christmas is here to stay.
If only we would care for others, In His Precious and Holy name.

- Rev. Lucien G.B. Fernando

The beacon of light to the dark continent,
Who brought dignity and freedom,
To the innocent people of Africa.
Who preserved the noble values of,
Democracy, integrity, unity in diversity.
You taught the world humanity and harmony.
You vanquished the ugly apartheid monster.
And brought unity to all people.
Your far-sighted vision of a harmonious,
Multi-racial democracy of shared prosperity.
The colossal figure of South Africa.
Revered freedom fighter,
Dalibhunga the rural boy of Qunu,
Nelson Mandela!
We honour you!

- Richard Basnayake

King He was!
Born in a stable, adored by the Magi
Bearing costly gifts, befitting a king.
King He was!
Oft attired in the seamless robe
His mother wove.
King He was!
When forcibly donned in a purple robe
A crown of thorns
Jeered by Pilate, “Here's your King of the Jews!”
Jeered by the mob “Hail King of the Jews.”
King He was!
Conquering sin and death
Rising triumphant that Easter morn.
Today He reigns, King of the Universe
Accepted King and Lord!
Of the diverse peoples of the earth
His faithful subjects.
Enthroned in their hearts
Accepted King
A king like no other!
Christ the King!

- Jeannette Cabraal

by Jeannette Cabraal 

Ravi alighted from the limousine 
and looked around. It was good 
to touch the ‘green, green, grass 

of home'. Having been abroad for over 
a couple of years, he was glad to be 
back for Christmas in the old familiar 
surroundings. His parents and sisters 
accompanied him proud and happy to 
have spruced up the house and garden 
for Ravi's arrival. 

Ravi appreciated the old Christmas 
setting. The crib in the corner with the 
Christ Child, the whole panorama of 
the event unfolded the Christmas Tree 
blinking, resplendently garbed in its 
Christmas finery of baubles, decora-
tions, toys, illuminations. Christmas 
carols playing softly in the background. 
All was perfect. Ah! It was good to be 
home. 

Home, home, sweet, sweet, home 
There's no place like home 
He hummed and whistled in turn 

softly to himself. 
Then he stopped in his tracks. “Ach-

chi! Where's Achchi? She's not come 
to greet me. Is she sick? Is she asleep? 
Then don't disturb her. Time enough 
for her elephantine hug in the morn-
ing. But I'll just take a peep”, he did. 
The room had been completely trans-
formed. It looked like a guest room but 
there was no achchi. 

Absence 

“Amma what's happened?” His heart 
skipped a beat. Had she? Had she? 
Passed away in his absence? Amma was 
apologetic. “No putha, we put her in an 
Elders’ Home. That's much better for 
her. She'll have company there, She's 
well settled in her new environment. 
You can go to see her tomorrow.”

“But Amma tomorrow is Christmas! 
Isn't she coming home for Christ-
mas? Since when has she been away? 
Ravi could not stand this. He loved 
his grandmother and feelings were 
mutual. He was disappointed. Gone 
was the tune he was humming and 
whistling. His face had turned ashen 

but he couldn't tell his parents anything 
no sooner he arrived. His parents and 
sisters were taken aback at his visible 
reaction but brought out arguments in 
support of their decision. They did not 
want to spoil his vacation. 

“Come on Putha, we've planned a 
sumptuous feast for you. Everything to 
suit your taste. Your favourite dishes. 
Take a wash and come over, there's 
so much to say, do and eat. “Yes son 
don't worry about Achchi, she's quite 
comfortable there. We can visit her 
tomorrow evening” piped in father 
nonchalantly. 

Banisters 

Ravi proceeded to his room upstairs. 
He didn't even notice the beautifully 
decorated banisters. Everything was 
lost on him now. After a while there 
was the whirring of a car taking off. All 
ran to the verandah to see the car turn-
ing out at the gate. It had to be Ravi. 
They looked at one another bewildered, 
flopping on several chairs randomly, 

wondering what to do or say. They had 
not expected such a turn of events. 

After sometime they heard the 
familiar whirr of the car and sprang to 
their feet. There was Ravi cheerily help-
ing Achchi to get off and steering her 
towards the house. Achchi's wrinkled 
cheeks were wet with tears. Ravi's 
parents looked quite abashed. Rallying  
themselves quickly they invited all to 
dinner. 

Ravi spoke at the dinner table. “Tha-
tha, Amma, I want to ask you for one 
great Christmas present. Don't ever 
send Achchi to the Elder's Home. Her 
place is with us here. I have experi-
enced loneliness away from home. You 
can't realise how much she had been 
sobbing today. 

Those care-givers told me and I saw 
for myself. Please! Please! Let Achchi 
remain with us. We'll all be going for 
the midnight service, won't we? Achchi 
too!” he smiled giving her a big hug. 
The music in the background was play-
ing, “This comes to pass when a child 
is born”.

Christ the King

Nelson Mandela

� e crisis of 
Bethlehem

Cold dark, winter
When snow sweeps across
The mountain peaks
Draped in flakes white
The solitary mistletoe
Brings another season alight
As red berries ripe
So arranged on snow white
When dew drizzles down
Nights cold, around town
Olives abundant so grow
In between the mistletoe
Heralding Christmas again
Perennial green on plains
When stars shine on
The season begins head on

- Miran Perera
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