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On the wall

I heard a faint clicking sound 
ringing near my ear. After a few 
more uncomfortable minutes in 
bed, I woke up with a sudden 
jerk to find that my alarm clock 

had disturbed my sleep. I could hard-
ly open my eyes because the windows 
of my room were wide open to let the 
golden rays of sun shine into it.

I was angry at being woken up 
early in the morning and I wanted 
to switch it off at once. I wasn’t very 
successful. My numb fingers knocked 
the clock off the table beside me. I 
heard it clatter on to the floor and 
knew it was no more.

Then I heard a loud disturbance 
that I had been completely unaware 
of. My younger sisters were rushing 
around, while our parents were try-
ing to stop them. They were prob-
ably fighting about their “lost” toys. 
I didn’t care about these things. I 
wasn’t able to setle down to work 
because my faithful pet dog died. I let 
my thoughts travel back to the bitter 
past.

Shico was not only my pet but also 
my best friend. He was special to me. 
First of all, he was a canine and an 
adorable one at that. He was a cute 
little pup whom I met on the road 
side with a careless mother or master. 
I instantly felt sorry for him. I picked 
him up and took him home. That 
was the happiest day of my life, but 
the happy days did not last long.

One day my father decided to go 
on a trip to Kataragama. I felt sorry 
to leave my dog. Days passed and we 
visited many places. All was well until 
bad luck struck me and Shico. We 
came back home but “Shico” wasn’t 
there.

My grandmother looked sadly at 
me. I realised something has hap-
pened. I searched for my Shico eve-
rywhere but I couldn’t find it. “Did 
you see my puppy grandmother?” I 
asked. My grandmother slowly came 
near me.” My darling, I don’t know 
how to tell you this, but I have to tell 
you.” she said. She told me the unfor-
tunate and bad news about my pet. I 
couldn’t believe it. I cried. 

“What happened to you?” mother 
asked.

“Do you know mom, yesterday 
Shico had been playing on the road 
and suddenly Shico was run over by 
a car. He’ll never come home again.” 
I said. My family members tried to 
console me.

I couldn’t believe how it had hap-
pened. He was an intelligent dog. 
I was angry about that stupid car 
driver and also about myself because 
I couldn’t see it’s body-I was too late. 

I went to my room slowly and closed 
the door. I pulled down my bed cover 
and pillows. I didn’t want any thing. 
My mother asked me to open the 
door but I didn’t want to listen to her. 
I was tired and I slept.

Days and weeks had passed, but 
I was ignorant about time. My daily 
routine was regular, it never changed. 
I spent most of my time in my bed-
room looking at pictures of my pet 
dog and me.

My day-dreaming had to stop 
when I was summoned by my father 
to the living room, a place I hardly 

visit. Reluctantly as usual, I pulled 
myself out of the dark-cave. 

I left my bedroom and slowly went 
down the stairs, wondering what it 
might be. I stayed a while outside the 
living room, listening to what it was 
about.

I slowly walked in there and at 
once I knew what I had been called 
for - a friendly bark greeted me as 
Shico jumped on to me and started 
licking my face as if it was crazy. Eve-
ryone called out “Happy Birthday”. 
This pleasant surprise was followed 
by a delicious cake and soft drinks. 

I enjoyed the rest of the party and 
returned to my bedroom. This was 
the biggest surprise in my life.

Lost and found

O dear! Pretty little rose
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O dear! pure little Rose, who lonely bloomed and behaving among the heather
The gloominess of your vicinity was vanished, by your brightness
Not only honey bees; but also birds; wasps, who seek relief; repose with feelings are abundant in your vicinity
Try thy best to improve your tolerability towards their fascinating displays;
They go on trek as far as their best to tackle your intimacy
Beware of their burning cravings
Try thy best to secure your purity!
All their attempts are to envelop, choke, and perish your ‘sweet- scented petals’
Their ‘Woven-dreams’ before you as ‘Glittering-brooks’ from dawn to dusk
Try thy best to read those foes’ passion!
They attract you only to quench their  thirst
Do not flare up their ‘Smouldering-wicks!’
Do not pour water on their ‘Sprouting-seeds!’
As wise little Rose; think twice about their ‘sly-suggestions’
Try thy best to secure your purity!
Some of them among those mask the lust; with love and camouflage among the lovers
Be alert towards their giving! through their pretending
Do not trust those ‘flattering-tongues’ who make pledges and promises before you
Do not let them interfere in your privacy!
O dear! pretty little Rose, try thy best to secure your purity!
- Merril Perera

The silvery rays of the smiling sun
Were dancing on the rolling waves.
They glitter and shine on the bundle of 
fish 
Struggling inside the fishing net.
Still in the waters the fishes knew,
Yet cannot glide or swim away.
They roll and roll and are being dragged.
Somebody’s pulling them, but who or 
why?
Baffled are they. Confused and bewil-
dered.
Helpless they all are.   
The sun is happily smiling, 
So were the owners of the net.
“A fine catch!” their eyes gleam
So were the eyes of the crows and the 
birds
As they fly over eyeing the fish.
The net was dragged ashore.

“Twas thrown onto the golden sand
Along with the bundle of the doomed 
fish 
Rolling, struggling, fidgeting inside. 
The trip is over.
The fish are not in the waters anymore. 
The fishermen were smiling.
The fish were grinning.
Grinning with all their sharp teeth
Showing their anger and agony.
Grinning at who? Their captors?
Gaping they all were 
Opening their mouths in a fruitless effort
To breathe - to survive.
With googly eyes turned towards heaven
They breathe their last, on the sandy 
beach.

- Lalitha Somathilaka
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