
 

Prasanna Vithanage’s award 
winning ‘Oba Nathuwa 
Oba Ekka’ (‘With you, 
without you’) will sit com-
fortably with the most 
subtle and captivating 

cinematic creations of our time. Since 
seeing this movie in Sydney last year, I 
have not stopped savouring its haunt-
ing moments, its underlying power and 
the relevance of its theme.  

 My esteem of Vithanage had been 
somewhat dented after his somewhat 
jejune ‘Akasa Kusum’ (2009), I nearly 
gave the film a miss when by chance 
I noted that it was based on Fyodor 
Dostoevsky›s novella ‘The Meek One’ 
or ‘A Gentle Creature’. This minor work 
of the Russian master had eluded me 
and I had no clue about his work or 
what to expect on the screen.

 Lack of the synopsis of the film 
made watching it an intriguing, 
absorbing and a thoroughly rewarding 
experience.  The film’s abrupt ending 
had such a profound effect on me - it 
almost moved me to tears and com-
pelled me ask myself: why did the film 
end like that?

 Impressed by the topicality of its 
theme in relation to the ethnic gulf and 
ethnic prejudices, I was certain that 
the film must be a loose adaptation of 
Dostoevsky’s novella. 

I was astonished when I read the 
book.  Vithanage had stuck to the Rus-
sian master’s story diligently.  He had 
substituted the heroine – the meek one 
with a destitute young Tamil girl and 
changed the backdrop to the post-war 
period- a brilliant ploy indeed. 

 Allow me to first sketch the sto-
ryline of ‘Meek One’. This will dem-
onstrate Vithanage’s brilliance and to 
what extent he had relied on Dosto-
evsky’s sharp insight- a major reason 
for the film’s expressive power.

 ‘Meek One’ (1876) though obscured 
by his more famous work,  is typically 
Dostoevskian in its depth of psycho-
logical observation and power - the 
story containing a range of themes 
common to his major works. 

 Cruelty, freedom, utopianism and 
suicide are the themes that recur in 
‘Meek One’ - those who saw the film 
will instantly recognize these themes. 
Dostoevsky’s Nameless 

Meek One
‘Meek One’ chronicles the rela-

tionship between a 41-year-old 
unnamed pawnbroker (a retired 

lieutenant who gives up his Commis-
sion having refused to fight a duel) and 
a 16-year-old poor orphaned girl who 
frequents his shop to pawn her virtu-
ally worthless goods.  The pawnbroker 
(the narrator) develops an interest in 
the girl and makes a marriage propos-
al, which the young orphan girl in dire 
straits accepts. 

She has been living in near slavery 
with two of her hostile aunts and is 
about to be ‘bartered’ as a bride to a 
much elder widowed shop owner look-
ing for a mother for his young children 
after some failed marriages. 

 The pawnbroker is delighted that 
the girl has no choice but to accept his 
money and his magnanimity.  He is 
(wickedly) pleased with his prospects 
and her helplessness and with a sinister 
reflection that he was forty one and she 
was only sixteen.  “That fascinated me” 
tells the narrator in typical Dostoevski-
an insight: “That feeling of inequality 
was very sweet, was very sweet”.

    The marriage starts out cordially 
enough, but the pawnbroker’s miserly 
uncompromising ways are too much 
for his delicate wife.  

Disagreements about how the 
pawnshop should be run result in 
arguments. The narrator’s wife starts 
digging into his past to find out his 
shameful departure from the regiment.  
Unable to cope with his ways, she is 
driven to the point of trying to shoot 
him. One morning, half awake, the 
narrator realises that his wife is stand-
ing near him with a revolver pointed 
at his forehead. He closes his eyes and 
pretends that he is asleep, but he is 
convinced that he had conquered her 
by showing her his readiness to accept 
death. 

She does not shoot.  That same day 
she becomes ill.

 Fearing losing his wife the pawnbro-
ker nurses her dutifully.  She recovers. 
A watershed moment of their relation-
ship happens when she begins to sing 
in his presence. The pawnbroker kisses 
his wife’s feet and promises to be a 
changed man. He recounts the story of 
his shame in the regiment, and prom-
ises to take her overseas.  Several days 

later, the narrator leaves the house to 
make arrangements for travel.

 When he returns home the narrator 
is met with a crowd of people outside 
his house. His wife has committed 
suicide: she has jumped out of the win-
dow holding her icon. The narrator is 
regretful of her death and the delay in 
his arrival but it was ultimately his nar-
cissistic love that drove his gentle wife 
to suicide. According to him he was 
only “just five minutes too late”.

 The story is written as a muddled 
confessional flashback from the point 
of view of the confused pawnbroker 
immediately after the suicide while the 
dead body is still in the room.  Vithan-
age has retained this narrative tech-
nique and to his credit Dostoevsky’s 
tone. The suicide is a surprise ending 
in the movie.

Vithanage’s Gentle         
Creature: Selvi’s Story

In a masterstroke Vithanage has 
substituted the nameless 16-year-old 
orphan girl with a destitute young 
Tamil girl Selvi (Anjali Patil).  Dur-
ing the times of war she had made the 
journey from the war-torn Killinochchi 
to Bogawanthalawa to live among the 
upcountry Tamils in relative safety. Her 
two young brothers had been killed by 
the army and parents had feared that 
she could get raped by the Army.  War 
is over now.  

Selvi had lost her parents and has 
no home to return to, no future and 
she is a huge burden and a nuisance 
to her down-trodden Aunts in spite of 
doing her bit to help them and their 
kids.  The pawnbroker is a guilt ridden 
ex-soldier Sarathsiri (Shyam Fernando) 
who lives in self-exiled style guarding 
a secret and with a utopian expectation 
of accumulating wealth to buy a vast 
tea estate.

 Crushed by poverty, Selvi too 
keeps bringing her worthless goods 
to the pawnshop and catches the eye 
of Sarathsiri.  A marriage proposal 
is made through his maid Lakshmi 
(Maheswari Ratnam), which she 
accepts for identical reasons.  Cohabita-
tion starts.  The girl blooms in happi-
ness, expectations and love.  There is 
no reciprocation of love.  Sarathsiri is 
aloof, engrossed in how to make a for-
tune from his pawnshop and watches 
wrestling fights on television as a pas-
time.  He tells his young wife about his 
single minded ambition to purchase 
the vast tea planation that is overlook-
ing his dungeon like shop which is also 
their family home now.  Like Dosto-
evsky’s pawnbroker Sarathsiri too was 
not going to bribe her with love.

 In the tastefully constructed sexual 
union scene Vithanage shows how 
flimsy and brutally one sided the rela-
tionship is. There is no foreplay- no 
tenderness- no love- no intimacy.  The 

young wife has no choice but to submit 
to the torture.

 Sarathsiri’s closely guarded secret, 
his ex-Army background gets exposed 
unexpectedly when one of his former 
army colleagues Gamini (Vasantha 
Moragoda) makes a sudden appear-
ance.  Confrontation between the mis-
matched couple starts in earnest.  Selvi 
announces that she would have never 
married him if she knew his true back-
ground and that two of her brothers 
were killed by the army. She also tells 
him that she had to leave her parents 
due to fear of getting raped. In her eyes 
Sarathsiri is a villainous ex-Sinhala sol-
dier who had killed Tamils and now an 
unscrupulous pawnbroker exploiting 
the poor (Tamils again) in a lopsided 
moneylending trade. She does not hold 
back her views.  Sarathsiri defends 
himself that if not for him she would 
be starving.

 Then there is also the revolver 
scene (less convincing than the book), 
followed by Selvi getting sick, her 
recovery, the singing scene, attempt for 
reconciliation and Sarathsiri’s confes-
sion explaining his self-exile and guilt 
and his connection with Gamini.  He 
had falsified evidence to protect some 
fellow soldiers including Gamini who 
had been accused of raping and killing 
a Tamil girl. He had left the army in 
indignity for having to lie.   The con-
fession is the final nail on the coffin. It 
punctures the vulnerable relationship 
irretrievably.  Selvi heads into a bout 
of depression. Realizing that he might 
lose her, Sarathsiri cares for her and 
plans to take her to India by selling his 
business as soon as she shows signs 
of recovery. He is prepared to start a 
new life; the relationship is breached 
beyond repair.

One day Selvi says that she is sorry 
that she had failed to be a matching 
wife to Sarathsiri and promises to 
make amends. Overjoyed Sarathsiri 
kisses her from head to toe 
and leaves to buy air tickets 
for India. Selvi starts praying. 
She has made her decision 
about their future and how 
to end her agony which 
is shown to a devastating 
effect to a stunned audi-
ence.

The Unbridgeable 
Gap?

Vithanage’s tight script, 
directional skills, the 
economy in sketching 
his characters and the 
sympathetic portrayal of 
human nature is all in 
full display in the movie. 
Dialogues are minimal 
but the effect is power-
ful and profound.  So 
too is Laxman Joseph 
de Saram’s lingering musical 

score.  The plaintive melodic phrase 
played softly on the keys of a piano in 
a very slow tempo almost like a largo, 
was in perfect sync with the sad mood 
of the story. It also interspersed beauti-
fully with the tone of the mournful 
narration and the imagery. As cus-
tomary with his previous works, the 
cinematography (M.D. Mahindapala) 
with some iconic shots and the edit-
ing (Sreekar Prasad) are at their best, 
though the repetitious nature of Selvi 
frequenting the pawnshop could have 
been curtailed a bit at the beginning.  I 
am loath to complain much though. 

Shayam Fernando as the guilt ridden 
ex-soldier looked authentic. His diction 
and the tone of voice full of repentance 
and remorse surely added significantly 
to the somber atmosphere of the film 
and to its overall appeal.

Anjali Patil the Marathi speaking 
Maharashtra born actress was even 
more impressive and convincing as 
Selvi. I was amazed to learn that Patil 
had done her own dubbing completely 
by herself which makes her the first 
Indian actress to dub in Sinhala lan-
guage. Her fresh face and the Sinhala 
diction with a slight “Tamil accent” to 
me is another masterstroke of Vithan-
age.  Her performance won her the best 
actress award in an International Film 
Festival in India in 2012.  The film 
having been co-produced by Lasantha 
Nawarathna and Mohamed Adamaly 
(Aakar productions India) choice of an 
Indian actress must have increased its 
marketability in India- a forward step 
by Vithanage to overcome the limita-
tions in the local market.

Dostoevsky’s “Meek One” was 
doomed to perish because the pawn-
broker decides from the start of the 
marriage to be “stern” with her and to 
taunt her on his generosity and with-
hold love and affection.  Vithanage’s 
poor defenceless Selvi full of innocence 
and eagerness and with a tragic past 
too is doomed to perish.  Sarathsiri 
makes absolutely no effort to bridge 
their gap or sympathise with her.  He 
too cherishes his superiority and their 
inequality. As if preordained, circum-
stances had forced the hapless girl 
to unknowingly strike a relationship 
with an ex- soldier with a dodgy past.  
Continuing to live with that ex-soldier 
would have been a huge scuffle against 
her conscience.  She is too candid to 
deal with this. There is no respite or 
escape for the poor girl.   

It is clear that Vithanage is using 
the doomed relationship between the 
ex-solider and the orphaned Tamil girl 
as a motif to figuratively portray the 
unbridgeable gulf that seems to exist 
between the Sinhala and Tamil com-
munities- a gulf that has widened with 
decades of war.  The analogy has given 
an exceptionally powerful ending to 
the film and food for thought.  Though 
the title in English is less suggestive, in 
Sinhala it is unmistakable in alluding to 
the cause of the strife.  “Oba Nethuwa 
Oba Ekka”- suggesting something like: 
“Well, I am happy to cohabitate with 
you but without really accepting you as 
you are- as my equal”. In more simplis-
tic terms, therein also lie the essential 
duplicity of the Sinhala Tamil relation-
ship and the aversion of the Sinhalese 
to accept the Tamils as their equal. The 
recent brutal history has not helped 
to bridge this gap. Wounds must heal 
first.

 
Lovers of serious art will no doubt 

enjoy seeing this beautifully crafted 
hauntingly powerful masterpiece and 
for their sake I am happy that the cen-
sors have spared the film without any 
cuts.

 
(The reviewer is based in Sydney 

and can be contacted on anandappaj@
yahoo.com.au)

Entertainment
Diary

 Sunday, Sept 13 
Sam the Man – Harbour Room – 7 p.m.
DJ Arcadia - Sky, Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
Thusitha Dananjaya – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Barefoot Band – Barefoot – 11 a.m.
Beverly Rodrigo – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m. 
Manoj Peiris-Curry Leaf, Hilton – 7 p.m.
Oriental Trio – Terrace, Mt. Lavinia – 7 p.m.
Aubrey Weiman – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
Paul Perera – Calfornia  Gril – 7 p.m.
Norma’n Jazz – Mount Lavinia Hotel – 11 a.m.
Wave – Kingsbury – Poolside – 7 p.m.
Savindswa Wijesekera – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.

Monday, Sept. 14 
Savindswa Wijesekera – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
Shamal - Califonia Gril – 7.pm
Stella Karaoke – Il Ponte – 8 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6 pm.
Thusitha  Dananjaya – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Ananda Dabare Trio – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m.
DJ Shane – Library, Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Sam the Man – Mount Lavinia Hotel – 7 p.m.

Tuesday, Sept 15 
Flame – Curve – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6.30 pm.
Trio – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m.
Arosha Katz – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
Cold Sweat – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
Paul Perera – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Shamal - Califonia Gril – 7.pm
DJ Shane – Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Stella Karaoke – Il Ponte – 8 p.m.

Wednesday, Sep 16
Kool – Curve – 7 p.m. 
Arosha Katz – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6 pm.
Shamal -Califonia Gril – 7.pm
Beverley Rodrigo – Cinnamon Grand – 5.00 p.m.
DJ Kapila – Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Replay – Colombo Courtyard – 8 p.m.
Misty – Rhythm & Blues – 8 p.m. 
Jazz Trio – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
DJ Effex – Magarita Blue – 8 p.m. 
Thusitha  Dananjaya – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.

Thursday, Sep 17
Ananda Dabare Trio – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6.30 pm.
Rock Steady – Qbaa – 8 p.m.
Heat – Margarita Blue – 8.30 p.m. 
Paul Perera - Califonia Gril – 7.pm
Savindswa Wijesekera – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
Funk Junction – Curve – 7 p.m.
Kismet – Galadari Hotel -  7 p.m.  
Dee-Zone – Rhythm & Blues – 8 p.m.

Friday, Sep 18
Heritage of song – Musaeus Auditorium – 5.30 p.m.
Manoj Peris – Curry leaf – Colombo Hilton 7 p.m.
Magic Box Mix up – Waters Edge – 8 p.m.
Anno Domini / Beverley Rodrigo – Cinnamon Grand 
– 7 p.m. 
Kismet – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Cold Sweat – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
DJ Shane – Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 9 p.m.
Herschel Rodrigo Trio-California Grill – 7 p.m.
Crossroads/Effex Djs – Margarita Blue – 8.30 p.m.  
Audio Squad – Rhythm & Blues – 8 p.m.
RCC – 7 Degrees North – 7 p.m.
Arosha Katz – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
D Zone – Curve – 7 p.m.
Rebels – Mount Lavinia Hotel – 7 p.m.

Saturday, Sep 19
Real Music – St. Bridget’s Convent Auditorium – 7 p.m.
Ankit Tiwari – Havelock Grounds – 8 p.m.
Mintaka – Curve Bar – 9 p.m.
Wave – Kingsbury Poolside – 7 p.m.
Maxwell Fernando – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m. 
Norma’n Jazz – Mount Lavinia Hotel – 7 p.m. 
Burn/Effex DJ – Margarita Blue – 8.30 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 7 p.m.
Sam the Man – Blue Water, Wadduwa – 7 p.m. 
Thusitha Dananjaya – California Grill – 7 p.m.
G 9 / Heat – Cinnamon Grand 7 p.m.
Magic Box – Qbaa – 8 p.m.
RCC – 7 Degrees North – 7 p.m.
DJ Naushad – Waters Edge – 8 p.m.
DJ Shane - Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Heart ‘N’ soul – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Shafi and Gravity – Rhythm & Blues – 8 p.m.

E-mail your events to vdt@sundayobserver.lk

 BOOK REVIEW

An ode to Dad

‘Thaththa 
wage 
kenek’ is 
a Sinhala 

translation of a beauti-
ful extract from ‘Soviet 
Literature’, originally 
titled ‘Just Ring Up and 
Come’ written by Ana-
toly Alexin, whose more 
famous works include 
the book ‘Secret of the 
Yellow House’. He was 
also featured in the 
premiere edition of 500 
greatest geniuses of the 
21st century.

This is a maiden 
attempt at a translation by 
former Sunday Observer 
staffer Anuradha Kodago-
da, who has however done 
a brilliant job in capturing 
the deeper nuances of the 
story.  That the author feels 
deeply for the story is clear-
ly visible in her sensitive 
approach and the writing 
style. Given that Anuradha 
lost her own mother at a 
young age and was brought up by 
her father, the story is clearly dear 
to her heart and the sincerity drips 
off of the pages.

The story is split into seven 
chapters and we essentially follow 
the smartest pre-teen you would 
ever encounter in a documented 
portion of his surprisingly enter-
taining life. Initially, the young 
protagonist of no more than 13 
years appears as a naïve little boy 
who is hell-bent to help his sur-
geon father reclaim his rightful 
place in the household, especially 
in the eyes of his mother whose 
ex-lover of unknown time span 
has made a sudden re-appearance 
in their lives. 

The hero is on a mission to 
restore his father’s honour and he 
will stop at nothing.  However, 
what is most beautiful about the 
story as a whole is the truthfulness 
of a child’s innocence. A child’s 
mind is pure, it is untainted and its 
purity is absolutely beautiful and 
Anuradha has captured its essence 
perfectly.

As someone who is relatively 
new to Soviet short stories in 
general, personally, I did have 
several issues with its archaic 
nature and the patriarchal societal 
roles adopted.  Seeing them freely 
accepted did irk my inner femi-
nist.  However, since the story is a 
piece written in the 70s and  is a 
victim of its time,  I can forgive it.  
It is simply the nature of the story.

The best thing about the story is 
of course its subtle humour that is 
innocent and beautiful, just like its 
young protagonist. The origins of 
the thoughts of a young boy who 
is not yet a man but is no longer 
a child is fascinating, though at 
times one could mistake certain 
innocent inquiries as sarcastic 
statements far beyond the abilities 
of a thirteen-year-old boy. This is 
however more or less a product of 
our jaded minds and it truly can-

not be attributed as something the 
translator could have done.

However, despite what was said 
before, the humour of the story 
is on point, in many an instance 
the reader would stop to marvel 
at how most things, which would 
have otherwise been lost in trans-
lation, has made it to this version.  
And it just adds to the overall 
experience of the enjoyment of a 
brilliant novel.

One of the stars of the entire 
story is the protagonist’s grand-
mother, who is by far the most 
relatable character, mostly due to 
her cryptic tone, which she adopts, 
not unlike our local grandmoth-
ers. She is a typical elderly lady 
who is humorous to no end and 
our little heroe’s interpretation of 
her subtle (not really) suggestions 
are gold!

As an avid reader and as some-
one who easily gets emotionally 
attached to the characters they 
read, I would like to extend a per-
sonal thank you to the translator 
for having done a positively enor-
mous job in bringing the inno-
cence of a child in a far away land 
to paper and making it infinitely 
relatable. ‘Thaththa wage kenek’ 
is an absolute joy to read and the 
translator’s job has never been 
done better, and the only com-
plaint that the reader would have 
is that it simply ends too soon!

Oba Nathuwa Oba Ekka

A portrait of an 
unbridgeable gulf unbridgeable gulf 

What currency 
do memories 
have without a 
‘tangible’ stamp 
of authority to 
its authentic-

ity? One might say, this is where the 
‘past’ conflicts with ‘history’. Reminis-
cence is thus a vehicle with which the 
‘past’ can be accessed, while history 
stands to claim its ‘accessibility’ as a 
‘legible record’. But creating ‘monu-
ments for remembrance’ is an act that 
can perhaps serve as stimuli for per-
sonal reminiscence while also being 
a record for history. Whose purpose 
does memorialisation ultimately 
serve? Without evidence of records, 
are memories just as vulnerable to 
being dubbed imagination? These are 
some of my thoughts after watching 
the play ‘Forgetting November’ at the 
Harold Peiris Galley of the Lionel 
Wendt Arts Centre, late last month. 

Written and directed by Jake 
Oorlof of Floating Space Theatre 
Company the production was sup-
ported by Groundviews, the online 
citizens’ journalism forum. The cast 
consisted of veteran actor of the stage 
and screen Peter D’Almedida, theatre 
practitioner and academic Ruhanie 
Perera and reputed arts promoter 
Ranmali Mirchandani.  

Forgetting November was not 
staged as a proscenium show. 
Observing in closer proximity was 
the principal factor that created the 
nexus of intensity with the audience. 
However, the players were fixed on, 
what was to me, a noticeably theat-
ricalised form befitting the prosce-
nium. Thus it was perceptibly prosce-
nium theatricality though physically 
out of the proscenium. 

Ruhanie Perera seemed conscious 
of the audience during the opening 
scene. There was a noticeable ‘wood-
enness’ in the dialogues between her 
and Peter D’Almeida, which however 
thawed as the play progressed. The 
same could be said of the initial 
dialogues between D’Almeida and 
Ranmali Mirchandani. But the actors 
seemed more in an eased gear of per-
formance in their solo moments, like 
for example Mirchandani’s mono-
logue, or Perera’s solitary moment of 
washing herself in the living room. 
From a theoretical perspective, one 
may ask how effectively ‘Forget-
ting November’ broke the ‘fourth 
wall’.  My observations say it did not 
undeniably redefine the ‘space of 
performance’ to create a new pro-
pinquity between the viewer and the 
performer. 

Cultural setting
The set was tastefully done. The 

decor showed no incongruity with 
the performance venue and its physi-

cal space. Among the pictures hang-
ing on the wall I observed one that 
was a black and white daubed brush 
painting distinguishing to the dis-
cerning eye Don Quixote on 
horseback and Sancho Panza 
mounted on his donkey 
complete with the windmills. 
A subtle item of identification 
of the cultural setting the story 
geographically unfolds in, one 
may assume. The story is set 
in a fictional Latin American 
country. 

Perera’s performance peaked 
at the point her character recol-
lects the run in with her torturer 
and the consequent emotional 
whirlwind that erupts. It was a 
compelling delivery of the 
recurring agony silently suf-
fered by a victim of repeti-
tive rape and physical torture. 
Unlike memories of sweet-
ness, the memory of pain is 
pain itself.  

Among the issues debated 
are the monument by the 
government for the fallen 
rebel leader ‘Thiago’, and the 
decision of the character played 
by Perera to give evidence at 
a hearing of a commission for 
truth and justice. 

Meaningful closure 
Perera’s character says she 

recognised the army officer who 
was in charge of the camp in 
which she was tortured, after 
running into him accidentally 
in a hotel years after the ordeal. But 
he simply didn’t recognise her. And 
that speaks of how in a different 
time and space the circumstances 
created a context that her identity 
was completely different in the eyes 
of her former captor. Our individual 
identity at times depends largely on 
what others remember of us. Context 
can determine who we are to whom 
and what our ‘identity’ may be at a 
given moment in time. When ‘spaces’ 
change, identities of individuals too 
can get shifted and even get sifted.  

“There is no shame in sweat. It’s an 
equalizer,” says Mirchandani’s char-
acter quoting her former rebel leader 
and lover Thiago. But she herself 
admits to using ‘hand cream’. So how 
much does that character reflect her 
former self apart from her memories?

One of the central issues in the 
story is the purpose and merit of the 
commission created to investigate 
crimes committed by government 

forces. The for-
mer rebel played by 

D’Almeida says it’s 
“opening a window to close 

a door.” Do commissions on 
war crimes actually bring recon-
ciliation and meaningful closure, or 
are they merely token gestures that 
become routine and redundant with 
prolonged denial of concrete conclu-
sions playing on a promise that even-
tually justice may be delivered? 

During my undergrad days the 
Czech novelist Milan Kundera’s 
The Book of Laughter and Forget-
ting showed me how the ‘past’ relies 
on both individual and collective 
memory to stay alive, while ‘his-
tory’ is a record sanctioned by state 
authority. As a teenager I got my 
first notion of how the ‘past’ and 
‘history’ can be differentiable, from 
what was spoken by the character 
of a Native American elder of the 
Navajo tribe on an episode of The 
X-Files. I rediscovered that text from 
my collection of ‘X-Files literature’. 
Page 148 of The X-Files, Book of the 
Unexplained by Jane Goldman Vol. 2 
(1996) contains that narrative. I have 

produced here an excerpt–
“There is an ancient Indian 
saying that something lives only as 
long as the last person who remem-
bers it. My people have come to trust 
memory over history. Memory, like 
fire, is radiant and immutable while 
history serves only those who seek to 
control it, those who would douse the 
flame of memory in order to put out 
the dangerous fire of truth.”  

Forgetting November is a significant 
work of post-war literature/art in 
Sri Lanka in the medium of perfor-
mance. Issues relating to both the 
JVP insurrections and the war in the 
North can find connections with this 
play’s narrative. When monuments 
are erected newly and old ones are 
torn down and memorialisation 
becomes state crafted ‘remembrance’, 
irrespective of which regime holds 
the reigns, what finally, is ‘the truth’ 
passed to posterity? From whichever 
angle you look at it, finally, the truth 
of the matter is that history is the 
prerogative of the victor. 

Pix by Sanjana Hattotuwa

A review of the drama ‘Forgetting November’ 

Facing 
recollection 
and seeking 
closure

Perking up the local cinema scene
Village Roadshow of Australia 

and EAP Group of Sri Lanka 
recently signed an MoU, 

through which Village Cinemas and 
EAP Films and Theatres Ltd.  will 
jointly look at opportunities to develop 
modern cinema multiplexes in Sri 
Lanka. 

Under the MoU both companies are 
hoping to set up a joint venture in Sri 
Lanka, taking advantage of the Sri Lan-
kan Government’s incentives offered 
for multiplex cinemas. 

It is envisaged that the Sri Lankan 
public will benefit by world class cin-

ema offerings in both content and 
facilities. 

Village is a world leader in the cin-
ema industry with some of the best 
cine multiplexes on offer and is part of 
the Village Roadshow Group, which 
also has interests in Theme Parks, Film 
Distribution and Film Production. 

EAP is a leader in the Sri Lankan 
film industry in Production, Distribu-
tion, Exhibition and Importation of 
films. 

As part of this MoU, Village Road-
show and EAP Group , also agree 
to explore other opportunities in Sri 

Lanka such as Theme Parks, Satellite 
Pay TV, Property, Digital Multimedia 
Advertising and other Cinema related 
value added revenue streams.

The arrangements were negoti-
ated by  Clark Kirby, COO of Village 
Roadshow Group, Kirk Edwards CEO 
of Village Cinemas,  Mano Tittawella, 
Chairman/MD of  EAP Group, Ajith 
Amarasekera, Director/ CEO of Galaxy 
Landmarks, the EAP Group’s Prop-
erty Development arm and Kasun 
Jayawardena, COO of EAP Films and 
Theatres in Melbourne, Australia on 
Friday the 28th of August 2015. 

Mano Tittawella, 
Chairman/MD of 
EAP Group (L) 
shaking hands with 
Clark Kirby, COO 
OF Village Road-
show Group , while 
Ajith Amarasekara, 
Director/CEO of 
Galaxy Landmarks, 
the EAP Group’s 
Property Develop-
ment arm, Kasun 
Jayawardena, 
COO for EAP Films 
and Theatres and 
Kirk Edwards CEO 
of Village Cinemas 
look on.

‘T

Anuradha Kodagoda 
a journalist by 
profession and a short 
filmmaker. ‘Thaththa 
Wage Kenek’ is her 
first translation. 

kisses her from head to toe 
and leaves to buy air tickets 
for India. Selvi starts praying. 
She has made her decision 
about their future and how 

is shown to a devastating 

The Unbridgeable
Vithanage’s tight script, 

sympathetic portrayal of 

full display in the movie. 

de Saram’s lingering musical 

the film must be a loose adaptation of 
Dostoevsky’s novella. 

book.  Vithanage had stuck to the Rus-
sian master’s story diligently.  He had 
substituted the heroine – the meek one 
with a destitute young Tamil girl and 
changed the backdrop to the post-war 
period- a brilliant ploy indeed. 

ryline of ‘Meek One’. This will dem-
onstrate Vithanage’s brilliance and to 
what extent he had relied on Dosto-
evsky’s sharp insight- a major reason 
for the film’s expressive power.

by his more famous work,  is typically 
Dostoevskian in its depth of psycho-
logical observation and power - the 
story containing a range of themes 
common to his major works. 

sion having refused to fight a duel) and 
a 16-year-old poor orphaned girl who 
frequents his shop to pawn her virtu-

deeply for the story is clear-

young age and was brought up by 

nalaka
New Stamp


