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The bully
Many years ago, 

surrounded by 
marshy land and 
a thick growth of 
trees, stood the 

only school catering to the children 
of the nearby villages which were 
under developed. All the students 
walked to school, some, short dis-
tances and some, long distances. 
The buildings were not well con-
structed, though the extent of the 
land was large.

There were cadjan sheds, with 
only the basic facilities. The Prin-
cipal’s office, and a few other class-
rooms were made with bricks. The 
staff was small, and there was a 
separate room for them.

Education
It was here, that Amare, who 

lived in the vicinity, received his 
education. He was about thirteen 
years old, dark, appearing bigger 
than his age. He was well-known 
in the school for his stubbornness, 
callous behaviour, and for bullying 
his fellow students who were, very 
often of a smaller stature than him. 
The complaints about his to the 
Principal and class teachers, were 
many, specially with regard to his 
use of abusive language, and threats 
of assault to his classmates.

Behaviour
Amare had a tendency to be 

arrogant, and adopted a ‘no-care’ 
attitude towards the teachers who 
were rough with him. His teacher in 
his new class at the beginning of an 
academic year was Mr. Dhanapala, 
who though a strict disciplinarian, 
was kind and understanding, and 
had a deep knowledge of psychol-
ogy. 

So many were the complaints 
he received about Amare, as class 
teacher, that it made him feel he 
must do something to reform this 
child.

There was an underlying prob-
lem to Amare’s behaviour, and it 
should be looked into tactfully, and 
solved, thought Dhanapala Sir. The 
day Amare assaulted a student in 
his class, punching him in his face 
with his fists, till he bled from the 
nose, the Principal was determined 
to punish him severely. But this 
was averted by Dhanapala Sir, who 
believed he should be dealt with in 
a different manner. “We should lis-
ten to Amare’s explanation too, and 
give him an opportunity to do so”, 
he argued.

Soon after, when the other 
children were in the playground, 
Dhanapala Sir, summoned Amare 
to the class, and spoke to him with 
affection, winning his confidence.

“Have you any brothers or sisters, 
Amare?”

“No Sir, I have no one.”
“What about your parents?”

He was silent for a while. Sir 
noticed his eyes welling with tears. 
“My mother died a few years ago, 
Sir. 

She loved me so much, and I feel 
her absence every day”. He looked 
down, and sobbed silently, wiping 
the tears with the palm of his hand. 
“My father too loved me, Sir, but he 
married again, and she does not like 
father being close to me”.

“What makes you feel that way 
Amare?”

Bully
“Amare, whom so many thought 

was a thick-skinned bully, broke 
down again, sobbing like a little 
child. Sir got up and closed the door 
so that no one would see him.

“She makes all sorts of allegations 
against me, unimaginable ones, and 
complains to father, who sometimes 
believes her. 

“He then thrashes me. He has 
hit me mercilessly sir, for deeds I 
never did.” He looked up sadly - “If 
Amma had lived.” 

“What are the lies she says about 
you?” 

“Father once lost some money, 
and step-mother said she saw 
me giving it to Sethan who is my 
father’s enemy. But I saw Sir, with 
my own eyes, her taking the packet 
of money and giving it to Arnolis 
Mama, the Village Headman, who 
comes when father is away at work.” 

“Why, to the Village Headman?” 
Amare looks around, and utters 

softly, “People say, he has a love 
affair with my step-mother. It’s true. 
I’ve seen them together Sir. She 
thinks I sneak to father.”

“So, what did father do?”
“He thrashed me with a leather 

belt till I fell in a faint.” 
Dhanapala’s heart was filled with 

grief. Here is a boy just beginning 
his ‘teens’, torn between conflicts, 
from a broken home, a victim of 
circumstances which have had a 
drastic impact on his life, and at 
whom everyone looks as though he 
is a hard-core criminal. 

Called
Dhanapala had a son of his own, 

the same age, who got everything 
he asked for, and the one thing he 
received without asking was paren-
tal love, which Amare lacked. Hate, 
revenge, resentment, were slowly 
and steadily taking hold of Amare, 

in place of love, kindness and for-
giveness.

“Why did you hit Pala?” 
“Sir, he called me by a nick-name, 

which made me feel that everyone 
despises me. No one likes me Sir.” 

“Don’t say that. I’m there for you. 
I love you like my own son.” 

His face lit up. His teacher was 
determined to pull him out of the 
“pit” he had fallen into. He realised 
Amare had a longing for love, con-
cern and kindness.

On Tuesday, mid-morning, dur-
ing the school interval, when the 
students were out in the school 
compound, a loud thud was heard. 
Someone had aimed a big stone at 
the mango tree, and it had fallen 
heavily on the roof of the Principal’s 
office, breaking a few tiles. The boys 
ran helter-skelter, and, as usual, 
Amare was labelled the culprit, 
though he denied his having even 
been there at that time. 

The Principal was furious. He 
locked him up in a room stacked 
with broken desks, tables, chairs, 
and decaying planks, with hardly 
any space to move. Amare was to be 
there till school was over. 

A short time later, walking past 
the closed room, the Principal 
heard noises. 

Amare was pushing and jumping 
on the broken furniture, and even 
banging on the door. “Hm”, mut-
tered the Principal, “even this type 
of punishment won’t calm him. He’s 
such a hardened boy.” 

Just half an hour before school 
was over, the sounds in the room 
had subsided. 

“Well”, thought the Principal, 
“Amare is such a crafty person, he 
knows to be quiet now, so that he 
will be let out soon. I’ll keep him 
for an extra while to teach him a 
lesson.” 

When the Principal finally 
opened the door, while those who 
wanted to jeer the “big bully”, 
looked on, Amare was lying on top 

of the broken desk tops, uncon-
scious, and what more, to everyone’s 
horror a huge snake slithered away 
from near him.

Mourned
Amare was pronounced dead on 

admission to Hospital. The whole 
school mourned his death. The vil-
lagers were furious. The Principal 
was interdicted, and dealt with 
appropriately. 

The snake was killed. The sad-
dest of all was his class teacher, Mr. 
Dhanapala. He looked at the corpse, 
his heart beating with sorrow.  If he 
had not taken leave, Amare would 
have been alive.

Life is full of second chances 
for everyone, and failure could be 
changed to success through new 
endeavours, or different attitudes. 
Why wasn’t this realised, by at least 
those who were moulding his edu-
cation, he mused. He was too late. 
His heart cried out in remorse.
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From the very beginning 
New Zealand’s Rugby Team - 
All Blacks knitted together 
By performing their sprightly aboriginal Haka 
Dance 
They showed the world 
Their unmatched love, devotion and dedication 
To their country - New Zealand 
None of the players played for his personal glory 
But for their team – their beautiful country. 
                    
The more they won, the more they became gentle-
men like
Yet their spirits brimming 
Keeping them so close, so patriotic 
How beautiful All Blacks did their duty 
Not giving a single black mark to their country 
They taught the world what fair-play is
How to play a rough game gently. 
                    
When renowned sportsmen run after money 
When sportsmen betray their team for money 
When sportsmen try their victory by wicked 
means 
By using illicit drugs 
You showed the world the beauty of sports. 
                    
All Blacks showed the world 

The secrets of success 
The bliss of real happiness 
By being together, knitting together playing 
together. 

How great you are Dan Carter!
The more you scored points for the team 
The more you became humble 
Your simple, sincere smile proved 
The nature of a real sportsman 

What a big heart you’ve got Sonny Bill Williams! 
To give your precious medal 
To the young Kiwi
Just to say “Young Kiwi, the future is yours.” 

And the giant behind the team Steve Hansen
Who gave life to the team 
Who gently kindled fire in them is superb. 
By giving your unique medal to the Aussie’s coach 
You proved you are beyond a coach 
But an exemplary genuine ambassador 
Your praiseworthy act made a wonderful friend-
ship 
Between Kiwis and Aussies. 

- D.H. Shanthiratne

The fragrance of real sportsmen 

 
Sombre November rolls along
Bringing grim reminders of death and decay;
Starting with the Festival of the Dead.
Cleaned up grave-yards, aglow with candle-light
Masses of flowers atop mounds; garlanded monu-
ments
A colourful festival of the dead.
Wisps of vapoury smoke
Whispered prayers, stinging tears.
Red Poppies for fallen heroes
Who braved war that others might live.
Dismembered bodies
On desolate modern Flanders
As crimson blood seeps, merging with the soil.
As imitation poppies do the rounds.
Can this once a year reminder suffice?
The great sacrifice!
Could scarlet poppies or crimson roses e’er repay?
The sacrifice of those young lives that bled away.

- Jeannette Cabraal

Remembrance

POEMS

nalaka
New Stamp


