
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 famil-
iar 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 Christ-
mas setting - The crib in the corner 
with the Christ Child, the whole 
panorama of the event unfolded The 
Christmas Tree blinking, resplend-
ently garbed in its Christmas finery 
of baubles, decorations, toys, illu-
minations, 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. 

“Achchi! 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 morning. But I’ll just take 
a peep.” 

He did. The room had been com-
pletely transformed. It looked like a 
guest room but without achchi.

Beat
“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 set-
tled in her new environment. You 
can go to see her tomorrow.”

“But amma tomorrow is Christ-

mas! Isn’t she coming home for 
Christmas? 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 ach-
chi, she’s quite comfortable there. 
We can visit her tomorrow evening,” 
piped in father nonchalantly.

Ravi proceeded to his room 
upstairs. He didn’t even notice the 
beautifully decorated banisters. Eve-
rything was lost on him now. After 
a while there was the whirring of a 
car taking off. All ran to the veran-
dah to see the car turning out at the 
gate. It had to be Ravi. They looked 
at one another bewildered, flopping 
on several chairs randomly, wonder-
ing what to do or say. They had not 
expected such a turn of events.

Whirr
After some time they heard the 

familiar whirr of the car and sprang 
to their feet; there was Ravi cheerily 
helping achchi to get off and steer-
ing 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. 
“Thatha, amma, I want to ask you 
for one great Christmas present. 
Don’t ever send achchi to the Elders’ 
Home. Her place is with us here. I 
have experienced 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 
playing “This comes to pass when a 
child is born”.
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Red, Santa’s outfit fur-edged in white
The all-consuming colour of Christmas tide
Holly, baubles, balloons, decorations galore
Echoing the jollity, the ostentation, the glow.
Evergreen the Christmas Tree with a myriad col-
ours decked
The neo-white exquisite, simulatingly snow-
flecked
Silver the tail-star sparklingly bright
Atop the tree, above the stable radiating light.
Within, the sombre colours of a stable décor
Drab cattle, grey donkeys, a muted rapport 
Perfect backdrop, the night sky of inky blue
Colours of Christmas contrasting hues.

- Jeannette Cabraal

Colours of 
Christmas

O Little Town of Bethlehem’s home
Where shepherd boys would roam
A despised David honed his skill 

One day the mighty Goliath to kill
God of thunder and awesome glory
Incarnate human history His story 

Helpless Christ Babe of Bethlehem
Matched against Herod’s mayhem
Profit makes every child the target
Digital toxicity floods the market
There were three trees by the Sea of Galilee. 

First said - I want to serve the humble. 

It grew to be an ugly log and was cut and made into a trough to feed animals. 

While in a stable in Bethlehem feeding the animals, one cold night, a strange couple laid their 
dirty poor clothes and laid a Baby “Away in a Manger”.  

The second was long - was dug out and turned into a canoe. 

It went on the Sea of Galilee handled by a rough fisherman called Simeon. 

Jesus of Nazareth came to Peter’s boat and it became the kneeling Altar of the Big Fisherman - 
“Lord I am a sinful man”. 

The Third tree was handsome and proud - full of knots - it said, “I want be by a king - His 
throne”. Long neglected it laid in a timber yard in Jerusalem. 

Full of knots nothing useful could be done. 

One day rough Roman soldiers came to the yard and demanded two logs. 

The mill owner gave the knotty ones. 

Soldiers tied the two and made  a cross for the Saviour – its wish granted – a Tragic Throne for 
a Shepherd King.

St. Joseph did protect the God bearing Mother
Innkeeper did economically renting the Stable
Shepherds did believingly and quickly hear, run, worship and spread the Evangel
Magi did magnanimously Gold, myrrh and frankincense offer
The priest did cunningly support the despot king
Herod did terribly – tyrant terrorised by a Liberator born a Baby. 
Creation did gloriously proclaim with starry echelons the Messiah’s Incarnation
Angels did magnificently manifest Messiah’s  Glorious Advent
Magi brought Baby King Gold. 

Myrrh signified the sorrows He will face and the frankincense said – In victory He will rise. 
Incarnation fulfilled the Desire of Every Nation for Justice and Peace. 

To His Government their will be no barrier as we make Him the King of our life. 

That would be Christmas for me. Christmas - God came to earth to be One like us - that we 
might be one like Him.

- Dr Lalith Mendis
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