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Leaving the hospital 

that late evening after 
a hectic day and feel-
ing very tired, Doctor 
Hector was rushing 
home to be in time 

for his father’s birthday party.  His 
mother had telephoned him thrice, 
and finally he was on his way. 

Sure, she would have invited 
all her elite friends.  He was an 
experienced doctor much sought  
for  urgent operations, and how 
could he just cancel his final opera-
tion  for the day just because of 
his father’s party? His dedication 
to duty was utmost, wasn’t he sav-
ing another’s life and his patients 
depended on him. Mother was 
never understanding.   He knew 
of her urgency for his presence. 
Sure,  she may have  invited  Aunty 
Sheila’s high-handed daughter who 
had a drawling accent,  hoping  he 
would  like her.

His mother was matchmaking 
many young girls from her high 
society circle which he detested. 
They were not his type, he told her 
several times.  ‘Look here son,  this 
is ridiculous, I find you making 
innumerable excuses whenever a  
proposal is brought in, do you have 
someone  in  mind?’

Concentrate
‘Nothing of the sort. Oh! mother, 

just let me be for a while, please 
allow me to concentrate on my job, 
you know I love it,’  he had told her. 

‘Listen son, with your job you 
need a respectable wife and once 
you pass your marriageable age all 
the good dames would be hitched 
and later a useless one would hang 
on to you,’ said she. 

‘I will take care of myself,’ said 
Hector laughingly.

With the end of the year fast 
approaching,  darkness enveloped 
Nuwara Eliya very early in the 
evenings with slight rain and chilly 
weather patterns. And it was just  
as he was taking the bend  that 
he saw someone wearing a rain-
coat come down the hill onto the 
road. The figure came close to his 
vehicle. Distracted,  he swerved to 
allow an oncoming vehicle result-
ing in knocking down the person.  
There was no cry but the injured 
person had fallen sideways. 

Fainted
What had he done?  The vic-

tim  was a young girl who had 
fainted through fright.  Examining 
her pulse Hector found her to be 
alright, except  for a few bruises  on 

her elbows and knees with a slight 
gash on her forehead, so there was 
no cause for alarm.   With the aid 
of a by-stander  he sped  back to 
the hospital when he heard a cry 
from the back seat. 

‘Please take me home. I am 
alright, my aunt is alone,’ said she. 

‘Don’t be scared.  I am a doc-
tor. You have to take medicine 
and a thorough medical check-up, 
tonight you have to stay in the 
hospital, let’s call your aunt,’  said 
he. That night Hector skipped his 
father’s party amidst many accusa-
tions by his mother for staying at 
the hospital.

He prescribed medicines to his 
new patient  who blushed when 
he spoke to her. ‘Hm, not only was 
she pretty, she had a touch of inno-
cence and simplicity; who is she?”  
he thought. 

The following day her sad story 
was related to him by her aunt, 
which touched a chord of sympa-
thy in him.  Five years ago Tracy 
and her parents  were on an excur-
sion with her father’s friends at  
Bolgoda Lake.  The group of thirty 
with their families enjoyed them-
selves taking many boat rides on 

the  lake.  It was late evening  and 
the picnic was at end, when they 
all chorused,  ‘one last ride by boat’. 
Two boats with all of them raced 
with everyone merry-making and 
singing when one boat capsized. 
The ill fated one was Tracy’s. 

Drowned
Many were rescued but her par-

ents and two others were drowned.   
She was fourteen years at that time.  
The poor girl, now an orphan, was  
fortunate to be looked after by her 
father’s unmarried sister who was 
a teacher, residing up-country.  
Tracy had moved from her home 
in Colombo to live with her aunt.  
The day of the accident involving 
Hector, she herself now a teacher, 

had been at the school uphill 
teaching a few students. 

Dropping the aunt and niece at 
their residence the following day, 
Hector did not fail to visit them. 
Truly, Tracy would make me an 
ideal wife. Most of the subjects 
they discussed were parallel  to 
his own, that is what he liked. He 
revealed his intention to marry her, 
to her aunt. He knew his mother 
would not approve if he told her 
immediately of his intention to 
marry.  Since she was on the look-
out for high society girls to match 
her social status,  it was definite 
that she would secretly visit the 
aunt and niece and humiliate them, 
for it was her nature. 

 If he had agreed to marry one 
of mother’s finds,  he knew his 
future would be bleak since he 
hated sophisticated girls wanting to 
live extravagantly. Their lifestyles 
were very different. Moreover, they 
behaved with an air among them 
and these girls attended late par-
ties, they would never be a good 
wife which would hamper his 
career.  No, I shall not divulge my 
intention to mother for the time 
being, let it be a secret for some 
time, thought Hector.

Etiquette
In the meanwhile, a bright idea 

struck him. He sent Tracy to follow 
a crash course in etiquette.  True to 
the word, her transformation after 
its completion was unique that no 
one dared wonder her former self.  
She was no more the plain Tracy.  
Even her aunt was amused, so was 
Hector. 

His mother was in tantrums 
when  he had disclosed about her, 
and she demanded to know how 
he met her. She brooded for a long 
while and then calming down, 
agreed to visit them.  

Her father’s only surviving 
brother who was an uncle holding a 
dignified  position in a government 
office was invited to be present at 
the impending visit of Hector’s par-
ents that week-end.

Briefing the aunt and niece about 
his family, he gave them instruc-
tions to be followed. His final words 
before he left to escort his parents 
to her home was ‘speak only when 
you are spoken to’. 

‘OK Master, don’t  worry I shall 
obey your commands’,  said she, 
with a glint in her eye.

Sure enough Hector’s aristocratic 
mother was very pleased with Tracy. 
She welcomed the future daughter-
in-law, she had passed the test.

After a few months Hector and 
Tracy married, bringing an end to 
his mother’s worries.

Short 
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“Hold fast to the traditions of old,
Do not be stirred by the actions of the bold.
Learn from us, the wise ones who’ve gone before you,
Follow our footsteps in everything you do.
Voicing your opinion will get you nowhere,
Send those ambitious thoughts back to where they came from!
Foolish are you who dare to dream of getting somewhere,
Unlearned in the ways of this world are you, believing you can make a difference.”

Thus say ‘they’; the ‘wise and learned’
But who may I ask, told them they were so?
Are they not just like us-foolish and weak?
Did they not fall short of themselves when days were bleak?
Granted, there may be a few exceptions to the norm,
But here lie the thoughts and words of ‘Society-The Wise’
Crushing dreams, destroying hopes and silencing the opinions of its youth,
In a desperate yet failing attempt to teach us to live ‘good’ lives.

Forgotten, have they, these very thoughts and feelings
which they themselves strove to make sense of in their youth.
Did their hearts not burn with passion and their souls not yearn for love?
Did their youthful, bright eyes not glimmer with hope for a better future?
Were they not inspired by the thinkers and dreamers of this world
Who dared to dream, believed in and achieved great things?
“We the unwilling, led by the unqualified,
are doing the impossible thwarting the ungrateful”

Must they always harp on the negatives?
Pessimism devours men and women of today’s society.
Would it kill them to try being more optimistic about this world?
Ah but wait, the realist is the only man who can work his way through this maze called life.
But even so my youthful heart yearns for the day
When society shows no attempt to bind its youth to its conventions.
Until such time, shall not they live by these words;
‘Carpe Diem!’ - Seize the day!
                                                                                                         - Rashmi de S. Wijeyeratne

‘Carpe diem!’ - 
Seize the day!

Remembering
a father
Instant tears
In-spite to remorse
cruel in punishment
gracious to provide
loving magnanimous
things turn your way
painful memories
constantly recalling
striving hard
erasing recall
getting totally rid of
these bad lingering
pulling up once more
torment and heartbreak

still blood is thicker
love knows no bounds
close endearment
cannot refuse relationshipsmakes dear father
worthy of remembrance

- Miran Perera.
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