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It was the last Sunday of the month. On 
Sundays no work will be offered to the 
workers on the estate. A holiday for them. 
On this day the workers will attend to 
their domestic chores. The men will work 
in their vegetable Gardens. The women 

will go out to the fields to fetch firewood. Some 
go to the town to purchase their home needs.

In the evening of the last Sunday a priest from 
the town church will come to the estate to say 
Mass in the estate chapel. Rev. Sisters will go to 
the estate in the morning, teach Catechism to the 
children and visit Catholic families and prepare 
them to attend the evening Mass.

Families
Of the fifty families on the estate only about 

twenty families were Catholics. As time passed 
some Catholic families left the estate and some 
were converted to other Christian denominations 
by the ever marauding fundamentals.

Since Mass was held only once a month, reli-
gious activities of the Catholics dwindled. This 
helped the fundamentalists to dupe the Catho-
lics. They donated sweets, biscuits, clothes and 
even cash to convert them. Now only about ten 
Catholic families were on the estate.

Theresamma realising there is Mass in the 
evening was busy from the morning cleaning 
her 10’x12’ line room. Applying cow dung on the 
floor. Removing cobwebs and washing the soiled 
clothes and bathing the children.

Her husband Vedamuthu was not religious. 
Although not sceptic, for some reason he avoided 
going to church. But he allowed his wife and chil-
dren to attend Mass. In fact, Theresamma was 
originally from a Hindu family. She became a 
Catholic to marry Vedamuthu after a love affair. 
Today she is more devoted to the religion than 
some of the traditional Catholics. She knew all 
the prayers and taught the children too.

Dress
It was 4.00 p.m. Vedamuthu after a bath put 

on his new dress and was getting ready to go out. 
Noticing her husband trying to skip the Mass 
Theresamma questioned him as to where he was 
going when there was Mass? “Mass is held only 
once a month. The priest and Sisters come all the 
way from the town to say Mass. In fact, the priest 
wanted to see you”, she told him.

Vedamuthu didn’t care to listen to her. He 
always avoided confronting the priest. He was 
addicted to liquor. He was also a lazy man. He 
never worked regularly on the estate. He left the 
house immediately. He accompanied another 
friend of his and hurried to the village to drink 
kasippu.

Revenge
Appuhamy from the village was a kasippu 

distiller and seller. He was distilling kasippu in 
the jungle to avoid police detection.  A rock with 
a flat surface was his business spot. Most of his 
customers were estate workers. They drank on 
credit basis. On the pay day Appuhamy would 
be present on the spot to collect his dues. Those 
failed to pay him will be deprived of their drinks. 
There were occasions such people were assaulted 
by Appuhamy. 

One man who failed to pay for his drinks and 
was chased away by Appuhamy was waiting 
to take revenge. On that particular Sunday he 
informed the police about Appuhamy’s kasippu 
business and the exact spot where the business 
took place. 

The police went in mufti and hid close to the 

rock. The whole place was overgrown with mana 
grass. When the customers gathered Appuhamy 
appeared with cans of kasippu. The police sprang 
up and surrounded the rock pointing their 
guns. They warned if anybody tried to escape 
would be shot. They were all arrested including 
Vedamuthu. They were taken to the  police sta-
tion along with the cans of kasippu and other 
distilling implements. Theresamma swooned on 
hearing the news. They were produced before 
the magistrate and sentenced to three months 
imprisonment. 

Theresamma went to the prison to see her 
husband. She told him that if had he listened to 
her and went to church this misfortune would 
not have occurred. It is nothing but God’s pun-
ishment. “See the difficulty I had to undergo due 
to your drinking habit and you will lose your 
job as well. At least now give up drinking the 
poison and reform yourself for the same of our 
children.” Saying so she left the prison with tears 
running down her cheeks.    

Kelaniya’s Duruthu 
panorama

Silvery moonlight filtering 
Through the shadowy trees in the environs;
Diffusing lustre 
To Kelaniya’s panoramic night 
Enacting the tradition 
Of a historic site. 
Quiet flows the Kelani 
In the vicinity 
Draped in silvery gleams 
The environ’s contribution 
To the glamour of the scene
The temple stands 
Sedate and tranquil 
Anticipating the throb around. 
The devotees throng 
In worshipful demeanour 
Sight-seers pass 
Wrapt in curiosity 
Whips lash 
Drums beat 
Tinkling bells and dancing feet. 
Rhythmic movements 
torches flare 
The majestic tusker 
With respectful treat 
The casket bears. 
Religion and history 
Together weld 
A pristine tradition 
In continuity held. 

- Jeannette Cabraal 
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Wet leaves, glisten
in the sunlight 

In the corner of our land, towards the East elegantly 
stands a tall tree. 
So handsomely tall and with a smooth shining girth. 
From predators embrace it is saved and free. 
The branches entwined with leaves like lace 
Swaying with the gentle breeze 
Adorns the ever-green jungle, pre-eminent with grace 
Soothes and restores a tangled mind with peace. 
One bright morning with the breaking of dawn 
I looked up to the sky, and what may I say, caught my eye
I couldn’t believe it, I.... w.h.o.o.oped! with delight 
And in ecstasy, like a child, I cried. 
Blossomed in all its glory, for the first time seen 
A big cluster of flowers! Like a powder-puff glean 
Crowning the top of the tree,
The streaking rays of the early morning sun on the dew-drops
sparkling like myriad scattered tinsels on as Christmas tree. 
Oh! These tall stately palm trees, we have seen no other 
Blend with the scenes so gracefully 
The one stately tree that stands beside the Dawson Tower 
Fails to shower the nature’s lovers 
With a bower of flowers, so quintessentially
But stands so desolately lonesome – and appear carefree. 

- Sheila Bandaranayake
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