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In fury
Sitting by the sea to soothe my cares away
Farthest I glimpse large tidal waves forming, and 
Entwining with the small waves weaving into ropes.
With a sudden roar it comes rolling and rushing towards
 the bank in all its fury
Dashing and splashing on the cliffs and rocks,
Gushing forth to unleash its sparkling foam.
Ferocious as it came,  it softly calms down its waters
 returning to the mighty ocean, 
Like man  losing his temper,
Regretting later for causing harm to another. 

- Yasmin Jaldin

My maternal uncle 
Richardson 
Bandara, 
an estate 
superintendent, 
was a well built 

handsome gentleman of middle 
age; My mother used to say that I 
resembled my uncle. As I was his 
most favourite nephew he wanted to 
make me an estate superintendent. 

So I was invited to his estate to 
spend my vacations. To adapt me to 
estate environment he allowed me to 
play with Tamil boys and girls who 
became very fond of me, as I was 
a clever sportsman. His wife, Sam-
mani auntie loved and treated me very 
well. As a result of this familiarity 
with Tamils I had developed a liking 
towards Tamil folk. 

So, after my graduation with a 
training period of two years as an 
assistant superintendent, I was given 
an appointment as a superintendent 
of a tea estate at Bandarawela. Here, 
to do away with boredom and 
loneliness, I made it a habit to sit in 
the verandah of my bungalow sipping 
a hot cup of strong tea and look at 
women hurrying for the morning 
parade. 

Rhythm
Amongst those women was a very 

beautiful girl of about twenty years. 
She was like an African princess with 
charming eyes. Her curly hair braided 
into two plaits was pouring down her 
back dancing according to the rhythm 
of her walk. She, while passing my 
bungalow smilingly, used to steal a 
charming look at me. 

On inquiries I found that her name 
was Parwathy and she was my my 
cook woman’s only daughter. 

One evening I  was preparing to go 
to the sports club I saw a huge cobra 
crawling under my bed. Asking my 
cook to call somebody to kill it, I hit 
her with a cricket ball. The cobra 
getting annoyed by my foolish act, 
jumped at me spreading its hood. 

I jumped on to the bed and began 
to shield myself with a pillow, while 
the cobra went on stinging the pillow. 
Though a lot of people had gathered 
by then at the door none of them 
entered the room to do something 
about it. 

All of a sudden Parwathy, pushing 
all the men aside, charged in and 

catching the cobra by its tail held it 
up so that the cobra could not reach 
her body or the hand to sting her. 
The cobra was hanging in mid-air 
helplessly like a long snakegourd 
while the girl  went on swinging 
her up and down to make her body 
benumbed.

Seeing the poor girl in a 
precariously dangerous situation 
jumped out of the bed and asked her 
to hold tightly. I went on thrashing 
the swinging cobra’s head several 
times.

When I felt that the cobra was 
dead I asked her to drop it down 
and jump aside. I after crushing the 
cobra’s head looked for the girl to 
thank her for her heroic deed but she 
had vanished like a ghost. When I 
sent for Parwathy, she came with her 
mother, I offered her a cheque for Rs. 
25,000 which she refused to accept. 
But when I stretched my hand she 
daringly took it with both hands and 
kissed it fondly bending her knees. 

Abuse
As my mother had fallen ill I 

wanted a suitable woman to attend on 
her. When I asked my cook to find a 
suitable woman Parwathy volunteered 
to look after my mother. When I 
questioned her as to why she wished 
to leave her job and work in my 
bungalow she told me that as a lot of 

her wooers were trying to abuse her 
she decided to seek my protection. 
She also told me that her beauty had 
become a curse to her liberty. So, 
I entrusted Parwathy to Sammani 
auntie. 

Whenever I went home she used to 
attend to me very fondly. 

My mother got a heart attack and 
died in hospital. A few days after the 
funeral I was lying in bed buried in 
deep thoughts. Parwathy coming 
to my room with my evening tea 
awaited. As I did not look at her her 
said, “Sir, can I talk to you.” 

When I looked at her, she seeing 
my tearful eyes stood wordless.

“Parwathy, I know that you want to 
go home, please wait till tomorrow. I 
will take you home,” I said.

“I do not want to go sir, what 
I want is to stay here under your 
protection”, she said. 

“Parwathy, are you going to stay 
here without getting married,” I said. 

“Yes Sir, I want to look after you as 

your servant and die here if you have 
no objection,” she said. 

“Parwathy do you know that I love 
you and I have decided to marry you,” 
I said. 

Relations
Parwathy with a pleading look 

said, “No Sir, I do not want you to 
marry me demeaning your status, 
losing your job and your relations. 
I was born poor and I am ready to 
die poor. I came to you to avoid my 
troublesome wooers as you are the 
only one I ever loved. So, I am ready 
to undergo any trouble on your 
behalf. I have no objection in keeping 
me as your servant, like your uncle 
did with Sammani auntie. 

“Parwathy, my uncle died 
entrusting Sammani auntie to me. So, 
as promised I will look after her and 
when she dies I will bury her in our 
family cemetery. But I have nobody to 
entrust you and our children. 

If I die without marrying you 
my relations will come and seize 
my properties and oust you like a 
vagrant. I do not want that to happen 
to my beloved wife,” I said.

Hearing me Parwathy kneeling 
down at my feet and unable to control 
her emotions began to cry holding 
my legs for a while. Feeling pity for 
the poor girl I went on patting her 
back to console her. 

Parwathy’s love 
by Davidson Goonetillake
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In a world segregated by hate and colour 
Black and white had divided a nation’s brotherhood
You were positioned for such a volatile hour
Racisms deep poison you wisely understood
In 1962 you began the fight in Albany
To defiantly stand up for what was right
During 1964 you began to relish glorious victory
New generations would take forward the fight
You bestowed on your people genuine liberty
In your radiant ‘Dream’ they steadfastly did believe
By your martyr’s death you championed equality
The world’s respect today you receive
The unwise men talk of language and race
Indeed they remain, bound by prejudices ignorant chain
Today freedom’s light shines on each human face
Unity must valiantly be sustained and reign

- Dishan Joseph

Dreaming from
the mountain top
Tribute to Dr.Martin
Luther King

Anuradhapura, the ruined city
Where our past glories are buried 
With colossal stone pillars, crumbling             
temples
How I’d love to visit it once more!
I knew I was too frail and old,
Sad and frustrated my eyes I closed,
I heard the sound of the rustling leaves
That danced to the melodies of the flowing 
breeze.
The golden sand tickled my soles 
As my bare feet carried me around.
A tender Bo-leaf of the Sacred Bo Tree
Wafted at my feet, ’twas a treasure I beheld.
Mahamevna, the ancient park,
With hundreds of shady, age old trees.
Wasn’t it here where the monks sat 
Meditating to achieve the highest goal?
Soft winds that were blowing from the tanks, 
Drove away the heat of the day.
I was walking on a soft green carpet
Nicely trimmed grass of a royal park.
Here and there were Asoka trees 
Covered with full bloomed lovely sprigs.
’Tis here Prince Saliya, son of King Gemunu
 Met his ‘chandala’ bride, I’ve heard.
’Twas only a dream, I opened my eyes.
I’ve visited the ruined city again. 

- Lalitha Somathilaka
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