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After living for thirty 
years in an apartment 
in the city they decided 
to move into a suburb.  
Scanning through several 

advertisements a two-storied house 
was purchased far off from the city.  
It was a private housing scheme and 
every bungalow varied in structure.  
Even though the house was moderate,  
there was ample garden and Clara 
started planting her favourite fruit 
trees instantly.

Theirs was the fifth house and it 
was on the right-hand side.  There 
were ten lanes in the neighbourhood 
with ten houses in each lane, five 
on the left and the other five on the 
right.  With high surrounding walls 
sheltering the houses none of its 
inmates could be seen. 

The immediate neighbour  was 
unaware if the members of his next 
house were in or out, such was the 
case. Occasionally, one or two went 
on errands, otherwise the lanes were 
practically a ghost  town on week-
days.  It would only be a smile and 
a nod if you just happen to meet 
one.  On the contrary it was good, 
but in the long run it was also bad, 
since none had the time to look into 
another’s grievance if something worst 
cropped up.

Sweeping
Clara’s  immediate neighbour rarely 

came out and she was seen only in the 
evenings sweeping her compound or 
picking flowers for her altar. 

Virtually, everyone seemed to mind 
their own business and it was not 
like the city when friends all around 
would pop in and say a simple ‘hello’ 
or walk in for a little chat.  We, Sri 
Lankans love a little gossip, don’t we?  
It relieved the boredom and was also 
soothing, just to know that people 
cared.

Two weeks after settling in, one late 
night nodding in deep slumber she 
vaguely heard screams of an elderly 
lady speaking in gasps and later 
subsiding to a moan.

Sobs
‘What was that? The sounds 

emanated from an upper floor of a 
house increasing and decreasing later 
into painful sobs. 

Curious,  without disturbing her 
husband she tip-toed  to the corner 
window of the balcony to peep below.  
The wailing voice was now clear and it 
was heard from the third house in the 
lane, when an old lady was repeatedly 
pleading,  ‘I beg of you, please, don’t 
hit me’.  After a  few minutes the voice 

was inaudible and the sounds trailed 
away.  

Were the sounds a reality or ghostly, 
it could not be since the time was only 
eleven-thirty.  Ghosts appear after 
midnight is it not?, thought she.  Now, 
there was complete silence. 

The following week too at the 
same time she heard the screams 
and threatening voices of a man and 
woman speaking in foul  language, 
obviously it was noted that they 
were scolding the poor old  lady.  
She decided not to tell her husband,  
‘mind your own business, go to sleep 
you are dreaming’, he would say.

Pleasantries
Determined to find out about the 

unusual screams she decided to go 
to the ‘pola’.  Fortunate to find the 
company of another neighbour who 
walked her way, after pleasantries, 
Clara swiftly shifted the topic to the 
third house of her lane.  

What she heard made her quiver.  
‘Oh!  this is a usual occurrence, it 
is very pathetic to listen to the old 
lady’s wails, sometimes I have tried to 
intervene and all you get is a rebuff ’, 
she said.

The old lady, wife of a  very 
rich businessman after his demise 
inherited his legacy.  Being the owner 
of a plaza building and a palatial villa 
in Colombo she was forced  to sell 
part of her assets  and the money was 

divided equally among them.  She 
thought they would be content but it 
was not so. The elder one is domiciled 
overseas and the feeble old lady in her 
late eighties was now living with the 
younger son and daughter-in-law.

Even though he owns a house gifted 
to him by his in-laws, the man pesters 
his mother for a share of her house 
already gifted to the elder brother 
which has been re-gifted to his 
daughter.  She pleads for mercy saying 
‘nothing could be done now, please 
don’t hit me’, he punishes her for the 
lapse, it is very sad, said her friend. 

‘Very pathetic, could we not do 
something?’, said Clara. 

Coaxed
‘Just forget it, none could help or 

speak to the man on this issue, he is 
very rude and so is his wife, they are 
not good neighbours’  said she.

After a lapse of two weeks the 
screams of the old lady were heard 

once again and this time she nudged 
her husband. Muttering for disturbing 
him, she somehow coaxed him to 
come up to the balcony, when he 
craned his neck to hear the screams.  
He was shocked and  held his head in 
dismay  ‘Satisfied are you not,  you did 
hear the wails’ she said.  

‘How could anyone do this to his 
mother, this is terrible’, cried he.

The  following week was unusually 
very quiet. Again it was the week-
end when she decided to do the 
marketing. Stepping out of the lane 
what did she see?  White banners 
hung at the top of the lane. 

The old lady was no more, she had 
passed away this morning, said her 
new friend. Was she beaten last night 
too? Why is man never content? The 
clamour  to embrace  more is the root 
of one’s unhappiness; if this desire stirs 
in one, it is evil.

Two months later, there was 
commotion again in the same house. 
Someone was screaming and wailing 
loudly when it was learnt that the son 
had been bitten by his pet dog. None 
of the neighbours came to his aid, it 
was only a passerby who volunteered 
to take him to the hospital.  

Although prompt medication was 
administered, the wounds were deep 
and festered. Gangrene had set in, 
resulting the right leg below the knee 
to be amputated. Wearing a Jaipur 
foot, one could see him sit by the 
wayside; perhaps paying for his sins?

Plea for mercy
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by Yasmin Jaldin

The peace
inventor 

In days of yore 
Our primitive folk 
Found the tung oil 
To dispel the darkness 
By kindling lamps 
In the course of time 
Well known scientist 
Mr. Alfred Nobel 
Invented an explosive substance 
Ushering a new era of science 
Yet, as a curse of his invention 
Entire world is in blaze 
Every now and then 
Fuelling flames of the war and 
Causing nonstop bloodshed 
If he was in premonition 
He would never invented 
So-called dynamite at all 
Before long of his invention
Was he in desperation
Seeing it’s aftermath?
Then, he shared his earning
Having categorised 
To grant a ‘Nobel Prize’ 
To even those who dedicated 
By sake of the peace 
But, all are in a dilemma now 
How we can find out 
Such a peace inventor? 
Among the debris of 
Prolonging wars 
That pervade all over the world

- P.D. Sarath Karunaratne

Wild the garden was, thick and overgrown
Intervened with bushes, climbers and creepers.
Wild flowers wavered to and fro
Dancing happily to the blowing breeze.
Bees and butterflies hovered around
Happy were they with these lovely beauties.
Birds and squirrels jumped around
Supplying their music to the wild scene.
Rabbits, rats and other creatures
Peeped through bushes with their round fearful eyes.
Rattle snakes too were there, we saw,
‘A haven for serpents,’ some used to comment.
A big black giant with big round wheels 
Emancipating smoke from a hose in front,
Growling loudly ‘grrr, grrr.’  
Was seen rolling towards the thicket.
‘I’m not scared, be aware,’ it warned.
Rolling towards the outgrown land.
Forward it rolled, further and further
Straight into the thicket no pity it had. 
Down went the bushes, creepers and climbers,
Trees big and small; in awe we all watched.
Where are the little creatures, I suddenly wondered
For they were nowhere to be seen around. 
Fear must have driven them away we knew
To hid themselves from the fearful giant.
Dead and withered on the ground lay the thicket.
Thrown into a tractor and was carried away.
The bare land stood, sans all its growth.
Not a trace of the thicket the giant had left.
‘An ideal plot for my mansion, I’m sure.’ 
Commented the owner with a happy broad smile.

- Lalitha Somathilaka

An ideal plot

Nature
weeps

Parched land
Arid, Dusty
Cracked, Dried
Death lurks
Impending
Disastrous
Angry Gods
Taking revenge
The sky weeps in
This predicament
Drops of rain, fall
On bare earth
Absorbing to
Sodden soil
Turn again
As Nature
Thrives more

- Miran Perera
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HumourHumour
on the wall

Hating and 
greeting!
You may hate me or greet me
Yet, hating and greeting have now 
Become one and same to me, my friend !
I might be hated by you for something 
And you might hate me for any other thing
I might greet or hate you
Hating and greeting may seem different to 
one another
Yet, they are nothing but one
When I heard a voice within me 
‘There is a pleasure of being hated by all’

- Ponniah Ganeshan
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