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Come back,
 dear
Oh! Where are you?
Such a welcoming song 
For the New Year’s arrival! 
Your voice echoed everywhere 
And Erabadu flowers danced 
Adding more beauty and joy. 
Oh! Where are you? 
Silenced or migrated? 
Tell me please, for, 
Your sound of silence 
Has withered Erabadu buds 
And stolen the joy 
Of this festive season!

 A. Jayalath Basnagoda

Suren was a tall, handsome 
youth attached to a branch 
of Mid-ray Bank at Diyatal-
awa. A clever clerical hand, 
he was who could grasp the 
subject matter in no time.

The bank staff was closely knitted 
and could cooperate at any given time. 
The manager Brookes was born in 
New South Wales, a jovial gent who 
could crack a joke at the appropri-
ate time. During long weekends the 
staff made it a point to visit botanical 
gardens or places of archaeological 
interest.

Suranimali was a pretty, young lady, 
who could have been a couple of years 
younger to Suren. She wore a Kandyan 
dress, the Osariya to office; skirt and 
blouse on picnics and sightseeing. She 
was fair complexioned, with a round 
face and attractive dreamy eyes. Her 
dark-black long hair was knitted into a 
single plait. 

Intimacy
Before long, a close intimacy was 

established between Suranimali and 
Suren. Both of them used to be seated 
close to each other when going on pic-
nics. Both sang together well rhymed 
duets, attracting significant applause 
from the rest. 

The duets were really enchant-
ing. The Manager Brookes did not 
fail to give a fantastic tune from his 
mouthorgan and the rest hummed 
together.

In June, Suren married Suranimali, 
becoming an attractive wedded couple 
with the ceremony bringing much 
bliss to the invitees.

Five years passed by. The couple 
was not blessed with a child. Suren 
gradually got used to alcohol and 
heavy smoking. Their intimacy gradu-
ally faded away. He frequently arrived 
home at dead of the night which Sur-
animali hotly detested. 

At the beginning she tolerated him. 
But as time went by he became abu-
sive. 

On one rainy night she kept the 
front door closed as he was abusive 
and violent. It was thunder showers 
and lightning that he was exposed to 
without any mercy. For several times 
he tried his utmost to break open the 
door, but failed. 

Matrimonial
As days passed by Suranimali 

detested living with him in their mat-
rimonial home.

Even Suranimali was a shabbily 
dressed woman to office apart from 
Suren.

Their office mates advised them as 
to their attire but to no avail.

Suddenly Suren was transferred to 
a Colombo branch of the Bank, where 
he could travel to office from his 
parental home. 

Suranimali got her board and lodg-
ing at a lady friend’s place and was 

not feeling happy either. Later, on the 
advice of a lady lawyer she instituted 
action for divorce from her husband. 

It was on the basis of malicious 
desertion on the part of the husband. 
It was not a heavily contested one and 
she was pronounced the innocent 
party by Court.

However, Suren’s younger sister 
Harini was fond of Suranimali. She 
blamed her brother for their debacle. 
On the other hand Suranimali did not 
sever the cordial relationship she had 
with Harini, her sister-in-law.

On a Bank Holiday Suranimali paid 
a visit at Suren’s parental home. And 
Harini was there to cordially receive 
her.

“Akki, I am so pleased to see you.”
“Same here Nangi, it is indeed a 

pleasure.”
“Let’s go inside and be seated. There 

are lots of things to talk about.”
“Is that so? How is your brother get-

ting on?”
“Believe me Akki, he seems to be 

quite a nice person. He had mended 
his ways to become a pleasant person.”

“Is that so? My good-gracious!”
“Akki, you won’t believe, he used 

to be in touch with religion and phi-
losophy.”

“Sh!” in tiptoe she walked into his 
chamber.

He was deeply engrossed reading 
a book. Gently she placed her hand 
on his shoulder: “Suren, I am here by 
your side,” she spoke in a gentle, soft 
voice.”

“Oh! Suranimali, it is indeed a 
pleasant surprise.”

“Suren dear, there are lots and lots 
of things I wish to discuss with you. 
You are my sole companion.”

“I know, Suranimali, even I missed 
you a lot. There is one thing I really 
couldn’t understand. Did I ever mali-
ciously desert you?”

“Suren, please do not misunder-
stand me. That was my lady lawyer’s 
insistence to obtain a divorce in Sri 
Lanka. Your fidelity was not in doubt. 
And I could not medically prove that 
you were sexually incompetent. 

The only way we could think of was 
malicious desertion. Suren, I knew 
that you did not maliciously desert 
me.”

“Suranimali, dear, I do not condone 
my behaviour at latter stages, there 
were lapses on my part.”

“Suren, I bitterly cried till dawn the 
way I locked you out of home that 
thunderous rainy night. There were 
lapses on my part too. There were 
instances where I failed and neglected 
to prepare and serve you the delicious 
dishes you preferred to relish.

Relationship
“My conversation with you was not 

cordial at all.”
“Suranimali, I am searching for the 

reason that kept us apart. We hap-
pened to lose our compatibility.”

“Precisely, that was so Suren.”
“Suranimali, both of us know 

that we had gone through a period 
of incompatibility. Compatibility is 
something that kept us together. Yet, 
incompatibility is not a ground for 
divorce in Sri Lanka. Perhaps there 
is no proper mechanism to ascertain 
and implement it. 

It is our bounden duty to respect 
our cordial relationship.”

Three months passed by after the 
unique meeting between Suren and 
Suranimali. They became even closer 
to each other. Suddenly, they remar-
ried on a low profile.

Five years later two long-standing 
office mates of Suren and Suranimali 
could spot a charming couple seated 
on a ceramic bench in a spacious col-
ourful flower garden. Suren kept their 
cute pretty little baby girl on his lap 
whilst Suranimali kept her head rested 
on his shoulder.

[Characters are fictitious]

(The writer is a lawyer by 
profession).

IncompatibilityWISE  
WORDS

I do not believe that friends 
are necessarily the peo-
ple you like best, they are 
merely the people who got 
there first.

Peter Ustinov

Friendship is certainly the 
finest balm for the pangs of 
disappointed love.

Jane Austen

Champagne for my real 
friends, real pain for my 
sham friends.

Francis Bacon

Enemies and 
adversaries
Forgive your enemies but 
never forget their names.

John F Kennedy

Money can’t buy you friends 
but it can get you a better 
class of enemy.

Spike Milligan

All in the family
Family quarrels are bit-
ter things. They don’t go 
according to any rules. 
They are not like aches or 
wounds, they’re more like 
splits in the skin that won’t 
heal because there’s not 
enough material.

F Scott Fitzgerald

There is no such thing as 
“fun for the whole family”.

Jerry Seinfeld

A fine romance
Love is a fire. But whether 
it is going to warm your 
hearth or burn down your 
house you can never tell.

Joan Crawford

Women need a reason to 
have sex, men just need a 
place.

Billy Crystal

If grass can grow through 
cement, love can find you at 
every time of your life.

Cher

Men and women
The male is a domestic 
animal which, if treated with 
firmness, can be trained to 
do most things.

Jilly Cooper

A man can sleep around, 
no questions asked, but if 
a woman makes 19 or 20 
mistakes she’s a tramp.

Joan Rivers

Television
Television is an invention 
that permits you to be enter-
tained in your living room by 
people you wouldn’t have in 
your home.

David Frost

I hate television. I hate it as 
much as peanuts. But I can’t 
stop eating peanuts.

Orson Welles

The silver screen
If you have to have a job 
in this world, a high-priced 
movie star is a pretty good 
gig.

Tom Hanks

There are only six basic 
plots. Frankenstein and 
My Fair Lady are really the 
same story.

William Holden

Growing old
Everybody my age should 
be issued with a 2lb fresh 
salmon. If you see someone 
young, beautiful and happy 
you should slap them as 
hard as you can with it.

Richard Griffiths

Age, a high price to pay for 
maturity.

Tom Stoppard

Dreams and desires
Boredom: the desire for 
desires.

Leo Tolstoy

Want a thing long enough 
and you don’t.

Chinese proverb

Choices and decisions
Ever noticed that “what the 
hell” is always the right deci-
sion?

Marilyn Monroe

We 

have 
to 
believe 
in free 
will. 
We’ve got 
no choice.

Isaac 
Bashevis 

Singer

Nothing but 
the truth
There are two 
kinds of truth: 
the truth that 
lights the way 
and the truth 
that warms the 
heart. The first of 
these is science 
and the second 
is art.

Raymond 
Chandler

Bad taste is 
simply saying 
the truth before it 
should be said.

Mel Brooks

The final curtain 
Life is like a B-mov-
ie. You don’t want to 
leave in the middle 
of it but you don’t 
want to see it again.

Ted Turner

For three days after 
death, hair and fin-
gernails continue to 
grow but phone calls 
taper off.

Johnny Carson

Happiness
The lamentable phrase 
“the pursuit of happi-
ness” is respon-sible 
for a good part of the 
ills and miseries of the 
modern world.

Malcolm 
Muggeridge

Happiness is as a butter-
fly which, when pursued, 
is always beyond our 
grasp but which, if you 
will sit down quietly, may 
alight upon you.
Nathaniel Hawthorne

Be my guest
After all, what is your host’s 
purpose in having a party? 
Surely not for you to enjoy 
yourself, if that were their 
sole purpose, they’d have 
simply sent champagne and 
women over to your place 
by taxi.

PJ O’Rourke

Did you ever go to a party, 
go in the bathroom, flush the 
toilet and the water starts 
coming up? That is the most 
frightening moment in the life 
of a human being.

Jerry Seinfeld

Heaven and Hell
I shall be happy in heaven pro-
vided the angels are beautifully 
attired and wear their halos at 
a tilt.

Yves Saint Laurent

Hell is other people.
Jean-Paul Sartre

The Catholic idea of Heaven and 
Hell is full of extremes. It’s either 
eternal bliss, walking around on 
clouds playing table tennis with 
Mozart and Cary Grant, or eternal 
damnation where you have to light 
Hitler’s cigars.

Paul Merton

Sit back and relax
To sit in the shade on a fine day 
and look upon verdure is the most 
perfect refreshment.

Jane Austen

Lying in bed would be an altogether 
perfect and supreme experience if 
only one had a coloured pencil long 
enough to draw on the ceiling.

GK Chesterton

House and home
Home is where the mortgage is.

Billy Conolly

Home is where you come to when you 
have nothing better to do.

Margaret Thatcher

Friends
When the mansion is enormous and magnificent, and 
One is engulfed with wealth and prosperity,
Many friends gather around to enjoy its fruits.
When the dwelling is a shack and reduced to rubble,
Then, one has nothing to offer, friends number few, 
Which spells deep trouble. 

- Yasmin Jaldin
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