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A NOTE FROM OUR EDITORS

Welcometo thesecondssueof NEW CEYLON WRI T I Nnévessies.If youhavenot
yetreadthefirst issue(No. 6, publishedonlinelastyearand,like No. 7, alsoaccestble
throughour websitewww.newceylonwriting.cornlet usprovidead b asctko r y 6 .

NEW CEYLON WRITING beganin 1969asanideageneratedby a smallcompanyof
academicsbetweerlecturesandtutorialsin the SeniorCommonRoomof the University of
Ceylonat PeradeniyaTl he Arts Facultyof the University,comprisingbothWesternand
OrientalLanguageshad been movedfrom Colomboto the magnificentsettingof the hill -
country,andDr Merlin Pieris,whotaughtLatin andGreek,hadbeenthinking aboutsome
poemswrittenin Englishby his studentghathaddeeplyimpressedim.

A Wh apity it i ssai@Dr Pieris,i t hhaythavenoway of publishingtheirwork € 0
And there,quiteliterally, is wherethejournalbegan.Theimpulsethatcreatedt wasnot
entirely altruistic. Therehadbeenfor sometime amonguniversityacademicseachingthe
Arts a convction thatthe Englishlanguagatself asa University subjectwasundersiege.
At thistime,teachinghe6 We s A e tath@& Universityof Ceylon (thei s | eonlyd 6 s
university,recently splitin two by the shift of the Arts Facultyto Peradeniya)wasstill
carriedoutin English,andthe Department®f EnglishandWesternClassicsat Peradeniya,
thoughnumericallysmall, werenationallyandinternationallyrespectedor the quality of
their teachingstaff andof their graduatesThe highestdegreesawardedverethe BA andBA
(Hons)degreesFortheirP h D deradeniygraduatesppliedto Oxford, Cambridgeand
otherlong-establishedhstitutionsoverseasBritain (andlaterthe USA) beingtheir preferred
destinations.

Thepassingpfthed Si nOmal lb@@uageAct in 1956effectivelydisplaced
English,andreplacedt with thelanguageof SriL a n kethdicsnajority: Sinhala. Teachers
who had,for generations trainedlocal studentsn the useof the Englishlanguageand
passeanto themtheirr own love of Englishliterature left theislandin largenumbersfor
employmenin Englishspeakingcountriesn which their childrencouldbe sureof receiving
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the soundd E n gd d us chathatwouid bo longerbe availableto themin Sri Lanka. This
createdaregrettablegapin the national fabric. Many peoplebenefitedfrom 6 Si nohrall yab .
Unfortunately studentsvho hadworkedin Englishthroughoutheir schoolanduniversity
careersi thepodsandnovelistsof thefuture T did not.

Theeffectof this situationon the creativityandconfidenceof writersin Englishcan
beimagined especiallywhenthe sourcesrom which supportmight havebeenreceivedin
suchacrisis T importedEnglishbooks,importedEnglishliterary journals,for example
driedup. Journalisticstandardsn the Englishlanguagenewspapergformerly touchstonesf
excellencewnhich studentdhadbeenencouragedby their teacherdo recognizeandlearn
from) declinedsharply,andGovernmentsponsoredcholarshipsljiterary awardsandprizes
wereno longeravailableto writersin English.

It wasinto this unpromisingatmospher¢ghatNEW CEYLON WRITING wasborn.
Therewasno questionof a University-sponsoed printedpublication:universityfundingonly
financedjournalsthatpublishedthe scholarly researclof academicsnotthe creativeefforts
of studentsThe costswould haveto be paidfrom donationsby studentsaandinterestedstaff
members.Wasthis a possibility?Academicsalariesverenot high, and studentseventhose
who volunteeredheir helpin distribution,could hardly betappedfor financialassistancen a
ventureunconnectedavith their studiesthat gavethemno financialremunerationBesidesa
regularprintedpublication couldonly be maintainedf advertisingweresolicitedto meet
theessentialcostsof paperandprinting. But would this notjeopardizehej our nal 6 s
independenceQuitesimply, we couldnotafford to print. Typewitten textswerenext
suggested thepoemsandstoriesto belaboriouslycopiedwith carbonpaper(therewereno
photocopiersavailableyet) onto two or threesheetsstapledogetheranddistributedby
studentvolunteersonceeverythreemonths?Tha wasa possibilitywhich wascanvassednd
rejected Computerspf course, hadnot yet becomeavailableon our campuses.

After much discussion, it was agreed that NEW CEYLON WRITING could be
typewritten on to waxed sheets and cyclostyled. At this piridarold Pieris, a genial and
wealthy benefactor of the arts (and a Sanskrit scholar), learning of our dilemma, sent us a
generous cheque, and Mr T.B.S. Godamunne, hetie &ithumina Press in Kandy, who
had just bought a beautiful new Heidelberg pfessr hi s ¢ o needitopyilicur us e, a
covers free of charge. A kindly Dean permitted the use of the departmental cyclostyling

machine, and Somadasa, the skilled and effic
in his spare time by operatligh e machi ne for a small fee. Par
spent on placing a small advertisement in the local English newspapers, announcing the

advent of a new |iterary magazine, and é we

Whatdid that first issue, the work of enthastic amateurs, look like? The text was
typed on a portable Olympia typewriter, sten
pages were collated in the homes of the editors by students bribed with coffee, tea and
chocolate cake, and bound by tleanfingers of children at the request of their editor
parents. I n designing a cover for that first
green, blue and red were avoided , and plain whiteboard selected instead, on which the
letteringofthemgazi ne title and our el egant OHansab
Godamunne. Successive issues sported different coloured backgrounds. From these



tentative beginnings grew the journal which enjoyed-gddy initial run, during which it
featuredsome of the best and most significant creative and critical writing in English to
appear in posindependence Sri Lanka. From the start the magazine was determinedly
independent, seeking no sponsorship or support other than from those who read and
contributed to it.

Fortunately, such support was forthcoming, dreée issues were published before
the departure from Sri Lanka of two of its editors, Yasmine Gooneratne and Shelagh Anghie,
forced temporary cessation of publication. Two more issues follquastished in
Australia. The lastof thesgwhich was issuedn 1984), had a grey and black cover
memorializing the race riots thiaddshakenSri Lanka in 1983.

At therequesbf readeravho wish to seecopiesof thosefirst five issuesof NEW
CEYLON WRITING, we havepublishedthetextsin their entiretyonline.You will find them
on our website:www.newceylonwritingunderthetitle i Qinte® .Theycontain theearly
work of manywriterswhosenamesarevery well-knowntodaynationallyandinternationally:
amongthem four outstandingpoetsi PatrickFernandol.akdasaVikkramasinhaAnne
Ranasingh@andJeanArasanayagamYou will alsofind therethe completetext of Lakshmi
deSi | tramgdationof EdiriwiraSarachchandfaplay Sinhabahu aselectionof short
playsby ErnestMacintyre,andanaccountoy E.F.C.Ludowyk of the beginningsof the
0Dr amSocéb

T h e ragréaglealmore. Pleasecheckouté Qu iént et

We areproudthat, by takingthejournalonline, we areusingcontemporary
technologyto bring the earlywriting of manyof SriL a n knso$tdistinguishedwritersinto
anewcentury.

In NEW CEYLON WRITING 7,w e dike to think youwill find the bestof thebeg.
Reviewsof play productionsandnovek, creativenewpoetry,unforgettablestories,
memorialsof pasttimes,challengegor the future, quirky humour,unexpectedisual
pleasureg | t afl sere Somefamiliar namedromthema g a z past,mangnew
exceptionatalents but always,andconsistently a steadyfocuson quality

Welcometo 2018!
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CONTRIBUTORS TO THIS
ISSUE

CHITRA KUMARI ABEYKONE ( Memoriesof T e | d e m 32)yisa teacherof
Englishwho hasworked in bothgovernmentindprivatesectordeachingthelocal
OL andEdexcelOL syllabisincel972.Shewaseducatedt GoodShepherdConvent,
Kandy,and livesin SriLanka

JEAN ARASANAYAGAM ( ButchBayl6 p.10) is a Sri Lankanwriter in Englishof
fiction, creative nonfiction, poetryandplays.Shededs with diversethemesdn relation
to heridentity andlife. Shefocusesoninheritanceandidentity, ethnicity,gender,
travel,personatelationshipsyar andviolence.Her work hasbeenwidely published
andtranslatedn Sri Lankaandabroadandhasreaivedseveralocal andinternational
awards

LAKSHMAN ATTYGALLE makessurethatNEW CEYLONWRI1 Tl NG©6 s
computersarefunctionalandoperative.

MEGHANA BAHAR is anintersectionafeminist,humanrightsactivistand
communicationstrategiswvith over18ye a rexpédriencavorkingin theglobal
intersection®f genderyeligion, healthandmedia.Her academidackgrounds
in thefields of postmodern/postcoloniéterature,mainly writings of coloured
womenauthorsandfilm, particularlynovelsinto films. Sheis accessibl®n
FacebookTwitter andInstagramas @ playwithcloudandis amemberof the
Editorial Boardof NEW CEYLON WRITING.

DR DEVIKA BRENDON (reviewof Cold Theatre7 dirsovative production

of ReginaldR o s play $welveAngryMen p. 77; reviewof SalmanRu s hdi e 8 s
novel TheGoldenHouse p.77) is anacademicteacherreviewerandcreative

writer. Her poetryandshortstorieshavebeenpublishedn academiandliterary
journalsin SriLanka,Australia,Indiaandltaly. Shefoundedthe6 E n g@n Isyhé
TeachingAcademyin 2001,andteachesanguageandliteratureto students



studyingthe O-Level andA-Level syllabusin Sri LankaandAustralia.Sheis a
memberof the Editorial Boardof NEW CEYLON WRITING.

DAS,J.P.( i C o mmupn60)tOurdsyuestAuthor (describedn Wikipedia as
O0pol ubh&r ieteeknangmi n d is @ disjinguishedstorywriter from
Orissa India. Dr Das sharesvith usamasterpiecef understatementhatwill
resonatevith manyreadersof our region.

DR LAKSHMI DE SILVA . RetiredSeniorLecturer,Departmenbdbf English,

University of Kelaniya. Herwork in translationincludesEnglishversionsof

MartinWi ¢ k r e maApeGamgdardGamperaliyaandERSar achchandr ads
ManameandSinhabahuSheis amemberof the Editorial Boardof NEW

CEYLON WRITING.

ISURU EPASINGHE is acreativevisualize who hascontributedhis talents
to NEW CEYLON WRITING thisyear.He lives andworksin Colombo.

BASIL FERNANDO (TheMightyMi g r @.8)tWaJ,Basil Fernandas a Sri Lankan
jurist, author,poet,humanrights activist, editor of Article 2 andEthicsin Action, anda
prolific writer. He waseducatedt St. Anthony'sCollege,Wattalaand St. Benedict's
College,KotahenaHis booksincludeHumanRights& Spirituality: Dialogueof
Religionson HumanRights,andPower vs.Conscience

PALITHA GANEWATTA (TheScentof Kinship, reviewed p. 69) is anAustralian
SriLankanliving in Sydney,andcurrentlyworkingin the AustralianQuarantine
Service Heis abroadcaster/jornaliston the Sinhalaprogramof SBSRadio.The
authorof two collectionsof Sinhalapoemsanda novel, hetranslatecda selectionof
AntonC h e k hsbortsiosiesfrom theoriginal Russiarinto Sinhalain 2004.

SAM GAYATHRI ( GonfessionsfaBookdh o | p.4e)Gs,anavid reademwho
lovesto write aboutanythingandeverything, andlives in aworld of fictional
characterawayfrom reality. Heis alsoapostgraduatestudentcurrently
working on morbidtheories.

ROSANNE GOMEZ (6 Ch a mp41® @& SriLankanandagraduateof the University
of Londonwith Honoursin EnglishLiterature.Her professionalife hasbeenspentasa
teacherandlecturer.Shehastravelledwidely andis interestedn the developmenbf
the poetry of many countrieswith which sheis familiar. Her own poetry has been
publishedin Sri Lankaandin the UK i oneof her poemswon a prize in a William
Blake memorialcompetition.

EMERITUS PROFESSORYASMINE GOONERATNE ( Fact, Fiction, or

Fairy T a | ,@.2) Her lastpublishednovel, TheSweetand SimpleKind, was
shortlistedfor the2008Dublin InternationalMPAC Literary Award; andalso
(like thethreethatprecededt) for the CommonwealthWVritersPrize. A fifth
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novel,titted RannygazooOr, TheMysteryof the MissingManuscript was
publishedonlinein 2015. In 1990 ProfessofkGooreratnereceivedthe Orderof
Australiafor hercontributionto literatureandeducation Shewasthefirst Patron
of the Galle Literary Festival,andhasbeenthe Patronof the JaneAustenScciety
of Australiasince1990.Sheis amemberof the Editorial Boardof NEW
CEYLON WRITING, directs GuardianAngels(aliterary editingservicebased
in Colombo)andis amemberof the EnglishWriters Cooperativeof Sri Lanka
(EWC).

AMEENA HUSSEIN (&GettingMarried (TheMuslimWa vy, p.&Y) is awriter of
fiction, and is co-publishewith SamanthgSam)Pereraof PereraHussein
Publishing,Colombo.

DHARSHINI INDRASOMA ( @f MarriagesandM e npd8) hasbeenwriting
poetrysince childhood.Two of her poemshavebeenpublishedby NEW
CEYLONWRITING ( A Vi 0 ind984aerdé C h a tmn@@L6).Professionally
sheis an AssociataMlemberandCharteredslobal ManagemenAccountant
(ACMA/CGMA) of the Chartered nstituteof ManagemenfccountantdJK.

HIMANGI JAYASUNDERA (6 S a f K or bogms7)Genjoysplayingwith words,
conceptsandvisuals Shehasabackgroundn journalismandlaw, is basedn
Colombo,andtravelsoftento differentpartsof theislandon work. Thesetravelsoften
inspireherscribbles.

HUGH KARUNANAYAKE (RememberinyalentineV a ma d ep85) is &
foundermemberof CSA (the CeylonSocietyof Australia),andlivesin Sydney.

FATHIMA RAMEEZ ( Grandpa p.12) is ateacheiof Englishin aninternational
schoolwho enjoysreadingesgecially shortstoriesandfairy tales,andloveswriting
stories of herown. Her mainpassionhoweveris art, for which shedrawsinspiration
from manyplacessuchas music,booksanddreams.

RIA RAMEEZ (6 S h aM lo ap2plivesin Colombo,Sri Lanka. Sheis a staff
writer at Roar.lkandhaslong dreamedf beinga publishedauthor.A feminist,
dreamerandavid reader shehassofar restrictedherselfto writing whimsical
little storiesfor heryoungersiblings.However,shedoesoccasionallynakebrief
foraysinto poetryandfiction too. Shehasn'tquitefound hervoiceyet, butshe
hopesto do sosoon.Rialikes animals,children'sstoriesandquietmoments.

FAITH RATNAYAKE wasbornin Britain. A memberof the Editorial Board
of NEW CEYLON WRITING, sheis anenvironmentalistinterestedn
indigenousmedicine cultivationandhealingtechniquesSheis the authorof



Different Accentsand Mental Movies(winnerof a StateLiterary Award in 2006),
andBeyondheHorizon. TheLife and Timesof Desamanyd®r AbdulMajeed
MohamedSahabdee2012).

CHRIS REZEL (6 De v D1 $§ & h g 15) wasfoem@rly areporteronthe Ceylon
Daily News. He currentlylivesin Australia.

SHARON RUNDLE (reviewof ChannaWi ¢ k r e memella &sylani(s
71), teachestthe Universityof Technology Sydney Dr Rundle hasexpertise
in World Literaturesand hasco-editedwith ProfessoMeenakshBharatan
anthologyof shortstories,Only Connectshortfiction aboutTechnologyandUs
from Australiaandthe Indiansubcontinent.

SHIREEN SENADHIRA (6 AemaleH e r i t pbg) es@freelancewriter

to manymagazinesindnewspapersicludingLankaWomanLoris, Sunday
Funtimes MontageandMosaicsectionof CeylonTodayandSundayObserver
Shepublisheda debutcollectionof storiesandpoems(Colombo2007)anda
collectionof essaygColombo2016).Shedesignedhed h a rorstree éoverof
NEW CEYLON WR I T | Nnéwdoslineseries(2016 2017. Sheis amember
of boththe WadiyaGroupof Writersin Colombo andthe EnglishWriters
Cooperativeof Sri Lanka.

GAMINI SENEVIRATNE ( AConversatiorScarcelyB e g wph)@vaseducatedt
Royal College,Colombo,andreadfor anHonoursdegredn Englishatthe University
of Ceylon,Peradeniydeforejoining the Sri LankaAdministrativeService(formerly
the C.C.S.).He haspublishedfive collectionsof poemsprivately,andhis poemshave
beenincludedin severalanthologiesamongthemTwelvePoemdor Justin
Deraniyagala ed.LakdasaWikkramasinhg1971), An Arthologyof SAARGAiting
(2004,Young @mmonvealth Poets(London 1964 andNew Voices athe
CommonwealtlfLondon 1967. Heretiredfrom the Sri LankaAdministrativeService
asChairmanof the CoconutDevelopmenfAuthority, andis a frequentcontributorto
nationalnewspapers.

SUMITHREI SIVAPALAN (6 lamefugeeC a m,p.8) waseducatedt Holy Family
ConventandVembadiG i r Higé $chool,Jaffna.Sheis currentlyin herfirst yearat
the University of Colombo,wheresheis readingfor a B.A. degreewith English,
SocologyandinternationalRelationsashersubjectsHer interestancludedirectingand
actingin plays.Shehaspublished(privately) abookof poemsn English.

SHARON STEPHENG gascination with words started early and gained in

intensily with her exploration of other fields. A CIM (UK) and LCCHqualified

marketer and certified English teacher, she blends creativity with attention to

detail, and wages a continual war on grammatical erfexgerience in training

and technical writing hwed her skills in simplifying complex ideas for a variety

of audiences. When shebds not dreaming up
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scripts and other conterfior clients, she is an emcee for corporate events,
absorbing new concepts from every industry slorks with. On occasion, her
thoughts about the world coalesce into a pdghe is a member dNEW
CEYLON WRI HditoNabBoard.

ROHAN TITUS ( Marmaladé p.49) wasbornin Colomboandis a memberof
Mensa,a Fellow of the Royal Asiatic Societyof GreatBritain andlreland,anda
careerdiplomatin the AustralianDepartmenbf ForeignAffairs andTrade.He
holdsa Bachelorof Lawsdegredrom BondUniversityanda Masterof Arts
(ForeignAffairs & Trade)from MonashUniversityin Australia.Priorto joining
theForeignService,RohanwasEditor-in-Chiefof BondU n i v e rstadent y 6 s
newspapera Memberof the AcademicSenate Secretaryof the StudentUnion,
Captainof theLaw S ¢ h o Mdot&surtteamandamemberftheUni ver si t yds
Debatingteam.His mostrecentpublicationsincludeii P e &ideng, Peace
Monitoring andPeacekeeping:Lessondgrom the TruceMonitoringG r o unp 0
WithoutaGun:A u s t r Experieac@dlonitoring Peacen Bougainville,1997
2001,edsMonicaWehnerandDonaldDenoon PardanusBooks,Canberra,
2001.Heis amemberof theEditorial Boardof NEW CEYLON WRITING.

NELEISHA WEERASINGHE ( ThingsFamiliar | andll 6 ¢FreshF i e | pp4,869,
84) is alargelyself-taughtartistfrom Sri Lankawho specializesn contemporary
landscapeandanimalart. Her currentbody of work mainly comprisegwo distinct
styles,onebeingintricateandexpressiveine artwork, the otheramorespontaneous
andbrisk approactwith texture.

MAITHREE WICKREMESINGHE (6BuildingBr i d p.38)s @& rofessor
Wickremesinghdeadsthe Departmentof Englishatthe University of Kelaniya.

ED WRIGHT (6 T h a tislaBird B o wp4) is anAustralianpoetandauthor. He
livesin Newcastle,Australiawhereherunstheindependentvriting school The
CreativeWord Shop.He visits Sri Lankaannually,andis the authorof WhenSky
Becomeshe SpacdnsideYourHead a prize-winning novella,eightbooksof non
fiction, andreviewsregularlyfor TheAustralian Thepoem in thisissueis aboutDr
Wrig h tfathsrin-law, who wasfond of his homein Kandana.

SHAMEELA YOOSUFALI ( My SoulisaRainF o r eps 89)ds,a purnalist, writer,
researcher, artist and a bilingualp&&th e s peaks and writes abo
empowerment, education, culture amtaa various platformsShe is currently

translating a Syrianovel into Tamil.



QUINTET & HOW TO
ACCESSIT

JOURNAL ARCHIVES

The Editors take great pleasure in announcing that the first five
printed issues of NEW CEYLON WRITING can now be
downloaded in PDF format via the website:

https://www.newcevlonwriting.com/qguintet

It can also be accessed through the direct link:
https://www.newceylonwriting.com/our-story

We view this move as a crucial step towards preserving a
valuable period of the Sri Lankan English literary memory reel.

Interested readers will find within the pages of the Quintet, the
early work of many writers whose names are well-known today,
nationally and internationally.

We hope and wish that NEW CEYLON WRITING will continue
to provide a connection to that significant past, inspiring a new
generation of writers to continue the tradition, adding to the
burgeoning, rich landscape of English literature in Sri Lanka.
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Things Familiar |

Neleishaweerasingh, Acrylic on paper
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POEMS

ShadowPlay
Ria Rameez

Tiptoe
Throughthedark;
Feafrfilled, angstridden,terrorgripped.
Shadowswoopandswirl,

Clutchat pajamacladlegsandsmall, barefeet,
Tug attheteddygraspedn a sweatypalmedgrip,
Pod in wide eyes,
Reachtentacledarmsto gathersoundeffects-

Night soundsfight sounds:
Cricketschirping, fridge humming,dogbarking,pipesgurgling;
Chairsflying, handsslapping heartbleeding,voice pleading.
Quietly now, quietly, the play hasbegun.

D o nsoegezed o rcdugh,

Wipethetear,d o rebit fall,

D o ntiptd o rslipt
Checkyourstepsd o roieatheatall.

Is thatyour heartyou hearthuddinglike hoof-beatsn your ear?
Still it.

Hold Teddytightly to your chestandclimb down,
Onestep,two steps- crouch
And watchthroughthe banisters
Thenightly shadowplay.

Theshadowsoll crazily, their casterdiddenfrom view,
Thrownagainsthewall;

Morphing, merging,madlylurchingin a parodyof dance.
Big shadowsmallshadowfatha shadowmothershadow.
Fatherlooms,astorybookogrecometo life,
Onehandwrenchingherhair, or clutchingherthroat,or grippingherarm-
| t h@ardto tell, with shadows
And theotherswingingin a sadisticdrumbeat
Thud,thud,thud,slap,

Like a pestlepoundingon araw sideof meat.

Mo t h euret@rges(soasnotto wakeyou)fill yourears,
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And words(BadWords)hit you in thefacelike thrownstones.

Keepstill, hold back;

D o nrénto herlike you aredyingto orh e onrlyhit harder.
You aretoo little by far to helpheryet.
Justwa t ¢ hrow.o r
Watch

Andd o nuintaway,d o rbiddk thesounds,

Bite downonyour knuckles,
Swallowyour screamsyour fears,
And feel themsettledownagainstyour crashingheart.

Leavethemthere to go septic

Until you grow up andout of this helplessness

And theycanbleedclean.

Till then,all you candois crouch,night afternight
And watchthe shadowplay.

In A RefugeeCamp
Sumithreyi Sivapalan

In arefugeecamp

A little girl cries
Thinking of herbabydoll

Lost
Whenherplayhouseshattered.
Her mother

Rocksherto sleep,

Grievingfor anothemaby
Buried



Thaththas a Bird Now

for K.
Ed Wright

| thoughtl sawyou
briefly
in thegarden
throughthedoorway.

It waswet and we hadjust
scatteredyour ashesn theKelaniriver
thatmorning.

Thefanwasslappingthethick air,
andyou wereruffling your feathers,
you wore blackwith threestripesof mutedblue.

You seemedhthome,
unbotheredy the squealf your granddildren
you perchedatateasingremove like akoan,
andl thought,if notaspectaculachoice
for anewlife,
it wasnonethelesawiseone.

Smallgardengring greatcontentment,
thewild is madefamiliar,
ourignoranceseemdessbleak.
Thereis breal onthewall
to stealfrom thelena*,
andnothingin theshadows
to huntyou.

Wasit you whistling along
to thewarmtears
of yourremembrance,
thinking
how goodit is to belong,
betterstill

to belongwith wings?
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* lena squirrel(Sinh.)

A CorversationScarcelyBegun

Gamini Seneviratne

And soatimewill comefor disputations
betweerfriends.Luminousanddark
the sky, thestarssilent.You
will bristleandl o6groWw hot.
Harassmenwithoutanend, you areright.
Nothingbutafew sylladesskirting
guestions.Havel burned
your fingers?Whatanswers
couldanidiot propose? amscalded
from top to toe. Betweenfriends
disputationsoccur.The merest
light cindersin thewind andloversflare.
Let my will command

my bloodto lie asleep.

Divide my sleepinto waking andtotal rest,
beto methenasloverandasspouse.
May thedaytoo bring no mediation
of words,maywe exchangehat
whateverit is we sensemayyour heartbeabe
asit beatwhenlastwe met.
May no wordsdespoilnor other articulations
scatterdebrisin our hair.

Thewormwood,yes,mighttint ourtongue,



flavouredwith ambiguities.

May | notafterall theseyearsreclaim
my right to dream? think | may.
Y o u d&uwned uptoo
in themidstof sleep,perhaps o ulikedo know
whathappened Let uspass
thatup, dreamseingwhattheyare
Let it sufficethatit brokemy sleepandevenso
whatevertheywereareeasietto live with

thanthenightmareof thesedays,thesedeaths.

Unclear,unspokerdream,

may it reman
betweerusas parapets

link neighboursandreticencedriends.



SaffronRobes

Himangi Jayasundera

| dreamedof saffronrobesfloating gentlyon water
Calm,smooth,soothing
Unruffled by thewinds,unwaveringagainsthe waves
But séfron robesareon fire
Fire,theyscream
As theyrun for cover
Trying to doussit first with cleanwater,thenanything
theirflailing handscangrab
But the heatis growing
And smokeis swirling like anold ma nkardacrosghe skies
Throughthetownsandinto thevillages
A fiery languagehatno oneunderstandpoundsthe hot misty air
As the mighty dragonin saffronrobesexhales
Yellow, orangeandthenred
As redastherubiesin its eyes
It stampsacrosghetown in angerwavingits head breathirg fire
Thesaffronrobesflying andflappingthis way andthat,fanningthe flames
Thecity is now burning,greyashesrumble
| wakeup from my dream
of saffronrobesfloating gentlyin clearwater

Encirclingmein kindnessjoleranceandmaitri
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| openmy eyesandmy world is onfire

8

A strong,engulfing,saffroncolouredfire

*maitri or Me t A Shnskritword meaningbenevolencdpving-kindnessfriendliness,
amity, goodwill, andactiveinterestin others.It is thefirst of thefour sublimestatesandone
ofthetenp U r aohilie$ h e r asehBotbBBuddhism.

Of MarriagesandMen
Dharshini Indrasoma

Womentalk
Of howwithin walls
their marriagedail

Alcohol addiction
Pornographyddiction
Physicalabuse
Mentalabuse
Philanderer
Controller
You nameit
reasongalore

Womentalk
Of why theystay
within marriagedrapped

Societydemands
Chi | dneegl:n 6 s
No meando live
Legalcomplications

Afraid of change

Too afraidto go
Not strongenough

to walk away

Godcreatedheysay
manin hisownimage
And marriagegheysay



aremadein heaven!

9

The Mighty Migrant
Basil Fernando

A great reservoir is half empty
The rain is very much expected.
Beyond its borders is the forest
Dwelling place of peacocks, wild pigs
And elephants.

In front of the reservoir is an electrified fence
To prevent elephants roaming into the roadway.
Justbehind the fence
Sits a youthful elephant.

A passing vehicle stops to admire
And to feed the great animal.
There are a few vendors
Selling what the elephant
Likes to eat, baby corn, mangoes, bananas
Pineapples and water melon.

AThis el ephvamnad deop mlogs ,Id ke
Said a youthful vendor

AHow | ong has this fellow been he
Asked a passer by,
AFour years, O replied the yout!
AfDoes he go away at night 2?0
ANo, he never | eaves this place

There must be some story behind
Its leaving the herd and the &t.
Like so many youth in the country
It too is a migrant venturing beyond
Fixed borders.

[Type text]
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DutchBay 1
JeanArasanayagam

| pasdike ashadowalongthestraightroad
invisible to probingeyes,anonymousynnoticed
until | reachthe peaceflihaven, confrontthattranquilbay
no oneperceiveghat! keepmetamorphosing
from dolphinto cormorantor from bird

to plantin thistranquillandscapeavherethe
speechleswatersof the bayandthestill tongues

of rippling wavesleaveno echoef human

voicesfrom the past,

here thereareno warringvesselsanchored
to disgorgetheir humancargoesf brine-
soakedlesh,soontheir sunbleachedeards

their untrimmedwhiskers wearingthosefrayed
flax andlinenwrapswill pacethroughthis quiet landscape,
guaff theircoconutwine, grill fish flavoured
with pungentherbs their roving eyesapportioning
outterritory, imposingstringentiaws uponthe populace,
their mindscrowdingwith thoughtsof revenuesginnamon,
pepperdyeroot, gems elephants endlesdists
in compilationsof tradeandwealthacquisition,
settlingin, erectingfortressesn medievalstyle
themaritimebuccaneerandadventurergrom
thefar endsof theearth,

we pacetheruinedramparts,
gazeatthebay,whereno longersailing
shipsareanchored,
thenewsportsarenonaggressive,
kite-surfing,dolphinwatching,boating,
crossingoverin catamarans
to the spitof landthatdividesthebayfrom
thesea

butwe savourthe samefood of centuriegast,
thesizzlingprawns,curling circlesof squid,
soft-shelledpink crabsfreshfrom theevening
catchfill ourplates.



[Type text]

| gazeout atthe bay,thewind whippingstrands
11

of hairinto my eyeswhich capturea static
landscapé¢hatpreserveshe unchanging
coloursof oceansky, mangrovedlotting outthe
history vanquishedby time,
no thud of bootsechoingin thedark,
no figuresloomingup throughthe shadows,
no gutturalspeechof anunknownlanguage
disturbthenight,
closemy eyes,
| sleepadreamlessleep.

Kalpentyn

Change
Rosanne Gomez

The piano sang with joy beneath her fingers,
birthday present from an indulgent father;
then wept a fortissimo of grief
for the boy she loved,
lost in an accident.
Later, there was the slow steady largo
of another love, generousbffered.

Children came. They thumped it
with sticky, jammy fingers,
and danced to the tunes she
played for them, whilst outside
birds sang in the jasmirsecented garden.

All too soon they were singing
rude Youth Club songs, rocking

rolling and jiving araind the piano.
Laughter died away and they left.

Then it sang of loneliness and loss,
and yet of love sustained till the

sad quiet fugue of death drew to a close.
The house was empty and the piano stilled.

Now we return to the sealed silence
of air-condiioned apartments,
far above the trees and birdsong;



yet out there, in the home of a friend,
the piano sings a joyful ritornello.
12

STORIES

GRANDPA
FathimaRameez

Themonsoorrainshadcomedown,washingtheworld andbringingnewlife. Fromthetrees
ahiddencoucalsoundedts deepthroatedcall. The bloodredhibiscusblossomdookedlike
scatteredubiesin thedistance Everythingwasburstingwith energyandpulsingwith hidden

life, asif theworld itself hadbeenreborn.Everything,thatis, exceptme.

| remembenothingof the carride to thebusstop.| staredout of the window, looking
ateverythingandseeingnothing.Fromtime to time my motherwould squeezeny handand
askmesomethingWasl all right? Was| hungry?Did | wantadrink of water? Thebusstop
wascrowdedwith beggarsstreethawkersandlabourersall goingabouttheir everydaylives.
| followed my parentsn adaze.Thebussmelledof sweatandcigarettesmokemixedwith
theheadysmellof incensel satin thefront while my parentdook the seatbehindme.

Restingmy headon the cool window panel felt the buslurch forward andstartits
one-dayjourneyacrosshecountry.l wastravellingall theway from Colomboin thewestto
Amparain the eastto saygoodbyeto GrandpaWhenmy grandfathemwenton thatepic
journeyin searchof heavenno oneexpectedt. True,hewasold. But hewasalsoashaleand
heartyasanymanhalf his age.l remembehow whenl wasalittle, hetaughtmeto fly. He
would pick meup andtossmeinto the air without somuchasbreakinga sweatwhile my
parentausedto puff andpantandsayl wasgettingtoo big to becarried.And whenhethrew
me, insteadof falling down, like | thoughtl would, | flew. | know, becausé couldfeelthe

wind in my hairandthe heatof the sunon my faceandseenothingbut the wide emptysky. |



c o u | flg fordang. | alwayscamedownto earthin secondsBut thenastheworld goesall
goodthingsaregonetoo soon.Like Grandpa.
13

Thebusrumbledon.Id i deatd d i dspeak)] d i donyd staredout of the
window, watchingthe landscapehangerom the congestedoadsof the city to thegreenand
yellow fields of the country.Around mid day, the busmadea stopto pick up more
passenger® little boy andhis fatherwereamongthem.Theboy scramblednto the seat
nextto me.He wasveryredin thefaceandclutchedabookin his pudgyhandsDalambu
panchait saidacrosghe cover.After aboutthirty minutesof fidgetingandrustling, | felt a

meek tapon my shoulder He held out a packetof Tipi Tip.

A T ad reehesaidin Sinhala.l shookmy headbutthankedhim all thesame My

answerd i dsedinto pleasehim however.Thepacketrustledin my face.

A T adkreehesaidagain.l sighedandtook a paleyellow star.Theboy smiled

happily.

3t

A mmaidsharingisg o o deexplainedl nodded.

1]

Wh eareyoug 0i ng?o0

5t

A mp aThatseemedo excitehim.

1]

| @aimgtheretoo! ToseeA mmi . 0O

5t

O hl sadsadly,i | @aomgtoseemyT mygr andf at her . 0

A Wh ahelikes yourg r a n d f thetbdy asked Forthefirst time, | really looked
atthe persomextto me.He could not havebeenmorethaneightor nine,with afriendly face
anduntidy hair. Maybeit wasthefactthathewasa child andunlike grownupshewo u | d n 0 t
judgeme.Hew o u | ®lim@thatl neverreally learnedo fly. Sol told him all aboutmy
grandfatherhow he usedto takemefor walks alongthe paddyfields; how he could makethe

mostdeliciousmurukkuin theworld; how helaughedihow hetold mestories;how helived;

[Type text]



how heloved.In turn, thelittle boy told meall abouthis mother;how sheinsistedon sharing;
howshed i dlikedmhenheblew spitbubbleshowshed i dliketntangoachcharu
14

Al wouldliketo meetyourg r a n d f hedail.i@ IH soundsice.And | wantto taste

his murukku | love murukku o

i Y ocua n Bshidinda chokedvoice.in H eddesa d . 0

Theboylookedup at me.He crunchedayellow star.i Ammdeads o o . 0

| staredathim. A B ydu saidyouweregoingto seeher.You saidshetold youto

shareand i andé 0

Hed i dsedmto understanany confusion.

A Waesedto live in Ampara.T h a whereAmmi died. ThenThaththiandl cameto
Colombo,butweh a v dongbttenAmmi. We goto see hereveryPoyad a yHe @rushedhe
emptypacketandstuffedit into hispocket.i T h a sdysthétli shouldneversayAmmi is
nothere.He saysthatif | 6 hareandh e lbesethens h enéretoo. We still love Ammi even
thoughsheis dead.You canlove deadpeople,c a ry @ tul 3wallowedandturnedawayso

thathew o u | seemy tears.

Y e bsaidii We an. 0

| neversawthatlittle boy again.But | will neverforgethim. In thatjourneyof one
day, hetaughtmewhatmostpeopletakea lifetime to learn.He taughtmethatloveis very
powerful. It took me sometime to startliving again,butinsteadof seeingemptyplaceswvhere
Grandpashouldbe,| foundhim in more placeshanl couldcounti thelettershe hadwritten
to mewhenl waslearning to read,thewornold slippersthatsaton the shoerack
undisturbedthe smellof murukkufrying. In time | cameto realizethe wisdomin thelittle

b o ywdrsls:Grandpamaybe gonebutaslong asl wasliving hewastoo.
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DEVILISH DISTRACTIONS
ChrisRezel

DISTANT drumming forces the day to dance to its rhythm. It rises beyond the hills, fills the

heavens, splinters silence, dispels thought.

The blank page stares at me accusingly. Not a meaningful sentence since morning.

The familiarswishb a sarong before Sammy places my

iThe drummi ng atovitodnlte ss Awokaist wi | | go
adds: AAll this devil madness whelamckilgher eds w

cocauts. Istllhav en6t found a replacement. 0

Writing suspended. | cover the typewriter and go into the courtyard. | break off a
temple flowef and breathe in its syrupy fragrance. | crouch for a closer look at red ants
spilling from beneath a bush. Scouts run ahead vielbby advance troops, the formation
zigzagging to silent commands. Midway, crowded in by soldiers, comes the large queen,
sluggish, pushed along, almost carried. Then workers hoisting pupaewatgeplacards.

At the tail end a group labours with pafta beetle, a feast not to be left behind.

The previous week an eagle circling Nelumwewa may have seen something similar.
Binocular vision would have spotted me, stan
Drum Hotel, the Chinese eatery thatservest r ay dog for beef. Thato
Shortly three vans roll up, one behind the other, music blaring, stopping to say the local MP

1Exorcism  ceremony.
2 Frangipani.
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has come to address a rally. A sea of green
slogans, a hoisting @lacards. Inching along is an op&p jeep, with a plump, smiling,
16

heavily-garlanded man sitting beside the driver, minders swarming around. Bringing up the

rear is a bus with people throwing fliers about thattish e MP&6s good deeds.

T howilé whattimedoesitst ar t ? 0

=]

Afdamrk. o

1]

Sammyis standingat the counteralongsideghe backverandasink.H e @nakingstring
hopperdor lunch,pressingsteamedice flour througha handheld mould andtwirling coils
of fine noodlesontosmall,round,wicker framesfor re-steaming.

i | Belgding.Joinme . 0O

Sammyseemshorrified.

5t

S upmabesmustbeav oi ded. 0o

AWhy ?o0
AThatycte vi | . 0
i HofarisA s o khaobnse ? 0

He calculateslooking attherafters.i Ma yabhlkeo uw & Isk . O
A | é&skKlamalo
Kamalandl walk on aridgethrougha lime-greenfield of young rice. Two crows,

yelling cursesflapontoas ¢ a r e @uttesirg &rss,undeterredy raggedcoatandpants,

or chaked-onfaceon asootblackenedtlay cookingpot. We startlean egretthattakesoff in



aclutterof porcelainwhite. It soonstreamlines,wings striking rhythm,squeezingts neck
into areverseds, trailing stick-like legs.
17

We head for a cluster of betelit palms, their slender trunks rising sixty feet to

fountainin a spray of fronds. All around, distant hills hold up heavy clouds.

The drumming has got louder when Kamal says some believe envious persons have
cast a spell on Asoka. Others scoff at the claim. They believe his disturbed mind is due to the

loss of Soali.

AAsoka and Sonali were close as children.
marriage. After the insurgency, in the years
him to marry another girl. He refused. In spite of that, they bagasarch for a new bride.

That wupset Sonali 6s mother. So when her daug
looking for a different soin-law. Thetalkist her ed6s anot her man now.

|l ost his senses. o0

He pauses to shoo away aagtdog that wants to follow us.

A U-pountry villagers are foolish. In the South, instead of throwing money away on a
tovil, people will first carry out &ochchf test, a sure way to find out if a person is
pretending. You hold the person down and sgaé¢lee chilli pod into his eyes. A truly
possessed person doesnédét react. o

| winceatthesuggestion.

A Wh areyou talking about,Kamal?Anyonewould yell out,man,devilorg o d . 0

Walking alongsidea burial groundl lamentthefallenH o r | bottl&spiling paper
flowersontoagrave.Closeby, wilting wreathsdecka moundof turnedsoil, edgesmarked

SAreca catechu .
4A fiery  chili.
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with uprightsticksstrungwith coir ropeandgokkola® streamerskurtheron anellipseof ash
settlesdownwherealmostburnediogs smoulder.
18

Kamal quickenshis paceto gettothef o o t puatdrnmosesige.

fi F u nashisavil. Only pirith®-waterpurifiesi t . 0

Ontheedgeof thecemeterysurroundedy caredfor treeferns,is anopensided
mausoleunwith pillars andanarchedroof, the strucure frontedby two largeurns.Within is
ama nuhevenstatuen Ariya Sinhalasuit’, astall asl am,skintonemoreCaucasian.
Shiny-blackhair, eyes,andeyebrowssit unnaturally.

A Hewnedaricemi | Kamabsaysturningasideto spitcontemptuousi.

| fail to checkmy dull response.

A Mu laavebeenveryr i ¢ h. o

He grabstheopportunity.i A n o tapitalist.The sweatof others
greasediisc ar t . 0

| staysilent,asif choked,annoyedwvith myselffor havinggivenhim a chanceo flaunt

his JVP credentialonceagain.l 6 leagnedhewasjustaporterfor someinsurgentsOne
dayl 6tell him that.

5Young coconut leaves stripped lengthwise.

6 Water consecrated during an elaborate Buddhist  ritual.

’Formal dress of Sri Lanka males - a white, hip - length, long - sleeved tunic
worn with a white sarong.

8) a n at Virukthi Peramuiia, a Communist and Marxist - Leninist party,  formed
in 1965, better known by its English initials.



Thedayis turningmonochromavhena showerof munia$ patterinto atree,joining

kin for the pre-roostsing-along,the shrill tumult a factoryat full rush.

19

Deafening drumming guides us to the homden, women and children are sitting on
mats on forecourt grass, facing a veranda. Behind them are tiers of older folk, on benches
and chairs.

At one end, lit by flaming torches, is a bslged altar of woven palm leaf. It sits on
the top of a scaffolding of poles, the structure trimmed with banana pithodetabla.

Drummers and dancers stand beside it.

Inthe shadowssnt he yarddéds outer boundary, youngerl

somesettled on the low branches of surrounding trees.

A Petromaxamp hangingfrom theraftersof the front verandahrowsa harshlight on
agroupseatedntheraisedfloor below,their feeton the entrancesteps. Amongthem,
supportedy menon eitherside,is a huddledform undera white sheeti undoubtedlythe

gpossessdiAsoka.

A dogsniffs my shoesasl standundecidedThenanelderlymanhurriedlyapproaches,
alongwith aboy carryinga chair.Kamalintroduceshim asA s o kfath&rsl bring my palms
togetherin greetings.

Therearemurmursof 6Sudumahathey#dasthe chairis setdownbesidea bedstead
with coconutfibre-ropewebbingin placeof a mattresspnwhich elderlymenareseated.
A s o kfath@rsallsoverayouthwhois handingout glasesof blacktea.l acceptprushing

asiderecollectionsof the scantyrinsingof drinking glassesitMu | h a kagléd. samglad

9Small birds of the finch family.
10The white gentleman.
11Café.
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of thebitter sip thatimmediatelydehydratesny tongue thendousest with sugary

sweetness.
20
APl ease asa&knyitfhiynog, onetehde f ather says, rais
Al must | eave now. Thereds much to do. o

Kamal too takes leave, setting out for the shadows at the back. | nod warmly at my
neighbour on the bed, a weathered elderly man smokiuggent cheot. The beedistings

my nose.

AThe ceremony only |just -thestedmansirikihggea s ay s, i
drum with his open palms, his silver armlets flashing. The drummer half sits-aimieet
apart, knees bent, drum strapped arounditevslshed waist, propped against thighs.

The beat gives way to singing by men in white leggings and crimson tutus, feet and

clinking castanets keeping time, jingling wrist and ankle bells joining the rhythm.

AOnly now t hey i nmalydhandvatoh ¢ hg@oad diemtl ¢y tmaa

indicating the altar. He names the gods: Natha, Vishnu, Kataragama and Saman.

Worryingly, below the altar, its feet tied together, is a white rooster lying on its side.

An elderly singer steps forward and beginsaargetic dance, his bare feet pounding
the ground, the bells on his limbs jingling, the mikwmrk ornaments on his healless and
body dazzling with each twist and turn. He prances aggressively before theskhdeated
Asoka, then in front of the spr@ut spectators, his eyes fierce, his lined face set, stopping
occasionally to vigorously shake a cluster of leaves at cowering faces, forcing people back,

creating more dancing space.



fGorakdd eaves, 0 says my acquaindtance. fAThe t
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A second drummer takes over, the beat is louder, faster. The dancer leaps and
pirouettes, stampingowerfully, his head turning first this way, now that. He executes
dizzying spins, twists and turns, scattering sweat. He tilts during his sjrtuitatening at
any moment to tumble. The spectators shrink back in ripples. Now, as if he had been
electrocuted, he shakes spasmodically, his head jerking wildly from side to side, his hands
flopping aboutifelessly, his legs trembling.

The drummingsoftens, the pace lessens, the chanting grows louder. The dancer slows
to the altered tempo, his legs stamping out an intricate pattern. The drumming flares,
deafening, urgentre-energizing the dancer. Slowdown again, measured pace, heightened

chanting.

Tense ges are glued on the dancer. He always seebuit to misstepfalling in with
the drum only at the last moment.

A younger dancer relieves the older man.

The shadows behind have turned rowdy with taunts.

=]

Al | a sham. 0

As ok a rkedehdtsr ¢ shtement . 0

5t

Ol d man!é Sitthedowwrrse your \esaludseddedad wil |l f

=]

12Garcinia  gummi- gutta .
13Elaeocarpus  serratus ; a small olive -like fr uit.
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Sonali 6s the devil . o

1

A Women are always causing trouble. 0
22
The men on the bed grumbl e. AThe youth of
ANgood | oafers. o
There is a sudden | oud tearing sound, an

hoots and laughter. At the back two boys dust themselvesnoiidl a fallen branch.

Soon after that, | feel | need a break, the tea having had its usual effect. Ishalk a
distance among people coming and going, before leaving the footpath to elbow my way into
a cluster of shrubs. | delve in deeper and am startled by noisy rustling. Two shadowy figures
draw apart. One scurri es odifgmedfthetaillonatthé s di st
bathing pond the day the two girls were bothering water snakes. A&tetian turns
unhurriedly and | eaves. | r-becmwigtediowt ® mdbyl ak , S
Upul a few days ago. hkebs tAsloikrmmds d r iemarmnsc & ¢

the cause of all the trouble.

The man on the bed says itdés al most ti me.

ASharp at midnight the devil wi | | dance. 0

His head indicates the whitheeted Asoka. | am assured by him ttiegt

Gurunnans'is skilledin the mantras. He never fails to force the devil to dance. He is from
t he South. Luchkadl g¢garAd okfa dtshd agrheupds visit t

¥Honarableteacher principal (dancer).
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Three drummers now combine to present a dizzying medley. Palms strike forcefully,
creating a thunerous din, the steppagp beat unrelenting, a throbbing concussion in the
head. They play as one. Loudly, softly. They play individually. They come together,
building-up, reaching crescendo, making ground and body reverberate.

The smell of gunpowder thiens the air, thrown by dancers to flare haett torches.

The crowdos t ur n ecdnegsorgeypeopld&stasdtdespite shouted k s

complaints.
ASit! Sit!o
AStop pushing!o

fiMove over! o
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Gurunnansanakes incredible leaps, faster pirouetfgsstorms devour chunks of
night, illuminating startled faces. He makes hggleed passes before the crowd, wild and
frenzied, sweat gleaming, hair dishevelled, a blur of spinning ornaments and flame. He is

frenzied, enraged, wild.

24

He picks up the mster by its legs. Flips it carelessly over a shoulder, dances chanting

towards the devil. He drops the desperately flapping bird on the devil.

The whitesheeted Asokaflthes. Then ev eSurgngforverds st andi ng

Cutting off my view. | too stan d . But itdéds only heads before n

The men on the bed protest. ASit! Sit! Ev e

order to see this!o

Slowly, reluctantly, order returns. People sit in ones and twos, then entire rows.
Asokads now daasCGurunmanseTheslddrly danter lieaglsihim into
energetic and complex moves. | catch snatches of talk between them.

ADemon, t Herredsoublheeadk, ecaved tastsy mamod é L

Wh a't about arrack?o

5t

Yedemoms émuch as yoll omachtt cdo f& elstht | eave

=]

You want oto trick mel

5t

=]

Not soAfedsmdrs ready. The t asfavousatdot f oo d

A sudden, piercing yell and everyoneds on
my way to the front. The eldgrblancer is being carried away, his body shuddering violently,

his head flapping from side to side.
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Torchlight tunnels through nightos coal f ac
joined us, they are heading home too. One moment we are talkingughdhtaloudly, too
|l oudly, alerting the darkness to our presenc
for the burial grounds arntie murky headstones.
A shoul der nudges mine, weodore crowding ea
A reassuring/oice cracksthe silence rephrasingearlierridicule.

i S h & mom beginningtoend Tha t whatitwa s . 0

Kamal clears his throat. AWhat did you ex|

Mar x said gods and devils are a moneymaking
AiTrueenoughevenLord Buddhanevermentionedd e v i shysayauth . i H @ever
spokeaboutotherworldlybeings.He taughtthat Mara, thedemonwho tried to temptthe
Buddhawasnotadevil. H e §ust anidea, sothatwe candiscussevil, thosefeelingsthat
obstructthesearcHor truth . 0
Kamalrefusedo besidelined.i O nrevplutionwill takepeopleoutofi gnor ance. 0O

Kamalandl partatBungalowHill, theresthavinggonetheirway earlier.

As thekey gropesfor the keyhole,aweaklight behindfrostedpanedrightens Sammy
meds mein thehall, lanternheld waisthigh, throwingweird shadowson his face.

Alvdntwe |l | ?2 0

=]

A Bupposeso.Thedemondanced! Otold thatmeanshewasexpelledButld i dseed t
muchatthe end.Peopleweredisorderly.After the demonwasbanishedthe chiefdancer

collapsedAsokatoo collapsedHe wascarriedintohish o me . 0
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=]

| thereanythingyoumayneed?Teaper haps ? 0

1

N ¢ mustgetsomesleepbefore daylight.

| washandheadfor thebed,glancinginto the nextroomwherethedimmedhurricane
lanternon thedining tableoutlinesSammylying on a matagainsthefar wall, his noisy just

shortof snoring.

Wearinesgslelightsin theb e dam@lsome.But my thoughtsdrumfeverishly. Thereare
somanystoriesto tell. Thevisiting agentarrivesin sevend a ytisié replantingshould
begin;theweedingof the CadjuBlock mustbe checkedKamalwantsto makeMarxistsof
everyonejail andthird-degreenaveunhingedhim; it mustbe2am;J e s sbeasléeln a

frigid London;thosemenin thebushes | certainlysurprised
Faraway,hoarsestrangleccries,agitatecthrashinglt getslouder,closer,moreurgent.
| O6underwaterdesperatéor air. Thechokingandstrugglingbuildsup.| t h&ppeningn
thesurfacel kick to ascendSlow going.Too, too slow. Makesmefrantic. T h e rcleadss
somewhereScuffling, gaspsgurgling. Thediningroom! T h a whére.S o me obeiagh s

throttled! A throatyii S ié rSir! é Sirlé o

My shoutsarestillborn. My voice hasfled. Grabtheclub! Flee! But 10,000volts of

tremblingfearholds merigid.

fiSamme-e e e I hearmy voicenow. Brokenup.

| t Sammypleading.fi S iSir'd

Clubin handl rushout, crashinto abody.l 6 snouting.
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i Wh a tWha&tisit ? 0

My palmstrikesout, connectswith aface.

A D o hitdSir. D o nhdit tSamimywardsoff furtherblows.

fiMahaSohon&®, sir! He wasstranglingme ! 0

Terrordeflatedike aprickedballoon.| raisethel a n t wiak,markaessetreatsput

notacceleratetheartandbreathing.

A Awyama d | &still shoutingshamedy a lossof control, horrified by
my own panic

A Ma fsahonasir. He musthavefollowedy o u . 0

Sammymassagehis neck.

15The great cemetery devil, the most feared of Sri Lankads
many demons
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ESSAYS& ARTICLES

GETTING MARRIED (THE MUSLIM WAY)

AmeenaHussein

Whenl wasa child, aweddingin thefamily wasatime of excitementfun, splendouiand
ceremonyMy sisterandl, beingtheyoungesin theextendedamily for thelongesttime,
wereco-optedto beflower girls not only for theweddings of my youngauntsandolder
cousinsputalsofor my greata u ndogkandmyg r a n d mgaurtigehargesvhenit was
time for themto getmarried.Influencedby all thepompandceremonyweplayedb g et t i ng
ma r r ascehitti@n,usingabedsheethatdoubledup asaveil, asaribelongingto my
motherastheweddingdressandour bedsasour thrones.The haplesdridegroomwould be

the polygamougoy rabbitwho wasseriallymaried, notjustto us,butto our dollsaswell. It
wasfun, andwe wereinnocent.

Like anyotherwedding,the Muslim weddingis anextremelyhappyevent,full of
laughterandjoy andhappinessexcitementandpreparationfood andtrousseauandnew
clothes,shoesjewelleryandeverythingelsethatgoeswith it. It is amonthof visiting
relatives,it is afortnightof leadup, it is aweekof postmarriagecelebrationsandthenthe
newly marriedcouplesettleinto marriedlife.

But asl grewolder, | beganto seeadifferentside.

Thereis a startlingdifferencebetweera Muslim womanandany otherSri Lankan
womanwho getsmarried.The Muslim womanneversignsher certificate.Sheis not a party
to hercontractof marriage Insteadit is herfatheror a 6 g u a r(wali) avhasignsa
marriagecertificatewith the manwho will beherhusbandin fact, thereis no spaceor box
onthe marriagecertificatefor aMuslim brideto placehersignature.

Forme,this ceasedo beacceptablewhy sho u | danviiglim womanparticipatein
herown marriage?2Vhy, regardles®f heractualage, is shereducedo the statusof aminor,
beingobligedto havea guardianwho givesherawayin marriageAnd sinceit is alegal
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form of marriagein Sri Lanka,the stateis complicitandendorsesndapproveghis system,
althoughit is a clearviolation of theMuslimw o m a ngbtsasanadultpersonAny other
contractthatis conductedn our normal daily life is generallysignedby two or more
concernegarties,andl amsuretherearemanyMuslim womenwho havesignedcontracts,
beit in relationto work, busines®r official governmentWe areawarethatthe contractonce
signedis bindingandformal. We understandhat shouldthe contractbe broken,it is thetwo
partiesthatsignedthe contractwho would be affectedby its terms.And we realizethatit is
only the personswvho signedthe contractwho canendit, whether by mutualagreemenor
disagreementandif anyones beingsuedfor breachof contract,t canonly beoneof those
who signedthe contract.To hold a persorresponsibldor a contracttheydid not sign,would
befundamentallyflawed. Ask anylawyer.It will nothold water.

So why doesthis samesimplelogic notapplyto a Muslim marriageAnd onceagain
it begsthequestionwhy ¢ a ra Blaslim womansignherown marriagecertificateAVhy
doesa maleguardianhaveto signon herbehalf?And why is sheresponsibldor a contrad¢
shehasnot signed?n doingresearcHor this article, | realizedthattherole of themale
guardianor wali in amarriagedoesnot existin the Quran the holy bookof Islam It is rife,
however, in the Hadith,whichwerewritten long aftertheHoly P r o p Wdeath,and record
traditionsor sayingsof the ProphetMuhammadreveredandreceivedasa major sourceof
religiouslaw andmoral guidanceseconcbnly to theauthorityof theQu r AUn .

Shall we examinewhatthe Quransaysaboutmarriaged havelistedtherelevant
versesatthe endof this article, but shall paraphraséheir essencéere.This is whatthe Holy
Quransaysaboutmarriage:

* Men cannotmarryidolatorwomen,andwomencannotmarryidolatormen.

*Men cannotmarrytheir stepmothersevenif suchstepmothersarenolonger
marriedto their fathers.

* Incestis prohibited.

* Men cannotmarrywomenwho arealreadymarried,unlessheyarerunningaway
from theiridolatorhusbands.

* Men mustpayadowry to awomanuponmariage.
* A Muslim mancanmarryaMuslim slavewoman,but he hasto askpermission

fromtheslavew o ma guéardianandpayheradowry beforehemarriesher.Marryinga
slaveis to beresortedo, howeveronly if amancannotmarryafreewoman.
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* Thosewho aresingleareencouragedo getmarried.

* Spousesindchildrenshouldbe a sourceof joy to oneanother Godcreatedspouses
andHe hasplacedlove andcarein their heartssowardseachotherin orderto establish
tranquility andcortentmentn their relationship.

* Muslim menmay marry JewishandChristianwomenprovidedthatthey paya
dowry to thewomentheymarry.

It becomeglearfairly quickly thatsomeregulationsaslaid downin the Holy Quran
arecompletelyirrelevantfor ustoday.Slavery, thankfully, doesnot exist,andincestis illegal
in everypartof theworld. Otherregulationshavebecomeuniversalovertime, andwe must
all hopethathusbandsindwiveslove andcarefor eachother.

Therearesomeregulationdegal in othercountrieshatarenotlegalfor Muslims.
Muslimsarenot permittedto marrytheir stepmothers(andl takethelibertytoadd6 s t e p
f at h evend thgseindividualsarenolongermarriedto their parentseventhoughnon
Muslimsmaydo so,evenin SriLanka.

But nowhere in the Holy Quran do | find stipulation ofiali with regard to marriage.
The wordwali does appear 35 times, but only in the spiritual context that it is Allah or God
who is yourwali or guardian. This meansatithe requirement ofwali or signing of the
marriage contract by theali on behalf of a Muslim girl /wvoman who is not a minor, is an
innovation brought about by Hadiths. This would explain why, even within the Muslim
schools of law, there is variatiom the Hanafi school, for example, a woman getting married
does not needwali. Would that be possible if\aali were stipulated in the Quran for a
marriage? No, it would not.

Much of Muslim jurisprudencas, of course pasedon the Hadiths.But sinceHadiths
werecreatedoy manaroundl1500r 200yearsaftertheHoly P r o p deathjbnseanghat
suchjurisprudencaet is not divine. And thereforethe practiceof walis signing marriage
certificateson behalfof their chargesanberevisedor reforme, to reflectthetimesin which
welive.
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The Sri LankanMuslim marriagecertificateneedso haveabox thatrequiresthe
signatureof thewomangettingmarriedasmuchasit requiresthe signatureof the Muslim
mangettingmarried.For how cana marriagecontractoetweera manandawomanbevalid
whentwo menhavesignedit?

Marriage: Verse2.221;Verse4. 22; Verse4.23;Verse4.24;Verset.25; Verse24.32;
Verse25.74;Verse30.21;Verse5.5

Wali: Verses2.107;2.120;2.257;3.68;3.122;4.45;4.1195.55;6.14;6.127;7.155;
7.196;9.16;9.74;9.116;12.101;13.37;16.63;17.111;18.17;18.26;29.22.32.4; 33.5;
33.17;33.65;34.41;42.8;42.9;42.28;42.31;42.44;45.1948.22;74.11

(Basedon 6 AMarriagecontractbetweertwo M e nid the SundayTimesPlus,18 June2017,
p.8)
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MEMORIES OF TELDENIYA

ChitraKumari Abeykone

In the nineteensixties, Teldeniyawasoneof the finestsuburbs of Kandy, the city
thatis the hill-country capitalof Sri Lanka. It consistedof a beautifulvalley, surrounded
by hills. A river woundits way throughit, transforming the whole valley into a bowl of
paddyfields and lush greenvegetation Apart from the beautyof this river, it is connected
with a very important historical event. When the last king of Kandy, Sri Vikrama
Rajasinghavascapturedrom his hideoutin Medamahanuwarde wasbroughttother i ver 6 s
sandybankto untiethe creeperswith which he hadbeenbound. The bridgethatwasbuilt at

this point ontheriverwasnamedd We | | a L i laterknovenasaddONe | | et hot a o .

The people of Teldeniyabelongedto different castesand creeds, and workedin
variousoccupationsaandtrades.Therewasa templein the district, a kovil, a mosque,anda
chapel, ensuringthat everyoneenjoyedthe freedomto chooseand practisetheir own
religiousrites.

Thetown wasrathersmallbutit offeredeverythingonecould needor wish for: abus
stand,a postoffice, hospitals,schools, a police station,a cout complex,a cinematheatrea
public library, a rest houseand a clock tower. There were banksin the town, studios,
sawmills,grindingmills, shopsalaundryandanu n d e r testablishhméngBehindthe bus
standwere public lavatories, for the corvenienceof long distancecommuters. A bakery
andseveral fruit stallshadbeensetup near this spacioususstand. A petrolshed, a beef
stall, and a fish stall were also in evidence,making the whole areaseemlike a huge
supermarketcomplex, where you could purchaseanything, from scrapto valuableitems
including gold. Talking of schools,therewas the DumbaraVidyalaya (a junior school),
Maha Vidyalaya for seniors,a separatey i rsthead, anda Tamil school, all run by the

Governmentl d o rnthink anyothersuburbpossessedomany facilities in oneplace.
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Teldeniya,especiallyfromac h i paihtobview, wasa marvellousplacein which
to live. Peoplewere accustomedto bathingin the river and washingtheir clothesin its
waters, dashingthemon thelargestonedoundon both its sandybanks. The soundsof their
activity echoedn the air, makingthe placelively. It wascustomaryfor peopleto buy their
householdprovisionsat the iridha pola, or 6 Su n dF@ay & @athering groundto which
farmersof the region broughttheir harvestto be sold. Televisionw a s availablein those
years, soeveryoneventto themovies. Attired in their Sundaybest,theywalkedor droveup

to thetheatre.

Ethnic andreligiousfestivals were enjoyedby everyonegequally. érherwdwasone
of them. This featureda manhanginghorizontallyin a cartthatwas drawnalongthe main
roads. He was suspendedrom iron hooksfixed on to his skin, his headturneddown, and
danglingall the way. What a sightthatwas! This wasoneof the waysin which Hindus
fulfilled their vows to various deities. Some devoteesdancedto the rhythm of lively
drumbeats, carrying a curvedwoodenstructurecalled a kavadi on their shoulders, while
othersshouteddHaro h a r,arminvocationof the god Krishna, askingfor the removal of
suffering and the grant of salvation.Everyone (and not Hindus only) contributedmoney,
and was servedwith gheerice (rice cookedwith whole spicesin clarified butter) asa

goodwill gesture.

Vesakwasnot only a religious observance.Crowdsof people paced the streetsto
witnessand admirethe illuminated arches(pandalg and beautiful lanternsthat decorated
walls, roofs and overhangingtrees. Children seded in an opencarriagesang bhakti gee
(devotionalsongs) Nostalgicmemoriesof thesefestivitiesstill lingerin theheartsof people

wholived in thatera.

Teldeniyawas unique.It was beautiful. Therewas peaceand harmonyeverywhere.
Peoplesmied at eachotherwith sincerity: Amunugamasyaithilingams,Farooks Pereras,
Gajasinghasl.iyanages,Kodithuwakkus,WevegamasRajapakse$ peoplefrom different
communitiesandfamilies T lived togethempeacefully.
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My grandfather, being the village headman, held a responsibleposition. He was
short and stout, but his dictatorial mannerand his powerful personality commanded
p e o prespedtsHis house stood amidstacresof land,the edgeof his propertybordered
by that beautifulriver which woundits way down throughrice-fields. A gravelroadled
throughthepaddyfieldstoGr a n d f leotusbdevididgghem into two sections.

Grandfathehadsevenchildren,all of whomlived in his ninebedroomediwo storied,
old-fashionedmansion. The sitting room (sala) contained chairsand benchesof different
heights. This wasa commonsightin so-calledwalauvas(manorhouse} of the past where
peoplesataccordingto their respectivepositionsand castesn society,the ramifications of
this castebasedcommunitybeingwell-knownto everyone.The dining roomwaslong, and
comfortably accommodate@ighteenpeopleat a single sitting. The sumptuousgdelicious

mealsservedtherewereappropriateo the statein which Grandfathelived.

My gr andf atterieanwa8 snainly focusedon providing for his children, for
the workers,the drivers, and the domesticaids he employed,and for the animalshe reared
with suchcare. It wasbasicallya onemanshow.He owned cattle,goats,chickens rabbits
and an elephant,parrots, cats and dogs. A unique personality,he was the hero of my
childhood,andis sostill. He wasdexterousandmadefull useof each day. Early each
morning he would visit the cattle shedsand chickenpenson his property, gettingthem
properlycleanedHe would sometimesmilk his cowshimself, to ensurethe quality of their
milk. Then,immaculatelyclad, he steppedutfor work; andwhenhe returnedfor lunchhe

broughtwith him freshbeef,fishandothereatables.

Midday was set apart for the dogs, and for Gr a n d f achildrenradddittle
grandchildrenHe would takeus all downto anareaof theriver thatwasentirely his private
property: hehadmadea pathwayto theriver throughhis land andno onedaredto trespass
onit. Having reachedtheriver, hewould batheuswith the greatest care, rubbingand
coveringuswith bubblingsoap. As childrenwe really enjoyedthe luxuriouslife createdor
us by Grandfather, swimming andbathingin a private pool of our own! Everyonelooked
forward to lunch after our river-bath, we were hungry, and the food at the walauwawas

delicious. Following anafternoomap, Grandfathemwould leaveon his secondoundof
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official work, returningin the eveningsto attendto his garden,hedging,trimming, pruning

andwatering. He possessednorchardwith avariety of fruit trees.

Lionel Mama( UncleL i o hwastheldestof myg r a n d f childreneHe wosild
go abroadfrom time to time, to the Maldives,the Philippines,to Australia,and settleddown
later on in England. Possessingomethingof aé ¢ o | ma n & &rhyiUnge énight have
felt that goingto Englandwasprestigious. The picturel hadasa child of my uncleLionel
was of a smatrt,tall and handsomegyersonwhom everyonerespected, who carried himself
with dignity and wasalwayswell dressedo suittheoccasion.He still visits usfrom timeto

time, andthenl seeaneven betterimageof him.

My mother, thesecondnmyg r a n d f familyh marriedandmovedfrom placeto
place in the island,accompanyingny fatherwho, as a Governmentoctor, was subjectto

transfer.

Therest of thefamily livedin Gr a n d f &dusewntil, boseby one,all had left.
My memoriedlashbackto the pleasantimes| hadwith my uncles,auntsandcousins. My
childhood memorieswere full of fun and frolic. However,as my grandfathemas a strict
disciplinarian,we lookedforwardto his occasionabbsences achanceto enjoyourselvesn

ourownway.

SonnyMama third in the family, keptlate hours,andwould sneakin at nightto getin
without waking Grandfather(l remembehim makingup a bedonce in the cattleshed,and
his mother T my Grandmotheii smugglingout food to him.) He would havebeenup to
mischief! Fair, rather shortbut handsome,hewasconsideredhe calmmanin the family.
PadmaNanda(my Aunt Padmg, acousin of his, usedto live with us,andSonnyMamafell
in love with her. Shewasa kind girl, but as Grandfather did not consentto the marriage
Sonny Mama had to attendher wedding, bottling up all his feelings. What a traumathat
would have beenfor him! Now he is happily married (to someoneelse) and has three

children.
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ThencomesLakshmanMama the Romeoof the family, very handsomegark, lean
andtall. For somereason|] alwaysremembethim gettingcanedby Grandfather.| did not
understandand could nevergatherwhy he was beaten. He wasvery intelligentand clever,
but my grandfathedacked the vision to educatehis children. My uncle Lakshman left
home at the first availableopportunityto join the police. | am surehe still regretsthat he
d i d geban opportunityto studyin Kandy.

Loku Punchiamma my youngestauntand the third in the family, wasthe prettiest
of Gr andf tour baghi®rs She paid a lot of attentionto maintaining her attractive

appearanceShemarriedWije Bappafrom Matale, andleft home.

Ira PunchiandJayanthiPunchiwereboardedat Kandy Conventon theadviceof our
elderuncle. My sisterand | were also at the Conventboarding,which was managedoy
Europeamuns.Thoughwe did not excelin our studieswe learnedmanythingsin life there.
We got the opportunity,for instance, to mix with otherethnicgroups. Manners, etiquette
respectingpeoplefrom otherethnicgroupsand communities, who practised religions other
thanour own, weresomeimportantaspectf life in a multicultural societythat we were

madeto understand.

| amindebtedto my parentsfor providing us with a good educationat the Convent.
Only now do | realizehow much my fatherwould have spenton us with his hard earned
money,thefrequencywith which his sleepwasdisturbedby a call to treat patientsvhenever
therewasaknockatthedoor.My f a t tpatienédsnewno boundsHe wasloving, kind and
calm.Up to now | havenevercomeacrossa personwith suchnoble qualities. My mother
did agreatdealto improve the standarcf our lives. Shewasa goodhostessan excellent
cook who accomplishedher taskswith the greatest care,scrupulouslyclean in everything

shedid. Shewasnot only amotherto usbutto hersiblingsaswell.

At Teldeniya, my unclesand aunts,my sisterandl blendednto onefamily. Our
schoolholidayswerethe mostexcitingthingsin life. Pe@le now payfortunesfor such
holidays. Riverbathswalks,trees birds,food anddrink, playmatesandleisurewerein

abundane.We climbedtrees,swam,ran,playedcricketin paddy fields thathadbeen
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emptiedin the last harvestand were lying fallow, playedcards, and Hide and Seek.We
enjoyedour childhoodto thefullest. We wereup ontreeslike birds.Whenevemwe wantedwe
werefreeto roamaroundin acresof landthat surroundedhe house, like any animalwould.
Weplayedo t o ¢ u s acteddytfilms, sanganddancedWe evenindulgedin somerisky

andunsafeadventuressuch as plucking coconutsMy auntwasonly twelveyearsold when
sheclimbed coconuttreesto pluck youngfruits for usto enjoy! We alsoenjoyedfreshgoat
milk, whenwe heldoneof mygr a n d f goatshby théearsand drew milk from its
udders straightinto a curvedjackfruit leaf, andgulpedit down. Therewasa variety of leaf
growing wild on the propertywhich we mashed with water,andallowedto setinto a jelly,
addinga little bit of pilfered sugarandwater.| 6 weser comeacrossthoseleavessince!
Surprisinglywe suwived all theseunsafeand unauthorizedactivities. Another pastimewe

lovedwascatchingfish in therivulets, usingour skirtsasnets.

Grandmotherwasa quietlady from a well-to-do family. Her suddendeathwasa real
traumafor my grandfatherEveryonemissedherandonly realizedafter her deathhow much

shehaddonefor thefamily in aquietway. Shewasa serenekind lady.

After sometime, Grandfatheremarried, for therewerefour girls still unmarriedand
left at homewho requiredlooking after. He did not seeka bride from a wealthyfamily, but
instead found a strong young personfrom the same casteas our own, since castewas
considerech major qualificationfor marriage.Our new grandmotherperformed her duties
so well that shewas acceptedoy all and blendedinto the family, addingto it a new baby
boy.

To our childish minds,our grandfatheiseemedo be eternal.Whenthis strongman
badeus farewell, he left that hugehouseempty.Neverwould it be the samewithout him.
My heat sankasit metthis, thefirst shockof my life. The glamourof the placefadedaway
graduallywith the demiseof my dauntlesshero. The legend,the hero who controlledthe
whole areawas no more. With the implementationof the Mahaveli Project, Sri Lank a 0 s
largestriver basindevelopmenproject, Teldeniyawent underwater. Medauyanwattes no

more;butthememorieswill lastforever.
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BUILDING BRIDGES

Maithree Wickremesinghe

It gives me great pleasure to join yioyoung women and men writéirsas you launch your

work in the anthologyestimonies ofSilent Pain

| will be speaking in English. As Professora Department of Enigh, | am a firm
believer in theotential of Sri Lankan English as a link language that could build bridges
among tle communities in the country.

All ow me to begin my speech by thanking
to be present on the occasion. It is, indeed, a privilege to be here. | have had the opportunity
to skim read a couple of personal stofigkough only in Sinhala, | grant, but | believe that
these powerful pieces have the capacity to provide an intérfacehe meeting of diverse
minds, and hearts and spirits. | would like to congratulate TSA for this initiative as well as
their other workin the field of ethnic and religious reconciliation.

A couple of days ago we marked eight years since the end of the war.

It is often claimed that time is a great healer. But | would like to question whether
this is so for everyone?

Yes, certainly foreame peoplé both in the divides of the South and the North, the
war seems to have become a distant, though scarring, memory. Life has gone on, been lived,
people have moved to new cities, countries, and continents; found new jobs and livelihoods,
marriedand had children, begun to treasure and relish life once again.

But for others, especially those who have been directly affected in the North and the
East, those among the two fighting forces, and those laceratettleyand bombardment,
the war still renains a festering abscess. Life remains a daily struggle: to deal withthess
loss of life, of family and loved ones; of occupations, possessions, inheritances, and heritage.
And most crucially, the loss of sélfin body and mind.

Consequently, mangri Lankansstill remain deeply conflicted and woundéediven
histories of intolerance and prejudices, insecurities of sporadic political violence,
unaddressed structural inequalities, as well as frequent failures in governance to stem
xenophobic campaitsi against the Tamils, Muslims and Christians of our country.

While there can be no return to cherished experiences and precious moments, we can
however attempt to ensure that such injustices, injuries and atrocities do not take place again



39
in this ountryT1 ever.

There is no doubt that the government has the greater responsibility to ensure that the
requisite legal frameworks, policy implementation mechanisms, modalities and conditions
are put in placé for peace to be sustainable, for truths t@kgressible and acceptable, for
justice to be transitional, and for reconciliation to be meaningful.

Moreover, the government has the duty to institute a new political culture that values
free speech and diversity in opinion and dissent; that is proactpreventing ethnic and
religious violence, and that is able to hold fast to such aspiratidespite powerful forces
and challenges of corruption and nepotism, militarization, commercialization and
politicization. And we are all aware of a numbernofiatives by the government itself, as
well as by NorGovernmental Organizations (NGOs) and International-Somernmental
Organizations (INGOs)* and groups such as TSA towards meaningful reconciliation and
sustainable peace.

However, we are all equallysvare of other active forces that are working towards
fulfilling their own venal seHinterests, political agendas, quasireligious aiansg parochial
objectives at the expense of peace and harmony.

In such a situation, we all have an equal responsilmiibationbuilding T even
those of us who are not in government or who are not working in the field.

Remember: we all have the potential for geifiative, for proactivity, and for
resistance. Perhaps not on a grand scale, but certainly at theflgneelnaividual and the
personal. In other words, when it comes to lasting peace and genuine reconciliation, let us not
forget thati

* we have the power, as individuals, to anticipate and berpgive in what we
say, do and practise;

* we have the poweas individuals, to advocate and geitiate changes that
are just and inclusive

* and most importantly, we have the power, as individuals, to question and
speak out;

* and to rise up and resist feaongering , prejudice and injustice as and when
theyoccur.

If you really think about it, it only calls for everyday, ordinary, individual actiomt
only to prevent a culture of impunity but also to institute a culture of
accountability.
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Once again, congratulations and thank you.

(Based on a rept in The Sunday Times4 June 2017, p. 10)

*The Social Architects, a research and advocacy groupsereated in early 2012. Since
then,its work has garnered a significant amount of atteritiboth in South Asia and in
other places such as the Unitgtétes, Canada and the United Kingdom.

It is a diverse group of writers, activists, scholars andking professionals. Most of its
members are from Sri Lankads North and East,
not born in Sri Lanka.

T S Afiission is to inform, to educate and to provide timely, thoughtful analysis on Sri
Lankan affairs parti cul arly é human rights trends, a
longstanding ethnic conflict.

*NGOs and INGOs. An international noigovernmental orgazation (NGO) has the same
mission as a negovernmental organizatioNGO), but it is international in scope and has
outposts around the world to deal with specific issues in many countries.

The addresgiven by Dr Maithree Wickremesinghguest speakeat the launch of an
anthologyi Testimonies of Silent Paiin that waspublished in2017 by The Social
Architects, Sri Lanka.
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CONFESSIONSOF A BOOKAHOLIC

SamGayathri

Wind chimesé Lifelessbellsthatenlightenmy depressedoulwith the sensuataressesf a
coolwind. Nightsarealwaysthe best time for meto sit alongwith my lonelinessandwonder
endlesl aboutmorbid things. As | stareat the windchimehangingin front of my dorm |

realizel 0 beenthe lifelesssoul enlighteningotherselfishexistence®on earth,andby that|

meanthe peoplel 0 gotto know all theseyearsof my life.

But sometimegyou encountethatonepersonin life who leavesa permanentmprint on your
life and makesyou think of themin everydecisionyou makeandin almosteverythingyou
experiencen life. Logan wasmy saviair in everyway possible he was seeminglythe best
thing thateverhappenedo mein all theyearsof my life. He wasomnipresentprovocative

andmostof all hewasthefirst personl &seekto bewith for all time.

It dosenthreeyearsof relationshipwith Loganandeachday feelslike a new chapterin an
entirely forsakenuniverse.First impressionsare neverthe bestasthey say,i t apsesumed
opinionatedthought.l thoughtof Logan asthe steeotypicalrich spoiledbrat he presen¢d
himselfas but of coursel waswrong. As muchas| wantedto be friendswith himldi d n 6t
wanthim to feel that| wassodesperatéor his friendship.l wantedhim to realizemy worth,

and make him want to feel worthy of being my friend. Eventually after one of our shared
classede offeredto takemeout for a cup of coffee firstly it wasarainy dayandapparently
helovedcoffeeandrains,secondlyhewantedto makemefeel betterasl hadgot schooledoy

oneof my professorssothatled to our firstandforevermeaningfulconversations.

A L ilifedy mo me nmtasswvbath e a@ldayssay,momentshat make you feel worthwhile,
momentsthat make you feel like you meantsomethingto someonemomentsin which you
appreciatevhatyou haveaccomplishedmomentsthat makeyou wantto live all of your life
again,remembeihow exactlyyou felt in eachof thesemomentsandrecallthemasyour past

happeningsl neverrealizedhow profoundit could makemefeel, urtil, whenevei was
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emotionallydevoid of feelings | recalledmy momentswith Loganasmy pasthappenings,
becausé_oganhasthat powerof makingmefeel evenwhenl ¢ a rbiing myselfto feel. His
merepresencen my thoughtsis sufficientto fill all my emotionalvoids. He transformedall
my nightmaresandfearsto newmemaoriesThe simplegesture®f affection,a smilewith just
amereglancethatlights up all of my soulwas insanely enoughto heightenmy feelings.Of
coursethis is cheesystuff every girl would expectbut | 6 mot everygirl andh e @osguy

everyonewould havethe privilege of knowing.

| guesswhenyoude attractedo someoneyou learnto ovelook their imperfectionsandyou
actuallyfall for thewords,the gesturesthe simplestof smiles theygive andevenjust a slight
nod.T h a lhod@ i is with Logan,l 6 megerseenhim in personbut| d o nhaveto, ¢cause
i ttlewordsthatmademefall for him evenif heis afictional characterandl amlooking at
him throughthe eyesof hisfictional girlfriend (strangd s it k 6 prettysureyou mightbe
thinking | aminsaneandobsessewith afictional guy, butbeingin arelationshipwith Logan
is purely, intricately, an emotionalattachmentvhich givesme more comfortthanany other

existingacquaintances.
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FICTION, FACT OR FAIRYTALE?

A Literary Adventurein North-WestSri Lanka

Yasmine Gooneratne

i A nthee Lord of the JunglewasTha,theFirst of the ElephantsHe drewthe Jungle
outof deepwaterswith histrunk; andwherehe madefurrowsin the groundwith histusks,
theretherivers ran;andwherehe struckwith his foot, thererosepondsof goodwater;and
whenheblewthrough histrunk, i thus, T therethetreesfell. Thatwasthemannerin
which theJunglewasmadeby Tha;andsothetalewastoldtome . 0

A Ihasnotlostfatinthet e | | BagheeravhisperedandMowgli laughedbehind
his hand.

(Fromé H oRearCametotheJ u n gneef thestoriesin RudyardKi pl i ng o s
The Secondlungle Book)

Was aBlackP a n t HOre sa@aic remark,madein afamousc h i | dwoolk, yodrsirst
encountewith literary irony? It mightwell havebeenbecaus& i p | taledaf @ligle boy
growingup amongwolvesin anIndianjunglewasimmenselypopularatthetime of its
publication,andhasremaineda favouriteeversince, worldwide,in manytranslationsand
mostrecentlyinits6 Di s n doynis asandnatedcartoonandfeaturefilm. In theteethof
postcolonialreadingsof Kipling thathaveattackedhis6 i mp e rmatiit@désandignded his
skills asa storyteller,TheJungleBook hasretainedits ability to enchantadultandchildish
mindsalike. Thevoices of Mo w g lanin@alériendsspeakio usdirectlyi especiallythe
voice of Bagheerdahe Black PantherDry, quiet,controlled,it is muchmoreeffectivein
gettingresultsthanall the affectionatesentimentalitie®f Baloothe Bearor the bluster of
ShereKhan.
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Thatvoiceis recognizablen thehumand v o i ooeeneefdater,in theworld of literary
fiction. Think aboutthen a r r adiceim Auss t EmmMma@ thetonguein-cheekteasingof
Popé® RapeoftheL o c thedialogueof contestingpersonalitiesn Na i p @& Hduges
for Mr Biswas thedespairingruth utteredby 6 P aDu idToniMo r r | Beloved Isis

very rarelythatthecinemaachieves or canachieve thepresentatiorf irony in amanner

thatmirrorstheironic 6 v o iofditerdry fiction.

Thisis aconvictionl haveoftenfoundmyselfexplainingto literaturestudentsvho, on being
askedwhehertheyhave completedeadingthe novelsetfor thew e e ktadg,reply
confidently:A N dytl 6 seenthemo v il eananly tell themthatirony atits bestis
simultaneoushaw r i tweapdrenddefencethatno movie-maker,howeverskilled, can
fashiona substitutefor it, andassurehemthatwhereverthey meetwith irony in theirfuture

readingtheencountewill invariablybeadelight € much,muchbetterthanthe movie.

With theseideasin my mind, | watchedthe latestcinematicversionof TheJungleBook As
manyviewershaveattestedthis interpretationalsoby Walt Disney,but nota cartoon)has
manyvirtues,oneof thembeingspectaclei.e.,it appealgo theeye.Whatits makershave
failedto doi perhapgheyd i deventty! 1 isto deviseascreerplay whichengageshe
innerearor themind, asthe original still does.Disappointed| turned to re-readingthe other
storiesthatarepartof TheJungleBook but areoftenoverlooked gvenby the samereader

who mightfully appeciateK i p | talesgpfoMowgli andhisfriends.

Oneoftheseis 6 T Maite S e awhiéh,begins,notin anindianjungle, but onthebeachat
Novastoshnahg northernislandin the Bering SeawhereKotick, ababyseal,is bornamongst
thousand®f others Heis unusuabecauséeis white. As hegrowsup, he swimswith his
motherto the SouthPacific,andbackto theislandat theendof theyear.Therehe witnesses
manysealsbeingclubbedto deathandskinnedby AleutianislandersHe resolvego look for
asafeplacefor sealswherethereis no dangerfrom men.He scoursheworld for sucha
place,andaftermanywanderingsicrosgshousand®f milesof oceanhehappensipona
communityof vegetariarmammalghatherecognizesscreaturedehasheard describedy

hisunderseanformantsaso s @ @ w Shéyleadhim to asafehaventheyhavefound (and
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now inhabit)in shallowwaters beneathanunidentifiedcliff, whereé me a daf seagiass
aboundHereturnsto Novastoshnalo spreadhis goodnews;and,aftermanystruggles,

persuadethousand®f the sealsto follow him to the safebeachesvhereno mancomes.

SomuchforKi p | btorygtlieé f i cof myditie.Now for thefacts.

My re-readingof 6 T WVaite S e awhiéh,l hadfirst encounteredsa child, happenedo
coincidewith reportsin alocal newspapeof the sightingoff the northwesternbeache®f Sri
Lankaof thedugongthe nearlyextinctmammalwhosecousinsareknownelsewheres

0 ma n a bugangsd@iemediumsizedmarinemammas, one of four living specief the
orderSirenig which alsoincludesits closestmodernrelative,Steller'sseacow
(Hydrodamalisgigas, which washuntedto extinctionin the eighteenthcentuy. The

dugongis theonly living representativef theoncediversespecief manatees

Thedugongis alsothe only sirenianin thefamily Dugongidaeng,andis theonly

strictly marineherbivorousmammalin its range which, theencyclopaediasell us, spanghe
watersof some forty countriesandterritoriesthroughouthe Indo-WestPacific Thedugong
is largelydependenbn seagrasdor subsistencandis thusrestrictedto the coastahabitats
which supportseagrasmeadowswith the largestdugongconcentrationsypically occurring
in wide, shallow,protectedareassuchasbays mangrovechannelsthe watersof

largeinshoreislandsandinter-reefalwaters.

The dugong has been hunted for thousands of years for its meat. dndditional huting

still has great cultural significance in several countries in its modern range, particularly
northern Australia and the Pacific Islands. The dugong's current distribution is fragmented,
and many populations are believed to be close to extindifelUCN lists the dugong as a
species vulnerable to extinction, while thenvention on International Trade in Endangered
Speciedimits or bans the trade of derived products. Despite being legally protectehin
countries, the main causes of population decline reamimopogeni@nd include fishing
related fatalities, habitat degradation and hunting. Witloitg lifespan oseventyyears or

more, and slow rate of reproduction, the dugong is especidignable to extinction.
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More facts:

Scientificreportson marinelife in the coastalareasof northwesternSri Lankatell of the
existencan Palk Bay andsurroundingareasof dugonggcalledMudhu Ooro or 6 P iofghe
S e hydocal fishermen)which arehuntedfor their fleshto anextentthathasbroughtthemto
thebrink of extinction.Photographsupportthesefindings,andorganizationgxistto protect
dugongsandresearchheir habits.Theyarevery rarely seemowadaysandreportsfrom the

SriLankaN a v yligessdo notrecordsightings.

Andyet,andyeté Sinceathirty-yearconflict thatinvolvedthesevery coastalareasvould
havediscourageaxplorationunrelatedo military strategiessincedugongsarestill making
theirappearancéor salein the markettownsof the northwest;sincehuntersaregenerally

familiar with the habitsandhabitatsof theirtargetedorey;andsinceseagrassthed ugongs 6
favouritefood) growsin quantityhere,might notsomeor all of all thesefactors combineto
suggesthe hiddenandunacknowledgeg@resencef dugongsoff our northwesternbeache?
Humannaturebeingwhatit is, mightnot hunters bekeepingtheir knowledgeto themselves,
carefully hiddenfrom scientificresearcheranddiverswho mightinterferewith avery
profitableoccupation?

And now for thefairytale.

In the earlyyearsof marineexploration,manateesnddugongswvereoftentakenby sailorsto
bedé me r mahethlesdnventedby Hans ChristianAnderserandotherstorytellers of
kingdomsunderthewaves peopledby mermaidsaandmermenwho fell in love with humans
andoccasionallyluredthemto their deathsarestill with us,although theyhaveusuallybeen
disneyfiedto suit contemporaryasteanddwindling literary abilities. TheLittle Mermaid

Di s naharrdirsganimateccartoonversionof the Anderserstoryis belovedfor its

brilliantly witty characterizatiof Sebastiananentirelyfictional Hermit Crab,justasé T h e

BearN e c e s sasreplaecedddM a x of Bra | m thécartoonJungleBook
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Thesecontemporarynterpretationscleverastheyoftenare,arenot particularlyhelpfulin
helpinguslearnmoreaboutSriL a n kdagdrgys Only scientificresearchpossiblybacked
by GovernmenandNon-Governmentgenciesandpossiblyengaginghe attentionof the

N a v expertdivers,cando that. Thefriendly cooperatiorandtrustof local communities
canhelpusestablisithelink betweerfactandfiction. (Mr MalakaRodrigo,aregular
reporteron marinelife for the SundayTimes informedmethathavinga friendly drink with
dugonghuntersof local fishing communities harddrinkingmen nodoubt 1T couldgofar

in encouragingonfidenceandeliciting information.Any volunteers?)

For manycenturiesSri Lankahasbeenknownandhonouredor the protectionof our

is | a witl ifs. Many generation®f readerdavepraisedKipling for his acarate and
detailedaccountf animalbehaviourin thewild. Is it too fanciful to assumehata safe
havenfor dugongsandotherthreatenedgpeciesnight existbeneatha cliff in northwestSri
Lanka?

| orehlly like to know for sure.

Wo u | dyou®d t

STOP PRESS! SundayTimes12 November2017

Rare sighting: Five live dugongs

Malaka Rodrigo.

Thedugongisthew o r Imobsitlsreatenednarinemammalandis likely to disappeafrom
our waterssoon.Occasionallycarcassesf deadanimalsemergeemindng usof their plight,
andthesightingof alive dugongis veryrare.

Thisweek,however, alocal tour operatorSamithishanFernandayot lucky andwasableto
photographa groupof five dugongsMr.Fernandaunsa boatservicefor touristsalongthe
Putalamlagoonwheretheyusuallyspotdolphins.But on this day he spotteda creaturethat
heimmediatelyknewwasdifferentfrom adolphin.Whenhetook his boatcloserhewas
overjoyedon seeingthe now rare sightingof notjustonebutfive dugongsiiThey were
spottedn thewaterfor about ten minutesbefored i s a p p ®aFernandptoldthe
SundayTimes.
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A closeup of one among the five

Recorddndicatethatatleast twelve dugongswere killed lastyear in Sri Lankanwaters.
Consideing theirrarity, this is aworrying prospecasmanykillings probablygo unrecorded,
pointsout PrasannaVeerakkodyof the OceanResource€onservatiomAssociation.

Thedugongis alsoknownasthe ¢ s e @ odits habitof grazingon seagrassesn theocean
bed.

This speciess threatenedbecaus®f overfishing andcoastaldevelopmentThe seagrasthat
theyfeedonis alsofastdisappearing.

In 2015,thei D u g andSgagras€onservatiorP r o j waginitidgtedto conserveahese
mammalsandtheir seagasshabitatsaroundthe world. Plansarebeingmadeto declarea
marineprotectedareawith theaim of protecting dugongs saidDr LakshmarPeirisof the
Departmenbf Wildlife Conservation.

Pix by SamithlshanFernando

http://www.sundaytimes.lk/170326/news/threatened-dugongs-thrown-a-
lifeline-234096.html

http://www sundaytimesk/171112/news/rarsightingfive-live-dugongs
268084 .html

Shealaernandopulled T De@gongsunder animminentt h r éndaily Mirror 22
DecembeR017p.Al6.
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MARMALADE

Rohan Titus

My bestthoughts oftencometo mein themorning.Thereis a calm,astilinessto the startof
thedaythatis both contemplativeandpreparatoryThe outragef the news,the social
mediaandour fellow humanbeingshaveyetto wrinkle my brow, andl canlook forwardto

breakfasbeforehavingto botherwith whatevercomesafter.

]Many mornings,| wakebeforemy wife andputonthekettle, pull outthetoasterandsit at
my sunnykitchentable.l oftenthink to myselfthattherearesomanypotentialepiphaniesn

ordinarythings.And thisis oftenwhentheyoccur.

Forinstancecontemplatingny usualbreakfast,| realize thatwriting is like marmalade.
Somepeopleareconsumerssomeproducersandsomeareboth. Very few who enjoy
makingmarmaladael o rcdrdto eatit. Sotooit is with writing. Most writersenjoyreading
otherp e o pwokk asénuchastheyenjoyhavingothersreadtheirs.My consideratiorof
marmaladdasmademerealiz thatwe mustgo backto basicswith things.Whereonceour
parentsandpeerssharedwith usbothhowto cookandhowto write, peopletodaysimply
havenot hadthe goodfortuneto learnfrom the previousgenerationhow to makedecent
marmalader howto write. We go to the shopandbuy whatwe needfor theformer,and
expectthatsimply havingthetools (computerandemailhavingreplacedoen,paperand

publishing)we too canwrite. How wrongwe are!

Whatmakesa goodmarmalade®learly orangesandsugarareinvolved, but how muchof
each’Whatkind of oranges®hattype of sugaP And whatelse?uch ascuttingup
orangesandomly,to sling theminto a potandtippingin sugarwith ao h ofgrtheb e st 6
strategymightappealit is unlikely to producethe sortof marmaladehat! thoroughlyenjoy
with my cupof teaon awarmsquae of butteredtoastin themorning.And sotooit is with

writing. Thereis arecipe.Eventhebestchefswill follow arecipe;thevery, very bestwill
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know it by heart,andallow for somevariationbasedn flair, intuition andthe natureof the
ingredientsthatwill turntheir marmaladento somethingvery special but eventhe most

pedestrianyet diligent, follower of arecipe canproduceareasonablenarmalade.

Which bringsusbackto writing. A recipelists all thatis neededor the marmala@ andthe
orderin whichto processt. Sotoo mustawriter follow therecipefor a shortstory, poemor
review.D o nadldthe orangesvholeto thepoti cutthemup.D o nboirhthe sugar.Stir
often. Similarly, think aboutthe structureof whatis to bewritten. Oneshouldbeginatthe

beginning progresghroughthe middle,andon reachingthe end,oneis advisedo stop.

Thereadercannotknow thewriterd smind. If it isintendedo conveyathought,some
vehiclemustmovethatthoughtfrom thewriter to thereader.The only meansby which that
canbedone arethewordsonthepage.lf onethinksto oneselfthatthereaderis beingtaken
on ajourneyof theimaginationwith thewriter, thenimaginethereadetto be busilyfilling in

the gapsbetweerwordswith their own suppositions.

Thewriter shouldgive thereaderenoughbut nottoo much.Whenoneis makingmarmalade,
onecountson the consumeto havethe breadandbutterandimplementsecessaryo create
toastandspreadhe marmaladeonit. In writing, oneassumeshereademwill havethe
wherewithalto supplywhatthe authordoesnot provide.Too manyassumption®y thewriter
areastediousasexplainingthe obvious.But it is alwayshelpful to providesomesortof
contextor framework,animaginativeingredientdist thathelpsthereaderobtainacommon

pointfrom which thewriter cantakethemon ajourney.

Beforesettingpento paper(or finger to keyboard) onemustthink andplan.Whatis to be
written?For whomis onewriting? Whatcanoneassumeandwhatmustoneprovide?What
structures best?f oneis to write athousandvords,oneshouldbewell into thethick of it by
the600-word mark.If thereis to beabeginning,a middleandanend,thentheintroduction
shouldendbefore 300wordshavebeenreachedandthe endshouldbein sightbefore900

wordsareread.
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Oneshouldalsothink aboutthe novelty of thewriting. A recipefor storeboughtmarmalade
thatis followedtoo closelywill resultin thesamebland,unsatisfatory homogeneitythatone
canobtainin anystore.Whathookor twist will tantalze theappetitedn makingthe perfect
orangemarmalademy w i f (an@lthereforethe best)recipeincludesa hint of lemonor
grapefruit,giving a hint of sournesshatexatesthe sensesThe eyestell usit is orange
marmaladebut thetastebudsint at somethingdifferent. A well-written pieceis similar. The
reademeedssomethingunexpectedA slight teasingof theliterary senseganlift abland

work to somethingzester.

And, tediousthoughit mightseemto be, alwayshaveatrustedproofreader Respector
spelling,grammarandpunctuatioralonewill not makeaworld classpieceof literature,but

theirabusewill eternallydamnmanysubmissiongrom the paradig of beingpublished.

As | finish my toast,l oftenthink how niceit mightbeto haveanothempiece.If the

marmalades particularlygood,with just theright sweetandtang;pairing perfectlywith the

saltof the butterandthe hot, crunchycasedsofinessof thebread,l ésuccumbThe6é br an d 6
of the productbuildsanamefor itself, sonexttime | amofferedrecipesby the samecook, |
amtemptedo try them.Goodwriting will makethereaderseekout moreworksby thesame

author justasthe bestrecipesaresharedetweerfriends.
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A FemaleHeritage

ShireenSenadhira
Thespectaclef womenleadingin all sphere®f activity nowadaysndicatesthata
fundamentashift is taking place.Womenwerenot sowell-adaptedor leadershipolesin
primitive andearly historicaltimes.But asthe emergingworld economy becomedessbased
on physicalstrengthandmoredependenon intelligenceandemotionalbalance,womenfind
capabilityandcourageo forgeaheadNot everyform of femalebravery is noticed,noris
everyform of it documented;but with the stoicism,resilience courageandkindnessnherent
in them,womenhaveemergedr/ictorswhenconfrontedwith varioussituationsin workplace,
office, debatingforumsandin leadershipAs for moredomesticsituationsandeveryday
problemsijt is surelyworth thinking aboutMargaretT h a t cobservaficsthatd A n y
womanwho understandghe problemsof runningahomewill benearerto understandinghe

problemsof runningac ount ry 6.

Readingaboutthelives of certain womenof ourtimes arousesnuchadmirationfor their
courageandfortitude. We gatherinspirationfrom suchcharacters Rarelyadaygoesby
without someonesaying or doingsomething thatwe readabout in amagazne,bookor
newspapenvhich prompts usto do somethingsimilar, usuallyin theform of anidealistic
imageor alifestyle. Modelling themselvesn thisway, women havesurvivedandevolved.
I t ®&wsay womencandefinethemselvesindbecome,hopefully, better versionsof
themselvesA goodway to do thisis to go beyondfamily, friendsandcolleaguedo find
inspirationin thelives of braveandstrongwomen.

A Whvall weepfor you?NotJohnandnot Mary.

NeitherPercynor William. Not Gladysi nor Sybil

Hardenedoby thecold andtoughasthe seagulls.
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But a sadwomanfrom Krakowwill. Shewasborn nextto Wawelcastle,
In a countrywherewe weretaughtto cry our eyesout by thebirches,

By therobinsin the park, by Chopin,by blackcherries.

From a land with a culture of tears,a land of melancholy...

| raisea toastto youwith a cupoftea,
| serveyouwith mygriefi myc o u n hatuggld € sour ce. 0

Theaboveis atranslatedooemby oneof P o | a greditéspoets, Maria Pawlikowska
Jasnorzewska(1891 1945), knownduringP o | aintehvdageriod asé t PokshSa p p h o 6
ando t dueenof lyrical p o e t Bhegbewup in Krakéw, in abohemiarfamily of painters
andwriters.For her,asfor otherpoetsin the newly-unitedPoland the yearsbetweerthe First
andSecondWorld War wereatime of remarkablecreativeoptimismandself-expression:
theyperceivedhemselveso be rebuildingculturein a countrythathadregainedts
independencaftera centuryof oppressionMaria PavlikowskaJasnorzewskaaspartof a
circle thatactivelychampionedv o m e ngbts. Shewasalsoa playwright; andon 2
Septembell939hersatireon Hitler premieredn Warsawevenasthe Germanarmies
invaded. Shewasa braveandstrongwomanindeed to write andactasshedid. With great
difficulty, she escapedrom Polandwith herhusbanda pilot in the PolishAir Force).They
madetheir way to Britain, wherehe servedalongsidehe RAF. In exile Pawlikowska
Jasnorzewsktelt strippedof languagehermilieu andheridentity, yet shekeptwriting. She
waspublishedn the émigrépressalthoughher passionat@acifismcreatedenemiesshe

condemnedhewar for its destructiorof everydaplife.

Very few of Mame SeckMb a ¢ kp@etnshavebeenpublistedin translation,andyet her
poetryis notonly stylistically innovativebut rich with referenceso Senegaleskistoryand
culture,engagingwith issuesof war,immigration,initiation ritesandthe African landscape.
Hereis anexamplesomelinesfrom6 Wa forittteH a r ma (translate@y Georgina
Collins).
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ThePlaceConcorde
Discordof the People
Snowin heat
Nostalgiafor the Africa
Of mynights
Of SambaCreole
Crooning
Alongwith Pigalle.
WhentheHarmattanthat hotanddustytradewind which blowsin from the Saharaluring
thewinter months, meetsthe coolersummerwinds of the monsoont hasbeenknownto
createtornadosgeneratingchaoshatis symbolizedby the historical,political andcultural
turbulenceeflectedin this poem It was publishedwith othersin acollectiontitled Les

Alizésdela Souffrancen 2001

Today,MameSeckMbackélives in Paris. Her poemdakethe form of is a successiomnf
smallpictureschiselledon a strangemusic:cascadesf preciouswvords,asmanyshimmering
streamswhich endby marryingto form asinglegreatriver. Thetoneis sometimes
nostalgic,sometimedlisillusionedandcaustic. Shetells herreaders: "I amtheheir/ Rich of
all pain." Shealsotells usthatthereis faith which saves,andthatin the depthsof sorrow
andhelplessness$iopecanarise,despitethe gapingwoundsinflicted by a drifting world
wherethe drynessof heartsbreakstheimpetusof fraternity. Spirituality, in fact,can saveus
from moraldisaster.ldeassuchas these perhapsgaveherthe strengthto survivedeparture

from herown countryto live in aforeignland.
Brave and strong womenof the distant past

Now thatwe countasour contemporaries\ngela Merkel, Chancellorof Germany and
TheresaMay, PrimeMinister of the United Kingdom, two powerfulworld leadersand
morethantwenty other womenwho headthe government®f nationseastandwest,we can

reflectthatthosedaysaregone whenwomenweremadeto feelinferior to menandtold that
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theywereunfittedfor political responsibility. Women,it wassaid,weretenderneartedand
soft natured:a general opinionthatpersistediespitethe historicalevidencerelatingto
numerousindauntedvomenatwar. Thegrit of such women, andthe resiliencepolicies
anddeterminationyision andmissiontheydemonstrateébrced mento acknowledgeheir
capability.An examplefrom thedistantpastis provided in Indiaby Chand Bibi (1550
1599),anIndian Muslim regentandwarrior, who wasthe queenof AhmedNagar. Whenher
husbandAdil Shawof Bijapur, died,the countrywas throwninto chaosasfavouritesof the
late king fought eachotherfor supremacy.However,QueenChandBibi defendedhe
Kingdomagainsthe Mughalsduring the siegeof Ahmednagato leadherregionwell.

Among otherbravewomenfrom the pastshouldberankedCleopatra VIl Philopator (69
30BC), knownto historysimply asCleopatra, thelastin a dynastyof Macedoniarrulers
foundedby Ptolemy. Thelastactiveruler of PtolemaicEgypt,shewasbriefly survivedas
pharaohby hersonCaesareanAfter herreign, Egyptbecamea provinceof therecently
establishedRomanEmpire. CleopatraVll ruledancientEgyptasco-regent(first with her
two youngerbrothersandthenwith herson)for almostthreedecadesClever, well-educated,
and proficientin severalanguagesshe served asthedominantrulerin all threeof herco-
regencies.Her romanticliaisonsandmilitary allianceswith the Romanleades JuliusCaesar
andMark Antony, aswell ashersupposeaxotic beautyandpowersof seductiongarnecher
anenduringplacein historyandpopularmyth thoughtheytendto obscurehe strength of
herpersonality Thisis how Mark Antony describecher:

i A nodedayshediscoveredhatshewasfierce andstrongandfull of fire andthat
notevenshecouldhold herselfbackbecauséerpassiorburnedbrighterthanher

fears."
QueenHatshepsut(1508 1458BC), the 5th pharaotof the 18thdynastyof Ancient Egypt,

wastheeldestdaughterof king Thutmosd. Hatshepsutvastheonly queeneverenthroned
asaking,

[Type text]



56

andshe tookall thek i n djvinsnamegexcept,understandablythatof "The Strong
Bull"). . During herreign Egyptenjoyed peacefli prosperityandastable economy.

Modern Times

Nearerto our owntimes,we shouldrecognizd_ady Margaret Cavendish,aseventeenth
centuryEnglishwoman(16231673)who helpedto popularizetheideasof the scientific
revolution.A colourful personally, shewasoutspokenandalthoughshewaswidely
ridiculedfor hereccentricitiesshewasoneof thefirst to arguethattheologyis outsidethe
parametersf scientificinquiry. AsE n g | dinstde6ognizedfemale naturalphilosopher,

shealsoarguedstronglyfor the educatiorof womenandfor theirinvolvementin science.

Mary Wollstonecraft (17591 1797) anotherEnglish writerwas aphilosopher, andn
advocate of womenédés rights. Wo Icyosft owocencer nadf st 6
rights struck Englandds eighteenth century s
is best known for her ess@yVindication of the Rights of Woman: with Strictures on

Political and Moral Subjectg1792), one of the earliest worksfeminist philosophyin

which Wollstonecraft responded to educational and political theorists of her time who did

not believe women should have an educatioe. &gued thavomen are not naturally

inferior to men, but appeared to be so only because they lacked education. She suggested that
both men and women should be treated as rational beings, and demanded a social order
founded on reasokhe argued that women ought tvla an education commensurate with

their position in society, claiming that women were essential to the nation because they
educated its children and becausegnsttadefy coul d
viewing themselves and being regardeddtlyersas ornaments to society asproperty to be

traded in marriaga/Vollstonecraft maintained thatomenwere human beings who deserved

the same fundamental rights that were accorded to men.

She was prompted to writ€he Rights of Womarafterreadng Charles Maurice de

TalleyrandPérigords 1791 report to the Frendlational Assemblywhich stated that women

should onlyreceive a domestic educatjarsingher commentary on this specific event to
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launch a broad attack against sexual dostdadards and to indict men for encouraging

women to indulge in excessive emotion.

Evencloserto our owntimeswasEmmeline Pankhurst (1858 1928), a British political
activistandleaderof the British suffragettemovemenivho helpedwomenwin theirvoting
rights. In 1999, Time magazine namedPankhursasoneof the 100 Most ImportantPeople
of the20" Century,statingthaté s shapedanideaof womenfor ourtime; sheshooksociety
into anewpatternfrom whichtherecouldbeno goingb a ¢ Bh@waswidely criticized for
hermilitant tactics,andhistoriansdisagreeabouttheir effectivenesshut herwork is

recognizedasa crucialelementn achievingw o m e sufiragein Britain.

Therearemanyothernameghatshouldbe addedo this heroicroll-call. Amelia Mary
Earhart (18971937),an American, literally gavewomen wingsin 1928.She was thefirst
femaleaviatorto fly soloacrosghe Atlantic Oceanand receivedthe US Distinguished
Flying Crossfor this acdhievement. Shealsosetmanyotherrecordswrote bestsellingbooks
aboutherflying experiencesndwasinstrumentain theformationof The Ninety Nines,an

organizatiorfor femalepilots.

Also onthelist of courageousvomenof ourtimesis RosaParks, anAfrican Americanwho
refusedn 1955to give up herseatto a white passengeon the busgoinghomeafter work.
Overnight,shebecamea symboland figureheador the Civil RightsMovementin the
United Statesof America.Malala Yousafzaiof Pakistans a Pakistaniactivistfor female
educatim andtheyoungesteverNobelPrizelaureate.Sheis knownfor humanrights
advocacygespeciallyof educatiorfor womenin northwestPakistanwherethelocal Taliban
hadattimesbannedhe schoolingof girls. Heradvocacyhassincegrowninto an

intermationalmovement.

Frida Kahlo (1907%1954),a Mexicanartist,famouslysaid:fiFeet,whatdo | needyou for
whenl havewingstof | yThigstatementvasmade afterherlegs,damagediueto abad
busaccidentwereoperatedn, confiningherthereafteto theuseof awheelchair.
Undauntedy physicaldisability, shewenton to paintherrevolutionaryideas herpolitical

convictions herpainful andpersonalexperienceslin paintingherpersonateality, Kahlo
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createdarrestingvisualdocumentsaboutthe experiencesf beingawomanata particular
placeandtime. A numberof paintingsareexplicit criticismsof the United States.In Kahlo's
19326 S dPortraitontheBorderLine BetweenMexicoandtheUnitedS t a t thee artist,
standdn alandscapéetweertheindustrializedUnited Statesanda preindustriaMexico, an

aptimagefor the presentonditionof herpartof theworld.

Closerto home

Takingotherexamplesat randomfrom our own partof theworld, SriL a n khestorg
remindsusof DonaCatherina (15931613),alsoknownasKusumasan®evi, whowas
ruling Queenof Kandyin 1581. Kusumasan®evi'slife is uniquein theannalsof the history
of Sri Lankaandherachievements hershortlife spanof nearly32 years,are unparaléled

in our country.

EhelapolaKumarihamy , anothemeroicSri Lankanwoman, notonly gaveherown life but
thoseof herchildrento upholdherhonourandthatof herfamily in the periodjust beforethe
Kandyan regionwascededo theBritish in 1815.



ThingsFamiliar 11
NeleishawWeerasingheAcrylic on paper
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OUR GUEST AUTHOR: DR. J.P. DAS

Community

Peoplewho lived on the outskirtsof the smalltown, wherethe manmovedabout,knewlittle
abouthim. Theyd i dkmawto which casteor religion hebelongedAs a matterof fact, no
oneknewwhathis realnamewas.He wasa madman,andeveryonecalledhim Pagal,a
lunatic.His not havinga nameor casteor religion posedno problemsincehekeptto himself,
andhadvery little contactwith others. He neverspoke soit wasnotknownwherehewas
from, or whathis languagewvas; peoplehadlong sincegivenup botheringaboutit. There

wasevensomedoubtasto whetherhewasreally dumb,or hadsimply decidednot to talk.
Be thatasit may, Pagalwasnow a well-knownmobileinstitution of this suburb.

Pagalhadno fixed placeof residencaior anyregulararrangementor his meals. He
atewhatevemwasavailable andsleptwherevemefoundaplace.He neverbeggednor did he
refuseanythinggivento him. All daylong,andsometimeshroughthe nights,he continued
to pacethe streetsandpeoplewerefamiliar with the specialsoundof his treadin a pair of
heavyboots.Whenhewasnotto be seenin thestreetfor adayor two theythoughtof him,

andit wasalwaysreassuringdo listento his footfall in the quietstreetson winter nights.

A problemconcerning?agalarose howeverwhenevetherewasa communakiot.
Everytwo yearsor so, political partieswould decideon ariot for variousreasonsThoughthe
riots weregrim andbloodyaffairsin the city, resultingin murderandplunderandrapeand
refugeecamps, theytook a differentform in the suburb.Communaldisharmonyneverwent

beyondmutualabusefisticuffs andbreakingof furniturein the shops.
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Pagalposeda problemon suchoccasiondecaus®f his unkemptbeard At acasual
glancehelookedlike a Muslim becaus®f his beard.However,if onegavehim asecond,
serioudook, healsoresembled puritanicHindu like the JagadguruDuring Hindu-Muslim
riots, Hindusfoundaneasyvictim in Pagal,andbelabourechim. Forthem, Pagalwasthena
fanaticMuslim. During the heightof theriots, Muslims, becaus®f theirinferior numbers,
keptquiet,but assoonasthessituationnormalizeda bit, they cameoutto retaliate. Theytoo
gothold of Pagal,called him a Hindu Fanaticanda SadhuMaharajandgavehim a beating.
Pagalthusgotit from bothsides but evenon the worstdaysof theriots, he neverkeptaway

from his patrolling of the streets.

Thecommunalkiots hadtheir own unwrittenrulesandcorventions.The peoplein this
suburbknewexactlywhentroublewould start. Leaderdrom thetown would descenanthe
suburbthe previousnight, conspirewith their henchmerovercupsof tea,andleavevery
earlyin themorning.Thedisturbancevasthenformally launchedrom theteashopsunder

theold banyartree.

Thereweretwo teashopsnextto eachother.Onewascalledthe Hindu Teastall; the
othershopwasnamedafter Gandhiji, but sinceit wasownedby a Muslim, everyonecalledit
the Muslim Teastall. The Muslim ownerwasanold manwhomeveryonecalledMahatma.
ThoughpoliceandotherGovernmenbfficials would be fully unawareaboutthe plansfor a
communaldisturbanceandarrivedat the troublespotsaftereverythingwasover,the newsof
imminenttroublereachedhe peoplewell in time. Ontheday of riot, old Mahatmaqguietly
wentto the shopbeforeday-breakandput awaythe cashbox andfragile thingsin a safe

placeandlockedthe shopagain.The eventswhich followed nexthadthis standatl scenario:

Pagalfinishedhis night patrol of the streetsat aboutninein themorning,andsat
downunderthebanyarntree. He knewthathewould be askedoverfor teafrom oneof thetea
shopsNo oneofferedhim tea.He pretendedinconcerrandkeptwaiting, not knowingthatit
wasriot day. A little later,groupsof youngmengatheredinderthetree. Soonthey started
shoutingslogansaboutMahatmaGandhi,BharatMata, Hindu Unity andsoon. Whenthe sun
becamelittle hotter,the sloganschangedto Downwith Muslims, Blood for Blood, Traitors

Quitandsoon.
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Pagal looking unhappywithout his morningcup of tea,alsojoinedthe crowdand
behavedsif hetoo would shoutsloganswith them,werehenotdumb.The crowdnow
marchedowardsthe Muslim shop.Mahatmawho knewall theyoungmenandwasfamiliar
with thedrill, took the kettle from the stoveandcameoutside.Theboysnow pulledoutthe
s h o sghlmardthrewit ontheground,andtwo of themstartedumpingonit. Theybroke
theglasspanestook out biscuitsandcookies anddistributedtheseamongthe crowd. The
Hindu shopkeepealsoconsideredt anoccasiorto distributeeatsfrom his own shop.As a
matterof fact, helockedup his cashboxandcameoutto join the sloganshouting.The
attendanbf the Hindu shopusedthe stoveof the Muslim to preparecupsof teafor the

crowd.

Soonit wasnoonandthe shoutingwasfeebleandweak,andit wastimeto call it a
day.However,someonegemindedhhe othersthattheyhadnotyet manhanted a Muslim,
without which no communaldisturbancevould be complete Theyall now lookedat Pagal,
andfour of themrushedat him calling him a bloody Muslim. SomeongushedPagalandhe
fell down. Theykicked him aroundfor a while, andthendisperseaghoutingslogansabout
MahatmaGandhi.

In the afternoonthe Hindu shopkeepeandhis servantwentbackto their shop.
Mahatmacamebackfrom wherevethe hadhiddenhimself,andstartedrearrangingis
things. Themadmargot up andlookedaroundasif nothing hadhappened Mahatmaoffered
him acupof tea. Lestthe Muslim appearto be moregeneroushanhe, theHindutoo gave
themadmarbunsto eatandforcedhim to takea seconccup of tea.By thetime police
arrivedanhourlater, Mahatmahadstraight@medout the signboardandhadhungit up. The

wholeincidentwasforgottenby the evening,andpeoplegatheredunderthetreeasusual.

Communaldisturbancen the suburbwasatameaffair sinceit hadratherstrictrules
andconventions.The sceneof the disturbancénadto be outsidein the streetnearthetree,
whichwasa public place. Therewasalimit to thedamageo bedone.Thestrictestrule was
thatno onewould raisehis little finger at Mahatmajnot evenspeakto him harshlyor

impolitely. Therule hadbeenbrokenonly once,whenayoungsternewto thegame had
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calledthe Mahatmaa Muslim. The othershadtakenthe youngstetto taskandhadsenthim

homecrying.

In courseof time, however therewerechangesn theserules.Youngerpeopletook
overleadershigrom the elders. Theyoungleadersn the suburbstartedcollectingmoney
from theshopsWhenleaderdrom the city cameto the suburbfor organizingariot, the

discussionsverenow somewhatlifferent.
A Wh laappenedhereduringthelastr i o the?eaderasked.
Theyoungfollowerswerealittle embarrassetb answerthe questionsincenothing

muchhadreally happenediuringthe previousriot. A cleveroneamongthem,however,

savedhe situationby makingaslightly exaggergedclaim.

1]

Weansackedll theMuslims hops . 0

3t

H omanywerek i | |askddhaleader.

Thequestionputthemall to shameTherehadbeen quite afew deathdan thecity, but
in this suburbthe only physicalactionhadbeenthe beatingof themadman. Thecleverone
alludedto thisincident,andsaid,

A WerokethelegsofaMu s | i m. 0O

Theleaderdid not seemto feel happyaboutit andsaid,

A Y opeopleseemto beaneffeminateot. Communalriot is a seriousmatter,butyou
aretreatingit asc h i plal.6 thoughtthatl would spendfifteen minuteswith you, andbrief

you aboutthe plansfor tomorrow. | now seethat| haveto spendmoretime with you. Can
you arrangesomedrinks, or areyou goingto tell methatall theliquor shopsareclos e d ? 0
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Theleaderandhis menspentthebetterpartof theeveningwith theyoungsters,
chartingout detailedplansfor the commotion.However,word waspassediroundin the
morningamongthe peopleof the minority communitythatthey shouldleavetheir houses.
Theyall did, for thetimesweredifferentnow, but Mahatmasaid,

by

fi O ndeesnotleaveo n ehdusentimesoft r oubl e. 0

During thatriot, thehooliganssetfire toMa h a t sh@p@rsldid in fact break
P a g db. Bstit mustbeadmittedthatno oneshowedanydisrespecto MahatmaDays
aftertheriot, Pagalimpedbackfrom the hospitalandMahatmaput his shopin order.

Electionscame andleadersstartedecturingaboutcommunaharmony Mahatmasaid,

A Di d sagthateverythingwouldbenormalagai n ? 0

Everythingwasnormal,but not for long. BesidesHindu-Muslim riots, onenow saw
Hindu-Sikhriots.6 H i +5i@hiBhaiB h aslogangyaveplaceto6 Hi #MdslimBhaiBh ai 6
slogansTo P a g anisfortine hewasnow madeinto anAkali andtheyounghooligansran
afterhim calling him alangdaSardaralameSikh.

Thattherewasgoingto beanothercommunakiot soonwasknownto all exceptthe
police. It wasalsoknownthatit wasgoingto bea severeonethistime. The Muslimsleft the
city andits suburbsandwentawayto villageswhich wereexpectedo be safe.Eventhe
Hindu teashopownerlockedhis shopandwentto his village. Elderly peopleof the locality

wentto Mahatmaandaskedhim to leavethecity for afew days,but hedid notagree.

i L atisetooyouweregiving methesamea d v i hesaid,id b asyouknow,

nothinghappened. 0

Nextmorningsawthe hooligansrunningafter Pagal.Thistime, however theyhad
knivesin their hands EvenMahatmafailed to recognizethem,for theirswereindeedstrange
faces. WhenPagalcamelimping to theteashop,Mahatmaran out of the shopstraightinto

the crowd,to protectthe madman.
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i K ithebBloodyMu s | someoaehouted.

A knife flashed, andMahatmafell downbleeding. Therewaspandemonium
thereafterIn aminuteeveryonestartedrunningaway,andthe placewasclearedout for
Ma h a t bodyd agalcameover,kneeledbeforeMahatmaandtried to pull him up, but

Mahatmawasdeadby then.

A jeepdrewup. Forthefirst time Pagalspoke ,andshoutedor police.However the
peoplewho cameout of thejeepwerenot policemenputrespectegbolitical leadersThey
werenot effeminateand chickenheartedike theyoungmenof the suburb,andwerenot
scaredf adeadbody.Pagallookedup atthemandaskedor a doctor,butthevisitorsonly
laughedwith derision.Two of themcaughthold of the madmarasathird filled up a canister
with petrolfrom thejeep. Theytied up Pagalto the banyantreeandpouredpetrolon him.

Oneof themsaid,

A T hmamslookslike alunatic.IsheaHinduoraMu s | i m? 0

Theleaderwentto Pagalandaskedhim,

A Wh eotnmunityareyouf r o m? 0

Pagal did notreply. He hadbecomemuteassuddenlyashe hadstartedspeaking.
Theylaughedagain.Theleadertook out a cigarette]it it, andtook afew puffs. He smoked
for awhile, andthrewawaythe stub.Thenhe passean the matchboxto thefellow standing

nextto him.
(Translatedby the Author)
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REVIEWS

PalithaGanewatta
The Scentof Kinship. SarasaviPublishersNugegodaSri Lanka(2006)

Whereis6 h o me 6 ?

An elderlyvisitor from Sri Lanka is introducedo 6 s ¢ eSgdneytdy his daughterandhis
sonin-law, recentimmigrantsto Australiaé An arrogantyoungUniversity graduatdrom
Sri Lankathinks Australiaoweshim aliving € A working-classSri Lankanfamily is caught
up inexorablyin herushandscrambleof big-city life in Sydneyé A youngfathersenses
with dismaythathis childrenaredrifting awayfrom thevaluesof 6 h o & eAdocal
Buddhisttempleofferssolaceto lonely andisolatedSri Lankanimmigrantsé A homesick
youngSri Lankanhousewifewriteshometo hermotheré Sri Lankanseat,drink andmake
merryin theirvery ownversionof and A u stmrbeuéé Theyareall here,in Dr Palitha

G a n e w dhouglefdandsensitiveexplorationof thelives of Sri LankanAustralians.

TheScenbf Kinshipis anEnglishtranslationof a selectionof Sinhalashortstories
thatreflectaspect®f thea u t heaperéerscef living andworking in Australia.Simply and
lucidly expressedmostlyin theform of diary entries Jettershomeandconversationthe
readerarrivesat very clearconclusiongegardingthe quality of Australianlife from the
i mmi g padannof views, andoftenseeshearsandsensesnoreaboutit thanthediarist,

letterwriter or speakeris consciouslyaware.
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NEW CEYLON WRITING presentswo reviewsofCh anna Wi ckr emes eKkEe

novella Asylum by Sharon Rundl@andYasmine Gooneratne

Links: Aut hor 6s Pick 23: Sharon Rundl

http://www.sundaytimes.lk/140629/plus/booksak1929.html

Asylum.Palaver(2015)

ChannaWickremeseker& a Sri LankanAustralianwho haspublishedfive novels,
Walls (self-published 2002), DistantWatrriors (PereraHusseinPublishingHouse,2005), In
the SameBoat(Bay Owl Press,2010),Asylum(Palaver2015), andTracks(selfpublished
Sri Lanka,2015).

Bornin 1967in Colombo,Sri Lanka,heattendedRroyal CollegeColomboandthenMonash
Universityin Melbourne wherehe obtainedhis Ph.D. in SouthAsianHistoryin 1998.
Althoughhebeganwriting fiction earlyin life, he placedthis passioron hold while at
university.He returnecto fiction writing afterobtaininghis doctorateself-publishinghis first
novel,Walls in 2002.He haswritten five novelsandnovellas,including DistantWarriors (Hussein
PublishingHouse2005),In the SameBoatBay Owl Pres2010), Tracks(self-published2015),

andAsylum(Palaver2015),all of which dealwith issuesof migrationanddisplacement.

As ascholarspecializingn SouthAsianmilitary history, Wickremesekeraaswritten two monographs
thatfocuson IndiaandSri Lanka:BestBlack Troopsin the World: British Perceptionsandthe Making of
the Sepoy 1746 1805Manohar2002)andKandyat War: IndigenoudMilitary Regstanceto European
Expansiorin SriLanka,1594 1818 Vijitha YapaPublications2004).A third bookon the separatistvarin

Sri Lankawas be publishedn late 2015.

Helivesin Melbourne.
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SHARON RUNDLE (Reprinted fromA ut h o r ZBslJaRuary 016)

For the purpose of my research, |-Australianrb e en r e
authors with ties to Afghanistan, Bhut an, I n
marvellous narratives from established and emerging writershoose one novel from this

array of fiction, is an enormous challenge. After long and difficult deliberation, | plumped for

one that provided a new perspective, was surprisingly enjoyable, beautifully structured and

written in a pagéurning style.

Sormretimes the best way to encourage discussion and provoke deeper thinking is through
humour. Ideas that may seem simple on the surface have wider ripples and deeper currents
than appear at first. So it is wiksylumby Channa Wickremesekera.

A young prisorescapee decides to break into a home and take hostages,after the news that he
is on the run with a gun is broadcast through media and police reports. The house he chooses
is the home of Afghanis of Muslim faith. The mother weangjab, while her someines

sullen, sometimes giggling young daughter, Aisha, wehijgl. The mother understands

English but prefers to speak in her Dari language. Through her family, she is the main
negotiator with their captor. Her son Khalid, the male teenage narratoe, perfect choice

as the cynical observer with typical odéattitu
il 6ve seen bigger guns than t{dmat i n Afgha
23).

Khalid is also a principal player in the drama that unfolds as police surround the
house. Negotiats are brought in to help, with mixed and sometimes hilarious results. What
could be a disaster turns into a tragimedy as the actions of the police and young man on

the run with a gun become farcical when faced with this unexpected turn of events.

TheAfghani family face another even deeper dilemma. Should they offer asylum to
this person seeking refuge, as their religion decrees they should? Should they lie to the police
for the greater good? Which would give lesser offence to God? What are theyntsutth
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an impossible situation? The intruder is only a scared, tired, hungry, delinquent boy, after

all. Khalid has heard it all before:

AHow you should | ook after people who tak
are your worst enemies. Evenhgy had killed your own mother and father.

| always thought that sort of thing happened only a long time ago and if it

happened now it was only in the movies. Never thought we will have to

pract ipst@. it . o

While the family debate the best plan,rmigeeps cooking and feeding them all, including
their captor Rusty.

This novel has 1 mpact and | ingerAsyluilmn t he min
should be on the HSC reading list. Suitable for both adults and young adults, the deceptively
simplestyle and endearing narratorAsylum allow for serious ideas to be discussed

without polarizing the audience. Many readers may be surprised by such a fresh perspective

and by what they learn through humour.

Yaamine Gooneratne

Thepeaceof aquietMelbournesuburbin which AfghaniimmigrantRustum
Khan, his wife Mehri, andtheir two teenagechildrenKhalid andAishalive
tranquil,ordinarylivesis abruptlyshatteredonebright Friday morningby the
arrival on their doorstepof anunexpecteéindunwelmmevisitor. The Khans
arenormallya hospitablgfamily, andhavesomeacquaintanceamongtheir
Australianneighboursbutthis is different. Theintruderis a strangerjnstantly

recognizablesthe criminal whoseimagehasjust appearedna TV
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newsdreak:aboy, 6 t dirty blondhair, thefaceskinny,kindamalnourished,
lotsof f r e c WwHobkasniadethe newsby breakingout of ajuvenile

detentioncentrein Victoria, shootinga guard,andevadingcapture He is now
0 otimer u rard@is supposedo bedangerousAs, indeed heis, for in his hanc

isagun.

This descriptionis givenus by Khalid Khan,the narratorof this delightful
book,andit is throughK h a | inteligesceandobservaneyethatthereader
registerghedramaticeventswhichfollow ther u n a vappgadasceBy the
endof theday,the Khanshavelosttheir TV andcomputemonitor (shattered

by gunshotspandtheir mobile phonegwhich havebeenflung into thefire):

0 NDV,notelephoneno Internetand no texting,and hopefullynobodywill

knowheis herepointinghisgunatu s 6 .

Their sofais in shredsWhattheyhavenotlostis their dignity, their senseof

humour,their courageor their compassion.

As their front andbackyarddill with policemenarmedto theteethanda
police helicoptempatrolstheirroof-top, goodsenseassertstself. Mehri, an
orthodoxMuslim who wearstraditionalhijab andnigab, speakserhome
languageof Dari wheneveryonearoundher (including herfamily) speaks
English,whosepreferreddomainis herkitchen,andwhosestrictreligious
principlesguideherin all situationsincludingthis one,seedo it thatthe
runawayis givenfood anddrink, andinsiststhatthe family will on noaccount

handhim overto the police.
A We a rh@nthimin, &hesays.ii | thdirsi ght . 0

| look at mumin disbelief.ls shecrazy?l mean thelittle prick comesnto
our house holdsusat gunpoint,threatensher andshootsup our TV, computel
andsofaandthrowsour mobilesin thefire andshethinkswesho u | thand

him over!
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Buti t Adskawhoputsit into words.
A Aryaic r a zshedstisinDari. A Af alléeghasd one ? 0

But mumis unmovedlt takesa lot morethananindignantsonand

daughterto moveher. Like a cowering,beaterkid, for instance.

ALoatki nshedays.i H ishelplessWec a rh@ntdhimto thepolice.

Hedependonu s . 0

Unexpectedlythe Khanfamily andtheiré g u &nsl todmonground.To stari
with, in acoincidenceof namesthe AustralianRussell(or 6 R s t agtidegun
toting visitor callshimself) hasneverheardof Allah, yet discoverghathis
reluctanthost,an AfghannamedRustum,is alsoknownto friendsand
associateasRusty.The A f g h sonamddaughterdistancedrom Russell

by their skin-colour andclothing, sharehis devotionto football:

1]

Wh ifaothiteamyougof or ? O

Essendon. o

1]

AOh,ealllsagy?d Sdoesmysi st er . 0

Rustylooksat Aishaover his shoulder He seemsnterestedn her for thefirst

time.Thepowerof footy.
A T h act cdcsthesagsfi Whisyourfavep | a y leeasRsher.

Aishaglancesn thedirectionof the kitchento seeif mumis watching.Dad

is watchingher but sheknowsthat the powerof mumis greaterthanthe powet
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of Dad andfootyputtogether.Confidentthat mumis notlooking,she

answers.

nHowl ett. o

1)

Y e &disg o o Rystyagreesandreturnsto hisfood.

A i s briasimamfrom thekitchen.

ot

Howisehit . O

1]

| haveto saythat. For the sakeof myteam,eventhoughl think Howlettis

good.

A H o wls leetterthanall of Carlton shitsputt o g e tRustysneeds
througha mouthfulof rice. | look at Aisha,andsheis rapt.

A Ai s heldlsmom.Sheis obviouslynothappyaboutAishagettingtoo
cosywith RustyandHowlett. Mumw o u | lhowdlowlettfrom Harry butshe
knowswe are talking aboutfooty playersandthat footy playersare youngmer
runningaroundin skimpyshorts.Not thekind of thing a Muslimgirl should

getexcitedabout,at leastnotin her presence.

Considerationsf football apart,Rustyhascreateda moraldilemmafor the
little family. It shouldbe easyto call the copsin, andsurrendetherunaway.
TheKhansarecertainlytemptedio do so. Their captiveobviouslyexpectghat
theywill, andfindsit hardto understanavhy theydo not. Theanswetto the
questionis to befoundin Verse6, Chapte® of theHoly Koran, awell-
thumbedcopy of which lies on the dining-roomtableof this Muslim family,

but of which youngRussel] of course hasneverheard:
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If oneamongsthe pagansasktheefor asylum grantit to him sothathe may
heartheword of Allah; andthenescorthimto wherehecanbesecureThatis
becauseheyare menwithoutknowledge.

Slowly, but surely,the balanceshifts,its movementirectedchiefly by

K h a | nigdaiwearingmotherwho standdirmly by herreligiousprinciples
( A tpdwerof mu m éaysKhalid), by Russellwho discoverghatthisfi & 1
w e i rfathidy of foreignerscaredeeply,asall right-thinking Aussiesshould,
aboutthefootball results,and by Khalid himself,who feelsa sneaking
admirationfor theyoungmanwho canstill showfight whenall the cardsseen
to be stackedagainstim.

Theendof thebook,whenit comespacksa surprisewhich | will notspoil by
revealingit here. | would only urgereadergo getseveralcopiesof Asylum
for themselvesindtheir friendsi it hasamessagéor everyonewvho canread
andthink beyondthe confinesof their own limited conditioning,and
undestand(asRusselldid, andKhalid eventuallydoes)the valueof a multi-

culturalexperience.

TheSundayTimesSri Lanka June29. http://www.sundaytimes.lk/14062380s/booksarts
104929.htm|

[Type text]


http://www.sundaytimes.lk/140629/plus/booksarts-104929.html
http://www.sundaytimes.lk/140629/plus/booksarts-104929.html

74

| \&‘"5“'"‘"?/
PRESENTS
REGINALD ROSE'S

DIRECTED BY KEVIN CRUZE

16™ - 19™ NOVEMBER 2017
7.30PM AT THE LIONEL WENDT THEATRE

ADAPTED BY SHERMAN SERGEL

PRESENTED IN SPECIAL ARRANGEMENT WITH THE
DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY, WOODSTOCK, ILLINOIS

ANGRY
MEN

Reginald Rose 12 Angry WoMen
Cold Theatre7, Colombo(NovembeR017)

ReginaldR o s drénsa TwelveAngry Men concerningthe jury of

ahomicidetrial wasbroadcastinitially asatelevisionplay in 1954,and waspreserted
at the Lionel Wendt Theatre in Colombo over a short seasonThursday 16 to
Sunday19 November2017)by Cold Theatre 7. NEW CEYLON WRITING

attendedon alternate nights, and reviewsthe two productions here.

| havetaughtthis play asa literary text severakimes,andwasinterestedo seethatthis
year aproductionwas beingputon which casttwelve menonenightandtwelvewomen
ontheothernight, alternatelyoverashortseasonfrom Thursdayto Sundayin November,
attheLionel Wendt Theatre.

Thestoryconcerngheintenseandilluminating deliberationf ajury whosemembersare
requiredto cometo a unanimouslecisionaboutthefate of ayoungmanwhois accusef
murder.Thefinal decisia is arrivedat in the climacticlastfew minutesof the play,and

thesettingis itself oneof thecrucialaspects.
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Theclaustrophobicoomwherethejury arein closedconsultations a perfect exampleof the
escalatiorof humanemotionin situationsof enforcedproximity. In the motion picturefilm
which wasmadeof this playin 1967,theactiontakesplaceduringaheatwave,andthe
stressf thecharacterss visible, andalmosttangble: their shirtsstickingdamplyto their
bodies, their frustratedattemptgo getthe creakingold air conditioningmachineto work,
their palpablethirst for thewatercooler.

In this productionthelighting andthe spatialproxemicswereperfectly judged.Each
charactewaslit astheir turn cameto expresgheir position,andtherecreatiorof the
eventswasdonein silhouetteandwith precisionof placementTherestlessnovements

of themoredynamicmembersf the groupcontrasteatronglywith therigid stance$
from hesitancyor from reluctance of thosewho remainedseatedThe subtlealliances
whichwereformedaspeopleinfluencedeachotheror respondedo theinfluenceof others

wasmirroredin their bodylanguageandtheir softenng or hardeningacial expressions.

| attendedhe performancesf 12 Angry Womenthefirst night,and12 Angry Men
onthenightfollowing, andwasstruckby the differencedn genderednterpretatiorof stress
andire. Themenshowedtheirangermmuchmore physicallyandwith raisedvoicesandbodily
exertions’ smashingheirfists on thetable,pushingchairsto the side. Thewomenwere
moreemotionallydeadlyin their dealingswith eachother,showingtheir disfavourwith

verbalsharpnesandslasing glances.

Thearcof thedramaticactionis essentialljcumulative andincrementallyso,aspeople's
opinionsareshownto berelatively subjectiveratherthanbasedn thefactsof theevidence.
Theplayis veryrelevantto contemporaryssuesve facein our ownlivesin 2017:theneed

to takethetime to sift throughissuesfo go beyondthe surfaceof eachmatter,to consider
anddeliberatebeforecomingto a conclusionthereactivityandbiaseswe facein ourselves
aswell asin eachother,aswe try to determinghe bestcourseof actionin acomplexsituation.
We becomeawareof how our feelingsinfluenceour choicesaswe assesandevaluateothers,

andtheweightandsignificanceof comingto judgmenton our fellow humanbeings.

[Type text]
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Issuesof compliancegconformity andcoercionarealsoillustrated,asonejuror standgirm
againstall theothersinitially in his/herbeliefthattheyoungmanaccusedf the murder
couldnot havebeenthe personwho committedthe act. Oneby one,eachperson’'pinions
andreasondor believingin the guilt of theaccusedrebroughtforth. The evidenceof the
train passingoy atthetime of theincident,discussiorof whatthe personin theapartnent
block saw- or couldactuallysee- from thewindow, the physicalestimationof the distance
from theroomto thedoor,the availability of the weapon(whichwasnotasrare an
instrumentaswasinitially supposed)the possibilitygrowingin the mindsof thegroup
thattherewasin factreasonableloubtthatthe accusedlid thedeed all addupto create

apowerfulportrayalof humannature.

Therole of thejury is to interpretthe actionsof theaccusedrom the perspectivef their

own undestandingof thelaw. Eachjury membercomesfrom a differentsocialandeconomic
backgroundandtheirinherentbiasetowardseachotherin this regardareshownclearly
throughthe dialogueandthe phrasingof the wordsby the excellentcast.'Ad homirem'i

disputetheidea,notthemant is avital rule,andit winsthedayherel eventually.

In contemporargociety,we frequentlyseehow difficult it is to achievetrue consensusg many
areasf life, both personabndon alargersocialandpolitical scale We seeargumentsand
essparkingall overtheinternet,andin boardmeetingsandstaff meetingsandin any
organizatiorwherepeoplewith differing perspectivesattemptto collaborateandco-operate.
Egotism, territoriality, pettinessrivalry andfearbasedudgmentarerife.

Thisis wheredramawith the powerful physicalityof the actorsliving embodiedoresence

in front of us,canvividly illustratethe challengesve facein away which demonstrates
thepotentialerrorsof ourwayst andtheir remediesWe seethe characterstruggling

to recognizetheir own biasesandprejudicesandto try to guideeachother,in thelight of their
growingawarenesdp respecthelife of anothethumanbeingwhois unknownto them,but

in whose life their decisionultimately makesthem majorinvestors.
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GLASS, BRASS, GOLD & GRANITE

SalmanRushdie The GoldenHouse

PenguinRandomHouse, India

In manyways,writing andarchitecturatonstructioraresimilar. The
elementaisedin the constructiorof awork determindts beauty,
its usefulnesandits lastingvalue.ReadingSalmanRushdie'datest
work, | think of glass brassgold andgraniteasthe constituent
elementsAnd understructuresf white marble,as in the hotels
which arenot named so oftennot namedhattheiridentities

cometo mind.

GLASSbecaussomanyaspect®f it aretransparentThefake
newsandfaux Faceboolprofilesandidentity theft culture

in whichwe live provideshim with the perfectcamouflage.
Thewriting appeardo dropnamesandclearly showits
characterso co-existwith realplayerson theworld stage.

He operatesn strategicglassedwvall intersticesThegreen
hairedJokerin this surrealgothic Gothamis wild. Thefamily

evokesthatof the Corleonesn TheGodfather Thefemale

figures(alwayslessfinely drawnin Rushdie'stories)are
partially erasedeforetheyutteraword, andthusarevirtually
stereotypesRushdie'seallife allegedmisogynyis dispayed
in theinterviewsgiven by someof his ex-wives,andin the
digital world we live in theseopinionsexistsideby sidewith
thefictional portraitsof womenandmenin his writing.

Heis acelebritysuperstaranactualinhabitantof the
goldenhousegis fameandinfamy havebuilt. Theuniverses
for him areparallel,the citiesard realmsfuseandintersperse.

[Type text]



78

Rushdie'swvriting is like Swift's: satiric, sardonic poth bitter
andbenign.And it is like Donne'spoetry:full of verbalconceits,
adisplayof learning,a bringingtogetherof imagesfrom
dispersedemantidields. Heis in his glory whenthe
dichotomiesanddualitiesof humanlife andcontemporary

post colonialandcomicbookinfotainmentculturescrape

againsteachotherandcatchfire in his prose.

BRASS becausd&ushdie'dorceful brazenneshasalways
beenanaspecof his writing which appealedo me. Thereis

tension,andanger,andpassiorand fury inspiring his intellect.

Theneedto bethesmartestairsein anyroom,hugely
noticeablan Rushdie'sarlierwork, is subsumednto a
greatempurposdn his bestwriting. Needingto havethelastword
in anydisputemustsurelyhavebeena problemfor him all his
life, andit is arelief to seeandfeel him moreat easejn this book.
Fury, writtenin 2001,hasa similar cover- atoweringAmerican
monolith,scrapingthe sky - but do notjudgeit equal,or judgeit
aprequelto this sequel In asenseTheGoldenHouseis more
kin to Shamein its targetedake-down of adominantculture,
infiltrated by its own corruptprogeny.The GoldenHouseis not
justreminiscenbf the White HouseandKing Midas, andits
charactergvocativeof the truismthatall thatglittersis not
gold, butof DarthVVader,and DeathStarandits destruction

in Georgel.ucas'sStar Warsfranchise Rushdie'damiliarity
with popularcultureandhis zestyappreciatiorof it is a big

'valueaddedto his paroramicportrayalsof late 20thCl/life.
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GOLD becauset is soft, malleableductile- andvaluable.
Theancientsymbolfor gold wasa perfectcircle with adotin its
cente. Thestructureof this bookevokesthatperfectformation,
anddrawsusinto its alluring, beckoningcore.Not to TheHeart of
Darknesshumandegradationn a primevalsteamyjungle, but of
theheartof civilized madnessin chill marbledcities. The
madnes®f commercialismof otherisatiorandobijectification,
hasbecomanternalized andnormalized andRushdies no
longerangry,butresignedHe hasgonefrom boil to simmer,
andit bringsouttheflavour. Thisis notdetacheduperciliousnes
Thisis whathappensvhenall hopein anyredemptiveforce

is gone,andall thatis left is theability to write aboutit:
theability to weld, andweave ,andwield, the creative,

world-creatingword.

Criticism canbe madethatRushdieis just a highly educated
heckler,who believesn nothing,andthathis writing doesnot

inspirehopeor changeanythingfor the better.It deconstructs
culturalmythsratherthanaffirms them.He is emphatically
notasupporteiof the reactionaryfundamentalisrs, slogans
andreceivedsocioculturawisdomhe seesasimpairingour
potentialto becomemorefree,in this era.l think hisfictional
critiquescreateanalternateversionof reality which provides
uswith thevital toolsof scepticismgynicismandlogic. His
vision of humanityis neverwholly nihilistic, becausét does
notsneeror losesightof the potentialfor bettermentpr the

aspirationfor emergencandevdution, in all humanbeings.

[Type text]
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'Hereis NeroGolden,lifting his banonthe media,showinga
photographefrom a glossyfree magazinearoundhis beautiful
home... He speaksf hiswife ashisinspiration,ashis lodestar,
asthesourceof his"renewal"...A womanlike Mrs. Golden,she
is theelixir of life ... Look at her! Canyou doubtme?Did you
seeherPlayboyphotos?Of coursenotashamedwhy would
onebeashamed?. She'shejackpot,no doubt'.

(Pagel4l)

A few weels ago, HughHefnerdied,sayingthathehadprepared
for his passingby purchasinghe plot in the cemeterynextto the
remainsof Marilyn Monroe,who wasthefirst centrefoldin the
first PlayboymagazineHis deathcametoo late for Rushdieto
write aboultit, but his satiricvisionis soon pointthathis portraits
arepredictive.Rushdiewould havepointedout thatHef made
Monroebuy herown copy of thatinauguralmagazinassue,

eventhoughshewasa majorcontributorto it.

GRANITE becausd&ushdie'snasteryof his choserartform is
enduring.He has beenableoverhis careerof thirty-five years
to takethevolatile, ephemeraissuesf the day anddistill
their meaningnto somethingdangerousindbeautiful . His
mostspecificpolitical attacks (Shame SatanicVerse$ have

onehim personallymoreharmthangood,but his universal
riffs, hisverbalpyromaniahis vibrantjoy in his own power

of languagdo conveyunambigiousmeaningin uncertain
times,is compellingandlife-affirming. He tellsuschildren's
storieswith adultthemesijn sly, sleek,sinuousandfabulous

language.
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TheGroundBeneathHer Feetwasfilled with deepfeeling,the
wordsresonantvith the soundandrhythmsof music,andthe
paradoxicalacrid tendernessf beingalivein theserried,

sequentiallyinteraligned globalisedcontemporaryvorld.

TheGoldenHouseis similarin scope andablazewith synergy.
But theromanticlove storiesherego awry. Somethingnore
interestingandilluminating displacegshem.Look atthe
'‘Monologueof D GoldenRegardindHis] Own Sexuality& Its
ExaminationBy The Professional’A transcriptbetweera
Professiona({Psychiatristandher patient/clientaboutwhy
his/herromanticlife is notworking. It encompassescritique
of Feminism,anexplorationof PostmoderrPostbinarygender

awarenessandthe conceptof FreeWill, madeto fit for ourtimes:

'‘Whatif we'reafederationof differentstatesof beingand

we needto respecthosestatestightsaswell astheunion.

I'm losingmy mind trying to work all this outandl don'teven
knowthewords,I'm usingthewordsl| know buttheyfeel like
thewrongwordsall thetime, whatif I'm trying to live in a
dangerousountrywhoselanguagd haven'tearned What
then.' (Page254)

Fictionalizzd transcriptsof interviewsbetweerthe writer

andhis shrink?Puregold.

Rushdie'datestbooklooksat the structuref power,the spaces

createcby greed narcissisnmandvain glory, at the heartof

[Type text]
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commercialandeconomicempiresin theearly21stCentury

anerawhereno onein thewholeworld is safe.

@Give Me Whatl Want,And No OneGetsHurt' singstheleadsinger
of U2, Rushdie'driend, in the brilliant song'Vertigo'. Government
hereis brazenlynot of, by or for the people . Thedisconnects
betweerpeoplewho shouldbeallied humandbuzz,like electric
fencesin JurassicPark Celebritiesandwhite noiseandsupericiality
andMammonall coherein afriezewhichis asnapshobf a
new'Horror', againstwhich the charactersnoveto enacttheir

kismet.

Thepainherecannotbe keptout of the beautifulspacesiuman
beingscreateasmonumentgo their own capacityfor selflove.
Peopledie,andareimmolatedin bonfiresof their own vanities.

It is epic,in everysenseallusiveandidiosyncratic.Thereare

wide spacesn this book of marblevistasof words,stonescreens
of syntaxwith peeka-boocoynessandvoyeurismon demand,
thereareimprobablenaturalobjectsapparentlygrowing
organicallyin a cultivatedverbaliconographywhichis reminiscent
of Spenser'saerie Queenwith its stylized statelinesand
subtleinlaid bejewelledmotifs.

Any minutenow, therentedspaceof this fabulousplacecould

be shatteredlike 'thehotelthatcannotbe named'jnto a billion
glittering pieces.This bookis attentiondemandedandrewarded,
by agrownup provocateurlt is awork of bothgenerosityand
extortion Readit throughagain,whenyou getto theend,and
seehowtheapparentlydisparatdragmentsshine,in your
mind'seye.Thatlastparagraphwherethe heirsto this afflicted

lineageareseenthroughthelensof thevirtual CCTV camera:
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Now therearethethreeof us,...in anunspecifiedoom... The
camerabeginsto turn faster,thenfasterstill. Ourfacesblur
into oneanotherandthenthe camerais spinningsofastthat
all thefacesdisappeaandthereis only theblur, the speed
lines,themotion. The people- theman,thewoman,the
child - aresecondaryThereis only the whirling movement
of life.'

(page370)
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