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T he Alliance Fran-
çaise de Kotte 

officially inaugurated 
its new premises 
recently under the dis-
tinguished patronage 
of the Ambassador of 
France in Sri Lanka 
Mme Christine Robi-
chon. 
Present on the occasion 

were the President of the 
Alliance Française de 
Kotte, well-known entre-
preneur and Director of 
Connaissance de Ceylan, 
Chandra Wickramasinghe 
and Délégué Général of the 
Fondation Alliance Fran-
çaise in Paris, Bertrand 
Dufieux, members of the 
diplomatic community, as 
well as numerous Sri Lan-

kan and French friends, 
partners and supporters of 
the institution.

Located at No 18 Conis-
ton Place, in Colombo 7, it 
is conveniently accessed 
both from Torrington Ave-
nue and Bauddhaloka 
Mawatha. 

This large building with 
its many spacious class-
rooms is more functional 
than the former premises, 
given the fact that the num-
ber of students has 
increased rapidly. New reg-
istrations have already 
exceeded the 500 mark for 
the first term of 2012.

“As you know, the Alli-
ance Française de Kotte 
(AFKO) was created in 
April 2010 by Sri Lankan 

friends of France with the 
full support of the Embassy 
of France in Sri Lanka and 
the Maldives. It is the only 
Alliance Française in 
Colombo which is fully rec-
ognized by the French 
authorities in Sri Lanka 
and France. Alliance Fran-
çaise de Kotte works both 
in educational and cultural 
matters within the frame-
work of the Chart of Quali-
ty of the Foundation Alli-
ance Française shared by 
the worldwide network of 
1042 alliances teaching 
French language to more 
than 435 000 students from 
all walks of life.

Alliance Française de 
Kotte is the sole body in 
the capital of Sri Lanka 

which organizes and deliv-
ers on behalf of the French 
Ministry of Education, the 
international examinations 
and diplomas DELF and 
DALF for adults and jun-
iors alike,” explained the 
Director of AFKO,Bertrand 
Dufieux.

“Today, the Alliance 
Française de Kotte belongs 
to a network of five similar 
Alliances in Sri Lanka and 
the Maldives. Last year 
alone, AFKO prepared 
more than 1200 students in 
the learning of the French 
language. Our network is 
the only one to offer inter-
national French language 
diplomas and certifications 
which are recognized 
worldwide”, he added.

The President of the Alli-
ance Française de Kotte, 
Chandra Wickramasinghe, 
precised that “the institu-
tion works closely with the 
Embassy of France, being 
also the privileged operator 
of the Cultural Cooperation 
between Sri Lanka and 
France”.

As a proof of the amica-
ble Franco – Sri Lankan 
relationship, a beautiful 
musical performance took 
place at the inauguration by 
singer Menaka de Fonseka 
and pianist Premila Perin-
panayagam, a performance 
which was very greatly 
appreciated by the numer-
ous Sri Lankan and French 
guests present that even-
ing.

AFKO inaugurates 
its new premises

Sripathy Jayamaha

A frica was once called the conti-
nent that God created in anger. 

The Dark Continent. Black Africa, 
with man eating cannibals, witch 
doctors and poisoned arrows. Sud-
denly they realized that it was 
indeed the most blessed continent in 
Gods creation. Rich in gold, emer-
alds, copper, oil, breathtaking water-
falls, valleys, exotic fauna, flora and 
a population of sturdy inhabitants.
Then the plundering began. A game of 

dice. 'This is mine', 'This is yours'. Inhabit-
ants are ours. Auctions with signs 'very 
strong, has human blood, though like ani-
mals'. Time passed. History, past and pre-
sent has shown most beautifully the whole 
world and their invaders, that this continent 
has given singers, musicians, sportsmen, 
sportswomen, politicians, intellectuals of no 
mean caliber. The Africa that some wanted 
the world to know was rotating. 

May I share with you some lovely memo-
ries of the other side of Africa. Nigeria, 
December 30, 1983. We were returning 
home. A group of Sri 
Lankans in three cars. A 
500 odd kilometre drive 
from the North. To the 
South. We started early. 
Surprised to see no vehi-
cles on the road. Only a 
few jeeps. Shops were 
closed. Stopped on the 
way for breakfast and 
lunch. Waves from the 
occupants of military 
vehicles that sped past. A real relaxed week-
end as always we guessed. By dusk we were 
at a checkpoint usually manned by the 
police. Today it was the army. 

We stopped. The men alighted. An army 
officer approached us “Good evening Sir, 
pray where are you heading to?”. We 
explained. He smiled “Did you listen to the 
news Sirs?” We told him then about our trip. 
We were not in the need to listen to news. 
“Wonderful, now let me tell you the news. 
“As of midnight the military took over the 
country. Midnight to dawn curfew. We apol-
ogized. “You people are great,” he said. 
Since we were the nearest to the checkpoint, 
all were requested to remain at our place till 
6 a.m. “I want you happy people to have an 
uninterrupted ride. I will give you a motor-
cycle escort. Three more checkpoints ahead. 
So he said, “plain sailing and happy New 
Year - you all are the limit.” What an officer 
and gentleman. The two officers on the 
motorcycle would not even accept a soft 
drink or a beer. “Today,” one said, today is 
our day. We have to honour that privilege. 
Thank you Sirs very shyly they accepted  a 
few pieces of Christmas cake. Some for the 
patriotic Army officer commanding the 
checkpoint. A high security point. He was a 
Brigadier. Sandhurst trained.

The country was under the military. I was 
at the bank to cash a cheque. A small queue 
at the savings account counter. A few army 
personnel walked in. One filled the with-
drawal form and walked up to the counter 

with his savings book. An elderly gentleman 
in the queue walked up to him took his arm 
“Now, now young officer, you all are running 
the country. We are proud and you must also 
be proud and set an example. You know 
there is a queue.” The army officer, looked at 
the gentleman and at once put his hand into 
his pocket. A gun? I was scared. It was a 
hanky. He was perspiring. “I am sorry Sir. 
Thank you Sir”. He took his place at rear of 
the queue. “Well done. Ignatius,” said one of 
his comrades seated on the settee. He 
clapped. All clapped. Me too. Then the 
sweet old gentleman, went up to the officer. 
Shook his hands and escorted the thor-
oughly embarrassed young officer to the 
head of the counter amidst lots of cheering 
and clapping.

Kenya – 1992. First multiparty elections. I 
was watching a massive opposition proces-
sion. They were passing the GPO. A number 
of movable telephone booths on other side 
of the office. Some with facilities for those in 
wheelchairs. Those in the vanguard, bodily 
lifted the booths. Gently placed them on the 
pavement and moved on. A sign of protest. 

Unbelievable, those at the 
rear up righted the booths 
checked the workings and 
moved on. I looked at our 
driver. He smiled and 
said. 

“I know what you are 
thinking. Just a gesture, 
Sir. It is the poor people 
who use these booths. 
They should not be bro-
ken. They are the tele-

phones of poor people. Dog-eared telephone 
directories of the year could be found up to 
December of that year even in isolated unlit 
booths. Amazing. 

Kenya tea is as good as ours. When com-
mented on the lovely aroma of the tea, even 
in the smallest tea packets sold in the mar-
ket, the manager of a tea factory in their tea 
district Kericho said, “My friend, this tea is 
grown in our country shouldn't her citizens 
enjoy the best. Others come next. Thoughts 
most sad raced through my mind - Our own 
tea to our own people. We were in a five star 
international hotel in Nairobi. My family 
and I. 

A not too well dressed elderly lady walked 
in. Had passed security and the doorman. 
Inquiries. Tea was brought by the waiter. 
The waiter prepared a cup. He guessed the 
lady's uneasiness, shown. The manager 
spoke to the waiter. Smiles. Biscuits and 
cheese. 

Another cup of tea. She called for the bill, 
while staring at the eatables. The manager 
came upto her. Said something. Smiles. 
Handshakes. A parcel and an envelope to the 
guest. She left. I spoke to the manager. “We 
did not charge her. Gave her biscuits and 
cheese. Also 1,000 shillings. Did not want to 
embarrass her, said she was the winner of 
the 100th guest competition. I congratulated 
him”. “Sir,” he said, “She is more valuable to 
us than all the dollar coated tourists. She is 
our very own.”

Yes I cried for my dear Mother Lanka.

Unnoticed wonders of Africa

Stepping Out, an exhibition 
of recent paintings by Kay 
Beadman will be displayed until 
April 22, Monday to Saturday 
from 10 am to 7 pm and from 
11 am to 5 pm on Sundays and 
on poya day at the Barefoot gallery, no. 
704, Galle Road, Colombo.

Kay Mei Ling Beadman was born in 
England of mixed Chinese and English 
heritage. She studied Fine Art at the Uni-
versity of Reading in the United Kingdom 
(UK), where she trained in sculpture but 
has since switched to painting and now 
works predominantly with acrylic on can-

vas. Since 1999, Mei Ling 
has lived and worked 
in Hong 
Kong. The 
paintings in 
S t e p p i n g 
Out focus 
on the hum-
ble and the 
not so hum-
ble shoe, an 

object that 
evokes a 
human pres-
ence; which 
may literally 
contain the 
imprint of the 
wearer. 

Here is a 
man-made arti-
fact that encom-
passes the mun-
dane to the iconic, that may be 
workaday functional or an aspirational 
object of desire.

The poem The Broken Sandal, by Denise 
Levertov, was a starting point for this 

series. In it she dreams her 
sandal strap breaks leaving 
her barefoot and meditat-
ing on life’s direction ‘where 
am I standing, if I’m to 
stand still now?’What bet-
ter venue than the Barefoot 
Gallery to exhibit this 
work?

Sarashi Samarasinghe

This week’s ‘Cultural Diary’ brings you details about sev-
eral other fascinating events happening in the city. Take 
your pick of stage plays, exhibitions or dance perfor-
mance and add colour to your routine life. You can 
make merry and enjoy the adventures or sit back, relax 
and enjoy a movie of your choice. Make a little space 
to kick into high gear amid the busy work schedules to 
enjoy the exciting events happening at venues around 
the city. If there is an event you would like others to 
know, drop an email to eventcalendar25@gmail.com 
(Please be mindful to send only the essential details). 
Have a pleasant week.

22
April

Raising Arizona

Raising Arizo-
na (1987) will be 
screened on April 
10 at 6pm at the 
American Cen-
tre, No 44, Galle 
Road, Colombo 
3. (Running 
Time: 94 min-
utes)

Vowing to go 
straight, a con-
venience store 
banditt (Nico-
las Cage) pro-
poses marriage 
to the police 
departments 
photographer 
(Holly Hunt-
er). 

All is wedded bliss until 
they discover she’s unable to get pregnant and are 
turned down by every adoption agency in town. 

It does not take long before they realize the only 
solution is to kidnap one of the town’s celebrated quin-
tuplets and hit the road!

Seating is limited and is first-come, first-served.

De battre mon Coeur s’est arrêté

The movie, De battre mon Coeur s’est arrêté (2005) 
by Jacques Audiard will be screened on Tuesday, April 
10 at 3pm and Wednesday, April 11 at 6.30pm at Alli-
ance Française de Colombo, 11, Barnes Place, Colom-
bo 7. At 28, Tom seems to follow in the footsteps of his 
father in shady real estate trade. But an opportunity 
encountered by him led him to believe that he could 
become a concert pianist he dreamt of becoming on his 
mother’s image. Without ceasing his activities he tries 
to prepare for an audition.

The movie is most suitable for mature audience and 
is subtitled in English.
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