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| lost myself... among the ia nﬁers

Today | crossed the murky 1r0 tears,

| saw @ dull world drowned in dear,s

No more the glorious vyor\d er; e ,

Only a place..- filled wﬁh spe_n .me

The screaming alarm 1S watrm \% " ,

Hurry yourself up no need ?ap;t sée

Gazed in the mirror for or:es o ,
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Villain

He maintains status,
With huge chains,
On neck and hands,
Ears pierced;
Hair long and tinted.
Wears a mask like face,
With a rusty moustache and beard,
Uses a lot of slang,
In choked voices,
To make others fear.
Try to walk like,
Paving way for a funeral,
Wears like ladies blouses;
And unfitted trousers,
To show his body to all.
He builds in imagination,
As a boxer or karate trainer,
Thinking to be scary;
With his funny actions,
To make timid others all.
He mimes actors,

Who does this for money,

In real life it is very funny,
To change characters false,
But he doesn't realize any.

He fails to understand,

He is in mockery,
None tends to get frightened;
Even the bullied one.
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Heal the world

Your mind was large enougb
to excel many others and win.
Your heart was large enough
To bless the world with your victory.
Amidst l0ss€S and commgpts,
While your blood was bc_nhpg
While your eyes were gnevmgt
You mended your proken hear
To peep peyond your g.eneratlo;\,
And witness great achievements
The thrill was sO gregt!
And you were not.selhsh.
Now it is the time
For you t0 reappear
And make amendmepts.
To invent the only thing
Which can save this earth
Which is more powerful
Than “DYNYNM\TE—:”
e “HUMAN‘T-\:(umari Weerasooriya
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Untitled

When you smile
| feel butterflies,

When you say my name
I'm clouds above.

When you talk to me.
There's no one on my mind
When you hold my hand
I'm clouds above.

All these things you do to me
Yet you know not about it.
Because you don't think of me
Like | think of you.

My wish is that | could let yog KNow,
That you and | could makg it out,

Only hope you don't mind, y
That | only want to be_t?'/‘ag:rs es’:a ::i‘.r;e

An adult
learner’s
thoughts.....

The writings of the learned,
And their academic talks,
Convey the value of....,
Learning, till death,
The need to update,
Knowledge and skills,
To fill the demands
Of the present day.
We, as followers,
In discussion halls
Deliver talks
On such academic issues
And our learners
Fill their books,
With those views,

As passive listeners.
Thus, to fulfil the needs
Of social demands

Or social prestige,
When we travel,
From one corner to other,
With tired faces,
And sleepy eyes,
To fill our minds,
With learned talks,
During weekends,
The thoughts of the helpless,
Young and old,
Who waits at home,
Roam in our minds,

And moves here and there
As moving shadows,
Over the pages,

When we write.

When returning home,

The gentle breeze,
Blowing over the trees,
With beautiful flowers,

The golden sun,

In the vast blue sky,
The soft beams of moon,
Gradually peep through,
The floating clouds,
Over the waves of,
The lake underneath,
Show the value of
Nature, beautiful,
And the sigh comes within,
Says, “No time.....”
Though head and heart,
Have no value today,
A need is there,
To help the young,
Who waits at the class,
And it's a duty,
That should be done,
As they are the flowers,
To be bloomed in future!
- D M A S Dharmadasa
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