
Anil was 
offspring 

of an affluent 
family. When 
he was little 

he was molly-
coddled by his parents. 
When he desired some-

thing and was not 
given instantly, he 

would bang his 
head on the wall 
seeking attention. 

His parents were 
deeply saddened by this 

act and feared for his life, 
that they pacified their son 

by giving into his wants. 
Thus, he grew up to be 
a very selfish boy.

While schooling too, 
Anil would organize 
secret jaunts along 

with his school mates 
and when reprimanded 

by the Principal, would put 

the entire blame on his friends, dodge a 
caning and walk off scot free; thus was 
his character. Even after reaching adoles-
cence he did not mend his bad ways 
though being advised by many an elder. 
He always behaved outrageously was 
very mean, and showed no sympathy 
towards the less fortunate. He would 
usually comment that being born poor is 
their fate and they should suffer.

He lacked good habits and had an air 

of arrogance with no kind word to any-
one he associated with and had a sarcas-
tic and demeaning attitude towards 
them. Also, Anil became very jealous of 
his friends who were educated and led 
comfortable lives and plotted on many 
occasions to hinder their families. He 
was very unsuccessful in such attempts 
which antagonized him. By this, all his 
good friends dreaded his association and 
only a handful kept his company.

Due to his bad behaviour, he also 
became less sympathetic towards his 
aged parents not helping them at all. 
Buying his sick father's medicine was 
also an abhor to him. He depended on 
his father's earnings to gallivant and 
spend outings with his friends. The earn-
ings he received was not adequate to 
supplement his extravagant spending 
and carefree life. He did not have a per-
manent job and never stuck onto one 

and thus was a ‘rolling stone'.
Amara implored with Anil to postpone 

his planned picnic to hills since his ailing 
father was very sick and she had no assis-
tance to run errands. After a long and 
bitter argument with his mother, he was 
adamant that he join his friends and in a 
rage kicked his father's bed before his 
departure. ‘That was a very bad thing to 
do to your sick father’ screamed his 
mother, ‘you will repent’ said she.

The following day, his father's condi-
tion deteriorated and he was hospitalized. 
Amara had no rest without help since she 
had to be by his bedside morn and night. 
Fortunately, the nursing staff was very 
sympathetic which somewhat eased her 
woes. Meanwhile, Anil was enjoying his 
trip without little concern of the well-
being of his parents and not making any 
inquiry of them. 

After his five day picnic he decided that 
they all return by train instead of the bus. 
Having reached Fort very late in the even-
ing, Anil was in no mood to return home 
but was idling at the railway station play-
ing a game with his friends; that was, 
crossing over from platform to platform 
using the railway tracks. 

In this melee, he slipped onto the rail-
way track and hit his foot on a discarded 
half cut glass bottle. Being grievously 
hurt and bleeding profusely he was 
rushed to hospital and an immediate 
operation was performed. The damage 
was so severe that three of his toes of the 
right foot had to be amputated, the very 
foot he kicked his father's bed before his 
departure on the trip. 

D K PIYARATHNA

Mrs Fairy is a very old practi-
tioner coming to court in 

one of her immaculately main-
tained three vehicles at home, 

driven by herself when Mahinda 
joined the bar about six year 
back. Even the bench was tol-
erant even if anything has 
gone wrong on her part con-
sidering her age and in the 
way she makes her submis-
sions in her superb Eng-
lish, she being a product 
of an aristocratic girls’ 
school in Colombo. 

There is nothing to say 
about her English fluency. 
Anyway the opposing law-

yers take extra care when Mrs 
Fairy appearing for a party in 

a case because she vehemently fights for 
the rights of a client of hers in a case.

She being one of two daughter pro-
fessionals of a lawyer father 

and being the widow of a 
university professor she 
had amassed a sizeable 

wealth both got as an 
inheritance as well as she 

had earned with her nearly sixty-year 
long legal practice.

During Mahinda's short period at the 
bar two lady Juniors were with Mrs 
Fairy. 

They did not go long with her. Mahi-
nda doubts because they would not have 
got a better treatment from her. That is 
because she is not sympathetic towards 
those who are weak. If not she would 
have helped them built up a practice. 
Mahinda's view is how could she, being 
one of those who depend on the weak, 
help the weak to prosper.

One day when Mahinda went to her 
residence he saw a photograph of her 
kept on a sideboard taken just after tak-
ing oaths as a lawyer. She was a beauty 
queen those days. 

Mahinda can't believe why she had 

marked time till she passes her mid for-
ties to get married. 

Mahinda got to know that there were 
so many aspirants in the bar itself on 
those days, as they were not prestigious 
enough to be her life-long partner. Mahi-
nda is indecisive who were unfortunate: 
them or her.

Mrs Fairy had become a victim of val-
ues imparted to her from the environ-
ment to which she was exposed being a 
lawyer's daughter and the prestigious 
alma mater in which her life was round-
ed.

As she did not have children from the 
late marriage now she happened to be 
alone in an spacious bungalow. Although 
she needs an attendant in her extremely 
old age, late eighties, she was very much 
adamant to have one because if one was 
kept he or she would steal things at 
home she loved her properties more 
than her life.

Recently her office room where she 
was on rent was bought by a lady junior. 
The sum involved there is negligible 
when compared to her wealth. There she 
did not take an interest to buy it in time 
being late as in her marriage, but later 

was concerned about her losing the 
place because it is a blow to her prestige.

That Monday morning when Mahinda 
and his colleagues were glancing the 
day’s papers in the low library for their 
astonishment the honourable District 
Judge came and sat near them to know 
about the funeral arrangements of Mrs 
Fairy's remains. Everybody was sur-
prised to know she had passed away.

Even last Friday she had driven home 
after work. Although she was not inter-
ested in buying, her implied ousting 
from the premises would have affected 
her prestige so much. During the week-
end when she was alone in the bungalow 
she had fallen ill. 

On her way to the bathroom with only 
the underskirt on she would have fallen 
dead. If she had loved people not the 
prestige Mrs Fairy would have been alive 
among us still. Mahinda went to the 
funeral. It was mentioned in the funeral 
oration whole host of meritorious acts 
carried out by her spending so much 
money. But she was adamant to keep an 
attendant to save her property. Mahinda 
is of the view she did all that in the name 
of prestige not that they love people.
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All along the untrodden paths of the future, I can see the footprints 
of an unseen hand. Boyle Roche Picture by Lalith C Gamage

Prestige lover

Selfishness

One day to the coiffeur’s I did ven-
ture to do my hair,

Looked so grotesque, like that of 
the tail of a wayward mare

More like the bristles on the body 
of a grizzly bear.

That had escaped from a hunter’s 
diabolical snare.

The salon seemed to be manned by 
a celestially trained terrestrial pair,

“Do come in, yours is to say, ours 
to comply with meticulous care,”

“Good, so, pray do the needful, 
how much or how, I simply do not 
care,

As long as the persons I meet, do 
not at me with giggles stare.

“Beg spare us sometime, until we, 
for the beautifying operation prepare,

Till then, do peruse our brochure, 

with styles and graphics, for you to 
diligently compare,

Also enlightening on our very pop-
ular “Before and After” low cut fare,

Now for our specials, Rejoice dear 
Madam, for your hair the dawn of a 
glorious day.

A “Meduso Do” is lovely with slith-
ering, wriggling water snakes on 
your nest like ‘Hisay’,

Then we have our ‘Yul Brynner 
Do’, shiny and smooth, lacquered to 
keep the flies away.

The ‘Porcupine Do’ quills aestheti-
cally tinted, groomed stylishly back-

wards act times tranquil, Should an 
annoyer break tranquility, the quills 
go into action, to the annoyer a fat 
medical ill.

Also our facials
Helens pretty face did launch from 

troy, a thousand ships, on that histor-
ic day,

And our ‘Lanka Ethereal Facial’ 
will launch a thousand green eyed 
monsters from the jealous females of 
today.

We also have oils to lengthen the 
hair, longer than Thomas Hardy's 
unfortunate grace,

Who bequeathed her ankle long 
tresses, for a wig, to appease her 
landlady's lascivious nature.

Dyeing is also another specialty:
Marilyn Monroe did show musical-

ly that ‘Gentlemen prefer blonde's,
Alas a self inflicted injury for 

despondy plus plus and for interfer-
ence in matrimonial bonds.

Red heads ravishing, brunettes fas-
tidious those who know seem to say

Lastly we offer you sweet madam 
our own ‘Pancha Kalyani Do’, hip hip 
hooray,

The ‘do’ that adorned our lion race 

from annums far away, Coconut oil 
laced, groomed to perfection, with 
wig or without our dear old Konday,

That requires no mutilation of your 
nature given tresses, with pride we 
can say,

The very same, as the cute beauty 
worn by Curun Gurun in the immor-
tal classic Kopikaday

‘Dos’ will come and ‘dos’ will go, 
but this is the do that will surely stay.

As the moonlit and starlit night fol-
lows the Sunlit Day. 

Siripathy Jayamaha

Threads
Here I am! Seated
On my cosy armchair
Setting free the tangled
Threads of my life
While going down the
Past pathway of life
Here I see the vibrant
Blue of the lake water
Where I paddled
As a child
The white uniform
With the tie and badge
Of my carefree schooldays
This silvery sequined
Gown of my first
Dance as a teenager
The glossy gold of
my wedding saree
The florid red of
My going away saree
The pastel shades of
Pink and blue
Of the baby suits of
My children as babies
The numerous cushion
Covers and pillow cases
Embroidered with
Multicoloured flowers
Birds and animals
Thus I go down the
past setting free
The tangled threads
- Indrani Karandawala Wijesinghe

Envying poets
Poets who parade as great thinkers
Frequenting five star hotels
They never trudge long-distance
Giving tuition to wealthy students,
As they are assured of a cosy life
They need not seek jobs
For their sustenance
Oh! poets you are having a gala time
Some pay handsomely
for your evocative poems
They do not wait till poets die
To evaluate their true worth
I am simply envying great poets
Who can easily pay their dues
And live in their dream-world
Surely they do not have 
“Occupations”
In this lively world
Where graft and craft
Go hand in hand
Oh! poets am I seeing
A tear drop in your eyes
Surely it must be my own imagination
Because poets
Who immortalize the beauty 
of this world
Simply won't cry
In contrast they always
Have a good time
I wish I too can be a poet
And live a cosy life.

- Ranjan Amarasinghe

Just with books;
Friends and games;
No worries, no blames;
Sings as a Nightingale;
Runs as a deer;
Sleeps as a hedgehog;
Day and night the same;
Mom dad by the side;
Siblings to laugh and fight;
School, college, around the clock;
joyous weekends at home and out;
Friends and relations visit on and off.
At eighteen love crept in;
Sleepless nights, fairy thoughts;
Far away from reality;
An imaginary life so fine;
Heart blooms, and blooms;
Enjoying every bit so warm.
Twenties marriage came;
Children born, day so short;
No time for thoughts;
Busy weekends of work;
Worries piles throughout;
Heart burns and burns;
Darker days falls in quiet
- M N KAIYOOM

I never wished to be
a lonely sparrow
that lives in a luxurious
golden cage
I never wished to be
a strong eagle
that flies across the
clear blue sky

I never wished to be
a brawny lion
that reigns the kingdom
of wild animals
I never wished to be
the sunshine
that has lost its
lustrous glow

I never wished to be
a high mountain
that has no beautiful
pelting cascades
I never wished to be
the deep blue sea
that has no precious
pearls at its bottom

I never wished to be
the morning dew
that spills away from
a dangling rose
I never wished to be
the silver tears
that fall from your
sparkling eyes

I only wished to be
a golden memory
that always remains
in your mind...
- Hemakumar Nanayakkara

To the coiffeur’s

GOLDEN DAYS

The only wish

YASMIN JALDIN
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