
Across continents and nations
Beyond colour, creed, language and races
Throughout life chases the poor and rich
Arouses ego, build up competitions
Everyone keep eyes wide open
Smells the fragrance of notes
As money makes money.
Beggars to lords
Every man on earth other than God
Urge for money...from seconds to years
It is the king of earth
Without a thrown and a crown.
No matter who agrees
But owes everything, including nature
Move from one to another
Touches every hand clean and dirty
Beautiful and ugly young and old
No gender matters
Time and place not in control
Peeps through every door and window
Mocking at the ones
Sober to sad who needs him to come
If it comes even do not stay
If it stays, he does not let to pray
Makes you happy, taking away your sleep
It's like a stray dog
Do not belong to any comes and goes
Its friends become fanatics, others lunatics
Searching him day and night
Takes away peace and happiness
If it stays in abundance
Nobody can live without it
It grabs its place in everyone’s life.

- M N KAIYOOM

Enraptured by a lilting voice echoing far beyond the hills,
I trekked expeditiously to glimpse the singing echo;
Hidden by lush bamboo trees was a stupendous waterfall, flowing
its waters to the deep down cliffs,
Beside it was a bewitching lass perched on a rock singing away her heart,
Mesmerized by the enchanting voice, I listened to the sweet melodies.
There was tranquility all around, as if  the trees, birds and animals were all
listening to her songs and nodding their heads in rhapsody;
Having an inclination to savor the music more, I crouched low behind a gigantic rock.
Dusk was falling swiftly and I did not notice the time go by,
Whence suddenly, a luminous glow appeared, and in a flash the pretty
damsel disappeared,
I searched for her far and  wide, my untiring efforts were futile,
Dejected, I was confronted by an old woman to whom I related my tale;
You have encountered an apparition  who visits this site every full moon,
A pathetic young girl laid her life pining for her beloved lost in these waters, she said.

- Yasmin Jaldin

His watchful eyes always manifest sparkling wisdom
Screen many things that remain hidden and unseen
His brave acts glorifies the entire kingdom of animals
His alerted and awakened eyes are warm and caring
Against enemies his eyes become as cold as hailstones
Always ignite ferociously contrary to disastrous attacks
Becomes a king by the Mother Nature's natural selection
Strong instincts and intuitions emerge powerful emotions
Profound eyes foresee all the challenges and the dangers
Answers are written in the depth of those insightful eyes
Eyes that respect the virtue of honesty of fellow inhabitants
Protecting the dignity and integrity of his endangered pride
Fight against the evil forces that make harm to the innocents
Defend everyone from danger and securing their existence
Looking for a safe future in a small world in the wilderness
King of the wilderness has curious eyes running everywhere
Eyes that reflect fairness and kindness on every living being
Everyone likes the wistful spark that shines within king's eyes...

- Hemakumar Nanayakkara

SIRIPATHY JAYAMAHA

Kumara was 28, the only 
child of Gamini and 

Sheila Tissera of a middle-
class family. Father was a 
retired Government officer. 
Mother a trained teacher.  
They lived in their own 
house, on a sixty perch block 
of land on the Negombo 
Road. Emily was with them, 
when Kumara was born, 
more or less a family mem-
ber. Kumara was a Research 
Officer  attached to a Gov-
ernment Research Institute. 
Kumara had been a very lov-
able boy from childhood and 
had graced many a wedding 
as a sweet page-boy.
Now, 5'9”, pleasant, always 

with a smile and a subtle sense 
of humour, Kumara was very 
popular at his workplace, from 
the Director to the humble 
manual worker. He was to 
leave for his postgraduate stud-
ies to the UK in a short time. 
Parents were worried. Kumara 
loved his parents and they 
were kept enchantingly happy 
with trips to places of religious 
interest, tourist resorts, lunch-
es and dinners. Emily was 
always there with them. 
Kumara's parents and Emily 
knew as to why he was post-
poning his day with destiny.

Will my future partner be an 
angel to me in the bedroom 
and a devil to my parents? A 
vixen, who will keep his par-
ents in tears?” Parents wished 
that he find a partner before he 
leave for UK. Many proposals 
during the past few years he 
declined politely. “There is 
time Amma” he used to say. 
He had been saying it for the 
past two years. Reasons  were 
obvious. His colleagues too 
were concerned. Kumara had 
to find a partner to be in the 
house.

It was Valentine's Day. Dur-
ing the lunch break Kumara's 
friends were teasing him. 
“Yes,” he said: “I wish that 
cupid dips his arrows in empa-
thy, contentment and universal 

love before sending his arrows 
to me and my would be part-
ner, so that my dear parents 
could say proudly. “This is 
Kumara putha's wife our 
daughter.” Everyone congratu-
lated him. Clapped and wished 
him. “I do not want her to be a 
daughter-in-law but a truly 
beloved daughter to my Amma 
and Thaththa.”

The Chief Accountant's 
friend had a 23-year-old daugh-
ter. The family was well-to-do 
and respected by neighbours. 
She was a brilliant pianist, a 
music teacher in a convent. He 
shared his thoughts with his 
wife. She was thrilled. Godwin 
de Saram and Sheila conspired.  
They were close friends of 
both families. Godwin invited 
Kumara and parents to tea. 
Sheila invited the Perera's to 
tea. The girl's brother, a medi-
cal intern was also invited. The 
de Sarams told them about the 
‘Getting to know’ plan. All 
were amused by the formal 
proposal by Godwin. Quipped  
Tissera “so our Chief Ganan-
karaya has become a Magul 
Kapuwa!”

“Yes,” said Godwin. “Both 
proposals dabble in assets and 
liabilities and in this instance, 
my wife and I are striving to 
unite two lovely assets. Any-
way, the two assets will have to 
look after their adorable liabili-
ties that they are bound to 
encounter. It was a happy occa-
sion. An atmosphere of love 
and positive signs of a dawn of 
a beautiful happening. Dates 
were tentatively fixed. The 
marriage will be before 
Kumara's departure.

Kumara sat with Gamini and 
Sheila. Emily was seated on a 
stool. They were in Kumara's 
bedroom.

“We will, have to buy rings, 

an expensive chain for the 
engagement, new clothes for 
Amma, Thaththa, Emily and 
for me. Wedding cakes, home 
coming, going-away sarees, 
hotel bookings.

How are we going to find 
the money? Kumara was 
in tears. Godwin cried, 
Sheila cried, Emily cried 
and stroked Kumara's 
head. “Putha”, said 
Sheila. “We have been 
discussing this.

“We do not want to 
borrow. Neither do we 
wish to mortgage 
the house or sell 
any land. We 
have told Trevis 
Perera about 
what you will 
get. You know, 
we never 
change our 

word. Putha, I am going to 
pawn the Milwatte Jewels. You 
know they are more than 200 
years old. Gold was real gold 
those days. We never had an 
occasion to pawn them. “The 
jewels were famous. All eyes 

were on me when I wore them 
as a young girl, as a wife and as 
a proud mother. Our female 
relatives look at me with 
greened eyes.” All of them 

broke into tears as 
she stopped.

G a m i n i 
t o o k 

the whole set to the pawn 
shop. A ring, a tie pin and two 
bangles were kept. He took 
them to one of their neigh-
bours. Mr Rodney Weerasing-
he was fabulously rich. He was 
the owner of a prestigious 

pawn shop. His wife Audrey 
owned a jewellery complex. 
The Audrey A-U-Shop. Inci-
dentally Au is chemical symbol 
for Gold.” Gamini told him the 
reason for pawning the jew-
els. “I have to be honest with 
Kumara's intended in laws. I 

have always told my son 
to be honest.

“We cannot 
mortgage our land 
or house and make 

the young couple to 
pay interest the rest 
of their lives. We 
want our son to have 

a memorable 
w e d d i n g . ” 
Gamini cried. 
R o d n e y 
avoided his 
eyes. “I am 
so happy 
about my 
f r i e n d 
Kumara. I 
will take 
the lot 

inside, 

get them weighed. It's a lot of 
gold. Let me know the amount 
you want. I will take its equiva-
lent in gold. You can have the 
rest.”

“No, please keep it. We need 
about six lakhs for the func-

tion,” Gamini said. Rodney 
went in with the jewels and 
came back with a broad smile. 
“Gamini Tissera,” he said. 
“Here are two cheques for Rs 
600,000 each on two percent 
interest. Please deposit one 
cheque. All this for your son 
Kumara.

Gamini went home with the 
cheques minus the family heir-
looms.  They cried for the third 
time.

“Never mind,” said Sheila. 
All for our Putha and Dama-
yanthi duwa. “Amma, you said 
Damayanthi duwa. I knew that 
Thaththa and you love her.” 
Emily said.

“Amma,” said Gamini. This 
calls for some of your Thambili 
wine. A toast in advance for 
duwa and putha. There was 
lots of joy and love in that 
home that day.”

Kumara and Damayanthi 
discussed, before going to 
Audrey's gold shop. “Kumara,” 
she said: “Let us have a simple 
and elegant wedding. Who is 
worried about jewellery. Let us 
not tax our parents. Let's 
spend what we have saved. I 
have a heavenly feeling that I 
am going to be blessed with 
another kind Amma and 
Thaththa.” Kumara then knew 
that he had found a divine  
partner.

“Yes,” he said “Also two 
Aachchies full of sugar and 
spice and two jolly good Seeyas 
for as Mr Godwin said when 
we met first, for our future 
adorable liabilities.”  They 
laughed.

Next she took a small velvet 
sachet. There were 22 artisti-
cally cut many faceted dia-
monds. “We had a South Afri-
can girl called Janice with us. 
She loved our country and the 
people. Her father was with De 

Beers, the Diamond Kings of 
South Africa. She gave me 
these and said ‘Diamonds are a 
girl's best friend. But you and 
your family have been more to 
me. Shine in  these on your 
wedding day'. How prophetic! 
We must invite her and send 
some wedding cake,” Dama-
yanthi said.

The engagement was lovely 
and the wedding was memora-
ble. Janice and her parents 
Roux Vander Geld and wife 
were the special guests.

After some months Rodney 
and Audrey was there when 
Sheila and Gamini called on. 
“Mr Gamini Tissera here are 
the Milwatte Jewels. All of 
them. Gold wise it is worth 
nothing, nothing. They are 
Thambakka bronze but exqui-
sitely carved and gilded. So 
now what about my money?” 
Sheila and Gamini broke into 
tears.

Audrey too. Rodney stood 
up. Put his arm around Gami-
ni. “You can take these jewels 
home. So that those green eyes 
will weep on them. They were 
made by us. Had they been 
gold its value would have been 
Rs 3,400,000. The originals 
have been sold. Mr Roux 
Vander Geld bought them. 
Here is a cheque in dollars for 
178,000. It is about Rs 
20,000,000. They are South 
African antiques you can pay 
my Rs 1,200,000 later.

“It was your son who taught 
me the true meaning of hones-
ty. One day he was wearing a 
beautiful pair of shoes. I 
admired them. He said: “Uncle 
they belong to my Thaththa's 
friend. My thaththa has said, it 
is better to be honest and be 
laughed at than to be dishonest 
and be spat at.” “An exemplary 
son of wonderful parents,” said 
Rodney. “A wonderful day for 
us and Kumara and Damayan-
thi. Love will be always like the 
Diyamanthies of Damayanthi 
glittering. Glittering for all 
times.” Cupid had certainly 
dipped his arrows with all what 
Kumara had wished for.
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A wish comes true

Laughter is day, and sobriety is night;                    
a smile is the twilight that hovers gently 
between both, more bewitching than either.
- Henry Ward Beecher
Picture by Saman Sri Wedage

MONEY

King’s EyesThe echo
It is the event

Which bestows honour

Upon the Enlightened one,

The Greatest one,

Amidst the showers of praise

Of the whole race

It is the thread

Which finds the past and the present,

And carries to the future

The everlasting glory

Of a nation
It is the stage

Which is ready once a year

For the talented lot

To evince the world,

Proudly preserved traditions

Of a nation
It is the event

Which mingles pure souls,

Irrespective of caste and creed

To share profusely,

The joy of glamour

With a selfless motive

- Kumari Weerasuriya
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pride
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