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The Passing Stage – original letter sent out at the beginning of the project 
 
The Passing Stage  
 
a play created by performing mothers 
 
hi, 
 
I am writing to you because I think you might be able to help me put together a play I have 
been thinking of, for a while. 
 
As you know, I am a playwright and a director.  Since about 1994, my uncontested 
passion in life has been the theatre.  Through it, I have encountered a depth and breadth 
of life and experience that has shaped who I am.  However, for the last four years, since 
my two children have been born, I gave up this passion and have been looking after them. 
 
To say this experience has rocked me to my very core, is an understatement.   
 
I am deliberately leaving it as an understatement because I know you will understand the 
levels at which moving from this one world to the next, or trying to straddle the two 
worlds of the stage and motherhood, can affect a person.   
 
We all know, (now!), what a marathon motherhood is.  But that is something all mothers 
know.  What I want to explore, through this play, is the particular experience of women 
like you and me – as we make our way through all of this.  What specific insights can we, as 
South Asian women of the stage, add to the understanding of experiences like marriage, 
motherhood, domestic life etc…   
Obviously, for this play, I am looking for a level of honesty, with oneself and with the 
others involved in the process.  Who these other people are, I am not prepared to reveal 
right now.  At this moment, what I need from you is to place your trust in me, in my 
intentions and my desire to explore this reality as honestly as possible in order to move to 
a deeper understanding of our current realities. 
This will be a play created through the collective writings and workshop exercises of a 
limited number of women chosen to be part of this process.  The women selected are 
women from the Sinhala and English stage, who, at some point in their lives, were good 
enough performers to make a career out of it.  Women, who subsequently married and 
are now bringing up children. 
 
The process can be roughly divided into three sections.  First is a writing stage, where 
you will all maintain your anonymity – and will communicate through me.  The second 
stage is the workshop stage, where the (anonymous) writings produced in the first stage 
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will form the basis of our workshops.  Then, a script will be put together with whatever 
has been produced through these two stages, and we will move into rehearsal stage.  
 
For now, I am asking you to be part of the writing process. 
 
I would like to give ourselves a framework within which to work (though, or course, of 
course!, this will be flexible).  So I am thinking of eight weeks of writing, six weeks of 
workshopping and four weeks of rehearsal.  If all goes, well, we should have a play in four - 
five months. (haha) 
 

(one year later – this timeframe was so flexible that after one year …. We are 
only at the end of the writing phase….. so yes, we slightly misjudged the 
time needed for this, but in our defence, the project has really grown much 
beyond what we envisaged it as… got so much more complex…. Time 
passed by not while we were idling – but because everyone was working 
much harder than any of us anticipated). 

  
In terms of your commitment, you will need to complete certain writing tasks I send you, 
and either email or post them back to me.  
 
I would like to reiterate that what you write will not be attributed to you (unless of course 
you want it to be).  Maintaining our anonymity is central to this project.  We have taken 
steps to conceal your identity from even us.  So, I will assume that if you wish to be 
identified with what you have written, you will say so.  Otherwise everything that is 
written will go into a common pool. 
  
I am really happy to have this opportunity to work with you on something this close to all 
of us.  I hope we will be able to create something unique out of this effort. 
 
Love, 
 
Ruwanthie 
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TASK ONE 
Letters. 
 
I used to write letters.  I really enjoyed writing letters.  Now its 
mainly snappy emails and texts.  But I would love to sit down and 
write a few letters.  I would like you to do the same. 
 
As always – you can do the full list, or the minimum, which is five... 
 
A letter to… 
 

1. My mother or my father. 
2. My daughter or my son (when they turn eighteen) 
3. My husband/partner 
4. My old lover or my current lover 
5. My mother in law or my father in law 
6. Lord Buddha or God or Allah or any of the Hindu Deities. 
7. An unmarried young actress or an unmarried old actress. 
8. My first theatre director or my favourite teacher 
9. My child’s school teacher or principal 
10. My child’s paediatrician 
11. My husband’s boss, or friend or lover 
12. My domestic help 
13. Myself – at any age. 
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CALIBRI – TASK ONE - LETTERS 
	
CALIBRI – LETTER TO MY MOTHER	
 
Mother, 
 
I am a mother and a wife, just like you.  
 
I never knew that being a mother would be like this. You never LET me know it, before I gave birth to my child.  
You should have told me that I was going to lose some very important things in life.  My passions, the beauty of 
my relationships, my precious leisure, my looks, my madness... 
 
I know I am making far less mistakes than you did as a parent. But you have never, not once, told me that I am 
doing well as a mother.  Rather with every glance, every word, you make me feel like I have failed as a parent.  
 
I often wonder at how you keep from telling me that you are proud of me.  I have tolerated thousands of things 
which you would not have tolerated as a wife and a mother…But you have never praised me….You could have 
taken me for a tea, talked with me ,looking into my eyes, and told me that you couldn’t believe how I tolerate 
all this shit.  
Instead, you go on about how “ those days we……”.  I am sorry, but I just hate that.   
 
Can we not talk about something else other than  the importance of nutritious food for the kid,  her school 
homework, saving money, my husband’s short comings?  
 
It is strange that parents don’t become children’s favorite people. You have made me realize that there is a big 
difference between  “ like” and “Love”.  I need my daughter to like me…. If I am one of the people she actually 
likes to spend time with, when she grows up into a young woman, that will be the greatest thing I could have 
achieved as a parent.  
 
I never enjoyed spending time with you.   
 
You always switched on a torch and directed it towards my life. I am not comfortable under that harsh light.  I 
want to escape. Don’t you see? 
 
Please understand that I have things to hide from you mother.  I have things to hide from you.. Please don’t 
question that. 
I am indebted to you for all the support you are giving me to raise my child. If it were not for you, I would have 
been stuck in the house with her. It is a relief that you are always there to help me…I am truly grateful to you 
for that. Thank you so much mother.  
 
But, please stop judging me.  Let me make my own mistakes….. 
 
Please don’t burden me with the insecurities you are suffering with.   
 
Guilt. Please take that iron ball out of my life..  
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Let the child be hungry, get injured, stay up till midnight, watch bad cartoons, swear …… Don’t react in surprise 
and turn to me wearing THAT expression on your face.   
 
Has my child become a weapon for you to beat me with?  
 
Please tell me, even once, that I am a good parent and I am managing things well. 
 
It’s so strange that I write these things to you.  
 
 
CALIBRI – LETTER TO AN UNMARRIED GIRL 
To a young girl, in love, on a stone bench, by the river 
 
Let him kiss you all 
He can 
Drop the coy ploys, 
Throw aside all those what-not bullshit pretexts 
Immerse yourself  (now) in the overflowing waves 
Of passion filled sensations 
For all this, as decreed, will dry up. 
 
So what if it’s an hour, two hours, before dawn 
Never mind, don’t hold back the flow of those love words 
Tell your eyes, that, later, there will time enough for 
Sleep, redeemed, and slept like a hard rock 
In a few days, (as decreed) will end 
The never-ending whisperings of sweet nothings. 
 
There was no one there, then, 
To tell me these things 
Instead, family, friends, parents, 
Together 
Pushed me on to a Poruwa 
 
I know my words 
Sound like a truckload of horse-shit 
Not worth two cents 
To you two today 
‘That woman’s bursting with jealousy’ 
You will giggle as you dust off my gaze and walk away 
From the stone bench 
But look there, look at how the river 
Looks back with heavy sadness 
At the innocent lovers 
Who rise and go forward into the cavern 
Unaware that their fragile, romantic love 
Will soon be crushed and aching… 
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My girl, 
If you can (still) 
With him, turn and return 
Then with a clear and open mind, sit on the bench 
And read the book of sighs, written 
By countless once-were lovers, now trapped in the cavern. 
 
 
CALIBRI – FIRST LETTER TO MY HUSBAND 
Kesara, 
There was a time when it was you who recognised my value most.  In fact, it was you who made me value my 
own-self more.  My beauty, my skills, the beauty and depth in my writing, the specialness of my performances, 
my sharp intelligence, the shape of my body, the attractiveness of my figure … through a thousand things like 
this it was you who created this value of me, within me.  Again and again you told me how proud you were that 
I am your wife. 
But today, as I waste away, you watch me, with indifference. 
 
A difference spanning two life times, in a matter of years only.  Amazing. 
 
After the birth of the child, our two lives changed in two completely paradoxical ways.   As my freedom began 
to be hugely curtailed, you started on a life, which was even freeer than the one you had had before.  As all my 
energy became completely dedicated towards the brining up of the chid, you moved far, farther and even 
farther away from me.  Your distance from me was so great that I even felt that with me gaining a child, I had 
lost you. 
 
A child is created in a mother’s womb.  After it comes into the world, it drinks milk from the mother.  That the 
child’s existence does not depend on a physical connection with the father is a cruel act of nature.  Nature 
should have designed for the child to be created in the mother’s womb and drink milk off the father.  If this 
were so, then the lives of men and women in the world today would have been very different. 
 
It was not just the birth and the feeding of milk, I had to take on the responsibility for all things that came after 
this.  Putting the child to sleep, the toilet training, playing, feeding, bathing, taking to doctor, buying of clothes, 
dressing, medicating, story telling, playing ball, answering of questions, drawing of pictures, somersalting, 
singing, searching for a Montessori, attending parent meetings, getting the handwork stuff for school, 
undertaking carnival duty, swimming lessons, English classes, teaching English words at home…. it is senseless 
to continue this list in this manner….  In short, the child and everything to do with the child, came on my head, 
pushing me to a place where I could not think of anything else.  I forgot even the fact that I was an adult.  
Finally what emerged from me was some abnormal clone.  You allowed me to become this distortion and then 
after that, were disappointed that I became this.  Why were you unable to save your valuable wife, even a little 
bit, from this?.... 
Shall we make some lists then, in order to better understand this my abnormality against your normalcy?  
Please provide general answers to these questions… 

1. How many films have you watched over the last few years? 
2. How many books have you read? 
3. How many concerts have you watched? 
4. How many times have you dined out? 
5. How many times have you gone abroad? 
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6. How many women have you seduced?  Had sex with? 
7. How many days have you slept away from home? 
8. How many new productions have you got involved in? 
Then…  
9. How many days have you not gone to the toilet because of something that needed to be done for the 

child? 
10. Do you know what vaccines have been given to the child and what need to be given? 
11. How many of the child’s activities are included in one of your average days? 
12. How many calls to you get from home every day?  And how many of them are to do with the child? 
13. How many nursery rhymes does he know by heart? 
14. How many lullabies do you know by heart? 
15. How many days have you gone to sleep before the child did? 
16. How many days have you woken up before the child?  At least with the child? 
And … 
17. How many times have you cried?  And if you cried, what was it for? 

 
Making this list is also madness.  Chuck that too.  I want you to know that there were many things that I was 
not able to do, and that by doing the same exhausting thing over and over again for a long time, I have became 
completely spent. 
 
I was not able to join in any of the several productions that sought my involvement.  I receive an unbelievable 
satisfaction from acting.  However, I was pushed to a place where my satisfaction held no importance, even to 
me.  This is something that should not happen to a person.  I am angry with you about this.  Why did you not 
help your precious wife? 
 
I spent a long time doing absolutely nothing.  In parallel lines to you forgetting about me, the world forgot 
about me too.  This was a very insipid and arid space.  I was loosing my identity.  It caused unbelievable pain. 
 
Can’t we change this situation?  We can change it right? 
 
If this continues like this, all those things you valued about me will be lost.  There are still things that you can 
do, to save me… 
 
Calibri 
 
 
CALIBRI – LETTER TO THE PRINCIPAL 
Principal Sir, 
 
When I reflect on why I am this terrified of you, I am deeply ashamed.  Who are you?  Who am I?  How did you 
become so powerful to render me so full of fear?  How did you gather this amount of power?  Why do we 
bestow this amount of power on you? 
 
I forgot the first day that I was supposed to bring my child to school… Actually what happened was I confused 
the dates.  However, in a letter bearing your majestic signature, a sentence, underlined, for emphasis, stated 
that it was imperative that the child be brought to school on the 7th morning.  However, I managed to register 
this sentence only on the 7th and that too after twelve noon.  I cannot put into words the immense dread and 
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terror I felt when I first saw this sentence.  A wrenching pain from deep within my gut, spread all over my 
whole being.  I could not speak.  I felt a violent shuddering inside me.  I was rendered hideously helpless.  How 
did you rise to possess such power?  I have only met you on one occasion.  You know nothing about me. But 
now you may judge me and reach a conclusion - ‘an irresponsible parent.’ ‘an absolutely disorganised adult.’ ‘a 
mad person.’ ‘a mother who does not give a damn about her children.’  ‘what is the use of such mothers?’  
Now you can arrive at any of the above conclusions. 
 
You are a hero.  I am a maggot.   
 
I don’t know the difference in age between us.  But I am a 35 year old adult.  Earning on my own, putting up 
with immeasurable hardship, bringing up my child, caring for my parents, keeping my husband safe – a real life 
adult.  In addition to this I am an actress.  I have, on stage, given many inspired performances, and have 
enjoyed the admiration of many theatre goers.  People know who I am.  
 
I am a graduate. I have won several awards.  People regard me as an intelligent woman.  I even have a good, 
keen sense of society and politics.  I write on important matters.  I am aware that my sense for language is 
extremely refined….. I have many things more to say about myself.  Several men have loved me deeply -  some 
of them still love me…  But whatever the heck else I have, (and am) is useless.  Before your awesome presence I 
am nothing but a helpless, maggot, severed in two and writhing. 
 
I have committed a heinous crime.  I forgot the very first day that I had to bring my child to school.  I destroyed 
his opportunity of getting accustomed to his class atmosphere, of getting to know his teacher.  I am a mother 
worthy of being stoned to death. 
 
It is possible for me to fall at the feet of my child and ask for his forgiveness.  I believe that he will not view this 
great sin as any reflection of the measure of my love for him.  I believed I have loved him enough to redeem 
myself and secure his forgiveness.  But…. Can’t say…  what I have done is an oversight that should not have 
been committed, on any count, by a mother.  Dear Lord Buddha.  Help me. 
 
Now what do I say to you when I come to school on Monday?  If I trash the lie and stick with the truth, you will 
form such a low opinion of me.  I should create a big, fat fib.  If not. ‘I didn’t see this section of the letter.  It’s 
amazing.  I have read this letter more than ten times to date.  But, sir, I did not see that sentence.  I only saw it 
on Friday afternoon … then it was much too late….’  Forget it.  That will be suicide. 
 
I clutch my heaving stomach and call Cambria.  ‘Cambri…. I am dead…’ She tells me not to be frightened.  
Camrbia is someone who possesses a much stronger personality than me.  She tells me that I have not 
committed a wrong.  But that it’s a pity that I was not able to attend this event.  ‘Cambri… shall I tell the truth?’ 
‘No.  say that due to an unavoidable situation, you could not make it.’….. an unavoidable emergency situation! 
 
My heart knows that I am a mother, deeply committed to my responsibilities by my child.  But I make mistakes.  
People older than me tell me I make mistakes. 
 
Please understand me.  Whatever lies I conjure up for you on Monday, don’t judge me.  I intend to tell you 
that, because I was in hospital, I was not able to bring my child to school.  That I was struck down by some 
serious illness and that my (poor) husband was so completely distraught and distracted that I was not able to 
send the child to school even with him…  is what I think I will say.  When I say this, the expression on my face 
should be one of self confidence.  Skia Akka advised me that the reason I put forward should be that I had 
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come down with the flu and had had to be hospitalised and that because of the risk of it turning into 
pneumonia the doctor refused to discharge me.  
 
Please do not judge me based on this incident.  Please be so kind as to release me from this mountain of guilt.  
You will see, in the future, that I am not a bad mother. 
 
Calibri Bassnayaka 
Aquila Bassnayaka’s mother 
 
 
CALIBRI – LETTER TO MY CHILD’S DOCTOR 

 
To the Paediatrician, 
 
The gulf between you and me is massive. 
 
Hand in hand with and completely unavoidable in the raising of children, is the reality of hounding behind 
paediatricians. 
The child falling ill, greatly fatigues, several times over, my already overbearing daily work schedule.  I come in 
search of you, a helpless desperate.  Aiyo if only you were a close friend of mine …..  actually, not having a 
friend who is a paediatrician is such a loss to me. 
 
I realise the great power you possess.  It’s a great inconvenience.  There are a hundred others waiting, jostling, 
straining to meet you.  To date,  you have never arrived on time.  I apply for half a day’s leave from my 
workplace and, with my child, wait to see you, not unlike a beggar.  After a delay of an hour, an hour and a half, 
you appear in a majestic manner.  Never, not on a single day, have you asked us to excuse your late arrival.  For 
the strain of waiting,  for the mess the delay has caused in our daily work, I have never brought these up with 
you or even the grim/sour faced nurse in your room. 
 
On the day I am due to meet you, I am careful not to schedule any other work.  A play rehearsal, a meeting, a 
visit to my parents, even a visit to the damn toilet …. None of this can be scheduled. 
 
As I pass the hours in the waiting room, holding back my pee, holding on to my child, I can only think of one 
thing … what does a man who makes so much money in a day, DO with all this money? 
 
Leaving me no chance to talk to you about my child’s illness, you write out a prescription.  You don’t even 
bother with eye contact.  I carry on with the drugs, the blood and urine tests you order.  Most often the child is 
not completely cured by the drugs.  Because of this, I return in search of you.  This is madness.  You don’t even 
bother with an explanation as to why the previous medicine didn’t work.  You do not explain what has shown 
up on the reports and what they reflect is going on in the body of my child.  If I ask, you most often pretend not 
to hear.  Or you say there is no problem.  How have doctors come to posses such power over their patients? 
 
There was a time when I endeavoured to learn about paediatrics through the internet.  It is clearly mothers like 
me, who know jack all about paediatrics, who have bestowed upon you such immense power.  If I had taken 
science for my A/Levels I would have, undoubtedly been able to consider a career in medicine.  However, my 
inclination was towards the arts.  And it is because of this that, before you, we are reduced to such small, un-
knowing persons. 
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You can easily improve on the quality of my life as a mother and reduce my stress. 
 
Is it not the fault of our institutions that bringing up a child in this country is not unlike shouldering the weight 
of an entire mountain all the time, and that mothers have morphed into a mob of alien creatures with very 
unnatural behaviour patterns, furrowed brows which never relax and bulging, fear-filled eyes.  Because of the 
mosquito menace, mothers of small children are forced to live as if they are living next to a neuclear plant with 
a leak.  Can’t paediatricians, such as yourself, at least put some pressure on the government with regards to 
this?  Advice them?  Shout a bit? 
 
But where would you have the time for such things right?  God forbid if channelling stops for an hour, who 
knows what will happen right?        
 
In a society that piles all the responsibility on the mother, then throws all the blame at the mother, being a 
mother has become an unbearable burden. 
 
I cannot contact you by phone, even in an emergency.  I don’t know where you live.  In the event that the child 
falls very ill in the middle of the night, I have no where to bring him to.  When you go on a vacation of several 
months, I need to find a new doctor.  You later treat me like I did something wrong, in doing this.  Because my 
doctor is a private practitioner, the govt hospitals do not treat us well.  Patients who resort to private 
channelling are given step motherly treatment by the morose nurses of the govt hospitals.   This is an 
absolutely warped dilemma.  What can we come to expect from these institutions other than fear, danger and 
uncertainty?   
 
I realise we are being wasted within this entire vast system.  Everything has been arranged so that mothers are 
rendered incapable of carrying out any other task with any degree of sensibility.  
 
 
CALIBRI – LETTER TO LORD BUDDHA 
 
Dear Siddhartha, 
 
I always have wanted to call you by your name, instead of “Budhurajanan Wahanse” or “BuduSaminduni”……I 
know you understand why, and you want  me to do so. Thank you for letting me get this close to you.  
 
My mother, my relatives and my religious friends, say that I am a bad person, with no respect for my religion. I 
don’t go to the Temple, if I can avoid it. I only know two or three Gathas by heart. I am unaware of the proper 
way the religious rituals such as Bodhi Puja, Alms Giving, Katina Pinkama, Pirikara Pooja kireema ,  are 
performed….I try my best to avoid situations where I might have to worship monks…… 
 
On this last point, I have no doubt that you understand my reasons to hate Buddhist monks. And I know that 
you respect my choice not to worship them, just because they wear yellow robes.. But, people around me 
sometimes look at me like they are confronting  a sinful alien….I am sad, that my child is also badly affected by 
my not being religious. I never taught her to worship your statues, and I never taught her the Pali Gathas. Now 
she is facing a very difficult situation in school, and now I am trying to learn the Gathas in order to teach them 
to her….Her first Buddhism lesson was the order  of worshiping places we should follow in the temple. First, 
the Wehera, Then the Bodhiya……etc. But whenever I go to the temple with her, the very first place I go to is 
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the Budhu Ge, where a beautiful statue of you is set up. Now when my daughter asks, why there is an order in 
the worshiping places, and what happens when we break that order, I am speechless.  The very first formal 
introduction of religion to my child has challenged her reason, and logical thinking!  I know you are laughing at 
this whole scenario.  
 
Since childhood, I have had a strong feeling, that you have had nothing to do with this religious madness…….. I 
had a great respect for you, even as a very small girl. I loved the beautiful statues of you. I loved to light a small  
Meti Pahana  in front of your statue and watch its glow in  your calm face. I loved your half closed eyes…..Once 
I insisted to my parents that I have to keep a small statue of yours at home and light a Pahana in front of it 
every day. My father, essentially being an Aeithist  those days, was not happy about this, but he didn’t want to 
hurt me…He was ashamed to keep a Buddha statue in a prominent  place in the house, clearly visible to any 
visitors. Those days my father’s political friends visited our place often.  So, my father decided to let me keep 
your statue hidden, behind the kitchen door. My mother brought me a tiny statue of you, which I found 
fascinating. I would go to that corner, behind the door, every evening,   and light a Meti Pahana in front of you, 
and talk to you……..Gradually, this relationship between you and me began to grow… 
 
Now I can’t remember how I shed this habit. 
 
When I grew into a woman, I could not stop you being a friend  of mine.   
 
A great respect for the truths you have realized grew within me. And for the courage and the strength you had 
to leave everything behind and follow your passion.  You didn’t give up until you found what you had been 
searching for!  You were not different from us….when you made the mistake of getting married and having 
children at a young  age….You never knew at that time, that you would not able to resist the forceful call of 
your heart to launch into your own journey….I can imagine how much you suffered….I can imagine you trying  
painfully to control your desire of leaving…..I can imagine how much you cried alone in your room….Finally, you 
obeyed your heart…You decided to leave, and you left………I know how much you lamented, the night you left 
your wife and new born son… 
 
I respect the courage and the endurance and the steadfastness you had to have had to pursue your passion.. 
However, I cannot help but wonder, if you could have left like that, if you had been a woman….a mother, who 
had just given birth to a child…  Siddhartha, you must admit that you were lucky to be born a man…What you 
did was right…But, it helps to be a man,  to do the right…To obey the call of one’s own heart… 
 
There is a belief that a woman can never attain Enlightenment. I know the reason for this inability….Buddhists, 
wish “amma Budu wewa”…But we know that it is not easy for a Mother to attain the Enlightenment, in the way 
you did…The meaning of the wish is that “ May my mother be born a man in the next life and attain 
BudhuBawa” 
 
Now, myself a woman, I must admit that I have fallen in love with you…..I can imagine you as a stunningly 
handsome, unbelievably intelligent, passionate youth…in your thirties. I always have conversations with you, 
about the meaning of life…….I wanted to know how you denounced everything so completely …How you got 
over the agony….How you realized the futility of all this shit… 
 
I always imagine you alive in my time….I experience  the marvel of meeting you in a street.. I wonder if you are 
looking at me from a distance, and observing the pain in me. I know you understand that I am not striving to 
achieve material extravagance… But Siddhartha, I am suffering amidst other people’s desires for luxury - for 
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extreme material comforts…..I hate when people close to me pursue BIG, UGLY, USELESS, ALIEN things…But, I 
am living with all this, and I feel that you understand my desperation.  
 
Day by day, I become closer to you.  I never imagined you as a monk in robes…Sometimes I walk on the road 
hoping that I will see you somewhere.  I know you live all alone in a small cottage, in a peaceful village…I know 
you will talk to me , and try to console me with the power of your philosophy in life…..When I resort to 
aggression, when I need to take revenge, when I want to scream, when I madly decide, in a fit of madness, to 
go sleep with some other man……I always feel that you are watching me from a distance, ……inviting me to 
calm down and look for the reality of this helpless status of the humans….I need to run to you and cry…. I know 
you will hold my hand and wait until I finish crying.  
 
I know you know that I am not intelligent enough to absorb your life philosophy to the fullest….But, I know that 
you have chosen me as a friend, and a disciple as well….Thank you for your unending kindness, and 
understanding.  
 
When I was about to give birth to my daughter, (I knew in advance that it is was a girl), I often went in front of 
a statue which depicted you, and wished that my son will have the wisdom, you had, to realize the truth in this 
life………That she will have the strength you had… That he will attain the eternal calmness of mind…..be 
clean…clear…and focused….and fully satisfied….like you.  
 
“Buddhdhang Saranang Gachchami 
 
Dhammang Saranang Gachchami” 
 
I never say “Sangang Saranang Gachchami” now. I know you understand why. I adore you and I strive to follow 
your philosophy.  I believe it deserves to be followed with dignity.  
Thank you Siddhartha, for understanding me, and respecting me.  
 
Yours, 
 
Calibri 
 
 
 
 
 
CALIBRI – SECOND LETTER TO MY HUSBAND  
 
Dear Kesara,   
 
The ‘Dear’ that I address you with is not a typical letter-writing slogan that I have resorted to, merely out of 
habit.  I write this word, infused with the truth of its feeling.   With all that is in me, I can still call you ‘Dear’. 
 
I know, now, that other than a lover, you are not capable of bearing the off loaded responsibilities of marriage; 
that of husband or father.  Though, in moments of unbearable fatigue, I pace the house through, lashing out at 
you with harsh and unkind words, I want to reveal to you, for the first time, that I cannot be angry with you, 
ever. 
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But this, my understanding is a dilemma within the wider reality I face in the world.  In my role as mother and 
wife, having to lend my energy to fulfil the economic, social, cultural and whatnot else roles to family, child and 
you; would not the lover that you loved, finally waste away?  Would I not loose the lover I loved?  (I am not 
referring to delight-infused romantic love here.  The love that we have between us is something that cannot be 
hemmed in by a definition.) 
 
However great the loss, however dense the fatigue, you being my dear brings me immense joy.  These feelings 
of admiration I have for you are, in no way, born out of your goodness as a husband or your steadfastness as a 
father.  How do you, who come under my constant accusations of being a failure as a husband and a father, 
still, in spite of the harshest whirlwind assaults, still manage to light up this kind of feeling in my heart?  Does 
this not prove that the bond we have between us is not one founded on marriage?  I reflect on this and for a 
moment I am filled with a deep and beautifully intense happiness. 
 
Sometimes, its possible that, the fact that you never criticise whatever role I play as wife and mother, can be a 
wonderful relief for me.  I know you don’t expect anything out of me as a whole, as a wife.  (some of my friends 
tell me that you do this out of cunningness or out of opportunism, but I cannot believe that you are cunning.)  
What you expect from me is the companionship one expects from a close friend.  It has no definite 
responsibilities or duties.  However, there exists a never forsaking, everlasting kind of best-friendship.  To weep 
before, in times of pain; to tirade in front of, in times of fury; to get together and split our guts laughing, I have 
you.  (it’s not that there is no one else… there is just no one else like you.)  Your generous spirit is an ease to 
me.  You not being obsessed with the singular goal of shouldering the burden of your family, though it has 
resulted in our material poverty, is something that I actually, quite value.  It’s not that you are without 
complexity.  You are, within yourself, a free and fulfilled spirit.  (you are not fulfilled because of me …. this is 
not a gulf in my life.  It has actually made it easier for me to live with you.)  Even if the world around you falls 
on your head, you will remain unperturbed.  If I had not married you, you would have been my favourite 
person to marry!!! 
 
Though I lost the maddness of delightful love, and though I often think about how lovely a relationship like that 
would actually be, the reason I have not turned into soulless forager is you. 
 
To the worst father and husband I have known, to the best, everlasting friend that I have known; my thanks, 
for this. 
 
Cali 
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BRADLEY – TASK ONE - LETTERS 
	
 
BRADLEY – LETTER TO MY CHILD’S PAEDIATRICIAN 
 
Dear Dr. R, 
 
I read a Readers’ Digest article when I was about thirteen about how all 
new mothers think they are in love with their child’s Pediatrician. I 
wouldn’t go that far with you, but I have to admit I harbour a tiny crush. 
I guess you remind me a lot of my father, slighty pudgy around the waist, 
sliver grey hair, kind eyes, and of course, that you are a doctor like he 
is. I think it has a lot to do with the trust I place in you to look after 
my child. Sometimes I know how to treat him when he is ill, but I text you 
or call you and pop into see you anyway, just so you can confirm or affirm 
my judgements.  
 
I wonder what you are when you are not a Pediatrician. Are you married? Do 
you have kids? Are you good with kids? Do you like kids? Shouldn’t all 
Pediatricians like kids? Do you treat your own kids, or does your wife? I 
guess I am curious. I like to think you are exclusively my child’s 
Pediatrician, and by virute mine. I’d like to imagine you don’t have a life 
beyond looking after him. In the very least I like to hope that my kid is 
your favourite little patient, and that I am at the very least, your 
favourite mom.  
 
Not much else to say really, but perhaps thank you.  Baby Panadol sounds 
better when you prescribe it! 
 
 
 
BRADLEY - LETTER TO A FORMER BOYFRIEND 
 
Hey N, 
 
How’s life treating you? Its looking good on FB for sure. You became the 
specialist you always talked of being. Beautiful wife. Three gorgeous kids. 
Without any malice, or regret or envy, I am so happy for you. I guess one 
is not allowed to feel malicious about, regretful for or envious of a 
person I was in a 8-month relationship when I was 14 right? Not even sure 
we can call it a relationship! Though it broke my heart when you ended it. 
You were my first boyfriend. And even at 14, when I had no idea what love 
was, I loved you.  
 
And how am I doing? I guess I am good. Had some very good years. Had some 
very bad years. Not sure what to call the present. I don’t have the 
picturebook FB story as you might have gathered, but I am getting there, 
and I will.   
 
I know things ended very prematurely between us, mostly because you wised 
up about dating a 14 year-old, but I honestly do think that if we made it 
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through the baby years and I had caught up on the age difference, we would 
actually have made a good couple and been very happy together. And so while 
I look through your photos and I smile with happiness, I also smile with 
insight. Insight about how much better it would definitely have been.  
 
 
 
 
BRADLEY – A LETTER TO MY CHILD 
 
Of all the years I have spent with you I am forced to admit that this one 
hasn’t been the easiest. I had a hard time writing this letter because it 
meant I had to face some hard truths. This year kicked my ass. Maybe 
because you were so much more verbal and had very specific opinions about 
the way things should be. Maybe because for a while this year I lost sight 
of myself and became a stranger who responded to everything personally and 
still, soullessly. This year has been a difficult one for Amma. And as I 
struggled to crawl out of the darkness, I often directed my frustrations at 
you. For this I am truly and deeply sorry. I am not out of the tunnel yet, 
but I am going to try my hardest not to drag you down with me next time.  
 
In a year when I was least spiritual, being your mother is the closest 
thing to a religion I had. When I look back at the year I have come through 
and face the year ahead, I can’t help but think that something inside of me 
is supposed to be called upon in regard to who you are as a person. You are 
unlike any other child I know, you are more intelligent, more stubborn, 
more charismatic, and definitely more mature. And maybe I am the one who is 
supposed to know all this, see through all this, and help you become the 
best - and not worst - of all these things. And my purpose in your life is 
not just one that is bound by blood, but because everything I have done, 
learnt, seen and experienced in my life previous to you has prepared me for 
what you will throw at me. It’s a fantastical but still comforting thought 
to have, that maybe you knew before I did, that you wanted me, that you 
needed me. 
 
I realize I have a lot of help and support raising you, and it does indeed 
‘take a village’ to raise you. But the final division, constituent element, 
entity, call it what you will, is you and me. When I was pregnant with you, 
and especially during the lonely days I had come to know, I would often 
stroke you in my belly and tell you ‘it’s you and me against the world’. I 
still feel that way. And perhaps that’s why we both take each other so 
personally. Perhaps that’s why we both hurt most when we are hurt by each 
other. At the end of the day, we both know that the two of us are the final 
microcosm of our individual existences.  I once took you to a fantastic 
children’s play-area, one that was so big, so colorful, so full of things 
to do, like you had never seen before. I paid up and took you over and told 
you to play for as long as you liked, and that I would sit and read in the 
waiting area until you were done. You were excited and tempted. And then 
you hesitated. You looped your arm back into mine and told me in your usual 
decided tone ‘I don’t want to go in there. I don’t want to do anything 
without you’. So we walked around the park instead. 
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‘I don’t want to do anything without you’. 
 
Actually neither do I darling.  
 
Amma 
	
BRADLEY – A LETTER TO GOD 
 
Its not funny anymore God. I stopped laughing a long time ago..... 
 

LUCIDA – TASK ONE – LETTERS 
 
LUCIDA - Letter to my Mother 
My Dearest Mother, 
 
I know, amma, that you are not happy and at peace.  When did mother’s ever have that luxury?  
That, from the day we are born, our mothers cannot even die in peace is something that I found 
out after the birth…. no from the very day my child was conceived within me.  This is nobody’s 
fault.  This is a simply a situation created by this foul system. 
 
To think, to be sensitive, to listen, to see, to bear, to search, we have been pushed into a place 
where there is no space for us to do any of this.  To the extent that we are trapped we have been 
rendered unconscious.  But Amma, can any of these forces stop us from crying when we experience 
a problem or pain?  Can any of these systems take away our pain?  Can any of these political 
systems or philosophies or religion or anything thing bloody else keep us from suffering? 
 
I am now 34 years old, Amma.  From my experience of these 34 years Amma, I think that none of 
these can keep us from suffering.  If it could Amma, how is it that all the alms you offered has not 
reduced your suffering and pain?  How much you love thatha, me, nangi, malli, your sons in 
law, your daughter in law and your grand sons and grand daughters.  But your pain, rather 
decreasing, has increased, isn’t it?... 
 
Though I go on like this, Amma, its possible that these are not such big problems to you as  
they are to me.  I of course … my head is full of all the books, films and plays I have seen, and 
though I look at the world through all the various and varied ideas I have gathered from these, 
its possible that with no idea about any of all of this, you could actually be happy.  [Ha ha]  
 
Yes…  It’s true.  Amma you are happy.  Because you always say “ Don’t take that seriously… Take it 
as it comes…. You have a job no?… you have a child ….think of that without thinking all this 
nonsense”. 
 
And then, its as if I am defeated.  How much you say to me “ Aiyo what’s the point of your 
education? You have no patience whatsoever…”“You trying to be an ‘artist’ is what buggered 
everything up… instead of that nonsense if you had had another child or two, they would have, 
by now, grown up … How much we tried telling you … did you even step into campus?...”  
But Amma, I don’t know… You seem to understand a truth that escapes me.  And like this, there is 
a certain truth that I know of, which escapes you.  I experience both these truths at different times 
… 
But my problem is that my wounds are not healed by what you say…  
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I remain, your loving,  
 
Lucy  
 
LUCIDA - Letter to my Husband 
 
Darling … 
 
The way we loved, back then, could have put to shame this world’s greatest and best loved lovers.  
Yes, no one could stop us.  I believe that this whole world, and nature itself helped us make our 
love triumph. After being so much in love, today we have become two strangers. You do not know 
anything about me, I do not know anything about you, can’t stay together, can’t remain apart, 
can’t stand the other. When you bump in to somebody, if it’s a stranger you say sorry.  Here we 
don’t even have that. You can’t even say that there had been a relationship here.  If people 
observed us, they would question who these two people really are.  What happened to us?  With the 
birth of the child the situation only went from bad to worse, it only got more complicated, 
deteriorated…things did not take a turn for the better.  Do you remember the time when we were 
lovers?  Now all we can do is think back on that time and sigh.  I, at least, recall those days and 
am happy, sometimes.  But I do not know whether you remember.  For if you do remember them, I 
cannot (possibly) remain a stranger to you. 
 
But what happened to us from the day we stepped on the death trap of marriage?  For many years 
when we remained childless, it was actually I who grieved.  I wanted a child.  When I finally did 
manage to conceive, it was almost by force, wouldn’t you say?  But today, I sometimes wonder if 
you are taking revenge from me because I had this child.   Yes, though you were unwilling, I got 
on top of you, by force and made us a child, and today, you are taking your revenge.  My God, 
did I commit a crime?  Am I not a woman? 
 
When I placed this very child in your hands, you began to love it more than the whole world 
itself.  I am happy about this.  But you took revenge from me.  How could you do this to me?  From 
the day that you knew that I had conceived, up until today – and its been years - you and I have 
not slept together.  You have neither lovingly embraced me nor drawn life from my lips.  I am a 
woman healthy in body and mind.  You are disgusted by me, you can’t stand me. I cannot 
understand this your strange, silent life.  How much this shakes me, makes me suffer, I don’t 
know.  I tried to ask you in every possible way, I cried, lamented, fought. Finally I adapted to the 
situation.  Its been over a year now.  But how can I endure such suffering?  Your strange 
behaviour bring all kinds of thoughts into my head.  
 
But this is not a situation unique to us.  This is the inheritance of every single middle class 
woman and man of the world.  
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CONSOLAS – TASK ONE – LETTERS 
 
CONSOLAS – LETTER TO MY DAUGHTER 
 
To my white rose with love and affection, 
 
I am not even sure if I would be alive when my sweet daughter, gets this letter. But my 
wish is to remain by your side, without fading, lending you my fragrance… because I would 
like to see that fragrance making you into an even more beautiful white rose in full 
bloom. This world is not as beautiful as we think.  Everywhere is wickedness… Evil. 
 
But as much as our hearts are pure, and full of kindness, as much as we have forgiveness, 
and compassion within us, it becomes easy for us to live.  My darling rose, do not ever 
behave in a way that will allow anyone, ever, to just use you. 
 
‘Enjoy life’.  Don’t suffer like your mother.  Love the world.  Trust it.  And if that 
trust is broken, don’t be sad.   
 
‘This is the way of the world’.  Think in this manner, accept this sadness as experience 
and move forward.  Don’t, like your mother, cry about everything, all the time.  Your 
mother cried everyday.  Even this very day, as she writes, your mother reflected in 
sadness on many things and shed tears.  However, your mother will not get what she is 
waiting for.  This has now become a habit.  You mustn’t cultivate this habit.  Push your 
mother’s weaknesses far away from you and only gather around you, her strengths.  Be 
honest. Nurture friendships.  But you are you.  Do things that will make you happy.  But 
remember the saying ‘it is only your hand that can always give you shade’.  Your life 
belongs only to you.  The consequences of every decision you take is (also) only yours.  
Try to live in a way that you will not be a burden on anyone else. 
 
Then everyone will come to appreciate you, value you. 
 
 
CONSOLAS – LETTER TO MY TEACHER 
To my dearest teacher, 
 
You were my second mother.  I received new life from you.  Often, over the past twenty 
five years, when someone appreciated me; I realised your rare talent of recognising hidden 
talents.  I was one of them. You have really been my second mother. Thank you. 
 
 
CONSOLAS - LETTER TO LORD BUDDHA 
To Lord Buddha, 
 
I know what I have to do, if I am to remain happy. 
 
But being unable to bring myself to this point, is my biggest problem.  
 
Maybe I have sinned a great deal in my previous births.  If not, this many sad things 
would not have happened to me.  Or maybe I am very selfish.   
 
That the root to all suffering is Karma is recorded in the Dhamma books as one of your 
preachings.   



The	Passing	Stage	–	play	manuscript	–	draft	only	(not	for	public	circulation)	
	

	
Ed	–	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera	
Trans	–	Nadya	Perera,	Hasini	Haputhanthri,	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera			
	

Stages	Theatre	Group	

22	

 
It is difficult to imagine that if we try to live like this, we will reach happiness.  
‘Everything happens for the good’, ‘accept the good in the bad’, ‘this is my karma and I 
must pay it off’, ‘you have not collected enough merit’, phrases, thoughts like this often 
come to my mind.  In living for others, there is a certain lightness of heart, but my 
heart is no so selfless as to do it all the time.  Dear Lord Buddha, please look on me 
with compassion.  Please grant me wisdom. 
 
Are we women, not human beings?  After getting married, after begetting children, does a 
woman not have permission to think of herself?  Ambitions, hopes, thoughts, desires, all 
of this – should it all be sacrificed for the family unit?  
 
And those who cannot, or do not want to do this; are they sinners? 
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SATHU – TASK ONE – LETTERS 
 
 
SATHU – LETTER TO MY HUSBAND’S LOVER 

 
To my Husband's Lover, 
 
I have to ask. 
 
I'm desperate. 
 
Do you babysit? 
 
 
 
 
SATHU - Letter to my mother in law 
 
Dear MIL, 
 
You may not understand this, but a lot of the energy of my life goes into avoiding clichés – in 
actions, reactions, judgements.  But I must admit, you have stumped me at every turn.  I now find 
you fascinating, so much the embodiment of the archetypal Mother In Law you are. 
 
It extends beyond your appearance – which is (at best) imposing.  It is probably rooted in the 
smallness of your mind, your delight in bad news about others, your exhausting, EXHAUSTING self 
pity.  And it explodes on all of us in the shape of your foul temper – which is epic in nature and 
proportions.  Your relationship with your own children  – the possessiveness, the mountains of 
guilt - ah...  That’s legendary too – I wonder how much of it you slipped into, how much of it is 
really your own.  Anyway, its too late to dissect that.  The edges are smudged.  Which part of this 
ridiculous drama is really yours, which you put on because you thought its how women should 
behave once they become mothers.  All of it has become you. 
 
There is a painful emptiness in your life, which you seek to fill through ours.  The emptiness is 
more than the gap between the old and the young.  It’s a gulf in your interests, in your person, in 
your ability to love.  When you follow me around the house, staring, when you stand in front of the 
children, completely unable to get them to come to you, when you listened bug eyed to a 
conversation between your son and me but have nothing to contribute – I am drawn into the 
gaping hole in your life – which you keep trying to fill through self rightousness, through self pity, 
through creating guilt, through playing cards with rich women, through being cruel to domestics, 
through watching three days of continuous telly Buddhism- but really, really, I long to tell you that 
you, you, you are the only one who can make yourself happy.   
 
I sometimes wonder, when I see you spending hours and hours by yourself, looking so angry and 
bitter, at nothing, at everything; I wonder if this is our ultimate goal in life – to be the kind of 
person that we would be able to spend hours and hours with, alone and be happy. 
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Your sole usefulness to me, and it really is the only thing about you that I value – is that you are a 
warning to me to cultivate within me, my own happiness and peace.  So that when youth and 
beauty and lightness of step, and confidence and husband and children, when ideas and firmness 
of wrist and long hours of concentration leave me, I can be happy with myself. 
 
You may not understand my gratitude.  But its genuine. 
 
 
SATHU – LETTER TO A LOVER 
 
To H,  
 
I wish I had met you when we were both younger, and free to love. I wish I could have told you 
everything about myself, my dreams, my old boyfriends, my favourite food, my favourite songs. I 
wish we could have spooned. I wish I could have held you really close. I wish I could have got to 
know the deepest part of you that was closed to everyone else. 
 
The exhilaration, the excitement, the laughter. It was  brief, some would even argue it was too 
brief to count. But it was everything while it lasted. It came with a price tag, of course. A price I 
have to pay in small, slow instalments.   
In finding love again, I destroyed my soul. 
 
And all I am left with is a searing, gut-wrenching pain.  
 
 
SATHI 
 
 
Sathu – LETTER TO RAHULA 
Rahula, 
Son 
 
Was your childhood a happy one? 
 
I see you on temple walls. I stop and just look at you for a long time. One moment, you are a teeny 
tiny baby, falling asleep by your mother’s side.  The next moment, wrapped in little robes, you are 
following your father. 
 
What happens in the time lapsed? 
Do you rather not talk about it? 
Not angry I asked right? 
 
Did you learn to forgive your father? 
After your father left you, did Amma play with you?  Did she laugh?  On some days, thinking that 
you were fast asleep at night, did she cry alone? 
Thinking that you were the only one left to make your Amma happy, did you, even at that tender 
age, make up your mind to do everything correctly, to the T? 
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And when the father in your dreams, descended upon the village, a radiant symbol; and your 
mother, watching the road from the balcony suddenly said – ‘there, coming forth is your father – 
go and ask for your inheritance’- she was angry wasn’t she? 
 
You, who were going to take your mother’s side that day…was it that you were caught in the 
massive current of people, and pushed forward towards him? 
 
Or did you, in front of the crowds chanting his praise, simply want to hold on to your father’s hand 
and remind him that you were ‘his’? 
 
You didn’t, even in your wildest dreams, think, as you ran away from her, that you would leave 
behind your mother, your whole world, and suddenly get ordained, right? 
 
Today, when tender little ones; by our own verdict, not yet old enough to take a ‘serious’ decision 
like to vote in an election; not yet, weaned from their milk breath, are, in their thousands, 
ordained ceremoniously, I think about you, son. 
 
Though I didn’t grow up in a palace, I feel that I have many things that I can share with you. 
 
Your father said that life itself is sorrow. 
In the letter he left, my father had said – life is but a mirage. 
 
And at that blessedly noble moment of realisation, we must not have surfaced in their minds, 
right? 
 
If not, a father could never say something like that…. right? 
 
I’ll stop, for now.  
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MONACO – TASK ONE – LETTERS 
 
MONACO - LETTER TO A FRIEND 
 
Dear Friend, 
 
It was nice to meet you finally! 
 
I was both glad and impressed at your desire to find out why I wear the hijab. Your 
curiosity is well founded. 
 
You wondered whether I had been compelled to wear the hijab- I used to question the 
hijab myself. 
 
But over the years, I realized Islam was taking a lot of stick over some very 
controversial or sensitive issues such as : women’s rights, freedom of speech, 
child rights, etc. It prompted me to find out for myself, for my peace of mind what 
does the Quran say? Having read extensively I realized and appreciated the purpose 
of the hijab. Of course it comes with its conditions… It means giving up, 
curtailing or working around many things that I do on a day to day basis. But then 
hey, if I accept the law  of the land (with all its flaws!) it doesn’t ring right 
to question divine laws (I’m reminded of Antigone). 
 
Mentally, it has been challenging.  Wearing the hijab made me feel different and 
that triggered me to think in a way that I hadn’t experienced before. I see a 
religious perspective in what I experience. It’s an additional dimension to daily 
life.  The hijab has definitely made me feel more conscious as a Muslim woman; I’m 
wearing my identity out there…so no more (overt) swearing while driving! 
 
I wont deny that it has greatly curbed my singing and opportunity to act. But there 
again, I don’t transgress the conditions of the hijab- I won’t hesitate to perform. 
 
Like I mentioned to you, the hijab doesn’t dehumanize me. The black robe that you 
see worn by the majority-isn’t stipulated.  I still like to feel good about myself; 
look good- because that’s what boosts my self-esteem.  I know countless women let 
go of themselves, becoming quite fat and subsequently falling sick.  
 
I know people look at me differently now, even my friends. My male friends know or 
else I tell them, we can’t hug or shake hands anymore. Some of my girlfriends think 
I’m denying myself certain opportunities in life. But for most part, I’m still me! 
The hijab doesn’t erase a personality. 
 
Perhaps the most significant gain has been- peace. As a married woman, there are 
just so many moments of strife, frustration, anger and depression to face. There’s 
only so much that family and friends can do for you; to see you through these rough 
times. It’s my connection to faith that consoles me and gives me strength to 
survive! And I’ve got there by wearing the Hijab, it has provided that connection 
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to Allah. 
 
I hope what I said has, in some way, helped to understand what it means and the 
role it plays. 
 
Best wishes, 
MONACO 
 
 
 
MONACO - LETTER TO … A STRANGER 
 
I smacked my 7 year old to 
                      and it wasn't the first time. 
It hurts.  Its a sick feeling that starts from deep inside and gushes forth like an 
inferno. 
It hurts, as if it were the first time. 
I wish I could disappear, disappear. 
 
I may have been impatient, 
Certainly was tired. 
But when everyone expects results from me, 
                      i expect the same - in return... 
 
 
 
MONACO – LETTER TO MY TEACHER 
Dear Ms. S,  
How have you been?  I’m alright, although juggling children and work is quite 
demanding.  
 
I have been meaning to ask you….do you remember that poem you posted me, sometime 
back? It was a poem I wrote in Year 12. I am curious to know, what made you keep it 
all those years? Was it just by chance? Was it something you found in between your 
books? Whatever the reason, somehow, it made me feel really happy…. I still write 
poetry, well, when time permits. 
 
I have to stop now. 
  
With affection. 
 
MONACO 
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MONACA – LETTER TO MY CHILD’S DOCTOR 
 
Doctor, 
 
I have just 2 points to make.  I am always bemused how hospitals, when we make an 
appointment,  stress the need for us to be punctual, "Miss, hariyata 4:45 ta enda, 
doctor welawata enawaa." I am yet to meet the doctor who'll at least as a token of 
courtesy, apologise for running over an hour late. 
 
You know, when we first came to you, you spent so much time asking questions about 
what was wrong and would even talk to our child.  But increasingly, you kept 
turning up ridiculously late. Soon, much to our dismay, you became very flippant 
and careless. Then, you began prescribing not one, but at least 3 to 4 different 
types of medication - including the strongest antibiotics! 
 
Then once you actually had the next patient come into your cubicle even before you 
had finished with us! How disrespectful and rude is that?? Do you forget that we 
pay for your services?  
 
 
MONACO – LETTER TO A COUSIN 
Dear Cousin, 
 
I hope you are faring well, given that you’ve only got a few more weeks to go, 
before baby arrives! And a baby girl too! 
 
There was something that I wanted to sound you on. I don’t know if you are aware of 
this- but on the day baby’s head is shaved, there is a good chance that The Lady 
may assume, that you want to…circumcise baby! It’s horrifying I know. I can’t tell 
you how vilified I was, when I was asked if I wanted it ‘done’ to my daughter. I 
felt sick thinking about it.  I stalked the lady like a hawk the whole day.  I 
wasn’t going to take a chance! 
 
I feel great anger, horror, disbelief and disgust, that, in the age of the internet 
the majority haven’t figured out that this practice is utterly un-Islamic.  
 
I can’t help myself in thinking what pain is inflicted upon a helpless baby, in the 
name of what?? It makes me want to cry. Would God have asked for us to be maimed 
with a blade? I get so upset thinking about how so much pain and humiliation is 
inflicted upon our girls…upon us. The sad part is Islam has nothing to do with it. 
Be it circumcision, preventing education, denying socio-economic rights. 
These are senseless practices!  I wonder -with horror- how the non-Muslims must 
think of this. Such barbarism!  
Sorry for going on and on about it; It’s like I’m in a permanent state of shock.  
Take care. 
With love, 
 
MONACO AKKI 
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MONACO – LETTER TO AN UNAMARRIED ACTRESS 
 

To my dear friend, 

 
Hi! How did the play go? I ‘m sorry I couldn’t make it, I really wanted to.  But 
trying to get 3 children fed, washed and ready for bed, by 7pm… 
 
I called you a couple of times but you didn’t pick up. I know you’re busy with 
various projects. 
 
I miss the stage. Its funny how the dynamics of life changes once you have 
children; marriage doesn’t affect it half as much!  It is not like you can’t 
continue to do the things you‘re passionate about, it’s just that you’ve to see to 
your responsibilities first.  Somehow, it has come to be, that the compromises have 
to be made by us, the women.  It upsets me at times, but then I realise that it is 
a mother who has the greater influence, as to how the children turn out to be.  
 
Do call when you’ve time, would love to catch up.  
 
Much love, 
 
MONA 
 
 
MONACO - LETTER TO MYSELF 
Sometimes, late at night, 
When all are asleep, 
I retreat to the spare room, 
Tired, ragged and utterly deplete. 
I close my burning eyes… 
But sleep slides away from me. 
 
It’s always so late…too late. 
   
And still, there are things to be done! 
My baby’s teether has escaped clean up, 
School shoes, a blob of clay, one sock – dot the stairs, 
Pressed clothes patiently sit; awaiting despatch, 
Question mark 
What to pack for snack… 
 
Completeness, tidy endings…are not for me. 
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MONACO – LETTER TO MY HUSBAND 
 
My dear, 
 
As I start this letter, I realise that I haven't written to you since....I wrote to 
you while I was in Uni.  I remember, sitting in the 5th floor of the library, with 
the luxury, of a desk with a view. And from that height, the uninterrupted, 
panoramic view of the hills, sometimes highlighted by the yellows and pinks of the 
cherry blossom trees. Just me and rows of books for company. 
 
Now, 15 years and 3 children later, snatches of conversations are what I can look  
forward to. 
  
I never imagined all this would take up so much of our time and effort.  How frugal 
we get with what we talk about.  Who's going to drop and pick up the children, call 
the garage to send the car in for repairs.... 
  
Can I tell you this though? I like what your children have done to you. They have, 
with their different and distinct personalities, moulded you, into a ....softer 
you. I think, children have this intrinsic ability to chip away at a father's rough 
edges.  They certainly bring out something in you, that no one else can.  I just 
wanted to share this with you. 
  
 
Yours always, 
MON 
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KEFA – TASK ONE - LETTERS  
KEFA – LETTER TO MY DAUGHTER 
 
To my darling daughter, 
I really don’t know how to address you, my child.  In the conventional sense I, am your ‘amma’ 
because it was in my stomach that you grew, that you were born from.  This makes you ‘my 
daughter’.  But it’s not just ‘daughter’, I call out to you in many other ways…  My life, my jewel, 
my precious, little kitten, puppy… and many, many more names like this…. and you respond to 
every single one of them.   This never ceases to fill me with joy.  Though you are still small, I 
can see how deeply you understand me.  My contours, my innermost feelings you have come to 
understand intimately, and this makes the bond between us – not just strengthen, but grow and 
grow into something phenomenal. 
 
On the day you were to be born, I was calm and relaxed.  I was taken to the theatre in the 
morning. At this point, both my body and mind were enjoying a wonderful lightness, 
tranquillity.  And it was from such a place of weightlessness and freedom that you were born.  
They brought my darling to me and I felt like I was in a dream. It is hard to describe what I felt, 
my love. You were placed at my breast. Your little body was wrapped in a green blanket.  They 
had taken you to show you to your Thatha.  I never saw how he felt, but I can I can picture it in 
my mind. He is a beautiful father, my love. When you were wrapped up with only your little face 
showing, you looked like a rose. You are so beautiful, my child. 
 
I was given the greatest and most valuable gift of my life and that was you.  Nature has 
bestowed upon me the most valuable gift of all. 
 
My child, you never caused me pain, or sadness or stress.  From the time you were little, just 
like you are now, you settled into a very independent lifestyle.  I never lost a single night’s sleep 
because of you. You never tire me out.  That is truly a blessing.  Actually, your arrival didn’t add 
any strain or heaviness to my lifestyle.  But, as you grew older day-by-day, I had to get used to a 
very busy and hectic life. 
 
I had, by then, given up acting for a few years.  Acting had been my life.  It was only after you 
came into my life that acting was pushed to second place and you became my number one.  After 
you turned one I returned to acting.  I had to do this not because of my love for acting. There 
were two main reasons for my choice. One was in search of an answer to our financial 
difficulties, the other was to become a public figure – a face that would be remembered – at 
least until I enrolled you in a good school. 
 
However much I loved acting, it no longer brings me that sense of complete peace.  You are 
constantly in my thoughts.  Sometimes when I remember you, I cry.    
 
Responsibilities by acting, responsibility by you, responsibility by the homefront…  it is all left 
to me.  It was a very difficult situation.  But what if I were to tell you that I solved all these 
things masterfully … that would make you happy, wouldn’t it?  Yes.  I am trying to balance all 
of this, my love.  
There are times I want to love another man.  Then I remember you and these things are once 
again forgotten.  Now, this is the monotonous and exhausting existence we call life. I think you 
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are too small to understand all this.  However, one day, when you grow into an adult, I think 
you will be able to understand, it all. 
 
My child, I would be happy if you were never to get married.  Marriage is a charming/pleasant 
experience for a very short time.  Then what remains is habit/addiction.  Love does not last.  I 
believe this, very strongly.  Every other thing, other than love, continues on in a marriage.  It’s 
merely a life we live for our own survival for our parents, our children, for society and its 
judging eyes.  Before long, married life becomes boring and stale. 
 
How, my child, can two people spend their entire lives together in one house?  As human 
beings, it is variety that propels ourselves forward through life.  We can truly enjoy one thing 
for only a very short period of time.  This is what happens to love in marriage.  Perhaps, for 
some time,  if the two individuals allow themselves to live with and love someone else, I believe 
there will be a change in the stagnation,  and love will be able to be renewed.  But it’s not 
possible to do this within our society.  I am always striving to be a realist, to grapple with life 
and to understand it for what it is.  I strive to find true happiness because, I love you so.  
Actually, whether or not I still love your Thatha remains a question mark – for him and me both. 
But I constantly think about your psychological well-being.  Because of this I will always make 
an honest contribution towards building a wholesome family environment.  There is nothing 
more I can do. 
 
But you must learn from these experiences in life, roam the world through and live a 
meaningful, fulfilled life.  I will do all I need to do, to help you, with the utmost love.   
 
My only dream is to see you living a fulfilled life. I will be the strength and support you need to 
grow in to an understanding, well-read, independent woman.  I would like for you to travel 
from country to country, collect new experinces, and lead a meaningful life. 
 
There is no one else who loves me, understands me or hugs me like you do, my little girl.  No 
one needs me or trusts me as you do.   
 
When you laugh, I cry.  I cry out of unbearable joy. 
 
This is how much I love you. 
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DIDOT – TASK ONE - LETTERS  
DIDOT – LETTER TO MY MOTHER 
 
Amma, 
 
It seems like we have finally tired of clashing with each other. After all these years, it is a relief to sit 
with you and enjoy a cup of tea without flinging acid barbs and accusations. Perhaps getting older 
has had something to do with it. For me, atleast. I am trying to be pragmatic about my relationship 
with you and just accept that the discords, the cracks, the complexities will always be there. We just 
need to find some peace so that we can still talk to each other without bitterness lacing our words 
every time we are in the same room. 
 
Anyway Amma, you know as well as I do, that our wounds run deep, into recesses that lead us to 
remember their origins only too well:  a past that neither you nor I can change. From the time your 
bias towards  Aiya became visible, not in obvious things as much as the way in which you negotiated 
with him, the words you used on him, the indulgence, the margins you left for him to err happily 
and without compunction, the way you just let him be, and above all your total inability to admonish 
him, I have struggled, cried and competed for your love. What he got freely, I had to fight for. What 
he didn’t even seem to need, I craved.  I could never understand how a mother could love one of 
her children more than she did another. 
 
I just want to tell you that I am exhausted. I am done colliding with you. I am at a point in my life 
when I need all the energy I have to concentrate on what is around me, to give my kids what I know 
they will not get from anyone else but me. And doing that, fully and unconditionally, has its own 
challenges. So, as Ezra Pound said, “we have one sap and one root/let there be commerce between 
us”. I hope in the years ahead we will forge something akin to a relationship, and give ourselves the 
luxury of better memories than the ones we have made so far.  
 
But there is one thing I just cannot resist telling you, even though I know it’s going to hurt. Now 
that I am a mother, I am always acutely conscious of wanting to be the opposite -  of you. 
 
D. 
 
DIDOT – LETTER TO MY DAUGHTER 
My Darling girl, 
 
Today you had a long rehearsal for a school musical extravaganza. You told me how the spotlight 
had fallen on you during your solo and how excited that made you feel. You also told me that you 
want to experience that feeling again. And again that you wanted to be a famous performer one day.  
My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t even have to think before I said “Sure. Just go for it”. I have always 
talked to you about what you want to be when you are older and I am glad we have been open about 
the subject. You know that I would never push you into doing anything. But I realised after today, 
that even my enthusiasm at your idea of becoming a performer could be a form of pushing. 
Unconscious, yes, but I asked myself whether I was not trying to fill some gap in my life by overly 
encouraging you in this area. 
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If there was one thing I desperately wanted to do, it was to perform. It didn’t matter whether it was 
singing or acting- I just wanted to feel the adrenalin rush of being on stage, giving it my all, and 
then lapping up the applause and accolades. Well, all this was a long time ago, and I was idealistic 
enough then to think that it would just follow naturally from the fact that I was a half decent singer 
and an actress. I had many opportunities in local theatre and also quite a number of singing gigs at 
concerts, so I thought, idealistically of course, that it would be quite easy to hit the big time!  
 
There are many reasons I didn’t make it there. For one thing, I went to University, where I 
discovered the excitement of pushing the boundaries of a discipline, rethinking, unlearning and 
finding a space within which I could exert my opinions while also honing my analytical skills. The 
four years I spent as an undergraduate were the most invigorating years of my life. Somehow, along 
the way, I discovered many other things I wanted to do and my initial ambition faded away as I went 
on different journeys and experienced new things. I realised that I also loved to teach, and as you 
know, ended up choosing that as my profession.  
 
Sometimes what you really want is just not the right thing for you, or it may elude you for reasons 
you may not really comprehend. This is one of the hardest truths I have had to accept. It applies to 
nearly everything in your life. Then again, if you are truly passionate about something, you will 
know in your heart that you will not rest until you achieve it. I hope you will have not just the 
passion, but also the determination to realise your dreams. Above all, just value the journey, for it 
may lead you to places and open up possibilities you never dreamed existed. 
 
Have I got what I wanted from life?  I have the four of you, whom I will not trade for anything in the 
world. You four have filled my life in a way I can not describe and can sometimes hardly contain. 
When I watch you four, my heart explodes with love and pride. There are things I sacrificed along 
the way that I sometimes think of with more than a tinge of regret. I would have loved to be that 
performer everyone came to see! But that, is the reality of life. 
 
What I want you to know above everything else is that you will always be my precious child, and that 
I will love you unreservedly, no matter which path you choose to travel. 
 
Your Amma. 
 
DIDOT – LETTER TO MY HUSBAND 
 
Dearest   …., 
 
I have known you for nearly twenty five years, and that accounts for more than half of my life. Our 
journey has been a long and challenging one, and it has had its moments of joy, pain, 
disappointment, and peace. As I write this, I realize that we are in what we might call a 
“comfortable” place in our lives. We know each other’s idiosyncrasies, we respect each other’s 
space, and we operate as a team on a super efficient scale. And, at the risk of sounding pompous, I 
truly believe we are amazing parents. 
 
And yet, somehow, we have lost ourselves and what it meant to just be us, without the skins we wear 
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everyday as spouses, parents, and nurturers. 
 
I just need to be able to relate to you as an adult, to talk to you about my day, my hopes for our 
children, and my hopes for myself. I have let myself slide so far that I no longer recognize myself as 
an individual apart from you and the children. And you know that’s not the woman you married. If 
we are to understand those unspoken desires, we need to give ourselves the time and the 
opportunity to reconnect. At a different level. 
 
On the other hand, I have wanted that intimacy with you for so long, that I have now grown tired of 
desiring it. It is no longer important. I too, have learned to let the routine of our daily lives thwart 
and crush any other needs I have and once believed to have been significant. In all honesty, I 
believe we have used up all our chances. 
 
But you are also a tremendously decent human being. You are essentially good.  Rock solid, and 
constant. You are at your best when you are around the children. There is laughter in your voice 
when you talk to them, and your eyes sparkle within their depths.  I often tell them how fortunate 
they are to have you as their father. But I can’t deal with you seeing me only as an extension of 
them. When we are together, we no longer have anything to say to each other that is not in some 
way connected to the children. 
 
I really don’t want to hate you, but there are times   when I do – intensely. I suppose in some 
strange way that means that I still have feelings for you. But how to unearth them? How to summon 
them from those dark corners of my mind? Even if I tried, I know it will be a useless venture 
because it would be totally one sided. I say this because it’s just not in your nature to acknowledge 
any of the problems in this relationship as serious enough to be addressed.  As far as you are 
concerned, there is no problem. 
I know that we have had, and come to the end of our time together. And yet, where do we go from 
here? Years down the line, we will still find ourselves here, standing together, battling on. Neither 
you nor I will ever leave. We are not programmed to take that risk, to make that leap into the 
unknown. And, at the end of the day, you are almost like my reflection - I am comfortable in your 
presence, and I feel safe. No other person in my life has been more dependable than you. 
 
I am old enough to know that life is about settling for what you have, and simply pushing the rest to 
the very depths of your consciousness. 
  
D. 
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ARIAL – TASK ONE – LETTERS 
 
ARIAL - LETTER TO GOD 
 
Dear god 
I am ready to die. 
 I am ready to go at any moment. 
To be none. To be one with the flux of the universe.  
I have little science 
and less faith 
but plenty of belief. 
And I have reached those seconds of absolute understanding, where I have seen with perfect clarity 
the infinity of the universe and my place within it, and have had no fear.  
I understand the inevitable. I know that when I die I will be at peace. 
And it is in the aftermath of those astounding glimpses of eternity that I understand the need for faith 
and the security of its fetters. 
And there have been times when I have uttered phrases embedded from childhood, yearning for the 
grace of a benevolent deity, cursing science, reason and the maddening irony. 
A little knowledge is a dangerous thing. Yet what I have learned I cannot contest. 
I believe it to be so. 
Losing faith was a relief. It was freedom from unsought obligation. 
Yet I am rooted here.  Under obligation. 
Yet if it were only obligation, I would be gone. Every fibre in me wants me to run, flee, escape, 
disappear, lose myself, find oblivion. 
So it is love that binds me 
and so completely   
confounds me. 
	
	
ARIAL - LETTER TO AN EX-LOVER… 
 
your beauty still haunts me 
our first kiss is seared in my memory 
i did not understand the meaning of pain until i met you 
 
i did not understand love 
until i felt the blush that suffused me everytime i looked at you 
 
i did not understand desire 
until it dawned across my body 
with all the force of of a sun rise 
your fingers like rays of light caressing my sleeping heart 
 
your skin like dark chocolate 
your voice like a soft bassoon  
heralding the end of my reverie 
 
you woke me up 
you reached in  
you pushed aside the layers of my cocoon 
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and pulled me to the surface 
and when i opened my eyes 
i saw only you 
 
imagine my surprise 
when you left me  
	
 
ARIAL – LETTER TO MY CHILD’S TEACHER 
 
my husbands avers 
(and i concur) 
that you are an obdurate sow. 
 
my husband berates 
your addled synthetic pate 
and daily i say 'and how'. 
 
we fight over cheese 
and the toilet seat 
he cannot abide 
that i snore in the night 
his frequent insouciance 
pokes holes in my patience 
(but we both agree that you are a nuisance) 
 
had you addled my child 
i would have paddled your behind 
with the biggest stick 
my husband could find. 
	
	
ARIAL – LETTER TO MY FIRST THEATRE DIRECTOR 
my power wanes, soul sister 
the world seems to pass me by 
 
i am tired, heart's friend  
so very tired 
i don't know who i am 
and now i wonder if i ever have 
 
i wonder if every decision i've ever made 
every unbeaten track i've chosen to pursue 
every fork in the road that seemed less travelled, 
has been the wrong turn. 
 
i have forgotten how to love, teacher of passion 
i search for sensation in dangerous places 
my soul full of secrets, 
i plunge headlong into the abyss 
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i am spent, spirit guide 
i have worked hard 
i have persevered 
i have fought and won through sheer obstinacy 
i have succeeded through arrogant willfulness, 
from an overriding desire never to compromise 
and i have paid the price. 
i have lost my way. 
 
 
ARIAL – LETTER TO MYSELF – AT ANY AGE  
stop yearning for what lies beyond the sliding door 
but never stop dreaming 
but wake up 
and learn that some dreams were never meant to be more than idle fancy 
do not become a fool 
some boundaries should not be crossed  
because you will fall 
and you will lose 
some dreams cost the earth 
some demons never die 
 
find the seed of your spirit 
find courage, find strength 
leave 
find a true measure 
do not begin to fear 
believe 
that you are in your essence a searching soul 
 
be firm of purpose 
do not falter 
look up and see the stars 
 
beware stagnant pools 
do not wallow 
do not plod 
 
you will never be the same 
you will always turn over a new life 
time is your friend 
and age brings new freedom. 
 
and if, until now, you have been sleeping a small death... 
it  
is  
time  
to  
wake  
up 
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CHALKDUSTER – TASK ONE - LETTERS 
 

 
CHALKDUSTER – FIRST LETTER TO MY MOTHER  
To my loving mother, 

I’m so tired………… I don’t understand how these things come to be like this.  
However, I am thinking that this really is enough.  Amma, in one way, it’s very good 
that you that you left these things and went far away.  Now you can live freely no?  
My head is so mixed up.  If I could just go to a place, where there is no one else, 
and there just breath freely, think a bit, it would be so nice no?  Amma, why did you 
never, tell me these things existed?  Did you think it would hurt us?  Amma, how ever 
did you do this truckload of work all alone?  Right now I feel I am a useless, 
irresponsible person.  Amma, you’re not angry with me no?  When you were with me, 
why didn’t I feel any of this?  Its amazing…. Forgive me, good God….   Amma, how 
much I shout at you, amma.  I feel so sorry for you…  hugely sorry.  There are 
many things within my heart to tell you.  But my heart is not free, Amma.  I am 
exhausted Amma.  Did you never get sick of us?  Tell the truth….. Never ever….. Some 
days the kids are a real nuisance to me Amma.  I don’t have a life to call my own 
Amma.  Now, don’t scold me for saying these things. 

 
 
 
CHALKDUSTER – SECOND LETTER TO MY MOTHER 
 

I don’t know, amma, where to start explaining what I am feeling.  I’m now 
exhausted Amma.  What happened to my dreams?  Now I don’t dream anymore 
Amma.  When I think about tomorrow, I don’t even feel like sleeping. Do you know 
why, amma, because the load of work done today, lies there, unchanged, to be done 
tomorrow again no?  The children are not going to not eat today, put off eating till 
tomorrow no?  From the time I get up in the morning its this crazed work work 
work.  Amma, how did you, without blaming anyone, put up with all of this? … Tell 
me.  I’m so exhausted Amma.  I’m just tired.  I’d really like to just go somewhere 
and be by myself for a bit.  Amma you know how much I love to sing.  I really like 
the reaction of others when they hear my singing.  But now when I sing, the 
deafening echo of the little one crying, surrounds me...  Why is this happening to me 
Amma?  I somehow try to go and sing.  But I never get to sing the way I want to. 
You know Amma the last time I went to sing, I am singing on stage and I can see 
the hotel staff coming close to the bandstand and whispering something. I can’t stop 
the song half way through.  When I somehow I finished the song and go, little one 
was screaming and crying. Those people looked at me like I was someone who is 
committing a huge crime. 

………………………… 
…………………………. 
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SKIA – TASK ONE - LETTERS 
 
SKIA – LETTER TO A LOVE 
 
Love is an emotion that, man and creature alike, want to experience.  Marriage something that we 
expect love, things such as closeness, sexuality and friendship from.  Because , by the time we 
married, our love affair had already been in existence for a long time, the newness of the sexual 
relationship had been destroyed.  But the friendship between us, our familiarity with each other and 
our bond, helped us overcome this serious issue, and continue with our married life.  In addition, the 
pull both he and I felt for a common subject (painting) helped to further strengthen our bond. 
 
But after I had children, just like every mother, wife and woman before me, I was forgotten.  His 
main delight became his children and his work.  Retuning home from work, his face would light up at 
the sight of his children. 
 
Gradually, his concern for me faded.  Having to stop my work at a point when I was producing a large 
amount of art, and devote myself to my children only, made my life colourless.  Boredom and 
loneliness wrapped themselves around me, without even my (knowing) own knowledge.  I craved 
affection.  I met you at this point.  I liked the friendship that first developed between us.  I loved 
talking with you on the phone.  I valued your company. My life was once again full of colour.  I 
tended to my children’s needs very happily.  I began to love my life. I was happy with my life.  
 
But like with everything else, it was short lived.  
 
You were not happy with my behaviour.  In the ideas that began to emerge from you, gradually, the 
fact that you were a man trapped in convention, became clear to me.  You were not happy either 
with my career or the manner in which I associated you.  However, unfortunately, by then I was 
already deeply in love with you. 
 
Within the limits of ‘convention’ is it only the woman who must fulfil her duties to the T?  I don’t 
understand how receiving someone’s love or giving someone else your love is viewed as such a 
terrible thing.  Just on account of being married, why does love become forbidden?  To love …  
 
 
 
 
SKIA  – LETTER TO MY DOMESTIC 
 
Dear Rani, 
 
When my delivery date drew closer and I developed high blood pressure I was asked by the doctors to 
stay in bed and rest.  That is why we hired - Rani- the daily paid attendant that you are.  You were a 
young woman, five years my junior. You were by then the mother of three children. You came to 
work for us because you didn’t have the financial means to sustain your own family. This proved to 
be a difficult step for you, as there would be no one to watch your three years old when she returned 
home from pre-school. But you didn’t have a choice.  So you gave her instructions to sit by the front 
door, eat the handful of kadala you boiled for her in the morning.  You told her to be very careful and 
left for work, because your husband who is a drunkard, spends half of what little he earns on his 
addiction. 
 
 
You came to look after me. You cooked and cleaned for us. You bathed me, fed me, massaged my 
feet, washed my clothes and took care of me as you would a child. You left your three year old all 
alone while you took such good care of a thirty year old woman. After working all day you rushed 
back home to cook and care for your family. You would take the Rs. 350/- we paid you and run to the 
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shop to buy whatever rations you could and go home to prepare the afternoon meal for your child. It 
would be around 2 in the afternoon when your child ate.  It’s not that I did not know this, 
 
But having to be loyal to my unborn child, I had no other way to lighten your heavy load.  
 
When my daughter was approaching such an age and we protected her fiercely, I would picture your 
daughter sitting alone in the doorway eating her kadala.  Anything could have happened to her. She 
could have been kidnapped, hurt, raped.  Why we protect our child is because we need to safeguard 
her from a society full of such incidents.  However you did not have this luxury.  But the world kept 
your child safe for you and I feel that it was because of your honesty. 
 
I remember how you told me that your husband would often come home drunk and beat and rape 
you.  Very carefully, and only in the morning, you would add one spoonful of milk to only the 
children’s cups of tea, with the intention of stretching a 400g packet of milk powder for two weeks.  I 
recall one day, your drunken husband, accusing you giving only the children milk tea, swore at you in 
raw filth and slashed your face with a knife.  The manner in which the Asian woman – no matter 
what her class or econmic background may be – suffers psychologically or physically, has long since  
ceased to shock me. 
 
One day, when in our kitchen, you vomited, and the people in our house, in a panic about the 
possibility of you having a contagious disease, tried to take you to a doctor, you told us that you were 
once again, with child.  I remember that you also said that it had happened against your will.  I 
recalled at that moment, how, in the early days of my pregnancy, full of morning sickness, I could not 
prepare, cook or even stand the sight of food, and how I stayed away from all of this altogether. 
 
But later I came to hear that you had an abortion.  Actually, this was a good thing.  Enough the 
burden of three children on you. 
 
Rani, now my child is five years old.  I want to tell you that, although I have financial strength, 
although I am not half the woman that you are, I too am suffering.  After having a child, the woman 
becomes an ordinary object within the family.  The work she does overnight becomes work that she 
has to do anyway.  Another way of life is not an option once you are a mother. Even though I can’t 
claim to match your suffering, I want to tell you that I too have begun to face the plight of every 
Asian woman.  
 
Because you don’t except much from life, I believe that you are as bright and happy as always… 
 
Yours sincerely, 
 
Madam 
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PERPETUA – TASK ONE - LETTERS 
 
PERPETUA – A LETTER TO MYSELF, AT THE AGE I AM NOW 
 
Well, here we are. Or here you are. This is a tough one. I mean, to talk to you, I have to say things to you 
that I never would have otherwise admitted, things I hide from you, or try to. I don’t know quite how to 
start this. Let me try. 
 
I know (none better) your ongoing battle with your temper. No-one else, unless it’s a fellow sufferer, 
understands the absolute physicality of it, the build-up of pressure in your chest,  the tightening of your 
muscles.  Your daughter senses its presence way in advance, and I JUST HATE the fear that then leaps 
into her eyes and the near-imperceptible cringing, as if to brace herself against a blow. I could tell you you 
need to conquer it, but it’s not Everest, right? It’s a part of you, and the amputation is so hard. 
 
Be honest, now. What made you say no to two offers to get back on stage that came your way recently? 
You said it was the lack of time, the inability to make a commitment that you might have to renege on, 
but it wasn’t that, was it? Admit it – you were scared. Your distance from the stage is monumental, it 
HAS been a long time, and now it’s so alien to you that even entering a theater in the form of a spectator 
is intimidating, isn’t it? Remember perspiring on your way in to the Wendt not so long ago? I can’t 
understand it. I despise you for it, for your ego that won’t allow you to fail in an attempt to re-capture a 
space and way of being  you once loved so much. 
 
Don’t worry too much about your mother. You’ve always known your sister was her favourite,  so why 
do you let yourself be hurt as if it were the first time every time she says or does something that makes 
this clear to you? You have two children of your own now, you can honestly say you do not love one 
above the other except for the fact, as someone wise once observed, that your love gushes anew, 
seemingly uniquely for the child who,  at a given moment, needs you more than the other. So let it go 
now. Your duty – such a prissy, starched, bloodless-sounding word – is what you must fulfill now, and so 
simply do what she needs you to do for her – and leave it at that. Just make sure you are not poisoned by 
this, that you never let yourself be this way towards your little girls. No, I’m sure you won’t, you love 
them – I know how much, how much. 
 
I’m not going to talk of your husband to you. It’s tough, isn’t it? Were you ever naïve enough, stupid 
enough, really, to believe in anything remotely approaching a soul-mate. Yuck, the sound of it is like 
overly-iced cake. Well, the most you can do now is make more of an effort to – I don’t know – make an 
effort. My head aches simply thinking of it. I know, in my next life, I will steer clear of marriage. 
 
Let me say it. You’re a good mother, but a weak woman in may ways. Do not, even at this late state, lose 
your sense of self. Don’t kill yourself in the quest for fulfillment or happiness or what-have-you, but try, 
as cliched as it sounds, to savour, taste, enjoy, be thankful for all that you have. 
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PERPETUA – A LETTER TO LORD BUDDHA 
Enlightened One! 
My reverence and respect for you are infinite. Your Word is, indeed, Truth. Every day of my life I 
am compelled to acknowledge the core of your preachings – tanha, or desire, is indeed the root of 
all sorrow. I have tried so hard, particularly in recent years, to relinquish my desire for, my 
clinging to, very many things. Material possessions never meant much to me, and those are the 
easiest to let go.  My books – developing a detachment from them is hard, I have an almost slavish 
awe of KNOWLEDGE!  But nothing else, really. Giving alms to further tame Tanha is also easy – 
there is a lot of pleasure I derive from giving – but enjoying  that pleasure is Tanha of another 
kind, isn’t it? Loving kindness, then, that is what we must strive to feel as we give. But – loving 
kindness – I don’t feel too much of that I’m afraid. 
No, that’s not the hard part. The hard part is my children. I understand now why, in your past re-
incarnations, although you had given up your life many, many times to develop Paramitha, it was 
only in your last birth before Buddhahood that you were able to give up your children.  I can’t 
imagine that. I deeply revere your purity of mind, your complete liberation from the bonds of 
desire, but – your children? And in your last birth, as Siddhartha, as clear as your way was to you 
to assume responsibility for freeing all souls from samsara through the enlightened path your 
dhamma would reveal to them, how did you leave your baby, your son, your Rahula? Never to see 
him again as a father, never kiss him, feel his little hands with grimy little nails touch your face, 
never kiss the corner of his mouth that smells all of baby-ness? I can’t imagine what you must have 
felt. I don’t know how you did it. 
I don’t know if I can ever reach any of the heights your dhamma preaches we should scale. I love 
some things too much. I cannot pray to you, as you were mortal , and you attained Nirvana. But I 
TRULY try to follow your word, and live and work every day with the belief that the seeds of my 
salvation lie only in me.  
 
 
PERPETUA – A LETER TO MY CHILD’S PAEDIATRICIAN 
Okay, first things first. You HAVE to do something about that crowded waiting-room, although 
yes, we know, it’s a testament to your medical skills. Then, that apathetic koala suspended from 
your stethoscope – every time my baby reaches for it, you’ve seen how I pull her back.  The 
nurses are rude, and the consultation room is over-a/c-ed… So, why do I keep coming back?  
 
I saw what you did for the little boy with dengue who was in the bed next to my daughter’s when 
she was hospitalized and in the emergency room. The way you missed meals, extended your 
hours, attended him day and night,  and just … just  collapsed into yourself (I’m sure there’s a 
better description for this) when you lost that battle. I mean, my children’s health is in your 
hands, and I’d be a liar if I said that that that level of commitment wasn’t re-assuring. 
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I truly appreciate that no matter how tired you are, you never snap at us. You don’t have the God-
complex so many doctors do, and I’m grateful.   
 
Thank you for fielding my stupid questions, even when I ask you, EVERY time, whether the 
Dolor is 8-hourly and how to combine  it with the Panadol. 
 
 
PERPETUA  - A LETTER TO MY CHILD’S SCHOOL TEACHER 
Dear Teacher, 
 
I LOVE the fact that you only have two comments to write on each student’s book – ‘Good’ and 
‘Very Good’! So much adult energy is now directed towards pressurizing children to excel, while 
acknowledgement of reasonable tasks accomplished hardly ever happens.  Do you know how 
happy you make these kids under your care? Do you know how grateful I am to you? 
 
I hope you are one of those teachers my daughter will long remember. I’m sure you will be. 
 
 
PERPETUA – A LETTER TO MY DAUGHTER WHEN SHE TURNS 18 
My darling Girl, 
All mothers are amazed, on some level, by their children, but you know, what REALLY gets me 
about you is how unlike your father and me you are – and I do not mean this  in a new-wave-
everyone-is-special kind of way. I mean exactly what I say. You possess qualities, habits of the 
mind, that neither of us do, and, narcissistically, when we look for ourselves in you, it is only on 
the most superficial level that resemblances can be found. 
However, all of this is neither here nor there. There are a few things I want to tell you which I’ve 
mentioned over the years on  numerous occasions, but  I think I need to say them again because 18 
is such a special age, isn’t it, all the excitement of adulthood spread out before you, like a 
Wonderland. But, unlike Alice, you must step into it with some measure of understanding. 
I fear for you, my love. As endearing as your quality of naivete is now, it can be a real weapon in 
the hands of the wrong people when you step out into the world. Over and over again, I have 
watched you put your trust in friends, pets, promises, believing them and in them with that starry-
eyed innocence that is surely only found in children. And over and over again I’ve watched you 
break your heart over disloyal friends, dead pets, and broken promises. So far, I’ve been able, I 
think, to shield you from the worst of these hurts, but neither I nor Thatha will be able to do that 
for much longer.  You believe so implicitly and so completely that the devastation of blasted belief 
is enormous in its consequences for you, and evil, which is real and alive and kicking, is something 
you just don’t get. Just the other day, your skirt rode up in the wind and a young man, a boy, 
really, let his eyes rest for just the fraction of a second on your exposed midriff. I wanted to 
scratch his eyes out! How will you recognize lust if it masquerades as love?  



The	Passing	Stage	–	play	manuscript	–	draft	only	(not	for	public	circulation)	
	

	
Ed	–	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera	
Trans	–	Nadya	Perera,	Hasini	Haputhanthri,	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera			
	

Stages	Theatre	Group	

45	

 
Enough of that. The other thing I want to tell you is that Malli needs you very much. He seems 
tough, and he is , in many ways, tougher than you are, but beneath his rather crusty exterior, he 
loves you deeply and thinks that no-one in the world matches up to his akka.  He is feisty, and 
fiery-tempered, but never hurt him if you can help it because it will cut him very deeply. Stick by 
him and with him. No matter how true and loyal your friends of later years will be, nothing can 
replace this blood-tie. 
 
You are not responsible for your parents. As dutiful and loving as you are, don’t make us your 
burden in any way. Live your own life on your own terms, go wherever your fancy takes you, and 
always remember that your only obligation to us is to be happy.  No matter where you go, no 
matter what you do, no matter how badly you behave or how scathingly the world rejects you, 
you are always welcome in my arms. Have courage. Have serenity.  
 
I love you like you won’t believe. 
 
Ammi 
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CAMBRIA	–	TASK	ONE	-	LETTERS	
CAMBRIA	-	A	letter	to	myself	–	at	this	age	–	and	every	age	beyond	it.	
	
Write	to	me	everyday.	
I	miss	you.	
Remind	me	of	who	you	are.	
I	am	forgetting.		And	everyone	around	you	seems	to	be	forgetting	too.			
And	your	children…	why,	your	children	might	never,	never	know.	
	
yours,	
	
me.	
	
	
	
	
CAMBRIA	-	Letter	to	my	lover	
	
Hi.	
	
At	the	very	outset,	let	me	point	out	that	I	never	hid	the	fact	that	I	was	married,	with	children.		I	admit	I	
never	brought	it	up,	but	then,	there	were	many	integral	things	about	your	personal	life	that	we	never	
touched	on	either.	
	
The	silence	I	maintained	about	my	married	life	had	nothing	to	do	with	you,	or	with	me.		It	was	to	do	
with	my	husband.		I	didn’t	want	to	bring	him	up	–	for	to	bring	him	up	in	the	context	that	was	building	
between	us,	would	have	been	to	either	belittle	him	or	to	betray	him,	and	I	could	not	bear	to	do	either.		
He	is	not	a	lie,	he	is	not	a	joke,	he	is	not	a	failure,	he	is	not	a	bad	person.	
	
Very	honestly,	he	is	probably	a	better	husband	than	you	will	ever	be,	and	I	am	sure	a	better	father.		
And	when	I	let	myself	think	back	to	the	first	heady	years	of	our	relationship,	where	we	literally	could	
not	keep	our	hands	off	each	other,	I	know	that	he	is	a	fantastic	lover	–	gentle	and	patient	and	
generous.		That	he	is	good	looking,	I	can	still	sometimes	appreciate	–	though	what	I	see	when	I	look	at	
him,	is	how	much	better	looking	he	COULD	be	if	he	took	the	effort	to	loose	a	little	weight.	
	
It’s	this	institution,	marriage,	that	has	changed	everything.		Changed	the	love	making	into	baby	
making,	the	blind	passion	into	blindness,	the	lover	into	husband;	turned	the	craziness	desperate	and	
the	comfortable	silences,	heavy	with	unspeakable	words.	
	
I	love	my	husband.		I	have	no	doubt	in	my	head,	in	my	heart,	that	I	love	him.		But	I	love	him,	
increasingly	with	the	kind	of	unconditional	love	that	I	have	for	my	family	–	my	parents,	my	brothers,	
sisters.		It	is	a	kind	of	love	that	expects	little	and	expects	everything	and	that	little	and	everything	are	
interchangeable	–	I	don’t	quite	know	what	makes	one	change	into	the	other.		But	that	constant,	
unconditional	love	can	only	form	the	steady	heartbeat	in	the	background	of	our	lives.		Something	that	
never	goes	away,	something	that	you	turn	to	automatically	when	things	go	wrong,	something	you	
marvel	at	in	a	moment	of	utter	peace	with	yourself.		Something	you	can	appreciate	always	and	at	any	
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time	–	but	for	not	much	longer	than	an	instant,	each	time.		To	dwell	on	it	–	to	be	stunned	by	it,	to	be	
rendered	unthinking	and	senseless	by	its	existence	is	not	possible.		This	is	passion.		This	drives	me.		
But	my	heartbeat,	it	sustains	me.			
	
With	memories,	children	and	material	things	to	bind	us	(forget	the	law,	the	law	was	a	big	mistake),	
it’s	not	an	option	for	me	to	give	him	up.		And	even	if	I	did,	I	would	never,	never,	EVER	take	another	
husband.		(I	constantly	wonder	at	the	way	all	married	people	–	bar	one	–	told	me	to	get	married).		
Because	I	am	convinced	that	he	gave	me	one	of	the	best	chances	at	marriage.	
	
However,	I	yearn	for	passion.		For	passion	in	conversation,	for	passion	in	decisions,	for	passion	in	
love.		It	is	something	that	I	cannot	get	by	without.		I	turn	to	books,	I	turn	to	movies,	I	turn	to	young	
unmarried	people,	I	turn	to	young	hard	bodied	actors,	and	yes,	I	have	turned	to	you.	
	
	
	
	
CAMBRIA	–	LETTER	TO	MY	HUSBAD	ON	CHRISTMAS	EVE	
	
Dear	dear,	
	
Its	December	24th		-	1.30am	and	we	were	both	woken	up	by	a	phone	call	(from	our	driver)	wishing	us	
happy	Christmas.		After	he	wished	us,	we	(separated	by	the	sleeping	kids)	went	back	to	sleep.		At	least	
you	did.		I	lay	there	wondering	why	it	never	occurred	to	either	of	us	to	wish	each	other	after	we	hung	
up.	
	
Then,	after	spending	about	fifteen	minutes	debating	whether	or	not	I	should	do	the	Santa	presents	by	
myself,	I	decided	it	would	be	really	awful	for	me	to	leave	you	out	of	it.		So	I	shook	you,	gently	at	first,	
and	then	as	violently	as	I	could,	without	waking	the	kids.		
	
You	muffled	up	to	consciousness	and	–	I	really	should	not	take	offence,	but	-	your	response	to	‘I	am	
going	to	get	the	presents’	was	‘what	presents?’.		I	didn’t	know	how	to	react	without	reacting.		So	I	
think	I	just	said	‘the	Santa	presents’	but	I	think	I	could	not	leave	the	incredulous	tone	out	of	my	voice.	
	
Is	it	wrong	of	me	to	expect	you	to	struggle	out	of	your	sleep,	hurriedly,	muttering	‘oh	gosh	yes.		Let’s	
go	get	them!’	and	for	us	to	stumble	and	giggle	out	of	the	room,	and	then	tiptoe	back	with	the	gifts,	
bursting	with	the	anticipation	of	the	wonder	on	our	kids’	faces,	when	they	wake	up	in	a	few	hours?		
And	then?		Not	to	be	able	to	sleep,	but	to	lie	awake.		To	whisper	a	bit	about	how	the	kids	would	react.		
Maybe	even	risk	switching	the	light	on	so	we	can	watch	them,	together,	and	glance	at	each	other	with	
that	upside	down	smile	–	heady	pride	held	carefully	in	place	by	humility.	
	
In	the	silence	that	followed,	I	assumed	you	had	dozed	off.		But	then,	as	I	stood	up,	you	said	–	and	you	
even	managed	to	say	it	gently	–	‘why	don’t	you	go	back	to	sleep?’	
	
After	I	had	crept	downstairs	alone,	taken	out	the	presents	and	distributed	them	into	two	piles,	
decided,	alone,	that	one	of	the	kids	was	getting	far	too	much	–	and	looked	for	a	few	more	nicknacks	
from	our	presents	cupboard,	to	balance	the	thrills,	brought	the	presents	into	the	room	–	tiptoeing	
alone	is	no	problem	at	all	–	there	is	perfect	balance,	no	noise	–	got	back	into	bed	and	kissed	the	
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sleeping	child	next	to	me	–	just	because	they	were	there;	and	then	listened	to	the	sound	of	my	family	
asleep.		Its	then	that	I	realised	that	what	I	yearned	for	was	a	partner.		I	want	a	partner.		I	really,	really	
need	a	partner	in	this	journey.		And	you	have	turned	out	to	be	just	a	husband.			
	
	
	
	
CAMBRIA	–	LETTER	TO	MY	CHILD’S	DOCTOR	
	
Dear	dr.	
	
Thank	you	for	calling	back.	
	
Thank	you	for	answering	your	phone	in	the	night.	
	
Thank	you	for	the	text	inquiring	about	my	child’s	health.	
	
Thank	you	for	saving	my	number	on	your	phone.		
	
Thank	you	for	remembering	my	child’s	name.		Actually	both	of	them.	
	
Thank	you	for	not	charging	me	every	time	I	visit	–	only	every	time	I	visit	with	a	newly	ill	child.	
	
Thank	you	for	asking	me	about	my	work.		For	noticing	that	I	look	tired	and	depressed.	
	
Thank	you	for	introducing	me	to	some	of	your	other	patients	–	so	that	we	have	been	able	to	chat	in	
the	waiting	room,	instead	of	sitting	around	like	strangers.	
	
Thank	you	for	not	prescribing	seven	different	tests	as	a	reflex	action.		(After	I	began	consulting	you,	I	
have	not	stepped	into	a	hospital	and	I	don’t	miss	it	at	all).	
	
Thank	you	for	lending	me	books.		I	will	bring	you	some	the	next	time	I	visit.	
	
Thank	you	for	making	me	feel	equal	to	you.		Equally	intelligent,	equally	informed	and	intuitive.		Just	
differently	skilled.	
	
Thank	you	for	reminding	me	that	doctors	should	be	healers	–	and	healing	extends	beyond	a	cough	or	
a	dry	throat.	
	
Thank	you	for	assuring	me	that	it	is	not	wrong	to	expect	good	doctors	to	be	good	people.		And	for	
good	people	to	be	polite,	gentle	people.		And	gentle	people	to	be	accessible.		I	don’t	want	to	feel	that	I	
am	a	nuisance	to	you.	
	
Thank	you	for	never	making	me	feel	a	nuisance	to	you.			
	
Thank	you	for	curing	my	children’s	illnesses.	
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Thank	you	for	not	being	late.		And	for	seeing	me	when	I	am	late.	
	
Thank	you	for	having	a	small	clinic,	with	flowers	and	magazines	and	music,	with	assistants	who	
recognise	me	and	my	children.			
	
I	have	never	looked	forward	to	a	doctors	visit	before.		But	with	you,	its	time	well	spent.		And	the	
healing	begins	before	I	meet	you.	
	
Yours	sincerely,	
	
	
CAMBRIA	–	LETTER	TO	MY	HUSBAND	
	
Hi	love,	
It	was	a	nice	evening.		I	am	glad	that	you	went	ahead	and	invited	Sajith	and	his	wife	over	for	a	chat,	in	
spite	of	the	fact	that	we	are	not	really	talking.	
	
Its	not	that	we	are	being	nasty	to	each	other,	but	its	just	that	we	seem	to	have	either	nothing	to	say	to	
each	other,	or	we	have	so	much	to	say	to	each	other.		Maybe	it’s	the	same	thing.	
	
Anyway,	as	usually	happens,	when	forced	into	others’	company,	we	actually	manage	to	talk	to	each	
other	and	see	each	other	in	a	different	light	–	relaxed,	sociable,	polite,	making	the	effort	to	look	nice	
and	make	interesting	conversation.		I	had	forgotten	how	free	your	laugh	was	and	how	nice	you	look	
when	you	throw	back	your	head	and	close	your	eyes.	
	
Anyway,	you	know	I	really	like	Sajith	–	he’s	a	wonderfully	smart	and	funny	guy,	and	I	have	always	
been	curious	about	the	kind	of	woman	he	would	marry.		It’s	the	first	time	we	both	met	her.		And	of	
course	their	three	month	baby.	
	
Well,	I	thought	she	was	lovely.		Relaxed	and	engaging	and	not	as	intelligent	and	funny	as	Sajith,	but	
definitely	someone	who	was	interesting	to	hang	out	with.	
	
She	is	also	beautiful	and	is	wearing	clothes	that	–	three	months	after	giving	birth,	I	would	not	have	
the	confidence	to	wear	–	two	years	after	giving	birth.		And	between	them,	the	two	of	them	and	also	
the	three	of	them,	there	was	and	ease	and	love	and	affection	that	was	really	lovely.		They	looked	very,	
very,	happy	to	be	married	with	a	kid.	
Anyway…	after	they	left	–	I	turned	to	you	and	said	–	‘she	was	really	nice	wasn’t	she?’	and	you	replied	
–	‘ya.		She’s	really	that	sweet	housewife	type.’	
	
When	I	think	about	it,	I	think	you	are	possibly	responding	to	the	fact	that	–	in	that	evening	at	least	–	
she	really	didn’t	seem	to	be	in	any	conflict	over	the	baby.		When	the	baby	wouldn’t	go	to	sleep,	when	
it	spit	up	all	over	her	very	nice	dress,	when	it	started	crying	–	she	would	not,	even	for	an	instant,	
complain	–	or	even	make	a	wry	joke.		She	just	laughed	–	with	almost	joy	–	and	got	on	with	what	
needed	to	be	done.	
	
But	this	letter	is	not	about	her.		What	I	want	to	write	about	is	the	yearning	in	your	voice	when	you	
referred	to	the	‘sweet	housewife’.		And	as	I	think	about	it,	I	realise,	gosh,	what	you	guys	must	miss,	
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and	what	the	world	has	lost…		I	know	you	would	love,	love	LOVE	for	me	to	be	a	sweet	housewife.		I	
don’t	mean	this	with	the	slightest	bit	of	sarcasm.		But,	let’s	be	honest,	after	spending	the	whole	day	in	
a	high	powered	office,	in	the	company	of	fast	talking	and	high	powered	and	opinionated	men	AND	
women,	surely	you	must	look	forward	to	coming	home	to	the	sweet	innocence	of	children	and	the	
sweetness	of	a	wife	who	looks	and	feels	good	about	who	she	is.		What	you	come	home	to	instead	is	a	
wife	who	really	could	not	care	how	she	looks,	and	is	resentful	of	everything	she	feels	she	has	not	
accomplished	in	the	day,	the	week,	the	month,	the	year,	the	past	several	years…	
	
You	know	what	love?		I	would	love	to	have	a	sweet	house	wife	to	come	home	to.		So	it’s	not	even	a	
gender	thing	and	you	don’t	have	to	feel	a	chauvanist.		It	think	it’s	the	most	natural	thing	in	a	family	to	
have	one	person	who	is	really	happy	to	be	at	home,	looking	after	the	children.		Who	finds	purpose	
and	fulfilment	in	making	his	or	her	spouse	and	family	happy	and	healthy.	
	
What	we	have	lost.	
	
As	a	housewife,	here’s	what	I	have	to	say.	
	
It	is	tough.	Tough.tough.	to	be	resentful.		To	watch	oneself	turn	into	a	bitter	person.		To	look	at	all	the	
bitter	angry	resentful	women	around	me	and	catch	my	thoughts	in	their	expressions.		To	know,	
before	the	day	begins,	that	the	predominant	emotions	will	be	those	of	frustration,	self	pity,	
martyrdom	or	apology.		To	hear	your	voice	barking	orders,	getting	edgy,	dismissive,	aggrieved,	
exhausted.					
	
The	problem	is,	you	continue	to	be	a	symbol	of	everything	I	have	lost.		The	problem	is,	in	having	to	
pick	up	your	wet	towel	and	tee	shirt	and	trousers	from	three	different	places	where	you	drop	them	
after	your	bath,	I	feel	very	little	more	than	your	maid.		And	I	wonder	if	you	would	have	ever	imagined,	
when	you	came	for	my	first	play,	when	you	sat	in	the	audience	amongst	the	hundreds	of	people	and	
applauded	me	–	as	I	stepped	on	to	stage	alone;	I	wonder	if	you	ever	thought	that	you	would,	in	a	few	
years	time,	be	so	dismissive	of	me,	so	disinterested	in	my	opinion	of	you,	that	you	would	drop	your	
clothes	on	the	floor	and	walk	away	with	the	full	confidence	that	I	will	bend	and	pick	them	up	for	you?	
And	just	in	case	you	are	wondering,	I	pick	them	up	because	if	I	don’t,	you	leave	the	house	and	I	have	
to	deal	with	their	presence	for	the	next	ten	hours.			
	
A	different	thought	–	or	rather	the	same	thought	from	a	different	angle.		You	paid	to	come	see	me	–	
you	were	among	the	hundreds	of	people	who	thought	me	interesting	and	unusual	enough	to	pay	
money	for.		I	think,	love,	that	you	would	have	been	mortified	if	someone	had	told	you	that	eight	years	
and	one	marriage	later,	you	would	not	think	twice	about	me	having	to	pick	up	your	laundry.			
	
If	this	is	what	marriage	does	to	two	people	–	why	the	fuck	was	it	passed	on	to	us?		Who	has	it	changed	
more	love?		The	bright	eyed	actress	who	bites	down	on	her	own	rage	and	picks	up	the	clothes,	or	the	
stary	eyed	boy	in	the	audience	who	might	have	imagined	what	it	would	be	to	love	an	actress?		That	to	
love	an	actress	would	be	different.		Exciting.		Unusual.		Did	I	let	you	down?		Does	it	actually	not	matter	
who	you	marry	–	for	everything	they	are	before	–	stary	eyed,	actress,	writer,	poet,	mechanic,	bus	
driver,	garbage	collector	etc…	all	this	will	change	and	in	its	place	remains	a	generic	lump	of	bitter	
laundry	picker	and	unfeeling	laundry	dropper?	
	
The	words	don’t	come.		I	am	sorry.		It’s	hard	to	write	when	rage	builds	up	inside	of	you.	
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CAMBRIA	–	LETTER	TO	MY	DAUGHTER	
	
My	wild	child,	
	
I	love	the	honesty	of	your	questions	–	they	stun	me,	they	make	me	think,	they	make	me	laugh	–	belly	
laughs.	
	
I	love	your	intense	curiosity	in	everything	–	and	the	fact	that	when	you	are	trying	to	understand	
something	for	yourself,	the	world	around	you	slips	away.	
	
I	love	the	way	you	love	to	run	in	open	spaces	–	without	your	clothes	on,	if	possible	–	because	(I	
remember…	)	wind	against	one’s	skin	is	one	of	the	best	feelings	in	the	world.	
	
I	love	the	way	you	always	have	a	beat	in	your	head.	Always.		And	sometimes	that’s	all	you	can	hear.	
	
I	love	the	way	you	talk	to	angels.		And	the	way	plants	talk	back	to	you.	
	
I	love	the	way	you	value	my	opinion	over	everyone	else’s	because	I	think,	you	know,	that	I	don’t	lie	to	
you.	
	
I	love	the	way	you	watch	yourself	perform	–	it	amazes	me	that	you	have	cultivated	this	skill	so	early.		I	
watch	myself	perform	all	the	time.		It	took	me	over	two	decades	to	get	this	right.	
	
I	love	the	way	you	take	what	adults	say	seriously	–	and	the	way	you	hold	them	to	it.		All	the	absolutely	
un-thought	of,	inconsistent	half	baked	hypocritic	drivel	that	people	throw	at	kids	all	the	time	–	you	
see	through	it.		And	it	upsets	you	–	upsets	the	fine	balance	of	understanding	you	have	set	up	for	
yourself.	
	
But	my	love,	my	wild,	precious,	song-filled	child…	
	
It	breaks	my	heart	but	I	have	to	…	
	
Tell	you	that	your	questions	are	rude,	and	order	you	to	stop	asking	them,	because,	my	love,	most	
people	can’t	handle	the	truth,	and	everyone	seems	to	have	lost	their	sense	of	humour.	
	
I	have	to	call	you	away	from	your	overwhelming	curiosity	–	because	we	now	have	lost	the	value	of	the	
journey	–	and	never	stop	along	the	way	to	learn	from	it	any	more.		We	remain	blinkered	until	we	
reach	our	destination.		What	a	stupid	loss.	
	
I	have	to	order	you	listen	to	what	adults	tell	you	–	and	listen	to	them	unconditionally,	even	when	I	
agree	with	you	that	the	things	they	say	make	no	sense.		But	my	love,	how	can	I	explain	to	you	that	
when	people	use	words	out	of	habit,	when	they	use	words	like	they	are	old	words,	things	they	have	
repeated	for	years;	they	forget	the	impact	of	hearing	these	words	for	the	first	time?		And	they	have	
lost	the	ability	to	listen	to	what	they	are	saying	and	the	fault	is	theirs,	my	love,	but	they	are	too	far	
gone	to	change…	
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I	have	to	scold	you	for	running	–	because	–	it’s	the	stupidest	thing	–	there	are	more	cars	on	the	road	
than	people.		And	because	of	this,	people	need	to	stop	their	children	running.	
	
I	have	to	make	you	ashamed	of	enjoying	your	nakedness	–	I	have	to	stuff	into	you	ideas	of	puritan	
shame	and	decayed	notions	of	good	behaviour	–	because,	my	darling,	people	watch	your	abandon	
with	different	eyes.		Some	of	them,	trapped	in	their	own	dried	up	sexuality,	believe	the	most	
ridiculous	things	like	–	tiny	girl	children,	who	sit	with	their	legs	apart	or	raise	their	frocks	in	the	air,	
or	enjoy	the	feel	of	touching	their	bodies,	are	being	vulgar.		Others,	and	this	is	what	chills	me	to	my	
bone	–	will	look	at	your	child’s	body	and	imagine	it	coupling	with	theirs,	imagine	pain	on	you,	fear	in	
your	eyes	and	you	will	return	to	their	fantasies	again	and	again.		And	these	people,	could	be	anyone.	
	
I	apologise	for	your	drama	–	the	way	you	obviously	act	out	your	wrath	in	front	of	an	adoring	audience	
in	your	head.		Rather	than	admit	to	finding	it	hilarious,	I	publicly	endorse	opinions	such	as	
‘manipulative’	‘spoilt’	‘stubborn’	–	though	I	am	screaming,	inside	–	‘no,	you	fools,	she	is	just	on	stage,	
listening	to	the	unending	applause.		I	have	been	there,	she	is	there	now	–	and	we	will	have	you	know,	
it’s	a	beautiful	place	to	be.’	
	
I	have	to	squash	the	rhythm	out	of	your	body.		Because	people	just	don’t	listen	to	their	bodies	
anymore.		People	don’t	listen	to	the	music	in	life	anymore.		Dancing,	in	this	sad	world,	is	reserved	for	
specific	places,	in	specific	ways.		It	does	not	grow	from	within	to	throw	our	limbs	into	spasms	of	
pleasure.	No,	my	life.		Though	I	know	it	actually	does,	I	am	telling	you	that	it	doesn’t.	
	
I	punish	you	for	not	listening,	even	when	I	know	you	are	only	guilty	of	not	hearing.		And	you	are	not	
hearing	because	you	are	listening	to	something	else,	far	more	interesting	than	a	bleating	adult	voice	
telling	you	something	you	already	know.	
	
I	have	to	bypass	my	instinct	in	brining	you	up	–	my	instinct	is	to	let	you	learn	things	for	yourself,	
rather	than	being	made	to	follow	orders	you	don’t’	understand.	But	I	will	be	judged	as	being	a	bad	
mother.		And	though	the	only	opinion	in	this	that	should	matter	is	yours,	I	am	afraid,	it	is	not.	I	am	
sorry.	
	
But	most	of	all	–	I	apologise	that	I	am	not	generous	enough	to	spend	all	my	time	with	you	–	so	that	
you	can	grow	up	in	the	mad	and	wild	way	I	would	love	you	to	–	without	being	judged,	without	being	
changed.		I	see	it,	love.		And	I	don’t	judge	you.		You	see	–	I	am	like	you	–	and	my	intense	curiosity,	my	
questions,	the	voices	in	my	head,	my	imaginary	audience,	takes	me	away	–	even	from	you	–	to	a	place	
where	only	I	exist	–	its	very	like	the	place	where	only	you	exist,	my	sweet.		Yes,	it’s	a	beautiful	place	–	
but	we	both	can’t	exit	in	it	at	the	same	time.			
	
One	of	us	has	to	give	it	up.	
	
Who?		My	love.		Who	will	it	be?	 	
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TASK TWO – LISTS 
 
Let’s do lists. 
  
I am always putting together lists now.  It helps me hold things 
together in my head – which is not used to holding so many little 
bits of information.  In the past, before housekeeping and child 
rearing, my brain enjoyed the luxury of wrestling with one 
overriding idea for hours and hours – a story or a play – and 
everything has fell in line with that.  Now I need to remember a 
hundred different things a day.  And they are tiny, tiny morsels of 
unrelated information. 
  
I hate them, but I can’t get by without lists.  
  
So, let’s do lists. 
  
Here’s ten lists I would like you to attempt.  You don’t have to do 
all ten.  But I would like you to do at least five (and everyone 
please do the last one). 
  

1.     The five biggest lies I have discovered. 
2.     The five greatest truths I have discovered. 
3.     Ten things I hate about my life right now. 
4.     Ten things I love about my life right now. 
5.     Five ways in which I have changed (beyond recognition). 
6.     Five ways in which I wish I could change. 
7.     Ten things I need to do before I turn the next decade 
8.     Five things I want my kids to know about me. 
9.     Five things I don’t want my kids to know about me. 
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TASK TWO -  LISTS 
 
DIDOT - The five biggest lies I have discovered. 

1. That love exists after marriage 
2. Love is a necessary catalyst for a sexual relationship between two people ( in a marriage) 
3. People are generally decent 
4. No one will take advantage of a person in trouble 
5. Some kinds of love are unconditional (eg. between a parent and a child) 

 
SKIA - the five lies 

1.  That men can totally get rid of their chauvinistic attitude. 
2. Women have freedom. 
3. Sri Lanka is a democratic country. 
4. That Buddhists really follow Lord Buddha’s philosophy. 

 
CAMBRIA	–	Five	biggest	lies	

1. Humans	are	naturally	monogamous.	
2. Vaccines	are	good	for	you.	
3. Men	need	sex	more	than	women.	
4. Mothers	are	good	people.	

 
KEFA – The five greatest untruths I have discovered 

1. Marriage. 
2. Love within marriage. 
3. The love of lovers [during the time spent loving]  

 
LUCIDA – The Five greatest lies I have discovered 

1. Life – this is the biggest lie. And because of this, everything that is within it is also a lie. 
2. The idea that a united group will form around a common vision, that people will  come 

together with one energy around a common vision is a lie. 
3. My striving to discover myself.  Because ‘I’ don’t exist as a unique entity/person.  It is only 

because of the existence of others that I exist. 
4. Religion – civility – politics - these are also the biggest lies in the world. 

 
PERPETUA - 5 biggest  lies I’ve discovered 

1. Everyone is unique and therefore special  - not true – people are absolutely predictable and so typical. 
2. Environment has a profound impact on personality – not true –nature over nurture every time. 
3. Parents do not have favourite children – not true – only very few of them can claim equality of affection for their 

kids. 
4. Marriage is a compromise – not true – it’s a series of surrenders. 

 
SATHU - The Greatest Lies I have Discovered in Life 

1. Mother knows best. 
2. NGO jargon like 'Participatory', 'Holistic' and 'Empowerment'.  
3. Musavada veramani sikkhapadam samadiyami 
4. Women cannot have a genuine heart-to-heart talk, when there is an elephant in the room. 
5. 'Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be...there will be an answer, let it be' 

 
CHALKDUSTER - Lies  

1. Relationships 
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PERPETUA - 5 greatest truths I’ve discovered 

1. The world is Not random, everything is a karmic consequence. 
2. No matter how loved you are, you only , truly,  ever have yourself. 
3. Honesty is HIGHLY overrated. 
4. Nothing lasts. 
5. Self-pity is cathartic. 
6. Cliches exist, they happen all the time. (Sorry, just HAD to include that one!) 

	
BRADLEY - The five greatest truths I have discovered. 

1. When life is bad, its all bad. When life is good, its all good. 
2. In the final sum of things, you are on your own and that's a good 

thing. 
3. Taking a shower can change your outlook. 

 
SKIA - 5 Truths 

1. that sex is very…. 
2. you need kids to keep a man and a woman together. 
3. That a family becomes a family after kids. 
4. That greed (Thanha) is the cause for pain, greed - be it love, material, passion for kids, parents, 

profession … anything. 
 
MONACO – The five greatest truths I have discovered. 

1. I can't be a supermum 
2. Don't regret, its a spirit killer. 
3. Love your children to bits - now. 
4. Patience makes/breaks relationships. 
5. With your closest friends, you can pick up from where you left. 

 
CHALKDUSTER - Truths 

1. My mother is not with us  
2. In sadness – I only have myself 
3. Invariably, we will die 
4. I get angry now 
5. You need a lot of money to live 
6. The way I think now is wrong 
7. You need cash to live 
8. That my mother died 
9. No one else can do the things in my life.  I have to do them myself. 

 
LUCIDA – The Five greatest truths I have discovered 

1. Everything in time and space is determined by power and how we use power to surpass each 
other in some way or another. 

2. The circle of life is bullshit. 
3. There is no meaning to a completely solitary existence – for either a man or a woman. 
4. Love – this is a truth.  And that we - that is humans - do not know this – is also a truth. 
5. Variety, to endure variety, to enjoy variety, to be patient with variety – people still don’t know 

how to do this. 
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DIDOT - The five greatest truths I have discovered. 
2. Human beings are amazingly resilient. 
3. Marriage kills 
4. Life is what you make of it, but you need a certain amount of power to make something of 

life. 
5. Being honest works to your disadvantage. 
6. Kindness is almost always taken as a weakness. 

	
SATHU - The truths I have discovered  

1. Several of  my Christian and Muslim friends, make much better Buddhists, than most Buddhists I 
know.  

2. 'Age' is just a number but 'hindsight' makes you wiser. (By then its usually too late!) 
3. Most men don't really love you; they like the idea of loving you.  
4. Most men can't tell the difference.  

 
SATHU - The Greatest Truths I've discovered: 

5. Romantic love dies in  marriage. 
6. Sex is not very important in a marriage. 
7. Family kills  the  core of human freedom. 
8. Behind every successful man-there is a woman.  

             Behind every successful woman-there is another woman watching her kids. 
	
CAMBRIA	–	Five	greatest	truths	

1. 	Kindness	binds	you	to	marriage	the	longest.	
2. Your	parents	remain	one	age	until	you	turn	19,	then	another	age	until	they	turn	64.		And	the	shift	

is	devastating.	
3. Children’s	bodies	are	delightful.		A	gift	straight	from	heaven.	
4. People	are	either	seekers	or	they	are	not.		And	this	is	all	the	difference.	
5. Books.	
6. Having	children	means	living	in	fear.	
7. You	value	everything.		EVERYTHING.		In	retrospect.	
8. Spirituality	is	not	synonymous	with	religiosity.		And	deeply	religious	people	can	be	deeply	evil.	
9. Adults	need	to	look	more	to	children	for	guidance	on	how	to	live	happily.			Children	are	in	touch	

with	their	souls,	their	instincts,	they	accept	what	comes	their	way	and	live	in	the	moment.	
10. Women	–	at	least	after	they	are	married	–	work	much,	much	MUCH	harder	than	men.	
11. A	child	takes	a	life	time	to	grow.	

 
ARIAL - The five greatest truths i have discovered 

1. the world is, has been, and always will be a place of violence and conflict, in which the notion 
of 'world peace' is no more than a naive and impractical proposition. 

2. governments control their people through a combination of mis-direction, misinformation and 
fear tactics 

3. hallucinogenic drugs have enabled me to perceive and confront more truths about myself and 
this life than anything else ever has or could. 

4. i am capable of being as huge a bitch as anyone else.  
5. despite the voice of my education, i believe in magic, myth and mystery. 

	
	
	
BRADLEY - Ten things I hate about my life right now 
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1. The stars are not aligned and haven't been for a long time now. 
2. I have been looking out for a career break for a good year now and 

nothing, and I mean nothing, has panned out. 
3. My tummy won't go down. 
4. Some of my closest friends are no longer in-country and therefore not 

a cup of coffee away. 
5. I am not sure about so much ahead. 
6. I don't have enough me time. 
7. I never seem to get enough sleep. 
8. I don't have enough money in the bank. 
9. There are dreams that are slipping me by. 

	
SKIA - what I resent in my life at the moment 

1. running house 
2. my weight/size 
3. the work load I have to take upon me 

	
LUCIDA – Ten things I detest 

1. The false and defeated lecturers, officials and pig-hog/hog-faced politicians who sprout 
philosophies they do not understand, start useless projects they don’t know how to plan. 

2. Those who try decide on others’ lives, like they are their own. 
3. That what a lot of women of this country do is take loans, put Seetuus. (even the past ruler of 

this land was a person like this). 
4. The endless boasting of many women - men. 
5. Mothers –in –Law. (the world over) 
6. The detroyers of the earth, who destroy the earth. 
7. Doing jobs that one hates.  [teachers/clerks/labourers/ govt employees etc having to carry 

out the fruitless work of others, the fruitless work of the government) 
8. Growing old. 
9. Having to be dependant on my spouse.  

 
PERPETUA - 10 things I hate about my life right now 

1. My skin – it used to be good, now it’s turned against me. 
2. My dandruff.  
3. My erratic menstrual cycle. 
4. Having to drive – cooking, washing up, colicky babies, sleepless nights are all ok – NOT the 

constant driving. 
5. Never having the time (or energy) to finish that last delicious bit of a great book. 
6. Feeling like, somehow, time is running out on me while I cook meals, iron, clean up, scrub out 

the loo. 
7. Having to teach music to students who don’t give a ****. 

 
CHALKDUSTER - What I detest 

1. My first love 
2. Feeding the kids 
3. Searching for a school for my child 

 
 
 
CALIBRI - Ten Things I detest in my life  

1. The empty /dry phrase ‘Aney, I do not have the time no’ constantly leaving my mouth. 
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2. The pressure of my child’s school homework.  [The home work being done/not done  being the 
measure for the concern a parent shows for the child] 

3. Overhearing  the conversations of the mothers that gather at the school gate – being intimidated by 
this talk, believing that I have not done a single bloody thing on behalf of my child’s education, and 
being overcome by a sense of guilt.  [it is true that this feeling passes and I am able to climb out of it – 
but it does unexpectedly eat me up] 

4. Being unable to bring up my child without the help and support of my parents – through this my pride, 
individuality and personality are under constant attack. 

5. ‘you have to be involved/interested in the child’ – having to hear this bloody sermon from parents- the 
child’s teachers – friends – aunts, uncles...  [I don’t understand how I could be more involved) 

6. ‘Do that that way’, ‘Do this this way’ – in spite of me bleating on about the same things over a hundred 
thousand times to my husband, he makes the same mistake, again and again.  [I know wrongs are all 
relative, but no one will thing like tolerate not switching off lights and fans - leaving wet towels on the 
bed - leaving (dirty) underwear in the sink – smoking in front of the child] 

7. My mother phoning me a hundred times a day asking me , ‘where are you?’, ‘what are you doing?’, 
‘When are you coming home?’.  

8. My mother’s and father’s mad obsession about my security. 
9. My mother and my father, in my presence, sprouting my husband’s faults.  

 
 
CAMBRIA	–	Things	I	hate	about	my	life	

1. Having	to	remember	everything	for	everyone	around	me.			And	being	judged	for	forgetting	things.	
2. I	hate	the	fact	that	I	now	get	very	angry	–	its	like	rage	and	I	have	never	felt	it	before.		It	scares	me.	
3. I	hate	the	silent	conversations	I	have,	in	my	head,	with	people	around	me	–	My	husband.	My	

mother	in	law.		My	mother.		My	domestics.	
4. I	hate	having	to	make	elaborate	plans	just	to	be	able	to	write.	
5. I	hate	not	having	the	time	to	make	plays.	
6. I	hate	falling	sick	because	it	eats	into	my	writing	time.	
7. I	hate	everyone	assuming	that	I	will	be	the	first	person	to	compromise	what	I	am	doing	if	

something	goes	wrong	with	the	kids.	
8. I	hate	the	fact	that	writing	and	the	arts	is	so	down	graded	in	this	country.		Its	so	clearly	nothing	

more	than	a	hobby.		And	I	really	hate	this	attitude	when	it	comes	from	people	close	to	me.	
9. I	hate	the	idea	that	by	being	pulled	between	being	a	mother	and	being	a	writer,	I	am	being	half	my	

potential	in	both	and	good	at	neither.	
10. I	hate	the	fact	that	I	am	made	to	feel	guilty	about	not	looking	after	the	kids.	
11. I	hate	the	average	middle	class	conversations	in	Sri	Lanka.			All	people	ever	seem	to	talk	about	are	

vehicles	and	land	and	businesses.	
12. I	hate	being	regarded	as	a	rich,	middle	class	woman.	
13. I	hate	not	being	equally	bilingual.	
14. I	hate	having	to	deal	with	domestics	all	the	time.	
15. I	hate	the	unspoken	words.	
16. I	hate	the	lack	of	passion	–	not	just	sex	but	passion	in	life,	in	conversations	in	objectives.	
17. I	hate	my	current	inability	to	objectively	weigh	the	good	and	the	bad	of	my	marriage.	
18. I	hate	rats.	
19. I	hate	the	way	many	wonderful	women	have	changed	after	they	became	mothers.	

	
	

20. I	hate	the	distance	I	feel	with	my	friends	who	are	not	married	and	don’t	have	kids.	
21. I	hate	feeling	resentful	and	bitter.		It’s	not	me.	
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22. I	hate	having	to	feel	grateful	to	someone	or	another	for	every	hour	I	spend	away	from	the	kids.	
23. I	hate	the	dissonance	I	feel	with	the	people	of	my	country.		I	used	to	be	proud	to	be	Sri	Lankan.		
24. I	hate	this	current	regime.	
25. I	hate	being	so	harshly	disillusioned	about	life	and	marriage.	
26. I	hate	how	tired	I	feel.	
27. I	hate	my	inability	to	launch	myself	as	a	writer.	
28. I	hate	having	to	run	house	and	bring	up	the	children	virtually	on	my	own.	(and	not	even	be	a	single	

parent)	
29. I	hate	what	mosquitoes	have	done	to	us.	
30. I	hate	being	responsible	for	anyone	other	than	myself.	
31. I	hate	the	thought	that	I	will	now	never	be	any	thing	more	than	a	mediocre	writer.	
32. I	hate	having	to	make	excuses	for	incomplete	work.	
33. I	hate	political	apathy.	
34. I	hate	fundamentalists.	
35. I	hate	public	toilets,	now	that	I	have	to	take	my	kids	to	them.	
36. I	hate	being	interrupted	when	in	the	middle	of	a	book,	a	film	or	writing.	
37. I	hate	capitalism.	
38. I	hate	when	artists	exploit	artists.	
39. This	is	a	very	long	list.		I	hate	that.	

 
 
 
Sathu - Things I hate about my life 

1. I hate being around my mother in law.  
 
 
 
CALIBRI - Ten things I appreciate/like most in my life  

1. My son liking me - and spending time with me being an enjoyable experience for him. 
2. Occasionally when looking in the mirror, thinking that I am still look very young. 
3. Me being a stage actress. 
4. Being able to distance myself considerably from any sexual jealousy of other women - and the relief I 

experience from this. 
5. The fulfilment I feel at having creativity within me. 
6. The constant interest I have in the world  beyond my own life – a dream of a community struggle 

towards a better society and being part of that struggle is something that  continuously fades yet 
continuously lights up again within me – the fortification I get from this. 

7. The feeling that I am far advanced in terms of my attitudes from my mother and the women of my 
mother’s generation. 

8. The belief that I am a source of comfort rather than a burden to my husband- children and friends. 
9. My playful character/personality. 
10. To enjoy things I have not experienced in life before – to dream dreams I could not see before – to 

associate with strange and unusual people I could not mixed with before, - the courage, the heroism I 
sometimes feel to do these things.  

 
 
 
 
SKIA - what I really enjoy at the moment 

1. my kids (when they are not demanding) 
2. my being called ‘Amma’ 
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3. my being considered for serious work. 
 
LUCIDA – Ten things I like 

1. I like to belong to an informal community and to formally do something beneficial to the 
welfare of all. 

2. I like to enjoy life.  Without suffering. 
3. I like to live without (forcibly) interfering in anyone’s life and without being a ‘pain’ to anyone.  
4. I like to be not confined to/restricted to/imprisoned within one country, nation, culture, 

rather to travel/experience/explore the whole world freely. 
5. I like to become a grandmother with many grandsons, grandaughters.  
6. I like to, like before, love and be in the embrace of my former lover who I am now married to. 
7. I would like to learn the things that I like to learn, that I could not learn before. 
8. I would like to read, watch the books, music, films, dramas and poems that I have not been 

able to read yet, watch yet, listen to yet.  I like to exchange ideas about them with others.  
 
PERPETUA - 10 things I love about my life right now 

1. My children. 
2. Having a baby still small enough to fit on my hip, to bathe across my knees. 
3. Having two small beings look to ME first, before looking to or at anyone else, for everything – no 

headier  feeling. 
4. Because my husband works a lot of the time, having my kids all to myself. This sounds mean, but I 

LOVE it! 
5. Being truly independent .  Having lived so long under the influence of my parents, I feel so 

liberated knowing that I can take care of my children and myself without any help, if I had to. 
6. Not being over-weight or diabetic enough yet to have to give up ice-cream – truly the food of the 

gods! 
7. The maturity that time and experience has brought me – it influences and enriches everything, 

from my parenting to my reading.  
 
CHALKDUSTER - What I like 

1. That I can sing beautifully 
2. The  period we did the workshops for the ‘SLEEPING BEAUTY’ show. 
3. Driving (not in traffic) 

 
KEFA – When I look at my life, the 10 things I like most about it  

1  To watch my child grow day by day.  To enjoy my child 
2 To see my child discover new words, scraps of information, poems, songs, stories, films 

and books.  To see how my child absorbs these things and grows anew. 
3 To act. 
4 To write a play. 
5 To direct a play. 
6 To live abroad for a while. 
7 To adopt and raise another child. 
8 To travel the world (to set out around the world/to walk all over the world).  To set out 

and meet/enjoy various people, cultures, various places and the treasures in them, to 
learn about their creators, their uniqueness.  To learn about the sky, stars, moon, about 
beauty and ugliness - to learn about all these things and learn how to appreciate them all 
… like the present social realities... 

9 To free myself from all ties and live, all to myself in a world of my own. 
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10 To watch my child grow up to be an adult and see her live a life full of experience and 
meaning (I am sad because I don’t know if this will happen) 

 
CAMBRIA	–	Things	I	love	about	my	life	

1. Being	able	to	sniff	and	inhale	and	engulf	myself	in	the	goodness	of	soft	baby	skin.	
2. The	new	perspective	I	get	on	the	world,	through	my	kids	eyes.		It	really	has	taught	me	a	lot.	
3. Teaching	–	and	watching	my	students	eyes	change	when	I	am	able	to	bring	them	to	some	deep	

realisation	about	life.	
4. Hugs	from	the	kids.		And	having	them	to	cuddle	in	the	night.	
5. Good	conversations	that	I	occasionally	have.	
6. The	knowledge	that	right	now,	I	am	the	uncontested	expert	and	no.	1	person	in	my	two	children’s	

lives.		Everyone	is	slightly	in	awe	of	me	in	this	department.	
7. Being	occasionally	bloody	brilliant	at	being	a	mother.	

	
DIDOT - Five ways in which I have changed (beyond recognition). 

7. I  am extremely cautious about forming relationships. 
8. I surprise myself by how tough I can be (in certain situations). 
9. I have learned to speak my mind. 
10. My ability to confront anything head on, especially if it involves my kids. 
11. My ability to let things go and move on. (In other words, my resilience- it has taken me a 

great many years to develop this quality). 
 
SKIA - Unrecognisable changes in me 

1. I’ve become a total mother, housewife etc 
2. I’ve become very patient, tolerant and diplomatic 

 
CALIBRI - Five ways in which I have changed 

1. My life has become one full of responsibility- almost to a point of being unbearable. 
2. I am now not easily attracted to a man. 
3. Physical relationships are not so important to me now.  
4. I feel a great sense of insecurity – before the birth of my child I had not known this feeling. 
5. I think a lot about the future, now - formerly  I only had ‘todays’. 

 
LUCIDA – Five ways in which I have changed 

1. After becoming a mother I have turned into a person with patience, with great patience. 
2. I think about my husband’s power over me, and how this is oppressive to me, and why, when 

we were lovers, he did not have such a power.  Then I think that I am no longer that girlfriend 
he had, and because I put up with his power and because I depend on it, I am no longer myself 
anymore. 

3. I am changing not with age, but with each experience that I keep on and keep on getting. 
	
KEFA – Ways in which I have changed 

1. The ‘me’ that existed before my child was born was very free.  But now I have become a ‘me’ 
without that freedom. 

2. I am now very stingy of life.  I love life.  (but before, I was not someone who clung on to things 
like this) 

3. I feel that I now have the ability to understand anything as a very normal occurrence. 
4. I am scared to die.  I hope to live for another 20 years at least. 
5. I try to save money. 
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CAMBRIA	–	Five	ways	I	have	changed	
1. I	plan	ahead.	
2. I	read	food	lables.	
3. I	think	for	others	–	(after	having	to	think	for	my	children,	my	domestics	and	my	husband	on		daily	

basis).	
4. I	don’t	enjoy	being	lazy.		It	makes	me	guilty.	
5. I	have	learnt	the	art	of	good	humoured	patience.			
6. I	am	trying	to	learn	to	enjoy	the	journey.	

 
PERPETUA - 5 ways in which I have changed beyond recognition 

1. I’ve actually become religious! 
2. I no longer enjoy sex. (And no, this is not related to the foregoing.) 
3. I’m purged of about 90% of my enthusiasm for all things. 
4. I have become a virago  where my children are concerned, in relation to things that threaten or 

hurt them. I used to be much gentler – I think! 
5. Authority no longer awes me. 

 
LUCIDA – Five things that I think I can change 

1. If my spouse, my lover, starts loving me again, I feel that I will be a different person. 
2. I will be able to change into a free, independent, self respecting woman, when my mother in 

law is no more.  Not only me, her son - my lover and husband – he will also change and love 
me again as he did before. 

3. I change a little when I read something new, watch something new or experience  something 
new.  I like this change. 

4. When I hear about and see women and children who have suffered greatly in the world. 
 
PERPETUA - 5 ways in which I wish I could change 

1. I wish I cared more about how I look. 
2. I wish I loved my husband more. 
3. I wish, TRULY, that I didn’t lose my temper as much as I do now. 
4. I wish I was more conscientious about keeping in touch with people I care about. 
5. I wish I cared more about not being able to do what I love. 

 
KEFA – Five ways in which I wish I could change 

1. If I can be re born. 
2. If I can go back to my childhood, I would shape my life, the way that I want, from that point 

onwards. 
3. If I could change my married life – that is, if I can now be a single woman again. 
4. If I had not had my child. 
5. If I had studied harder than this. 

 
DIDOT - Five ways in which I wish I could change 

1  My habit of procrastination 
2 My desire to be reclusive 
3 My lack of self confidence  
4 My wardrobe. Wish I could be more bold in my choice o clothes… 
5 My habit of daydreaming. 
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SKIA – If I could change 

1. to be a more pleasant person. 
2. To get out of my moodiness 
3. To be able to tolerate the stress I go thru 
4. If I could change from an actress to a writer 
5. To be a more patient and tolerant mother 

 
PERPETUA - 10 things I need to do before I turn 40 

1. Read the Dhammapada. 
2. Lose weight. 
3. Learn to meditate. 
4. Write a will. 
5. Travel more – inside my country. 
6. Give up eating flesh.  
7. Get rid of my insomnia. 
8. Love myself a little more. 

 
LUCIDA – Things I have to do before the next decade arrives 

1. I have to act in 2 – 3 plays, in the very least XXX in one.  
2. I have to finish the book I am writing.  
3. I have to visit, at least once, at least 2 of the countries that I love.  [this is a dream] 
4. I want to go abroad and study drama in a foreign country. [this is also a dream] 
5. I want to once again, love, embrace and uphold my lover and husband, like I did before. 	

 
 
CALIBRI - Ten things I want to do during the next decade 

1. To madly love a man who I desire and who desires me greatly. 
2. To write and produce several children’s plays. 
3. Do get involved in several good plays and give excellent performances.  [To take on types of characters 

I have not, to date, portrayed) 
4. To become writer and to start writing.  
5. For a while to live on my own in a separate place [either here or abroad] 
6. As soon as I can free myself from the constant surveillance/probings of my parents, to move away and 

start living in a place of my own where I can live freely and in the manner that I like. 
7. To meet my former lovers and talk freely with them for hours on end.  
8. To explore several countries that I like to visit.  
9. To complete the MA which has been shelved, time and time again. 
10. To learn to play a musical instrument that I have always wanted to master - to learn to swim- climb a 

mountain- to spend several nights in a jungle. 
 
ARIAL - ten things i need to do before i turn 40 

1. live in another country 
2. tour another country with a play 
3. create a play without words 
4. lose weight 
5. go on a silent retreat 
6. buy waterfront property 
7. sing in public 
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8. learn how to save money 
9. buy a piece of really good art 

10. become more disciplined 
 
SKIA - What I want to do before the next decade 

1. Try to write a play. 
2. Do a new play. 
3. Do a film 
4. Earn money 
5. To follow a course in actor training 

 
BRADLEY - Ten things I need to do before I turn the next decade (ie – 40 or 
50 or 60)  

1. Get my life back on track. 
2. Own a house.  
3. Get my PhD. 
4. See my University friends, both undergrad and grad. I miss them. 
5. Take a long holiday, on my own, preferably to a spa resort far far 

away. 
6. Sing and Act. Many times. 
7. Make sure Amma and Thaththa are financially stable enough to face old 

age. 
8. Be happy. And find the secret to staying happy. 

 
ARIAL - five things i want my kids to know about me  

1. i love them unconditionally 
2. i am a dreamer 
3. i can be pig-headed and arrogant 
4. they make me strive to be a better, more grounded person 
5. i will always try never to judge them or impose expectations on them 

 
LUCIDA - Things my children must know about me 

1. That their mother is a women who thinks freely and independently and who does not like to 
wrong anyone.  

2. That she is a woman who tries to understand  - from everything – that is her experiences, 
books, other forms of media, the lives of people – (she tries to understand) the meaning of our 
lives, our existence. 

3. For their sake, their mother gave up the things she loved most. 
4. That she is a person who likes to do things for herself and often believes only in herself and 

that she thinks that that have to be others like this around. 
5. That I love them truly. That I love their father.  That I believe that their lives must be freer and 

more independent than mine and that I am working towards achieving this.  Yes, on behalf of 
all the girls of their generation, that I am a mother who strives to create a strong, free 
independent world for them and all girl children. 

6. That I want the persons they marry to be real men. 
	
	
CALIBRI – 5 things I want my child to know about me 

1. I love you so much, unconditionally.  
2. I write letters to you- apologizing for being rude to you. 
3. I  am very honest with you…..all the time…… 
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4. I am putting up with every horrible  thing, not because I am timid……but because, I need to give you  
the best I can give…. 

 
KEFA – Things my child must know about me. 

1. How much I love him 
2. That I sacrifice everything that is mine for him, very lovingly.  
3. How hard his mother works to maintain our family. 
4. For the good of her personality, I explain many things with great patience. 
5. She should know that after he arrived, she became his mother’s whole world. 
6. What his mother expects from him is not for him to become a wealthy person.  His mother 

would like him to travel the world, gather knowledge about many things, fill himself with 
experience, be considerate towards others, love, leave behind something good, meaningful 
and valuable for the next generation, and be able to depart from this world happy.  (but no 
matter how he turns out, to his mother, he is always precious)  

7. That, any time she gets it wrong, any time she’s about to fall, her mother is there, to give 
her strength, to give her stability and to give her a hand. 

	
CAMBRIA	–	Five	things	I	want	my	kids	to	know	about	me	

1. When	I	am	with	them,	undivided,	I	delight	in	them.		I	drown	in	the	ancient	wisdom	of	their	eyes.		
The	honesty	of	their	laughter	throws	me	into	the	realm	where	I	am	in	synch	with	everything	good	
in	the	universe.			

2. I	am	two	people.		And	both	of	these	people	love	them	with	a	primal	love,	but	only	one	of	these	
people	wants	to	spend	a	life	time	bringing	them	up.	

3. I	love	that	moment	when	they	drop	their	whole	weight	into	my	body	–	either	when	they	fall	asleep,	
or	at	the	moment	when	a	raging	anger	leaves	them	or	a	fear	stops	following	them.	

4. I	try	to	unlearn	what	I	had	learnt.		Always.	
5. I	love	their	father,	for	the	good	man	that	he	is.		And	I	wish	that	I	could	be	satisfied	with	that.	
6. If	they	turn	into	fundamentalists	of	any	nature,	I	will	die.	

 
BRADLEY - Five things I want my kids to know about me. 

1. I love them. 
2. I worry about them. 
3. They are my top priority, but not the only thing that brings me 

happiness. 
4. I left because I had to. And I did it for us all. Honestly. 
5. I hope they grow up good and kind.  

 
PERPETUA - 5 things I want my kids to know about me 

1. I DON’T enjoy scolding you. 
2. Sometimes, it’s really hard to read 6 bedtime stories in a row. 
3. I want you always to want me as much as I want you. 
4. Contrary to what you believe, I cannot change the world. 
5. I used to be things other than a mother. 

 
LUCIDA – Five things I do not wish my children know about me 

1. That their mother gets angry. 
2. That their mother, unlike other women, does not place on high things like religion, culture and 

ethics. 
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3. That I am not a person who heaps stressful criticism on the extra marital affairs of women 
and men. 

4. That I cannot stand their father’s mother, their grandmother. 
5. That their mother is a fool who, with more eagerness and commitment than is necessary, 

readily allows people who are of little use to her, to exploit her for their own benefit. 
 
CAMBRIA	–	What	I	don’t	want	my	kids	to	know	about	me	

1. When	I	am	writing	or	in	the	theatre,	I	forget	them.	
2. I	wish	they	were	enough	to	fill	me.	

	
Sathu - 5 things I don't want my children to know about me 

1.  If it weren’t for them, I probably wouldn’t stay married to their father. 
2. I enjoy porn. 
3. Their paediatrician is in love with me. 
4. On some nights , lying next to them, I cry bitterly…. 
5. Sometimes there are difficult moments when I hate to hear them call "Amma" 
6. I suffer from depression 
7. I believe that getting married and having children was a mistake I made. 
8. I am addicted to masturbation. 
9. Their father is not my lover in my dreams. 

10. I take anti-depressants 
11. I too tell lies, pick my nose, use bad language, even though I tell them not to – mothers are the worst 
hypocrites. 
12. If I had to do it all again, they would not exist and their father would be one of many men. 

 
MONACO – Five things I don’t want my kids to know about me. 

1. As a child, I wanted to be a boy. 
2. I had a pet dog. 
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TASK THREE 

 
Phone rings. 
 
A – hello? 
 
B - Do you remember when we would stay up in the night to call our girlfriends or 
boyfriends after our parents went to sleep?   
 
A – sorry who is this? 
 
B - I would hang on the phone for three to four hours sometimes. 
 
A – I think you have the wrong…. 
 
B – The phone conversations I have now!  Haha.   Worth recording no?  And so… 
 
(Child screaming in the background.) 
 
A – I’m sorry but…. 
 
B - Let’s do telephone conversations. 
 
A – can you hold on for a sec….  (muffled voice)  no! you can’t have that now.  stop, 
screaming.  (back to the call) Yes, sorry… but who is… 
 
B - Any three phone calls.  Just write them up.  You can pick whatever you want to.  
 
A – sorry I have to go.  (phone clatters to the ground).  Why did you do that?  I was on 
the phone.  You are a naughty… 
 
B - They can be any length…. 
 
C – (child’s voice) HULOOOO?? HULLLLLOOOOOO!   
 
B – And about anything. 
 
Line is cut.   - Beep. Beep. Beep. 
 

FOR SOME REASON – TASK THREE NEVER REALLY TOOK OFF. .. 
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TASK FOUR 
Songs and stories 
 
Before my kids could understand language, I used to sing them 
subversive songs.  (To nice tunes and with the appropriate facial 
expressions, of course).  But the content… well it ranged from 
anything between what I had read in the papers that day to how I 
felt about their father at that moment to how weird it was to 
suddenly have big breasts. 
 
So, I am going to ask us to make up songs and stories for this 
task. 
 
I would like us all to attempt the following. 

1. A fairy tale about yourself. 
2. An action song about sex and marriage. 
3. A children’s story about the current situation in our 

country. (the emphasis being political) 
4. A children’s poem your body/pregnancy/childbirth. 
5. A lullaby about the meaning of life.   

 
If you want to change things around – for example… do a action 
song about our country etc… you may.  You also may expand on 
this and come up with new forms and new subject matter. 
 
The basic principle that you need to stay within is to borrow the 
form from childhood and the content from adulthood and try and 
match the two.  Try and explain the most complicated things to 
the simplest of minds. 
 
Needless to say, we need to go a bit crazy with this one, but let’s 
try, at the end of the day, to gather some clout behind craziness 
– and lets continue to hold on to the truth of our experience and 
the weight of our insight.   

 
One day, not so very long ago, your mommy picked up a pen… 
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SKIA – TASK FOUR - SONGS 
 

SKIA - A song about the current situation in the country                            

Kachal over here – kachal over there 
White vans slow down – boys be aware! 
Picket in a circle – picket for all to see 
Ask for more wages – for you and for me 
 
Thatha leaves for work at dawn – because he has to earn 
Brings us money so that we can go to school and learn 
Amma, so she struggles boiling rice for us each day 
But tell me, what have we really learnt? What have we got to say? 
 
Water in our petrol – vehicles hiss and stall 
Our minister’s on fire – watch him pass the ball 
Pockets full of money and a big fat lie to hide 
Kissing lokka’s feet – while cowering at his side 
 
Thatha’s out there slogging – so that we can sit and study 
But what’s the point with any of this – with any of it now buddy?! 
We live in mother Lanka – where our sad history has shown 
We can never have a learned leader – we can call our own 
 

 

 

 

 

SKIA - Pregnant Period  

Little boy  
When you were in Amma’s tummy 
You could watch her round 
And round more like a ball 
 
A watermelon face 
With legs of an elephant 
A base drum for a stomach 
Yet, she was pretty 
 
Your sweet and tiny feet 
Feather-tickled Amma’s tummy 
Not able to wait, we waited- to see your baby smile 
Tearing off the pages of the family calendar 
 
And then your day arrived 
It was a party here 
Everone had lined up 
Outside the ward room door 
 
Doctor uncle came 
And did his magic trick 
‘Ohah…ohah…ohah…’ 
That’s it and there you were 
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From that day our house did turn in to a battle field 
Kettles boiling water 
Water boiling bottles 
Piles of clothes like mountains 
Amma now forgotten 
All the time you crying – all the time you screaming 
	
	



The	Passing	Stage	–	play	manuscript	–	draft	only	(not	for	public	circulation)	
	

	
Ed	–	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera	
Trans	–	Nadya	Perera,	Hasini	Haputhanthri,	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera			
	

Stages	Theatre	Group	

71	

DIDOT – TASK FOUR – SONGS   
 
DIDOT – SONGS ABOUT THE BODY AND PREGNANCY	
 
MY BODY 
 
My changing body 
Bits and pieces, bits and pieces 
Wriggling out of my too tight jeans 
Hold your breath and pull up the zipper 
Do y’think these jeans will survive dinner? 
 
Is that a new line I see 
I wonder how it came to be 
My face that always earned a second look 
Is now like my daughter’s double ruled book 
(ok, so this is a bit of an exaggeration- Both the 3rd and 4th lines!!). 
 
When my chest was like an ironing board 
All I wanted were boobs to fill my bra 
Now that they are here, I can’t find a cup 
To stop the jangling and hold them up. 
 
 
Pregnancy 
You’re glowing, positively blooming  
And that polka dotted dress is so becoming 
Maybe my new look belly is cute 
But hey you didn’t see me puke. 
 
 
Action song about my body - To the tune of ‘Hands on my Hips’ 
Hands on my hips, what can I see? 
The snug home of my babies  
For nine long months 
It’s stretched  and it’s pulled now 
But I don’t think I care 
 
Hands on my hips 
What can I see? 
The lifeblood of my little ones  
Packed in these breasts 
They make me a  woman 
Who  cares about  size. 
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Action song about pregnancy - To the tune of “Farmer in the Dell” 
 
I just want to pee 
I just want to pee 
I just want to pee 
But someone’s following me. 
 
The toilet door is closed  
The toilet door is closed  
And when that door is closed 
You need to know I want some peace. 
 
No I can’t look at your art 
I can’t give you a juice 
I can’t even take you math  
I’m busting, I need to pee. 
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MONACO – TASK FOUR - SONGS 
	
MONACO – A POEM ABOUT MY BODY	
 
I can't believe it. 
You're really in my face, you know! 
Whether I look this way or that way, 
You're THERE - 
An uncomfortable and awkward shame, 
A nostalgic pincher... 
  
I prided in myself; 
I loved myself a whole lot more. 
But you...... 
                   Look what you've done to me! 
I feel condemned, 
You're in the way and you ridicule me. 
Ask my children - 
Poked, prodded, pinched and punched, 
All good fun for them, of course. 
 
From an 8 to 10... 
From smart formal to casual ++ 
Fitted, crisp shirts to airy, loose tops. 
 
Aney here, 
You're a real nuisance, Stomach! 
 
I'm going to tone you down, 
Starting...well, really soon. 
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SATHU – TASK FOUR – SONGS 
 
SATHY - Song about School 
To the tune of ‘Ayanna Kiyanna’ 

 
A-B-C  - Now repeat after me 
Come along my lil malli 
Natural talents we obliterate – I.den.ti.cal you will be made 
Come along my lil nangi 
A-B-C - Like a parrot say with me 
Come along my lil malli 
Simon says dot your ‘I’s, round your ‘o’s, don’t ask why 
Come along my lil nangi 
 
Do you hear the machines hiss like crazy- Beyond the wall in the school factory? 
Final destination in this noble journey – is a job, is a desk, is a salary 
Competitive exams – be compared and be ranked 
Come along my lil malli 
Come along my lil nangi 
 
Half-hearted teachers by day – teach with gusto at the tuition class if you pay 
Mass produced short-notes change hands 
Knowledge in a capsule – is your only chance 
Jump the queue – get ahead 
Shove and push – just win the race 
Come along my lil malli 
Come along my lil nangi 
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CAMBRIA	–	TASK	FOUR	–	SONGS	
	
CAMBRIA	-	Action	song	about	sex	(to	the	tune	of	Wheels	of	the	Bus)	
	
1.			 The	children	in	the	house	have	

Fallen	asleep.	Fallen	asleep.		Fallen	asleep.	
The	children	in	the	house	have.	
Fallen	asleep.	
After	four	bloody	months…	
	

2.				 Mommy	watches	daddy	
	 Snoring	loud.		Snoring	loud.	Snoring	loud.	
	 Mommy	watches	daddy	
	 Snoring	loud.	
	 After	shaking	him	twice.	
	
3.		 The	kissing	has	to	take	place	
	 Qui.et.ly.	Qui.et.ly.		Qui.et.ly	
	 The	kissing	has	to	take	place	
	 Qui.et.ly.	
	 And	no	biting.		Please!	
	
4.			 The	buttons	on	the	shirt	just	
	 Won’t	come	off.	Won’t	come	off.	Won’t	come	off.	

The	buttons	on	the	shirt	just	
Won’t	come	off.	
Don’t	stress.		I	know	what’s	there.	
	

5.			 Now	it’s	the	part	of		
	 Bumpety	Bumpety	Bump.	Bumpety	Bumpety	Bump.	Bumpety	Bumpety	Bump.	
	 Now	it’s	the	part	of		
	 Bumpety	Bumpety	Bump.	
	 ‘You	close	love?’	‘No.	Are	you?’	
	
5.			 The	Children	in	the	house	go	

What’s	that	noise?	What’s	that	noise?	What’s	that	noise?	
The	Children	in	the	house	go	
What’s	that	noise?	
Fuckaduck!		Another	four	months.	
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CAMBRIA	-	A	LULLABY	TO	MY	COUNTRY	
	
Sleep,	my	people.	
My	dreamless	people.	
My	restless	people.	
Close	your	eyes	now,		
Shhhh	its	ok.	
	
I	know	you	are	tired.	
I	know	you	don’t	understand.	
I	know	you	are	trying	hard.	
I	know,	I	know.	
I	know	you	wish	you	knew.	
I	know	you	remember	what	your	mother	told	you	
The	one	before	me	
Who	rocked	you	to	sleep	
At	a	time	when	life	and	sleep		
Held	dreams.	
	
But	you	must.	
You	must,	sleep.	
Because	tomorrow,		
Has	begun,	somewhere.	
And	to	us,	in	this	land,	
It	will	bring	pain,	and	dishonesty	and	lies	and	fury.	
Once	again.		Yes.		
And	you	will	fight	the	fight	you	fight	everyday	
Remembering	another	you,	another	us.	
Another	time	in	our	country.	
But	that’s	a	dream.		Or	a	memory.	
But	shhhhh,	my	people.	
Rest	now.		
The	two	can	be	the	same.		
	
	
	
	
	
CAMBRIA	-	A	children’s	poem	about	me	
	
Who	are	you?	
I	am	your	mother.	
	
What	is	your	name?	
Ammi.	
	
What	is	your	face?	
Tired.	
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Then,	what	is	your	hand?	
Restless.	
	
Where	is	your	head?	
Far	away.	
	
Where	is	your	heart?	
Here.		Mostly.		
	
Where	are	your	eyes?	
With	you.	
	
What	do	you	see?	
A	lifetime.	
	
What	do	you	know?	
Nothing.	
	
What	do	you	not	know?	
How	to	stop	searching.	
	
Who	do	you	love?	
You.	
	
When	do	you	sleep?	
When	you	sleep.	
	
When	do	you	eat?	
After	you	eat.	
	
	
When	do	you	wash?	
When	I	can.	
	
When	do	you	laugh?	
When	I	forget.	
	
When	do	you	cry?	
When	I	remember.	
	
When	do	you	sing?	
When	I	am	driving.	
	
When	do	you	dance?	
I	don’t.	
	
When	do	you	cook?	
Everyday.	
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When	do	you	clean?	
All	day.	
	
When	do	you	go	to	work?	
I	don’t’	work.	
	
Who	are	you	now?	
I	don’t	know.	
	
Who	were	you	before?	
I	don’t	remember.	
	
Who	will	you	become?	
I	don’t	care.	
	
Who	will	I	become?	
Someone	beautiful.	
	
Who	am	I?	
You	are	my	life.	
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CALIBRI – TASK FOUR – SONGS 
 
CALIBRI – Two Riddles for young minds 
 
1) Riddle One 
The  
• Cooking 
• Serving 
• Feeding 
• Fixing 
• Washing 
• Bathing 
• Cleaning 
• Ironing 
• Dressing 
• Pacifying 
• Rocking 
• Covering 
• Taking to 
• Bringing from 
• Running with 
• Swinging round 
• Explaining 
• Showing  
• Teaching 
• Pleading 
• Aching 

Sometimes night-time crying 
Machine 
Is …. ? 
(Amma). 
 
 
Riddle Two 
The 
• Eating 
• Drinking 
• Lounging 
• Bathing 
• Reading 
• Viewing 
• Writing 
• Disappearing 
• Appearing 
• (late) 
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• Sleeping 
• Snoring 
• Jogging 
• Exercising 
Appuhami 
Is …….? 
(Thatha) 
 
 
 
CALIBRI - A lullaby 
 
Dhoiya, my child, dhoi-baiya my heart, 
My precious-sweet son bai, baiya bai bai, 
Dhoiya dhoi bai, bai, baiya bai-doi, 
My milk sweet, my child, don’t cry, dhoi-bai. 
 
Not ‘amma amma’ tonight my son, 
No, ask for appa, to him call out. 
For before I loose me to myself, my son,  
Let me loose, let me free, for just one night 
 
Drawn milk filling my breasts,  
Plucked herbs gathered at my hips 
Picked veralu fresh in my hands 
For you, my son, who else but you 
 
My newborn love for you, a river 
A river which carried away my wings 
Deeper and deeper, now hidden beneath 
The dream in flight, it floated away. 
 
Scraps and bits and then a nest 
Wall woven wall – it rose on all sides 
Nothing, no nothing, like a secret door, 
To escape, even rarely, and creep back in.  
 
Dhoiya my son, don’t cry, now dhoiya 
Look not for me, this night, but dhoiya 
A chink in the wall, discovered tonight 
Amma will go out – its just for a breath. 
 
If you must wake from dreams and cry 
Call for appa – cry out for him 
Tomorrow before light, before dawn amma 
Will return, my son, my precious, my life. 
CALIBRI - A fairy tale about myself 
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Kalumaali 
 
Now, once upon a time, in a small village in a far off land, in a poor little house, was born a baby.  This baby was 
born in the deepest part of the night.  At the time when even the moon feels drowsy.  As soon as the baby was 
born, the mother and the father knew it was a girl.  Mother and father were so happy.  Because they had been 
hoping for a baby girl.  One year ago, the two of them had had a baby boy. 
 
Now this baby girl was as black as a piece of dodol.  Her eyes, as bright as two stars.  The mother and the father 
decided, together, to name her Kalumaali.  In those days, as soon as a baby was born, the angels in heaven 
come to know about it through their angelic powers.  As soon as they get the news, a number of them come 
down to the land of humans to look at this baby.  They come and they give this baby gifts.  The gifts that angels 
give, cannot be refused.  Also, even though one may not like the gifts one gets, one cannot return them.  And 
what these gifts really are can only be found when a child grows into adulthood. 
 
At the time when Kalumaali was born, those in paradise were in a deep and happy sleep.  And so when the 
news reached that a baby had been born, no one really wanted to break their sleep and go down to the land of 
humans.  But the task had to be done.  Finally, full of sleep and unable to fly straight, two angles made their 
way down to Kalumaali’s home.  They were half asleep and grumpy.  And their eyes were shrouded in sleep.  
They couldn’t see clearly.  The first angel who looked at Kalumaal with no  interest, thought that she was a 
baby boy.  And so she gifted her with hairy arms and legs, a thin line of a moustache, robust legs, muscled 
upper arms – things of importance to a male.  Even though the sleepy second angle was not really thinking 
properly either, she gave Kalumaali gifts one would give a girl.  This is a woman’s heart, a woman’s fear, a 
woman’s shyness, a baby bag in her body, the need to make babies, a nature that easily gives in, gives up and 
forgives, all in the name of children.       
 
As Kalumaali grew bigger and bigger, the results of the gifts bestowed upon her by the angles became 
noticeable.  Where other girl children showed nothing, the hair on her arms and legs grew.  A small moustache 
over her lip.  As other girls chest began to lift and round like two full, beautiful oranges, Kalumaali’s chest 
stayed as flat as her back.  In the beginning Kalumaali didn’t bother about these things.  However, the school 
children made up names for her and teased her.  Flat board factory, Furry, Mousti… Kalumaali was known by 
many names like this.  Kalumaali became afraid to go to places where boys might be.  She wept a lot…   She 
prayed that the angels would take back the gifts that they gave her by mistake…. She made vows, promises…   
But none of these things were of any use… Kalumaali thought that she would never be able to have a 
boyfriend.  She decided that she would become a priest and spend her life in meditation in the jungle. 
 
Kalumaali started to remove the hair from her hands and legs.  There is nothing she didn’t do to get rid of her 
moustache.  In the end she found out that there are lots of other girls with moustaches.  That they had many 
ways of removing these moustaches… Kalumaali also slowly learnt these ways.  There is always some thing that 
is possible to take away something one has in excess.  But, dear lord, how does one make something out of a 
place of nothing?  Breasts… 
Kalumaali, after a while, made herself pillow breasts and started to wear them.  She put on her pillow breasts, 
put on a dress over them and stood in front of the mirror… When she thought about what a precious treasure 
breasts are, her eyes filled with tears… She broke into sobs…  Cursed the angels… 
 
Time passed in this manner… In spite of it all, several princes showed a liking for Kalumaali… In the beginning 
none of them knew about the angle’s gifts.  However, after she got to know them very well, Kalumaali told the 
princes about these gifts.  Amazingly, none of them, after finding out about these gifts, no one abandoned 
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Kalumaali.  It must have been because of the gifts given by the second angle, which made up for the mistake of 
the first angel… 
 
Now Kalumaali is a woman of many gifts…. Actually, she is now a mother… Now, of course, Kalumaali does not 
think much about the wrong gifts she got… Actually she does not have the time or the desire to think about 
these things…. She is now hidden by children…  
 
However, if she ever hears about moustache removing methods, about pretty pillow breasts, she still listens 
with great interest ….  
 
 
CALIBRI – A SONG FOR CHILDREN 
 
THATHI 
 
Once upon a time… 
Once upon a time 
When flowers covered the heavens 
And flowers covered the earth 
I was to thathi, only 
As thathi was to me, only 
Then me?  Me, amma…. 
Nowhere, my love, nowhere 
My little, you were nowhere. 
And, once upon a time, was thathi’s love for you 
As big as the whole wide world? 
More precious than the whole wide world, 
My gem, my treasure 
Was what thathi called me, always 
And did thathi joke and play with ammi 
Once upon a time? 
He said he loved to watch me 
Laugh hard and loud and long 
And thathi, did he sleep so soon,  
Once upon a time? 
He would not even let me sleep 
He had so much to share 
And did thathi take you out with him 
Once upon a time? 
He would never go anywhere alone 
He needed me with him always 
And did thathi give you lots of kisses 
Once upon a time? 
Even in a crowd 
He would grab and kiss me, often 
 
And did thathi not lie like this,  
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Once upon a time? 
…………………………. 
………………………….. 
Why my sweet…. 
Why sweet girl….. 
Baby love, why these tears? 
……………………………. 
Will thathi get very late to come home today  
Ammi? 
I don’t know my baby… 
Don’t cry my baby girl… 
Amma is with you baby…. 
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TASK FIVE 
 

Hello girls. 

It’s time for a little interaction with the group. 

Only on paper though…  

Here’s our next task. 

Each of us is going to put something to the group.  One question.  
One statement.  The question has to be something you are 
struggling with.  Something you just can’t understand.  
Something that you would love to hear others’ experiences, 
views on.   The statement has to be linked to an important 
decision that you have taken. 

I don’t want more than one of each (unless of course you really 
have several burning issues which you can’t choose between 
them).  But if possible, just ONE question.  ONE decision.  
Because the purpose of this is to really narrow and focus our 
attention on the areas that we find most puzzling, compelling, 
difficult or life changing. 

Get to the crux of it and bring it down to a decision you have 
taken and a question you haven’t resolved. 

Put that down on paper and send it to me, I will send it out to the 
group of women.   

The second phase of this task would be how we respond to the 
questions and decisions that the others have sent.  It will be 
these two phases which will form our fifth task. 

Of course, as always, everything will be anonymous. 
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TASK FIVE – IMMEIDATE RESPONSES TO QUESTIONS 
 
QUESTION - 01 
How do you deal with falling(madly) in love with someone outside your marriage? 
 
1 - You run, like mad.  
 
2 - Badly. 
 
3 - Relegate them to the realm of fantasy. 
 
4 - Forget it, it can’t, SHOULDN’T, happen in the first place.  
 
5 - Still struggling with it… 
 
6 – you learn to glaze your eyes.  You learn to  not leave your phone around.  You learn to dream when 
watching TV with your kids.  You learn that you are not how you used to look.  You learn to have no 
expectations.  You learn that its possible to love two people in two completely different ways.  And you 
learn disappointment. (and this last one is ALWAYS like a new lesson).  
 
7 - I definitely go ahead with it. 
 
8 - I am someone who has experienced this fully.  It is fantastic.  Beautiful.  One’s heart and body is 
overcome with an amazing fulfilment.  There are not enough words to describe this.  However, such 
transactions (relationships) hinge largely on sexual need and sexual satisfaction.  The other fact is… it is 
only if this relationship is carried out in secret that this wonder, this attraction, satisfaction, all this 
remains.  If it turns into a normal relationship (having to live together, in the accepted norm) or if it turns 
into a long term relationship, this relationship too will convert into a normal relationship. Because I have 
experienced and seen this for myself, I will never return to such a relationship and waste my time over it.  I 
don’t think that there is any way one can enjoy life, the way one experiences it on one’s own. 
 
9 - If this happens, I would love it.  I will love.  However, I will try, as much as possible, for this not to have a 
bad impact on my child’s psychological make up.  I love my husband.  Because of this, I will endeavor to 
carry on with this in a way that will not bring him down. 
 
10 - Yes! I will not think of anything. I will love him madly. 
 
11 - This is the same problem I also have….  Carefully… sensibly…. Something will start…  
 
12 - If it has started, how do you stop it? 
 
13 - I will love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
QUESTION - 02 
Why does the modern, working mother of today, constantly struggle with the guilt of not doing enough for 
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her children? 
 
1 -  I blame my mother.  
 
2 - I blame all the babble that comes up in all these new child psychology books. It has created a generation 
of guilty parents. But I guess we also try to compensate for the faults of our parents. 
 
3 - Internalized social conditioning 
 
4 - From whichever angle you look at it, whatever you do, however done, the tendency to feel that it’s 
inadequate, will be there…lurking around.  
 
5 - Women always feel more guilty – it’s to do (mainly) with the way society has constructed gender roles. 
 
6 – we are too bloody competitive.  At the end of the day, if we just relaxed a bit more and didn’t want our 
children to be proof of our success – in home management, in decision taking, in parenting etc.... we would 
be a lot happier. 
 
7-Because others made you feel guilty about it. 
 
8 - I think this is question of how one balances one’s life style with one’s responsibilities.  We all know that, 
today, it is not possible to exist without doing a job.  But along with the work that you do, you need think 
well about how you deal with the section called children.  
I think that mothers and fathers have an enormous responsibility by their children.   I believe they are bound 
to provide a good and healthy  (physical and mental) life for the child.  If one is falling short of this because 
of some wrong feeling, I believe, you are responsible for this to some extent.  If there is something that I 
have been able to do on behalf of society, it is my child.  I will lend my highest support to help her for a 
meaningful and loving relationship with herself and with society.  I am prepared to make a huge and 
informed commitment to this cause.  I am happy to do it. 
 
9 -  I don’t have such feelings of guilt.  I do my job, in order to find the money for me, my child and my family 
to live, not with the intention of adding any value to my own personality.  If there is a way for me to earn 
money and at the same time spend time with my child, I will definitely take it up.    
 
10 - Working mothers don’t belong only to their children. Working mothers also belong to the society that 
created them. A child is just only one part of a mother. 
 
11 - Actually, since I am a stay at home mom,  I am relatively less affected by this problem. (this questions 
is irrelevant to me) 
 
12 - If you have guilt, there’s probably something gone wrong there.  This is the reason for this conflict. 
 
13 - God only knows.   

Could happen. 
 
 
 
 
QUESTION - 03 
Does marriage mean I have to keep sleeping with my husband even when I don't want to? 
      and if i don't (sleep with him), am I to blame if it puts a strain on our marriage? 
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1 - Yes, why is this even a question for you? 
 
2 - Mindfuck. If you ever find out, let me know. 
 
3 - No, and no 
 
4 – no response.  
 
5- In a way, yes - unfortunately. Comes with the territory I suppose. Not sure about the “blame” part 
though. 
 
6 – surely he will sense your lack of enthusiasm?  And doesn’t this put a strain anyway? 
 
7 -  1) Not at all but that’s what generally happens. 

2) No. Each person is an individual and he/she has the right to his/her space. 
 
8 - A very complicated question.  It is a common fact that, not just sometimes, but very often, when one 
doesn’t want to, one has to sleep with one’s husband.  And if this is not done, that the marriage will explode 
is inevitable.  Because a marriage rests primarily on sleeping together. 
 
But the marriage that I see is not like this.  This is also one factor.  If a married couple do not have children, it 
is not so problematic when a marriage collapses.  But after a child, this results in a massive psychological 
problem (for the parents and the child). 
 
The wonder of sex lasts only a very short time.  For me, this has now become a very normal experience.  But 
for males, this is an essential physical need.  But if one can possibly balance off sex with love with newness 
with satisfaction, this would be excellent.  But because we are humans we cannot do this. 
 
I believe that it is not possible to blame either the man or the woman for the breakup of  a marriage around 
the area of sex.  The complex and varied woman and man, both, are not the wrong doers here.  This 
becomes a problem, a person becomes wrong only within wider society.  This is the problem.  I was able to, 
without allowing anything or anyone in my life to become an obstacle, in accordance to my own beliefs, 
break away from one marriage.  However, I don’t have the courage to do now, what I did then.  This is 
because of my child.  But even today, I am not afraid to take such a decision.  I don’t think I will be seen as a 
wrong doer by those around me.  
 
9 - That the sexual needs of men and women are permitted to be fulfilled, only through the act of sex that 
takes place between a legal wife and husband is the basic foundation for the Victorian concept of 
‘marriage’.   
 
   If we have entered into marriage, it is because we like to adhere to this traditional definition.  If this is not 
the case, we should not have entered into marriage.  This is a mistake we have, ourselves, made.  Can we 
take from civilization only what we like and reject what we don’t like? 
 
If, at a time when I am not interested, my husband wants to sleep with me, my refusing him is a challenge 
we are making to that Victorian concept of marriage.  A rejection.  And so, we cannot say that he cannot 
get into sexual relations with another woman.  We have to accept every possible consequence that might 
result from this. 
 
The problem (here) is not human rights or our feelings or rape or falsity.  We have entered  into a wrong 
cave.  We have, unknowingly, committed to/sworn to being ready to live amidst its darkness, its stench 
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and its revolting bat shit. 
 
Without coming out of this cave, there is no point complaining/putting petitions that the cave sticks. 
      
10 - There’s no point in asking me this question. You need to ask this from my husband!  As for me, I need 
sex everyday, all the time.  Because it never happens, I want to sleep with him everyday. 
 
11 - Actually, this is a problem for me too…  Because they have made us responsible for this. What a joke! 
 
12 - No. You are not responsible. For marriage is not just a constant negotiation between sheets.  It goes 
further into being a bond which brings about the sharing of everything beautiful (happiness, sadness, 
problems etc). 
 
13 - No.  No. 
 
 
QUESTION - 04 
If you are generally conscientious and caring, then sometimes if you just HATE ( not simple resentment or 
annoyance, but pure undiluted hate) your kids, however briefly, for whatever reason, are you an unnatural 
bitch? 
 
1 - If you are, the world is full of unnatural bitches.  
 
2 - No.  But you’d like to think so, wouldn’t you? Easier. 
 
3 – no response.    
 
4 - No, not at all. 
 
5 - No! It just shows that we are so utterly human. 
 
6 – that rush of hatred is a relief isn’t it?  (but its swiftly followed by guilt, which is so drippy…) 
 
7- No circumstances can make  a person either of these. 
 
8 - It is the world around us that decides if we are devils or bitches.  This is their lot.  It does not concern us. 
To get sick of something is a feeling.  Its another feeling just like love.  What’s to be done if one gets this 
feeling?  There are various reasons for this.  Whether they are right or wrong is difficult to say. 
 
9 -  Not at all.  You are just a normal person.  There are times when I too get completely sick of my child.   But 
I know I am an extremely loving mother.  Unbearable things happen.  A mother is not a goddess who has 
risen above humanness……..  relax and come back to your normal life.    
  
10 - Although the child is mine I have no right to make him suffer.  Yes, if I do this, I am a demon, a bitch.  
 
But dear God, I’m just human.. I can’t be a god. 
 
Whatever I do, I truly love my child. 
 
11 - Not in the least…  Such feelings about your children don’t last hugely long.  They melt like ice.  You 
overflow with love again. 
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12 - I don’t get completely sick of my children like this. But say this does happen brefly, I am still not a 
demon or a bitch.  This is the same loving mother who fed them and brought them up lovingly on milk. 
 
13 - ?  No idea came to me.  
 
 
 
 
 
QUESTION - 05 
Marriage is not about passion is it?  But what if I need passion in my life?  And I do.  Am I crazy and self 
obsessed to believe it will help me to love my husband more – and more easily - if my outlet for passion is 
someone else other than him?  (it can’t be him, not anymore).  Is the risk too much to take?   
 
1 - Marriage is about endurance. Passion doesn’t endure. 
 
2 - Yes. It is too much of a risk, especially if your husband happens to be your best friend. I’d take that over 
a passionate lover.  I’ve thought about it, obviously. It takes passion just to live. Or maybe i’m just too lazy 
to take a lover… I’m done with mind games and the chase. You know, the best thing about growing up is 
realising it’s not all about romance and sex. Such a goddamn relief. Now we can get on with our lives. 
 
3 - Yes, because passion has a short shelf life. 
 
4 - Yes, that passion could consume you, intoxicate you, to the point of losing control of yourself and your 
relationship[(s). 
 
5 - Completely understand your conundrum. It could make a bad marriage bearable, I guess. (although that 
sounds horrible). 
 
6 – I believe that a good marriage is about two really good friends spending a life time together, bringing up 
children together.  No one else can do it.  The friends don’t need to sleep together to love each other 
madly.  And it will be great if they can agree to have affairs outside their relationship.    It.would.really. take . 
the. Pressure. Off. 
 
7- Whatever the circumstances are I would go ahead  with it as I am a passionate person. I love to be loved. I 
love to love and I love to have  sex with a person whom I’m passionately in love. 
 
 
8 - The crazy desire that the wife feels for her husband lasts a very short time.  Actually, it is normal to 
desire an outsider.  If this happens, enjoy it.  But in experiencing this, that one will love one’s husband more 
is a bloody lie.  It’s a way of justifying this to yourself, lying to yourself.  It is not like this. 
 
I believe that once one’s passion for one’s husband dies, it is not possible to ever bring it back to that level.  
Because these are not physical things, they are feelings.  If they dissolve, they just dissolve.  But as life is 
experienced grows more and more, the sexual aspect is replaced by the development of things like spiritual 
bonds, friendship, value, it creates an extremely strong tool to carry on through life. 
 
9 - I don’t think you are crazy.  You are correct.  We cannot expect everything we need from our husbands.  I 
don’t’ believe that in the midst of being ‘husband’ ‘thaththa’, ‘bread winner’ all of this he can also be 
‘passionate lover’.  And I can[t be a ‘passionate lover’ to him either. 
 
Yes… look for this elsewhere.  Return home, and as a satisfied woman, embrace your husband with love….  



The	Passing	Stage	–	play	manuscript	–	draft	only	(not	for	public	circulation)	
	

	
Ed	–	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera	
Trans	–	Nadya	Perera,	Hasini	Haputhanthri,	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera			
	

Stages	Theatre	Group	

90	

Cuddle him with your children. 
 
You have a responsibility, not to cause pain of mind to your husband or children.  Enjoy life, but carefully…  
 
10 - Actually if I really loved my husband that much, if I was crazy for him, if he also loved me like this, and if 
now I have been denied this, I would have this huge gulf inside me no?  So then I will turn to another path no?  
ahh then, if this were to happen, this would mean that, I think, when I love someone else, this would help me 
to actually love my husband.  This is a fat lie, my friend! That is just a convenient lie I have created for 
myself, in order for me to love this other person. 
 
11 - You should not really do this.. but, if your heart is straying, dear God, what does one do? 
 
12 - Yes, actually, if you do this, your marriage will break up.  Bad things will happen.  But I don’t feel like 
telling you not to do it.  Because, I know that you, who live on this great earth, you have the right to enjoy 
life too. 
 
13 - No. 
 
 
 
 
QUESTION  - 06 
Why does life work out for the worst of people, and not for the best of people? 
 
1 - Cos I learned about the ‘Beatitudes’ in church. But if I die and find that my mourning, poverty, meekness 
and purity doesn’t count for much in heaven either, boy there will be hell to pay, literally.  
 
2 - And who are you to decide who the best and worst people are? I wouldn’t buy your book. 
 
3 - Karma 
 
4 - Tell me about it! I think it’s God way of testing us; it takes more guts to be good than bad. 
 
5 - Not really sure how to answer this one. I guess it’s hard to put a moral spin on good fortune and who is 
blessed with it. 
 
6 – it doesn’t.  How do you get through life being so simplistic? 
 
7- ‘naraka minissu’ (‘bad people’)take risks in life. They take risks not because they are bad-they want to 
live the truth. So- called ‘good’ people don’t take risks as they like to be in that particular category to 
please society- but not to please him/her self. 
 
8 -  
 
9 - Who are these bad people?  Who are the good people?  Whatsmore, what does it mean for life to ‘work 
out?’ 
 
If we go to think about others too much, we will not be able to find our own happiness.  When I am a good 
daughter, a good wife, I cannot chase behind my freedom, my madness. 
 
10 - Though it seems that life works out for the bad guys, finally, someday, they will get screwed. 
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11 - That’s a lie. 
 
12 - This will not always be the case.  Good people will be rewarded someday.  Life does not get it wrong 
always. 
 
13 - Don’t know. 
 
 
QUESTION - 07 
We are surrounded by objects/images with sexual connotations.  We have heard that, in the sexual life of 
men, women play a very important role.  However, within a marriage, is such an importance place on the 
sexual relationship?  Tell me, honestly, do you have regular sex with your husband?  What is the 
relationship between your sexual satisfaction and marriage? 
1 - At the end of the day, it mattered more to me that he went out and got the bread in the morning 
without expecting me to do it in the middle of morning feeds.  
 
2 - What is this? A marketing quiz for female Viagra? You terrible woman, I can’t look at something now 
without working about how it is linked to sex. Even just thinking of a hole puncher right now feels downright 
pornographic. 
 
3 - Not regular sex, no. Marriage, after a certain point, turns the spotlight on other things so that sex (or 
the lack of it) stops being the be-all and end-all of the relationship. 
 
4 - Yes I do! I think sexual satisfaction factors greatly in influencing the ‘mood’ of a marriage. It just has an 
uncanny way of feeling good, secure. 
 
5 - If regular means once a week, sometimes once a fortnight! There’s really no significant relationship 
between the two (marriage and sexual satisfaction). As for love, I stopped confusing it with sex long ago. 
 
6 –  as far as I am concerned, my husband is so much part of me that sex with him is … well like sex with me.  
Its comfy, its good natured, its sometimes too much effort, its sometimes surprising.  
 It’s not how I remember sex to be. 
 
 
 
7 - It doesn’t but it should. I think a marriage should essentially have the sex attraction between the 
spouses. 
No, I don’t have a regular sex relationship with him. I have a normal marriage. It could be better I think if our 
sex relationship was better. 
 
8 -  
 
9 - There was a time when I didn’t have sex with my husband even once in six months.  But now I am trying 
to enter into a relationship with him.  Because I feel that the reason he got into relationships with other 
women was because I completely devoted myself to our child and killed the romantic person that he used 
to love… 
 
However, neither him or I feel the need to enter into a sexual relationship with each other….  But we 
pretend.  That we are still attracted to each other… 
  
There is no relation between my sexual satisfaction and my marriage.  Now I achieve sexual satisfaction on 
my own… living in a fantasy.  
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10 - Everyday, I ask myself this questions.  I would really love to hav sex with my husband.  Not weekly.  
Even daily!  But I don’t see any evidence that he feels this need. 
 
11 - Even hearing this question gives me goosebumps. So imagine how this could be, practically... 
 
12 - In order to be vibrant, this is necessary.  In the sense, it’s important.  Although in the beginnings of 
marriage this holds some importance, with the coming of children, with the children getting pride of place, 
its importance decreases. 
 
No, there is no relation. 
 
13 - There is no regular sex. 
 There is no relation. 
 
 
 
QUESTION - 08 
I feel a great disappointment in the present education system.  I would love to keep my child away from 
school.  Do I have to send my child to school?  Can I not send her? 
1 - But are you ready to give up the four hours you have to yourself at the moment? 
 
2 - And you will quit whatever it is you do and home school her? Local schools need to change their game if 
they are to remain competitive, but this is something they can’t do because the ministry is ruled by 
unreasonable idiots who are ruled by murderous megalomaniacs. Go figure. There is a cult called the 
Raelians, which was started by a French racing driver. And they believe that god, the angels, jesus, moses, 
whoever are really aliens. And apparently on this alien planet, children are given brain injections. So they 
don’t go to school because they know everything already and instead spend their time doing artistic 
things.  How come aliens get to have all the fun? 
 
3 -Yes, you have to, and no, you can't. (ok, so I'm an establishment girl) 
 
4 - While I share some of these sentiments, you can’t deny that school is the best playing field to forge 
friendships, acquire social skills and provides a wonderful escape, from the disappointing and ominous 
reality of our world found…just beyond the school gate.  
 
5 - You can, but it would require a solid home education plan. The downside is that as the child grows older 
she may feel she was deprived, especially in terms of  the social experience. 
 
6 – you’re in a tough place.  You need to be convinced either way, or you and the child will be miserable.  I 
would work on keeping her at home. 
 
7 - -- 
 
8 - Actually when I didn’t have a child, I didn’t spare a thought about the existing education system.  But 
since the day the child was born, the biggest problem has been the problem of the child’s education.  This is 
a real headache.  I hate the current existing education system.  It is an idiotically  stupid, impoverished 
education system that produces idiotically stupid, parrots void of any personality. 
 
Actually I would like, very much, to keep my child away from school.  I believe that a child can stay at home 
and learn.  Today we have several ways of learning things very easily (the internet).  When learning like this, 
the child’s knowledge not being limited is the most important thing.  The danger of our education system is 



The	Passing	Stage	–	play	manuscript	–	draft	only	(not	for	public	circulation)	
	

	
Ed	–	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera	
Trans	–	Nadya	Perera,	Hasini	Haputhanthri,	Nadie	Kammallaweera	and	Ruwanthie	de	Chickera			
	

Stages	Theatre	Group	

93	

that, in learning only how to write answers to questions, the child’s knowledge is limited.  I would like to 
keep my child at home and teach her.  However there is a problem.  I don’t know how to provide for my child, 
the social understanding, the experiences, the various results, the variety of life that they would collect for 
themselves through the institution of the school.  This is my problem.    
 
9 -  I also entered my child into school reluctantly.   I put him into one of the so called ‘good’ schools in Sri 
Lanka…  Today he wakes up at six in the morning and goes to school, half asleep.  One day, after work, I 
went home and when chatting to my child on the bed, I asked him…  
 
‘So my love, was today a good school day or a bad school day?’  
 
‘Amma, don’t you understand?  My happiest day is the holiday.  School is never happy for me.’   
 
I felt very sad.  Felt a great guilt.  I was helpless.  I got tears in my eyes.   
 
‘why, baby, do you say school is not happy?  You meet your friends.  You have play time.’  
 
‘in school we are not allowed to do anything other than what the teachers tell us to, amma...’   
 
What do I do?   Say ‘ok son, let’s stay at home.’......? 
  
Say ‘every child has to go to school and learn’?  
  
Poor little ones.  Poor us, also. 
 
10  - The education system in Sri Lanka sucks. But a child has to learn to adapt and work within 
institutionalized educational system.  This is important for the material and spiritual existence of the child. 
 
11 - If I could, I swear, I would keep them at home.   
I am exhausted because of this problem. 
 
12 -  In order to get used to/adapt to this existing system, a child definitely needs to be sent to school… If 
not, their future…. 
 
13 - Can’t. 
 
 
QUESTION - 09 
Why can’t I hide my tears?  Why do I spill al my emotions in front of everyone?  Why do I feel that no one 
loves me?  though I know it is these very naïve feelings that are preventing me from achieving my goals, 
why can’t I rise above them? 
1 - You’ve got issues, and you are not alone.  
 
2 - Oh, puh-leeese. Bring out the violins. 
 
3 - Lack of self-control - the most dangerous thing in the world, contrary to the 21st century "Let it all out 
and be yourself" philosophy. And the reson you feel no-one loves you is because you're not a hypocrite and 
know nothing about the game of social skills - more to your credit. 
 
4 - I wish I were like you, I wish people could see how I feel.  
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5 - These aren’t naïve feelings but you need to get in touch with yourself, turn to what makes you happy 
and strong, to forge ahead – you can do it. 
 
Your emotions, and what provokes them are real, and NOT to be dismissed or trivialised. It’s generally hard 
to rise above anything that is unresolved, but for your own sanity it’s best to let some things go. 
 
6 – how did you make it past the age of seven? (months) 
 
7- It is because you have self pity. And also because you are selfish. 
 
8 –  
 
9 - You don’t have confidence in yourself.  We have to get used to building our self confidence.  This can be 
done….  It can be done with determination.  Don’t cry….  Don’t expose your feelings in front of everyone…   
 
10 - People cry when they are weak!  To be human is to exist in a moment that swings between weakness 
and strength.  When you need to cry, you have to cry.  That’s all. 
 
11 - Aney I, of course, don’t cry for anyone to see.  This is not relevant to me. I think, I feel that everybody 
loves me.  That love is important to me. 
 
12 - Don’t know. 
 
13 - Because you have no personality. 
 
 
 
 
 
QUESTION - 10 
Is it not so that though the ‘truth’ that we come to recognize as love, differs from person to person, it 
really is essentially the same? 
Is there something wrong in the manner we raise questions about this?  And does this lead to problems 
between us? 
I want to love, to enjoy love.  But, I can’t. 
 
1 - I don’t understand.  
 
2 - You are either obsessed with romance, in which case, you’re in trouble sister, or you’re frigid or abused 
in some way – which is also trouble, really.  There’s a difference between ‘can’t’ and ‘wont’.  
 
And yes, real communication is harder than we realise and I think it’s linked with how much of our brains we 
are able to use and social conditioning.  
 
We have so many filters – the conscious, unconscious, sub-conscious, the id, the super id, the ego and so 
on and so on. Plus the filters that society imposes on us – god, they’re countless.  It conditions our speech, 
our supposedly ‘instinctual’ reflexes, our bodily movements…so ‘truth’ is also conditioned and conditional. 
I can go on an even wider tangent  about Nature V. Nuture, but we all went for the lecture, right? 
 
I am an eternal optimist in many ways,  and I hope that as we evolve over the millennia, neuroscience will 
take great strides forward in learning what the brain is actually capable of, and I think this will have an 
impact on how well we communicate and therefore our relationships as well. I guess that’s where the 
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optimism comes in – dinosaurs were around for 270 million years or so in comparison to our 6 million (read 
2 thousand, if you are a Creationist), so we have a while to go yet and maybe the sky will fall on our heads 
before we find out! 
(Or see a shrink about your intimacy issues. Or leave him.) 
 
3 - Love is always filtered through psychological, social and economic screens, though its core is, as you 
say, essentiaaly the same. 
 
4 - I don’t know. Love means different things to different people. Like a chameleon, it changes hue…and 
intensity.I think, conflicts arise when we fail to ‘pick up’ on someone’s need for love, to give love when it’s 
demanded… 
 
5 - Disappointment usually comes when there is a clash in our expectations. The way we express love can 
only be effective if it is received in a like manner, and vice-versa of course. Or atleast if there is an 
appreciation and understanding of different expressions of love. 
 
6  – love is not an intellectual experience.  This is your block.  Stop analyzing the lack of it. 
 
7-  1)  Yes. 
       2) Yes, that is one reason and also how each individual needs love, the shape of it is different. 
 
8 -  
9 -  We are different people!  Two different people can’t get ‘married.’  This is a bloody trap…  Love and 
marriage … utter nonsense! 
 
10 -The expression of love differs from person to person. This causes problems. 
 
11 - I can love completely.  But there is no body…. 
 
12 -Yes.  This really may be the case. I also have these problems.  So how do I answer? 
 
13 - Yes. (it’s the same).   
 No.  (it depends on us) 
 Why is this…? 
 
 
QUESTION - 11 
Is there no one that I can get into a special, passionate relationship with?  If there is, PLEASE tell me. 
1 - I know someone.  
 
2 - Jesus .Christ.  
 
3 - NOTHING betas your relationship with yourself. 
 
4 - There is but you have got to wait…patiently. 
 
5 - Wish I could help, babe. But this is a really tough one. 
 
6 – OK. 
 
7 – It depends on  each individuals’ choice. I can’t choose for you. 
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8 –  
 
9 -  Keep searching/Search … search consciously … you will find it…. (But?) Remember that newness 
always moulds after some time. 
 
10 - The best thing is to keep believing that such a person doesn’t exist anywhere. 
 
11 - And if you meet someone who just doesn’t suit you, again….. you need to think about this – not a 
little…. A lot. 
 
12 - Every relationship is like that in the beginning...fresh, that is. 
 
13 -There is no one at all. 
 
 
QUESTIONS - 12 
After becoming a mother, should a woman necessarily focus on family and children, forsaking all else, that 
she has built up for herself? 
1 - NO. Enough said. 
 
2 - It is each individual woman’s right to make that choice, and everyone else should just shut the fuck up. 
 
3 - Until the kids leave home, yes. 
 
4 - Never, you can’t pack away the person that you are, have been, for 20+ years! That’s like tearing down 
your personality, identity! 
 
5 - No, but we often do, don’t we? 
 
6 – family no.  children, yes. 
 
7 – No, you have to balance it. 
 
8 -  
9-  Are you mad?  Crazy?  Bring up your children and go to work.  Even if others don’t value your work, if you 
value it, tell them to go to hell and you do your work.  Being a good, loving mother and a busy woman are 
not polar opposites.     
 
10 - No… Not at all.. But of course if you don’t have the support of the others in your family, you have to 
stuff your individuality! 
 
11 - Not at all. But, this is exactly what we have done. 
 
12 - No. 
 
13 - At times, yes./Sometimes 
 
 
QUESTION - 13 
is it wrong to believe that humans are polygamous by nature and that love and loyalty are not defined by 
sexual monogamy? 
1 –  
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2 –  
 
3 - Of course you're right! Sexual monogamy is an imposition, by the dictates of what i'll loosely call 
civilization, on our core human/animal impulse, which is to reproduce in order to propogate the race. If not, 
how does one reconcile polygamy and polyandry in other cultures with their absence in cultures like ours? 
Monogamy is a cultural decision, re-inforced by millenia of social conditioning. Polygamy/-andry is a gut 
instinct. 
 
4 - ...a rather circuitous, slightly confusing question for me! I guess what you say, makes sense.   
 
5 – 
 
6 – it is not wrong to believe this.  If we all bloody agreed on this a lot of people would be much, MUCH 
happier. 
 
7  -- 
8 - 
9 -  How can it be wrong to believe the truth?/ how can a real belief be wrong? 
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TASK FIVE – IMMEDIATE RESPONSES TO DECISIONS 
 
DECISION - 01 
 
My child says – amma stay at home.  I am lonely without you, I don’t want you to leave…. But I can’t do 
anything.  Thought I want to stay back with her, since the option of not working is not mine, even thinking 
about it is futile. 
1 - In the end she will respect you for having followed your heart.  
 
2 - I’m not a housewife. I could never do this. I’d go mad. 
 
3 - I SO feel for you. I know what it's like to close a door on an unhappy child. 
 
4 - I am grateful that I’m not in your position…my heart goes out to you. 
 
5 - I have found myself in a similar predicament and feel a terrible sense of guilt when I leave my children to 
go to work. My children are totally dependent on me, and suffer terrible separation anxiety when I am away 
from them.  
 
6 –  sorry, but I don’t believe its not an option.  If its killing you so much, make some other changes. 
 
7 -  All children  would prefer their parents to be with them all the time but if we do that the world will stop 
there. 
 
8 - My husband travels extensively, but somehow they accept the fact that dad has to go away. On the 
other hand, ever since I had my kids I have felt all my ambitions wane and realise that I am very willing to put 
my own aspirations on the back burner.So I think we are shaped by the expectations society imposes (if 
unconsciously), that a woman’s primary role is to nurture the family. However, I also suffer from the guilt of 
not doing enough to contribute to the family coffers. I feel like I am expected to juggle everything, and I just 
can’t and don’t want to  do that anymore. 
 
9 - Yes.  At the time when it’s necessary to earn, we and our children are separated from each other.  Is 
there no way for us to get rich…?  Until the child is a little older, a way of not going to work? 
 
10 - I have to place restrictions on my work.  Because when there is a child, I do not belong to me only. 
 
11 - But what to do? There are so many things we can’t change. If we try to change them we will end up 
really helpless/dependent?. 
 
12 - This is the truth.  It’s difficult to live without working.  The child needs some training to accept this. 
Because of this you should go to work.  
 
13 - Yes.   
 
 
 
 
 
DECISION - 02 
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The most extraordinary, unexpected thing happened to me a couple of months ago. It has played havoc 
with the "balance" I have maintained in my life all these years, and is so uncharacteristic for me that even 
now, when it's all done and dusted (is it, ever though?) I find it hard to comprehend what really happened. 
I decided to walk away. Completely, and not to ever, once look back. This decision has taken a  devastating 
emotional toll, affecting every aspect of life. But, what to do? 
 
1 - I hope you found a new balance and that you are happy,  
 
2 - In awe. 
 
3 - Again, I feel for you. You're not alone, if it helps. 
 
4 - Sometimes ‘balance’ can be boring and, I think, there’s a subconscious desire – in most of us – for the 
‘unexpected’…  
 
5 - -- 
 
6 – wow…  Do either of them know? 
 
7 – One should not try to do  anything by force. Let the heart, mind, life take its own pace. 
 
8 -  
9 - It’s not clear to me what this decision is.  What kind of experience did you face? 
 
10 - If it’s a problem created by me, a problem brought on by me a problem belonging to me, then I need to 
think carefully before I decide to give it all up again! One sided decisions are always blind. 
 
11 - We feel like giving up many things very quickly in life. But our psychological state changes from second 
to second. We have, a hundred thousand times, looked back, after saying we would never look back haven’t 
we? 
 
12 - Leaving everything behind and leaving is difficult.  Because we move forward in life with these bonds. 
 
13 - Yes.  What to do? 
 
 
 
 
DECISION - 03 
I would like to get into a new relationship – all to myself.  Whether it is good or bad is completely irrelevant 
to me.  I like to have a relationship where the mere sound of a voice sends shivers down my spine.  I am 
tired.  I have gotten fed up with a lot of things.  Why is this?  Why do I not have a moment to just BE, to 
breath deeply?  Its amazing.  When I get into my car I drive like a maniac.  (I enjoy that) but it is dangerous. 
 
1 - Pause.  
 
2 - You don’t know what you want. 
 
3 - Re-discover your husband (yes, it CAN be done!), and take the bus. 
 
4 - Well, I hope you don’t drive around like that with children in the car! Like tending to the flowers and 
plants in the garden instead of merely watering them, we need to look at ourselves more closely, 
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deliberately. I say this because relationships, children, work, all take so much of us that you sometimes end 
up not tending to yourself. You’re substituting fun, quality time that you deserve for yourself, with 
dangerous driving – at the moment that’s all the adventure you’re getting! 
 
5 – It does become irrelevant whether it is good or bad, when you feel so strongly that you deserve to have 
something, just to yourself.  
 
6 – my hunch is that you be destroyed by a new relationship.  You need to be more together to handle 
anything like that.  For now, you will need to stick to that control you get over the car. 
 
7- 
 
8 – I have been in this situation.  I have seen how, then, I try to justify my decisions.  That I need something 
that is completely mine, that I can’t and don’t share with anyone else.  The reason for this is that everything 
else that I do, is centered around the other people in my life.  Uthkrushta – however selfish a hypothesis this 
could feel like, I believe that in our lives, it is important that we need to have something of meaning that we 
call our own.  
 
9 - Many of us feel that the closest, only and easiest way we can conceal the emptiness within ourselves is 
to start another relationship with a ‘new’ man.  But this is wrong.  It’s s death trap.  Is it only men who can 
tingle the hearts of women?  Can’t we find other things that will stir us?  Its true, when one is attracted to a 
man, in the first two or three months, one feels the warmth of a strange fire… but this diffuses very 
quickly….  possibly burning us a bit more as it does.. 
 
Look around for something else, to stir your heart… 
 
10 - You will only get a temporary relief from relationships that give your life a kick.  However, you cannot 
put a price on the endless pleasure you could get out of such a relationship in a situation where life is taken 
so serious all the time. 
 
11 - We want to experience truly amazing things. There are many things we love.  But how do we begin and 
how do we end these (things?)? 
 
12 - How wonderful it would be if we can own every experience our heart desires? 
 
13 – This is true.   
 
14- Why not. You should indulge in an affair if you can bare and face all the consequences. It’ll make you a 
new person and it’ll give you ammunition?/ambition? to live. 
 
 
 
 
 
DECISION - 04 
Though I don’t feel like sleeping with my husband, I have decided that it is better to give him priority over 
how I feel, simply because I cannot deal with the repercussions. 
 
1 - You sound so defeated.  
 
2 - I could never fake it. 
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3 - GOD, I'm so with you. The repercussions are SO not worth the dubious delight of exercising your right to 
control your sex life. 
 
4 – no response.  
 
5 - I agree, the repercussions are just not worth it and it will be another thing to deal with.  
 
6 – what are the repercussions?  Are they only imagined?  Is it how you think he will react?  What you think 
will happen to your relationship?  Or have you actually experienced this? 
 
7 – If you can do that it’s great. Don’t sleep with him for that reason. Sleep with him to make him happy. 
 
8 – The repercussions are just not worth it.  Apart from that, I also feel bad about depriving my husband of 
something he obviously needs. 
 
9 - Do this for as long as possible as see.  Can you pretend that you are satisfied?  When you face an 
unbearable exhaustion, take another decision. 
 
10 - Sexual satisfaction is (also) intensely personal.  Whether it’s him and me doing it, or me doing it by 
myself, there is, indeed, a difference.  But if he can’t/doesn’t want to, what am I to do?  Anyway, God help 
me if I take a decision like this. 
 
11 - Isn’t that what we are doing already? 
 
12 - I am there too. 
  
13 - This is true. 
 
14 - That within a marriage, it is the duty of the wife to satisfy the husband is a theory of Asian culture.  So 
here, who satisfies the wife?  The extramarital lover?  Within Asian culture, satisfying the husband is one of 
the responsibilities of the wife.  If this is not fulfilled constantly, there is a theory that has built up in society 
that the husband will go astray.  Even men, create this situation in order that they may go in search of 
variety.  Then the woman is in a helpless situation and falls into a situation where she has to keep afloat the 
family for the sake of the children.  And sometimes this kind of unhealthy situation between the parents 
can have a bad impact on the children.  In a situation such as this, the woman always believes and society 
will have her believe that it is she who has to control all of this and preserve all of this.  Because of this, the 
woman, will fulfil what she even dislikes, as an obligation. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DECISION - 05 
I love myself only. 
Because of this, I use other s to keep me happy.  When the other person resists being used like this, I get 
angry.  This is when the problem arises.  
As long as I don’t depend on others, I will not suffer in the name of love. 
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1 - I saw a cheesy movie recently and someone said the person with the power in a relationship is the person 
who cares/loves just a little bit less than the other. I think it’s important to maintain that power. Cos you 
keep a little bit of yourself 
 
2 - Self-righteous. 
 
3 - This is one statement that is spot on. THIS is real understanding. 
 
4 - Oo...kay, bit selfish, bit insecure, no? 
 
5 – Ok, this one is pretty complex and one of the most poignant decisions I have read.If I were to analyse it, I 
would say that these thoughts spring from an almost desperate need to be desired and loved. 
 
6 – of course… on paper.  But how do you ever apply this to life, if you are not mr. spock? 
 
7 – That’s very true. This is something I cannot do. I depend on love and the person I love 100% . 
 
8 - I may be way off base, but I really don’t believe you when you say that you love yourself only. Your “self-
centredness” is really a defence mechanism, something you have adapted to keep yourself from getting 
hurt. I hope you find someone worthy of your love,someone who can handle your honesty and understand 
your complexity. 
 
9 - It is this dependency that is the cause for pain.  But then, who is not a dependent?  Physically or 
mentally? 
 
10 - Yes, this is, indeed, the truth.  It is only if I expect something from the other that I will suffer.  I have no 
expectations.  Because of this, even if I lose him, there is no sadness.  
 
11 - Though a lot of the time we talk a lot, we are always dependent on others. (or – however much time we 
spend talking about this) 
 
12- I am on the other end of this, when it comes to love.  I depend on the other.  Because of this, I 
constantly suffer from (what I see as) the lack of love. 
 
13 - Absolutely right. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DECISION - 06 
Sartre got it right when he said "hell is other people" - human beings suck. 
 
1 - No, despite it all, I know some great folks and I won’t give into seeing it your way.  
 
2 - Depressed and repressed or suicidal. 
 
3 -  
 
4 - You’re right, but we are stuck with the lot…have to make the most of it. Stop complaining and get on 
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living. 
 
5 -  
 
6 – and who are we to disagree with Sartre … right? 
 
7 – I don’t think so. It’s we, our mind and the situations we are in make them the satans or angels.  
 
8 -  
 
9 - Aney I don’t know…  People both a curse and a blessing.  If we can expect from these people, only what 
they can best (most easily) give us, then it’s alright/sorted/fine.…… of course with bloody worthless, 
annoying people, the only thing is to chase them out and wash the house out, to get rid of the smell.  It 
depends.. 
 
10 - However, my dear, if you let go of other people, you won’t have an existence.  I remember Berenger in 
Rhinosorous.  Just to live is to lie.  Whatever said, to some extent (either more or less), we all depend on 
someone.  If you want to minimize suffering, sadness, you have to make up your mind that, while you try to 
honestly enjoy (connect with) the other, you also need to sacrifice yourself for the other person, at least a 
little.  
 
11 - Not all the time no? 
 
12 - I don’t think like that. People are varied.   Fascinating.  We are the ones who turn them into curses. 
 
13 - Sometimes.  
 
 
DECISION - 07 
I risked everything and left.  
 
1 - And I have never doubted the truth of my decision.  
 
2 - Ballsy. I struggled for a long time with this, until I realised that the father of  my children knows me better 
than anyone else, and  that I love him even though things are bad , and that he is an amazing father . 
 
3 - Was it worth it? 
 
4 - You’ve got guts, I hope it was worth the risk and yielded what you wanted. 
 
5 - Wow..I am gobsmacked and don’t really know what to say. I admire someone who can do that because I 
know I will not be able to 
 
6 – should’ve. Could’ve.  Would’ve.  But didn’t.  yet.  Let’s see what tomorrow brings. 
 
7 – Great attempt. 
 
8 -  I admire someone who can do that because I know I will not be able to go through with it even if I 
desperately wanted to. Then again, I guess we will never understand the strength we possess unless we 
put it to the test? 
 
9 - You must have felt relieved… a relief you never experienced….  My best wishes, heroic woman! 
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10 - In this system, such a decision would be dangerous for me to take.  Before taking such a decision, I 
would have to grapple with it strategically. 
 
11 - I am, of course, scared..  
 
12 - Leaving everything carries danger. 
 
13 - Superb. 
 
 
DECISION - 08 
I have decided that when one moves on with the difficult life which is one’s lot, thought one may not 
experience any pleasure, if one tries to please others, this will bring you some pleasure. 
1 - I know a lot of people who go through their entire lives believing just that. 
 
2 - Yes. 
 
3 - Perhaps, yes. 
 
4 - Ditto 
 
5 – I think that when you focus on others, it helps you survive and get by from one day to another. Atleast 
that is my experience. 
 
6 – and so were born generations of martyr women – our mothers and their mothers before them.  This shit 
needs to stop here.  With us.  Please.  
 
7 – I wish I could be like that. 
 
8 - At the same time, I don’t want to wake up one day when I am 65 (if I am still alive) and look on my life 
with nothing but regret. I don’t want to think that I missed out on those moments that could have given me 
joy and pleasure simply because I couldn’t take risks. I know this is easier said than done, but even as I focus 
on every one else other than myself, I am constantly aware that I am blocking out a part of myself that is 
vital for my own wellbeing. 
 
 
9 - This is a stupid bloody idea!  You very well know this, though you wrote it for lies. 
 
10 - Yes, I agree with this decision. I will also, in a situation like this, take a decision like this. 
 
11 - I think I am already doing this.  This is what happens from me to others. 
 
12 - Good no? 
 
13 - Good, if you can. 
 
 
DECISION - 09 
That feeling that I have spent enough time in marriage is something that recurs frequently.  The life I lead 
now is monotonous.  However, because of the child, it is something that I am scared to even consider.  
Because my main desire and goal is to make my child’s life meaningful and beautiful.  Because of this I bear 
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everything.  This happens (this is not due to any fault of my husbands) because of our inherent human 
nature.  Because we like variety/change.   
I have decided that because of this child I will never break away from this relationship. 
 
1 - Your child will be the first to sense your unhappiness.   
 
2 - Aiyo. 
 
3 - I have decided the same. Let's stick it out to the bitter end! 
 
4 - Life is an ever evolving phenomenon. Nothing stays the same. But there are the constants, like the sun 
that watches the planets orbit around; the core of the Earth sits tight as the tectonic plates on its crust 
plays havoc. The epicentres. You, are a mother, an epicentre, a constant – without which family and 
children could not exist. You’re right to stay, the variety? Make it, find it, within  yourself and with your 
child.     
 
5 – -- 
 
6 – I am in the same place, though I don’t know what my decision is.  What IS this beast within us? 
 
7 – I think whatever the problems we face, its good to be together for the sake of the children but one 
should not sacrifice your precious life only for that as even the child may suffer at the end of the day. 
 
8 -  
 
9 - When your child is older, when she can properly understand, leave… i am going to do that too…. 
 
10 - It’s like this. If my child is happy because of my husband, and he is a great strength in her life, then I 
agree with this decision. But, if he treats me and my children with the rot of rottenest regard, I would 
explain to my child what we will gain by leaving him. 
 
11 - True…..but who knows what might happen? 
 
 
12 - If we only had the ability to stay within these bonds/confines and still fill our lives with variety, how 
beautiful ours and our children’s lives would be? 
 
13 - No. 
 
14 - Marriage is, according to me, finally a negotiation/give and take.  Some young men and women, carry 
on in their affairs for years on end, and believing that they have understood each other, enter into 
marriage.  Though they may have understood each other, as they commence their life together, the 
newness of it shatters.  Everything that needs to be inspected by them has already been inspected.  
Because of this, in a very short period, they could be veer off in search of variety.  Sometimes the variety 
that they search for is not (in) love.  What they need is only sexual variety.  However, whether this is a 
(completely?) civilized act is a question/problem.  There could be a problem with their own conscience.  
Then, one has to, unwillingly, remain within the prisons of the household/family unit.  But this situation can 
be avoided by focusing the attention on the children.  But, whether this is a healthy situation, is a question.      
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DECISION  - 10 
I have decided, for my own sanity, that sex is overated.  The media is crazy.  Everyone is not always having 
sex.  Though everyone pretends they are.  Married people don’t have sex.   Or when they do, it’s not great. 
 
1 - But it is! Or was! 
 
2 - I don’t think it’s overrated! That doesn’t mean I feel the need to do it all the time. 
 
3 - Can you PLEASE talk to my husband? Of course you're right, and isn't this world sad? 
 
4 - Speak for yourself honey! But seriously, set your own benchmark and you’re right, sex is over-rated, but 
it is so integral for the wellbeing of a marriage. 
 
5 – The most telling phrase in this decision is “for my own sanity”. It reveals a process of justification you 
have used to protect yourself from your present disillusionment. 
 
6 – much of the excitement of sex is not in the act but the anticipation.  The illusion.  This is the issue.  
 
7 – Yes, true. Married people don’t have that kind of sex but sex is essential for the society to be happy, 
energetic and fresh. 
 
8 - Everything you say points to an intensity of feeling that shows up your needs as a woman.What can I 
say? I guess we all “settle” for things in life because we have no other choice. What you say might be true 
to a great extent, and yes, the majority of marriages are dull and devoid of passion, but does that mean it’s 
wrong to still hope we can find the gratification we need? Is it really that impossible? I don’t know the 
answers,but I think we all have a right to experience something amazing atleast once in our lifetime. 
 
 
 
 
9 - Superb!  Absolutely right…. Now I know that I am not suffering from some kind of special illness!    Thank 
you for this revelation. 
 
10 - Yes, so let’s make up our minds that this is so, shall we?  One can’t say that it is because of the media 
alone that people are sexually frustrated.  It’s a very human need.   Maybe this need is bypassed because 
we have (around us) enough physical things on which we can focus our attention. 
   
11 - True….It’s not the way it was during the courting period.   Now it’s a case for waiting for it to be over… 
(sex) 
 
12 - Yes. I accept this. 
 
13 - Absolutely Right. 
 
 
DECISION - 11 
In a marriage, should a woman and a man necessarily live in one house?  We all have our own habits, our own 
schedules, our own secrets.  I am now tired of locking horns with these issues repeatedly.  And what’s 
more, when we compare these issues with larger issues which we have not even experienced, they are very 
petty and small. 
 
If there comes a day when we make enough money to build out own place, I will build two tiny houses in one 
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plot of land.  My husband will live in one.  I will live in one.  We will get together in one of the houses only 
when we want to .  then we will part  the child can stay where he wants, when he wants. 
 
1 - Even the best of marriages, it’s best to have two washrooms.  
 
2 - Seriously though, wouldn’t that be ultra cool? I fantasise about it.  That’s what Frida Kahlo and  her 
husband Dego Rvera did. 
 
3 - No. My children need the feeling of security that two parents together in one space provide. Your idea's 
great, but I just wouldn’t do it. 
 
4 - Uh-ha…do you watch a lot of the Dr. Oz, Oprah and other such shows? 
 
5 – Love this one – Sacrificing ones independence to a relationship seems totally unnecessary to me, and I 
think this must be a key factor in the breakdown of relationships. 
 
6 – I love this idea.  If I can’t achieve it in my life time, I will make sure my children do. 
 
7 – To a certain extent we need our freedom and our own space. But one needn’t live in two separate 
houses for that. You can manage that with time. 
 
8 – If more people think this way and value each other’s space I think we can actually hope to form 
productive relationships. But, (sorry!)how many of us will have the guts to follow through on such a plan? 
Also, I think it will be extremely difficult to find two people (within a relationship) sharing and agreeing on 
the same ideas.  In an ideal world, yes, of course.... 
 
9 - A good suggestion!   But how can we – who can’t even build one house, build two?  Then it’s not 
completely impossible….  Must give this idea to a good architect and get an estimate.  It really is a good 
suggestion.  Having two gates to enter into the two different houses might also work.  There would be no 
need to snoop into who comings and goings….  It will be a fantastically healthy marriage life!   
 
10 - I can’t even think of(making?) such a decision.  I am used to, addicted to, this system. 
 
11 - I too would like to…. But when, with two houses, not even one is in any fit state… 
  
12 - I, of course, don’t like this. 
 
13 - Really, this is a good idea… 
 
 
 
DECISION - 12 
The decision to throw away the education, training, experience and creative ability that one has achieved 
and become a full time mother and house wife. 
 
1 - I hate that it’s a choice. Its 2011.  
 
2 - It’s never too late to make a choice. If you want to. Children grow up. 
 
3 - Let's try to re-channel these acquisitions into motherhood, shall we? 
 
4 - You are not throwing away anything, just re-channeling your resources for a different cause. 
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5 –  
 
6 – you will continue to be unhappy if you see things so categorically.  You are now in a no-win situation.  
You have to believe what you are doing, either way. 
 
7 – That person would never be happy if he/she is doing it to please others or get over her guilt. 
 
8 -  
 
9 - Bloody stupid decision!!  You can never do this and not become a complete nutter/completely 
phycho/completely mad. 
 
10 - I, of course, will never take such a decision.   I can’t take it.  I will somehow find a way to do both these 
things well.  If I stop working I will end up in a lunatic asylum.  I will explain this to those who support me, and 
if necessary, even trick them into helping me, and I will work. 
 
11 - Don’t even think about it. 
 
12 - It’s not something that can be done.  Some day, there will be sadness. 
 
13 - It’s difficult to comprehend. 
 
 
TASK FIVE – LONG RESPONSES TO QUESTIONS AND DECISIONS 
 
Is there no one that I can get into a special, passionate relationship with?  If there is, 
PLEASE tell me.  
 
This question astounds me. I have stewed over my reaction to it, which was initially one of contempt. Then, 
upon reflection, I realized that I’ve been there myself, not too long ago. And this is how I rationalized and 
dealt with it.  
 
My life is full of special passionate relationships – with my husband and children, with my parents and 
siblings, with my friends, the actors I work with, my students…this does not mean that I ‘love’ them all the 
time. 
 
Passion is not something that is limited to love, sex and desire – it is the manifestation of any strong 
emotion. So yes, there are times when I have fought, disliked, hated, and condemned them ‘with passion’.  
 
I think that when you feel such relationships are not valid in terms of being special or passionate, you are in 
for a lot loneliness and pain. 
 
I have learned  - with difficulty - to recognize and let go of self-pity. It is utterly destructive and blinds you 
to the reality of your circumstances. And if your circumstances are unbearable - to whatever degree – you 
have to find the will to change it. People do rally round, people will help – this has been proven to me time 
and time again. 
 
Perhaps this is something that comes with growing up. I’m 37 and although it’s fun to fantasize about 
passionate lovers, I’ve come to realize (it took quite a while for me to admit it) that I am content, that I 
don’t actually want a passionate lover, that I would find it hard to fit him – or her - into my diary and that 
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eventually it’d be quite demanding and tiresome, and I already have a husband and children who do that, 
thankyouverymuch. 
 
I guess we all need something to get us through the rough bits, and I think every married woman yearns for 
a ‘special’ escape at some point or another.  But marriage is just one more step on the greater journey – it 
should not be the be-all and end-all of anyone’s life plans. Yes, it can be bloody intolerable, maddening, 
boring, frustrating, galling…the biggest danger and disservice we do ourselves is wallowing in those 
feelings.  Emotional languishing does not work for me.  
 
This may sound silly or pompous, but years and years of practice in emotional recall really have led me to a 
process of self-discovery and I have learned to be my own shrink. I know to spot the signs now and 
eventually I overcome the temptations.  
 
I love and I am loved. I chase bigger dreams. 
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The decision to throw away the education, training, experience and creative ability that 
one has achieved and become a full time mother and house wife. 
 
“End of the day, a woman’s place is in the kitchen,” so my paternal grandmother told me…I thought she 
was nuts; I was 13 at the time. The world was truly, my oyster. I loved everything I did, including climbing on 
top of lorry hoods during the holidays! I had parents who were always there to support and motivate me, so 
from a very early age, it was ingrained in me that anything you learnt was an investment for your future. 
 
Flash forward to the present… 
 
To start with, if you have become: 
 
Full-time mother + housewife = homemaker 
 
Then wow, you are lucky - when you consider how many women lack that choice due to financial 
constraints.  
 
But, like cracks that inevitably appear in an ageing wall, you can begin to question or wonder at the futility 
of, mechanically and dutifully, being: mother, maid, chauffeur, friend and even witch, to your children! 
Simply because it is a responsibility that you never seem free of; there’s no recess, no time off! And that 
can really frazzle the nerves! 
 
So, like going back to your favourite dog-eared book, you need to go back…back to yourself. It helps to get 
in touch with you, it rejuvenates a whole lot of positive feelings and certainly generates good vibes. It will 
comfort you to know that you haven’t gone insane (yet), that your identity is still intact and have a sense 
of pride, that there’s definitely more to you, than just being a homemaker. By going back to work, even if 
it’s just a few hours (people seem to be more accommodating than they used to be) or taking up art again, 
getting involved in social work…can only make you feel good about yourself and give you a healthy break, a 
fresh perspective, from the home routine. 
 
And even if you don’t….you have to remember that all you’ve accumulated, in terms of education and work 
experience, are all resources, investments, that never go waste. You are constantly using your knowledge 
to: run house and manage finances, help your child with homework or a project, make that call to obtain an 
estimate for a new gate… 
 
Sure, you may not be as challenged, the way you might be when working in an office; you don’t enjoy as 
much adult company as you used to;, you may feel utterly rusty when it comes to the latest fashion trends 
or the latest gossip making its rounds…and who the hell has time for Facebook? 
Nothing is “thrown away”. “the education, training, experience and creative ability that one has achieved” 
is being nurtured, re-invented, perhaps not from behind a desk, but on life’s stage with a myriad of 
situations and factors…carving out tomorrow’s citizens; human beings with moral and compassionate 
qualities. And if we women don’t continue to do it, who else can? The men? Hell, no!! 
 
And we can still be us, I can still be me.  
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I feel a great disappointment in the present education system.  I would love to keep my 
child away from school.  Do I have to send my child to school?  Can I not send her? 

 
This is a complication situation.  My child also does not like to go to school.   I would like to think about the 
option of not sending him to school and keeping him at home, how would this pan out? 
 
Primarily, I think, this will be my answer to myself on whether or not I should put him into school. 
 
So, when a child turns five, he should be put into school. 
 
Who has decided this?  Why?  For heavens sake, every child in this country is entered into school at the age 
of five no? 
 
Is this a law? 
 
Is it a punishable crime? 
 
I don’t know.  However, that education and the school experience is a child’s right, I have seen proclaimed 
on posters put up by human rights groups.  Every child has a right to go to school.  A right to literacy.  Ok, I 
accept that everyone should learn how to write and read.  If you don’t know you letters, you can’t read or 
write anything. 
Can letters be taught when at home?  Can’t I teach him numbers and simple mathematical concepts at 
home? 
 
Then the other things?  Socialisation?  Team work?  Friendship?    Facing defeat?  The experience of 
interacting with peers?  The practice of acting in accordance to a set of rules…? 
 
If these situations are to be created for the child, I will have to leave my job.  I will need the space and 
freedom to be with him full time.  Not only that, I will need money.  I am a mother who keeps a full time job.  I 
don’t have a way of finding that money outside my job.  There exists no space for part time jobs in this 
country.  And so can a full time mother have the space to create for her child all necessary scenarios of 
socialisation?  Taking him out to play, to meet his friends, singing classes, dancing classes, trips to the 
library, swimming…. great investments of time and money are needed for all of these things.  If none of this 
is done and the child is just left at home, he will miss out on many things in life won’t he?  And so however 
much I dislike this official school system, and though I am well aware that for my child, this experience of 
school is not very enjoyable, with the financial and time constraints I have to work within, I cannot think of 
another option.  This is the reality.  My endeavour is to distance the school going child from the traditional 
competition and pressures of school and encourage him to take make the best of the constructive support 
it offers. 
 
What School education is, is but one step in the broad process of mechanisation of the person, while 
destroying his innate nature, in order to fit him into civilisation.  A standard education is necessary for the 
approval of standard society, in order to become a standard intellectual and do a standard job which will 
contribute in the standard manner to the standard economic system.  Let us think that it is possible to 
reject mainstream education, not go to school, not do exams, stay at home alone and learn something… 
Yes, I believe that this concept exists in foreign countries.  People stay at home and learn.  Whatever 
happens, one needs to sit for the official milestone exams of the country.  We cannot completely reject the 
products of civilisation.  How ever many dreams we dream, we cannot travel to Japan to see the Sakura 
blossom for ourselves, if we don’t get our visa we require…  this is the manner I understand this 
civilisation…. whether we like it or not, we are members of this society…. And so we humans are faced with 
no option but to make the best of this situation. 
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OK, lets think of this from a different angle.  Lets say its possible to side step this exam centered, official 
education system and send our children through a more flexible education system – like, maybe the 
Montessori vision…. My child studied for 2 ½ years in a Montessori school, but he didn’t enjoy this 
experience much either.  Within this too were rules, limitations.  He was pulled up, ordered around.  
However, there were no school bells, there was no division of children according to age, no competition, no 
time tables, all subjects, irrespective of the child’s likes or dislikes, were not made compulsory.  And so if 
there exists a school like this, I would like to enrol my child in it.  But at the moment, no such place exists in 
our country.  I do not have the strength/faith (avadhanama) to wait for such a place to emerge. 
 
If I had about 50 – 60 acres of cultivatable land, another several pieces of scenic lands which I might rent 
out for accommodation, I will, without fear, not put my child into this exhausting, competitive, education 
and watch him do what he likes, in total freedom.  Because I will rest assured that he will not be forced into 
battle in the standard economic conflicts, fighting for a way to earn to survive.  He could get into farming, 
live off the income of the land he inherits and live freely.  And he will be able to pursue his interests freely.  
Will pursue a vision…. Without having to pass any exams, he will have the strength to stand up in society. 
 
But…. At the moment I don’t have any of this…. And so I am prepared to face anything, I can put up with 
anything… I am struggling to produce a young man.  I am struggling to produce a man who has the strength 
to pass through this education system, well aware of how insipid and insular it can be; not fall victim to it, 
bring out the special skills that are hidden within his true self, develop them and be a satisfied person.  And 
here he will learn to defy the standard while existing within it. 
 
My son, this is what I have to say to you today … learn to glean strength out of all the insipid experiences 
you will experience…. Forgive me for making you go through all this… but one day you will understand why I 
did this… this is the choice is have in front of me right now. 
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I risked everything and left.. 
 
Heroic lady/woman, I have already wished you well, once before.  I will say it once again … heroic lady, my 
best wishes. 
 
Do you know, I also want to give up everything and leave… yes … now for a long time, its been on my mind 
… but, I can’t leave…. I don’t have a place to leave to…. if I leave, I will have to return to a prison… 
 
I’ll give it to you straight … I don’t have the money, my friend … I don’t have a house to stay.  He also does 
not have a house to stay.  We live with my parents.  Living with him, separately, would be so much better 
than living with my parents… 
 
Fending for my parents is also my responsibility.  I earn but a small salary.  I have no land to my name. 
 
He is also helpless…  he does not have anyone other than me.  He does not know how to live by himself, 
away from me...  If I say that I am leaving, he will have no place to go to.  He earns money….. He gives me a 
little bit…. this bit I treasure. 
 
In order to leave, there are some basic human requirements that need to be put in place… 
 
A place to stay (two places for us two) a reasonable income which will ensure a good life. 
 
I possess the mental strength to leave… 
 
Tell me, you had things that I don’t, didn’t you?  When you left, you didn’t have to think about these things 
did you?  Money for your parents to live, property – to some extent – you had these didn’t you?  Their 
existence didn’t depend on you did it?  You have a very good income now don’t you?  You have inherited 
some property haven’t you?  And your partner also has these material comforts doesn’t he? 
 
I have your heroism within me too, my friend… but you have something that I don’t … and this is the reason 
that you experience freedom today. 
 
I add to my previous good wishes, this thing that has been denied me, in this manner… 
 
Heroic, Fortunate woman, my good wishes to you!! 
 
I will also, one day break free … I am working hard to collect what I need for this, right now ….  Someday, I 
will meet you, somewhere… 
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TASK SIX 
 
We have all had brushes with the media.  We have written up 
press releases, we have waited for the reviews and prepared for 
the interviews.  We know what can go wrong and what can go 
right. 
 
For this next task, we become the media on our own lives.  We 
become outsiders looking in at ourselves.   
 
For this task – you write one of the following articles about 
yourself.  
 

1. A Press Release 
2. An Interview 
3. A Review 
4. A fan page quiz 

 
But remember you are writing as an outsider.  Look at yourself as 
a journalist would see you – and write.   
 
The area that you want to write about could be anything – it could 
be a review on your life.  An interview on the subject of your 
body.  A press release about your children and schooling.  A fan 
page quiz on the issue of spirituality… anything. 
 
Enjoy being an outsider on your life. 
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DIDOT – TASK SIX - REVIEWS 
 
DIDOT - INTERVIEW 

Today in 10 Questions, we meet DIDOT, an academic, aspiring novelist, sometime actress/singer, and wife and 
mother of 3. Oops, I should have said wife of 1 and mother of 3… This quiz is part of our quest into gathering 
information on how women juggling work and home feel about themselves, their image and their 
relationships. 

Q : Where do you see yourself in 10 years time? 

A: At the rate my back is playing up, I hope I’ll still be around.. but if I am, I hope I will have published my 
novel by then.. 

Q: What did you want to be when you were young? 

A :  That memory is almost as blurry as that lettering on your t-shirt.. I do remember telling someone once 
that I wanted to be a Mum! 

Q: How have your kids changed your life? 

A : They haven’t changed my life, they’ve practically hijacked it.. 

Q: Did you enjoy being pregnant? 

A: Er… No. It’s impossible to actually enjoy being that sick for that long..   

Q: How have you coped with the changes in your body after childbirth? 

A: Now that… I can honestly say I’ve taken them in my stride.  

Q: Are you comfortable with the way you look? 

A: Let’s just say I have accepted it after many futile battles… 

Q: What is your favourite outfit? 

A: My ideal outfit would be a slinky black dress with black stilettos and large silver hoop earrings.. 

Q: What would be the ideal way to spend a Saturday evening? 

A: By myself, curled up on the sofa watching a good movie, eating a whole slab of chocolate. 

Q: If you had the opportunity to start over again, what would you do differently? 

A: Most probably nothing much... I guess I would still get married, have kids, put my career on the 
backburner, get depressed every now and then that I did that, but soldier on..I will have good moments and 
bad moments..and I would call it life. 

Q : What are your views on marriage? 

A:  It’s when two people decide to live together for a long time, often bring out the worst in each other, and 
then die.. 
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BRADLEY – TASK SIX - REVIEWS 
BRADLEY –FAN QUIZ 

Prove you are Bradley’s biggest fan by completing the ‘Bradley super fan quiz’! 

Question 1 What according to Bradley is the philosophy of life? 

a. The purpose of life is to matter.  
b. In the end you have yourself, and only yourself.   
c. Anything worth doing is worth doing well. 
d. Life sucks.  

Question 2 What does Bradley consider a perfect way to spend a day?  

a. Sleeping  
b. Reading  
c. At the spa 
d. With her son 

Question 3 What nickname was ‘young’ Bradley known by?  

a. Bunker   
b. Chubba  
c. Pib (pain in butt) 
d. Pia (pain in ass) 

Question 4 Which childhood activity was Bradley ‘infamously’ adept at?  

a. Biting her nails  
b. Eating plain butter 
c. Eating ghekko droppings off the window ledge 
d. Needing to ‘go toilet’ incessantly.  

Question 5 Which of Bradley’s family members truly knows who she is?  

a. Mother  
b. Father  
c. Brothers  
d. Sisters in law 
e. None of the above 

Question 6 Which period in Bradley’s life does she consider her happiest that she 
would return to/stay-in without hesitation? 

a. Childhood years in SL  
b. Teenage years in SL  
c. University years  
d. Early years of marriage 
e. Current years raising her son on her own 

Question 7 Which person in Bradley’s life has impacted her most deeply (positively 
or negatively)? 
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a. Son 
b. Ex-husband 
c. Mother   

Question 8 What does Bradley say first when she prays?  

a. “I am lost Lord” 
b. “Thank you Lord” 
c. “Forgive me Lord” 
d. “Lead me Lord” 

Question 9 Given a choice, what other name would Bradley want to be called? 

a. Theja 
b. Taija 
c. Kalyani 
d. Harini 
e. Talitha  

Question 10 How many times has Bradley fallen in love? 

a. once 
b. twice 
c. thrice 
d. four times 
e. more than four times  

Question 11 What is Bradley’s first lesson/teaching to her children (if they 
listened that is)? 

a. ‘and above all to your own self be true’ 
b. ‘there are no prizes for second best’ 
c. ‘try and try and try’ 
d. ‘if you want people to love you, you have to love them’  

Question 12 How will Bradley’s story end? 

a. She will thrive, excel and fulfil her dreams 
b. She will plod on, but only just so.  
c. She will fall, and stay fallen.  
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LUCIDA – TASK SIX – REVIEWS 

LUCIDA – RADIO/TV INTERVIEW 

Q  What do you do as soon as you wake up early in the morning? 

A Actually I don’t wake up.  The alarm wakes me up.  As soon as I get up I switch the alarm off. 
Then I stretch.  I look at my son and husband.  I make my son’s sheet.  Thinking about the important 
things that need to be done for the day, I head straight to the kitchen. 

Q If it’s a holiday? 

A Then I don’t set the alarm.  I sleep till late, till I’m not sleepy anymore. 

Q A lot of women are religious.  Do you believe in any religion or are you religious? 

 A When I was a child, because of the home environment, I was involved in religious activities. 
But now I don’t believe in a thing called religion.  But I believe in nature. 

Q So do you believe in the changes that occur in time according to destiny?  

A Destiny…?  That  I don’t know. But that everything changes with time is a truth.  But even 
these changes happen because of the conflict between the present social atmosphere and traditional 
thinking.  In fact it’s the prevailing socio-political context that creates change.  But I believe that the 
great power of natural phenomena (sun, moon, stars, this earth, trees, wind, clouds, ocean) is 
connected to the strength we have within ourselves.    

Q How can you say that socio-political realities change your personal life?  

A The mutual relationship, trust and love I have with my husband and children  - all this 
fluctuates depending on the prevailing socio-political situation. 

Q  Can you illustrate this with an example? 

 A However, much I loved my children, what happened was that, even at a very young age I had to 
give them over to another helper for their protection, and take on a job for the welfare of my family.  I 
remember when my eldest was just 3 months I had to express my milk, keep it in a warm place and 
go to work.  If I had enough financial strength, I wouldn’t left my child.  At least if there was a decent 
system of maternity leave I would have been able to stay at home with my child.  But within this social 
system, not a single mechanism provides for the space for good human relationships.  

Q So you believe that the existing socio-political situation has a direct impact on man’s 
existence.  And that through the either good or bad principles/policies of the same, and that every 
aspect of a man’s existence can be impacted on by this? 

A You said what I should have said. Yes you are correct. 

Q Ok how does the present media and internet impact you? What’s your relationship with 
them? 

A  I find it difficult to live without the media. I believe at my age (I’m 35) the media, especially 
the internet renews me.  The knowledge, information and entertainment available on the net 
challenges us to look at the world in a broader perspective. 
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Q Ok so you have these facilities, but what about average people? 

A Its very sad but average people doesn’t get any of the above mentioned things from the media. 
They just consume the junk spewed by heartless, mindless dealers. 

Q How does this problem impact women? 

A The woman’s situation is the gravest. They have no enthusiasm for life beyond their husband 
and children. At least if the media can show them some programmes to kindle their taste and 
intelligence that will do them a lot of good.  But, really, what does the media give the majority of 
women in this country?  

 No 1 - Utterly useless sermons, totally lacking in practicality, from morning till night, preached 
by those scratching their bald-heads. 

 No 2 - Cookery programmes promoting gourmet dishes the average women cannot even dream 
of cooking in her kitchen. 

 No 3 - Beauty tips that destroy our health, skin, hair and fingernails. 

 No 4 – Positive thinking parratod out by ditsy dolls who have no idea about literature, art or 
politics.  

NO 5 – The trashiest of Trash filled tel-dramas and films and the trashiest songs. I can talk 
more. But even talking about these things is a waste of time.  

Q Can you propose some alternative ideas that will even briefly counter this situation? 

A There is no point in alternative ideas.  The results are minimal. Alternative action helps only a 
very small group.  But I believe that a series of long term policies and planned action can directly 
impact the situation.  A complete set of political policies is needed for this. 

Q But isn’t it a completely impractical dream to think of implementing your ideas in a society 
like this? 

A You may be correct, at one level. But just think, a group of people that selflessly and sincerely 
works towards a common goal can initiate a long term plan and have a positive change in society.  

Q Ok. So what kind of plan of action do you suggest? 

A  Education programmes. Entertainment programmes. Both should transcend old models like 
discussions and workshops. For example poetry magazines, plays or documentary films done 
together by a group. This will provoke the group, and stimulate them internally and externally. Then 
they will act as a means of communication.
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CAMBRIA	–	TASK	SIX	-	REVIEWS	
	

CAMBRIA	–	RESIDENCE	REVIEW	

The	power	and	pity	of	potential…	

Article	14	in	our	residence	review	column…	

The	Cambria	Residence	is	deceptively	open	–	in	that	you	think	it’s	an	open	house	concept	but	really,	there	
are	many	dark	(and	surprisingly	wet)	nooks	and	corners	all	over	the	house.		So	its	not	very	child	friendly,	
for	one	–	its	more	a	space	for	(probably	pretentious)	adult	discussion,	generic	music	and	soft	core	drugs.	

But	its	welcoming.		That	much	I	will	admit	to.		You	don’t	feel	‘judged’	when	you	enter	the	space	–	in	that	
it’s	ok	to	take	your	shoes	off	or	keep	them	on.		At	least,	a	lot	of	trouble	has	been	taken	to	create	this	
atmosphere	(or	could	it	be	illusion)	of	welcome.	

The	colours	of	the	Cambria	residence	are	quite	traditional.		Nothing	spectacular	and	nothing	very	
interesting.		You	get	a	sense	that	the	owners	have	generally	opted	for	the	‘known’	and	the	‘endorsed’	
colours.		Not	much	evidence	of	risk	taking.		Though,	I	must	admit,	I	frequently	expected	to	be	suddenly	
surprised	by	a	splash	of	mad	colour	or	an	absolutely	crazy	corner.		In	this	light	the	tour	was	a	little	
disappointing.		I	mean,	there	were	times	when	I	felt	that	I	had	stepped	back	in	time	into	a	room	decorated	
by	my	mother.			

However,	I	must	admit	that	it	was	nice	that	this	‘craziness’	was	also	not	forced	into	the	house	–	like	in	
many	other	houses	I	have	reviewed.		It	was	like	the	owners	had	accepted	that	–	in	this	life	at	least	–	they	
were	going	to	play	it	safe.			No	madness,	no	impulsiveness,	no	risks.		While,	this	was	refreshingly	honest,	it	
did	ring	a	little	hollow	and	boring.		There	were	many	places	in	this	house	which	I	could	have	gone	
absolutely	crazy	with	–	really	crazy	–	with	a	finger	raised	up	at	the	rest	of	the	world.		It’s	a	pity	that	this	
potential	was	not	realised.		Oh	well…	

There	are	NO	flowers	anywhere	–	which	is	kind	of	nice.		But	one	wonders	if	this	is	a	life	style	choice	or	just	
plain	laziness.	

The	kitchen	–	let’s	face	it	–	was	cosmetic.		It’s	not	a	real	cooking	kitchen.		I	think	the	Cambrias	get	most	of	
their	food	from	out.		But	they	have	taken	great	trouble	to	give	the	impression	of	home	cooked	
wholesomeness.		One	wonders	at	this	discrepancy	and	what	it	points	to?		Why	is	it	important	to	have	the	
illusion	of	home	cooked	food?		Who	do	the	Cambrias	think	are	watching	them?	

There	is	very	little	dressing	up	of	the	house.		In	fact,	I	was	hard	pressed	to	find	anything	that	had	been	
given	a	make	over.		While	this	had	a	nice	and	natural	‘rugged’	look	–	a	kind	of	a	coming	home	feeling	–	
there	were	places	that	I	felt	–	if	a	little	trouble	and	imagination	and	discipline	had	gone	into	this	place	–	
would	have	been	better.		Also,	one	gets	the	feeling	that	the	‘don’t	care	attitude’	was,	at	times,	a	little	forced.		
The	point	this	writer	is	trying	to	make	is,	there	is	a	difference	between	really	not	caring,	or	liking	the	look	
of	not	caring.	
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The	place	was	quite	clutter	free	–	and	I	got	the	sense	that	there	was	a	discipline	and	routine	attempt	to	get	
rid	of	useless	baggage.		This	was	nice.		BUT	I	did	stumble	upon	a	craftily	concealed	closet	with	a	lot	of	
accumulated	clutter,	very	messily	thrown	together.		I	wonder	if	everyone	in	the	house	knows	of	the	
existence	of	this	closet	…		Most	of	the	stuff	in	it	is	still	useful	–	so	you	wonder	why	its	been	stored	away.		
Some	of	it	is	even	dangerous	–	so	one	wonders	why	this	has	not	been	thrown	away?	

There	was	a	dissonance	in	this	residence	that	was	a	little	disconcerting.		There	were	places	where	there	
was	clear	evidence	of	two	worlds	meeting	–	but	not	merging.		No	attempt	had	been	made	to	compliment	
each	other,	to	get	the	best	out	of	this	coming	together.		Instead	there	was	almost	a	sense	of	a	face	off.		For	
instance	–	you	would	find	a	pile	of	‘how	to	get	rich	quick’	manuals	right	next	to	a	yoga	mat,	or	a	bicycle	
leaning	against	a	Montero.		Now	I	was	thinking,	has	this	been	placed	here	for	effect,	or	have	the	people	in	
this	house	forgotten	how	strange	and	incongruous	these	two	things	look	side	by	side?		If	the	latter	is	true,	
there	are	a	lot	of	unresolved	issues	in	this	space.	

I	must	tell	you	about	the	wet	and	slippery	corner	I	almost	fell	and	broke	my	neck	in.		Its	very	well	hidden	
and	I	suspect	hadn’t	been	used	for	a	while.		In	fact,	I	am	pretty	sure	that	most	of	the	residents	in	the	house	
either	had	forgotten	about	its	existence	or	never	even	knew	of	it,	in	the	first	place.		However,	there	was	
evidence	of	some	recent	visits	–	I	suspect	secret	visits.		It	was	a	small	space.		I	think	it	used	to	be	bigger	but	
has	now	been	hemmed	by	the	rooms	around	it	expanding	and	spilling	over,	so	that	it	can	hold	only	one	
person	comfortably.		Its	dark	and	its	not	very	pleasant.		A	little	smelly	–	maybe	from	lack	of	use.			It	
actually	smelled	a	bit	stale	and	I	think	something	had	died	in	there.		One	got	the	feeling	that	one	could	
scream	in	here	and	no	one	will	hear	you.		I	didn’t	scream,	but	I	felt	the	urge	to.		I	wanted	to	go	back	to	that	
space	and	loose	myself	in	it	a	bit.		But	I	had	to	come	out	–	everyone	was	looking	for	me.	

All	in	all	–	I	give	the	Cambria	residence	the	clichéd	‘A	for	Effort’	–	because	I	feel	they	don’t	deserve	much	
more	than	a	cliché.		But	I	have	to	fail	it	on	its	general	impact	on	the	world.		Nothing	spectacular.		But	above	
the	ordinary	–	for	sure.		I	would	recommend	it	for	a	low	budget	get	away.		Pleasant	but	not	unforgettable.			

And	at	the	risk	of	sounding	resentful,	I	would	like	to	say	that	had	I	been	given	that	space,	I	would	have	put	
it	to	much	better	use.		It	has	tremendous	potential.		Let’s	see	if	the	owners	take	up	my	challenge.			

Or	maybe	their	children	will.	

The	house	hopper	

Please	send	your	comments	to	-	househopper@blogspot.com	
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CALIBRI – TASK SIX – REVIEWS 
 
CALIBRI – FEATURE ARTICLE 
 
Finding Arundathie 
 
From THEN to NOW 
Reversing her small car into the parking lot, then walking towards me, briskly, is Arundhathi.  Her hair is 
windblown. She walks like someone who is running late for an important, urgent appointment. She spots me 
from a far.  Her face lights up with a beautifully warm and open smile. I see that smile and for a moment I have 
found Arundathie. 
 
Arundathie’s feet as they come towards me.  The middle strap on one of her chappaas slippers is coming out.  
She is dressed in blue denim jeans and an oversized T-shirt with Oscars the Grouch’s grinning face on it.  She is 
not wearing earrings.  She is wearing mat purple lipstick.  I can’t quite put my finger on it, but the shade of 
lipstick seems to make up for her otherwise plain face. That purple mat lip colour has always been Arundathie’s 
signature style.  
 
She is as energetic as she was then. If she had worn a shapely kurtha, drop earrings, anklets with little bells on 
them, rare leather sandals and a big handbag which could carry just about anything… Arundathie from the 
outside would have looked exactly the same as before.  
 
Unless you inspect her midriff with a detective eye, the hanging bit of her tummy is still not that visible to the 
outside.  (if she doesn’t do something about this immediately, she will not be able to hide it for much longer) (it 
is only later that I learnt that over the last two years, two of her teeth had dropped off.  Other than when she 
throws herself into big laughter, these tooth cavities are not visible.) 
 
Her then, constantly sparkling mischievous eyes, today emanate a certain tiredness.  These slanting eyes that 
used to spark wonder in those that beholded them, now bring up visions of a river-bed waiting, longingly, for 
rain. 
 
I have picked the John de Silva Theatre canteen to meet with Arundhati.  When I told her to ‘pick a place where 
you will be relaxed enough to talk.’, it was this place Arundhathi suggested. 
‘I like that place… it’s where I spent most of my time in the best years of my life.  It is also where I first met 
Kesara.  Today, whatever kind of life I live, I consider that meeting a blessing …. That one can give up everything 
because of the madness of passion, is something I learnt through my relationship with Kesara…’ 
 
 
The Ring-less Ring Finger 
Arundahthie’s habit of illuminating her own words with the use of her eyes and hands, still remains.  When she 
speaks like this she is intensely alive.  As always, she has much to say.  She uses her entire body and the power 
of her words, to send her listener into a trance. 
 I noticed Arundhati’s bare ring finger only when she spread her fingers in emphasis of something. 
 
‘one day, one and a half years into marriage, I stood on the Peradeniya bridge and flung it into the Mahavali 
river.  After Kesara’s confession, at the moment when my divine faith in him, in the purity of our sacred love 
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was destroyed, I ripped it off and, infused with rage, threw it away.  At the moment that I did that, I was aflame 
with fury, falling to pieces with a shuddering and heaving self-pity and helplessness.  But now when I turn and 
look at this incident, I think that, isn’t what I tore off and flung away, the illusions I had about men-women 
relationships, and the base-less hopes I had placed in this idiocy called marriage, which completely disregards 
the innate and un-repressable nature of us humans.  These things should be thrown away, even reluctantly.  I 
never yearned after my ring.  Even today, I do not think that, my throwing it away, was a pity. 
 
‘My mother, married for 34 years, had never taken off her wedding ring.  Finally its embrace of her finger 
tightened into a vice like throttle.  When there was no way the ring could be removed, it had to be cut.  My 
mother melted the gold of the cut ring and made a new one.  Now this is what she wears…. He he he…  my 
mother will not believe, at any count, that I threw away my wedding ring.  She thinks that we must have 
pawned this also, when tight for cash… 
 
Arundathi laughs loudly.  As her laughter thins, her eyes, covered with a wet film, look out into the distance, at 
nothing in particular. 
 
So - So? 
Suddenly taking on the guise of an insensitive journalist, unable to recognize the poignancy of that moment, I 
started to ask her a number of stupid, shallow, what-not questions. 
 
‘So, so Arundhathi, what kind of arts work have you involved yourself in, of late?’ 
 
‘hmmmm….. I helped out with the drama items in my daughter’s school concert’ 
 
‘the last book you read? …’ 
 
‘I am reading Sybil Wettasinghe’s ‘Uda Giya Baba’, to my child’  
 
‘What are the plays you watched recently?’ 
 
I took my child to the Lionel Wendt when they showed ‘Thoppi Velenda’ and ‘Punchi apata Dan Therai.’ 
 
The most recent film you watched?  
 
Kung Fu Panda. 
 
The fashion that you like the most these days? 
 
Loose pants and a blouse which need not be ironed and which doesn’t show that you are not wearing a bra.  I 
try as much as possible to be without a bra now. 
 
………………………………….? 
 
…………………………………….. 
 
………………………………….? 
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…………………………………….. 
 
Suddenly her phone rings loudly.  She takes it out of her trouser pocket. A number of crushed up pieces of 
paper jump out before her phone. 
 
‘Excuse me aney…. It’s a reminder. I need to make a call, home.’ 
 
‘Sure.’ 
 
Arundhathi’s mobile phone is a reasonably new model.   She talks with her mother. 
 
‘Amma, give putha the worm medicine dose now…  no, not in office… I’m come in a bit … tell putha to be 
dressed and ready.  Tell her I am coming to take her to play in Independence Square…. What? … no ….. no…… I 
am at the John de Silva…. Giving an interview…. Don’t know amma…. I didn’t ask…. Ok, I’m hanging up.  Give 
the worm medicine immediately…. Thatha didn’t have any pain today no? …. Ok, hanging up. (Keeping.).’ 
 
I take her phone to my hand and inspect it.  It’s a very un-Arundahthi phone with lots of features and facilities.   
 
‘Kesara got me that…. If I had been with him, I wouldn’t have allowed him to get it … I need a phone just for 
calls… I can’t be looking after such sophisticated ones…. You have to live in fear of it getting lost, it falling, no?... 
If I had one of those Rs. 2,500/= ones it would have been more than enough… 
 
When I told her that this phone had things like email, internet, recording facilities, photo editing, face book, 
twitter… she said that other than taking a call, she doesn’t use it for anything else.  She doesn’t even know 
what features it has. 
 
‘it’s just like you not making full use of your own potential.’ 
 
Arundhathi laughs.  I glare at her, angry. 
 
 
Independence Square 
Until the darkness fell with dusk, Arundhathi played with her little daughter in Independence Square.  Even a 
Square can have the freedom and madness of an open field, is what I thought as I watched Arundhathi from a 
distance. 
 
She has a precious little mite.  This little mite takes everything that Arundhathi is and has to offer.  The actress 
and the writer that we believe has faded, was right there with the little kid.  The mite stayed by Arundhathi’s 
side at all times, now an entranced audience, now a rapt listener, now a fellow actor, a co-story teller.  I felt as 
if the yearning in my heart was lifting.  I felt a lightness. 
 
I should finish writing my story.  It’s not easy to find an hour or two to sit with Arundhathi.  If I don’t turn to 
other sources, there is no way that I will be able to complete this.  I don’t have enough time to find a new 
subject for next week’s column either. 
 
I finally ask Arundhathi for a couple of names and numbers of people who I might involve in this, who I might 
be able to talk to, about her. 
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‘Talk to Kesara…. He knows about me.  He also likes to talk about me. 
 
Arundhathi gives me Kesara’s phone number. 
 
‘Arundhathi give me your home address also…’ 
 
‘it’s still the old one…’ 
 
‘you mean that same Kelaniya place?’ 
 
‘yes.  However many things changed, my address didn’t change.  Not only my address.  Even my room has not 
changed…. The difference is that before this it was just me in the room … now there are two more people.’ 
 
She laughs again. 
 
‘I like it if my address changes!!’ 
 
Still laughing, Arundhathi walks towards her vehicle with her little mite. 
 
I save Kesara’s phone number on my phone.   
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ARIAL – TASK SIX - REVIEWS 
	
ARIEL – STUDENT ASSIGNMENT – PLAY REVIEW 
 
akarsha1984@gmail.com  
 
 
hi miss,  
 
i went to see the play but i left before it ended. well, there were some cool bits and some funny bits, 
and some bits are sick like you know, but there was a lot of really depressing bits, and some stupid, 
pathetic bits as well. i mean, it was all up and down and taking a long time. the part where she has a 
mind blowing epiphany on acid was cool but a bit boring - i mean there's only so much fancy lighting 
you can look at before you realise that you are sitting there watching her watching you with just 
occasional blinks, a few sighs and the odd giggle. and didn't she become a teacher and all, i mean 
how does she justify taking drugs with her students and all?  ok, so they're not her students any more 
by then but still? all this stuff about a delicate balancing and juggling and having different personas for 
every occasion and stuff. is she like a schizophrenic or something? there were times when she got 
really angry that were really freaky - like scary freaky. like lots of pent up rage. there was that bit 
where she has the imaginary friends, which was kinda cool i guess but a bit weird. i mean, how could 
she really think she was luke skywalker? she's not a man for one thing and there's this whole bit 
where she talks about how much she likes her boobs. then there's this really mad bit where she and 
her alcoholic depressed tortured musician fiance break up and she goes off and takes lots of cocaine 
and sleeps with lots of guys.  
 
there's more ok miss, i'm just sending this to you now so you know that i saw it and i'm thinking about 
the play in a very reflective manner  as you asked us and i am definitely going to explore the issues in 
a very in depth analysis style. 
 
do i get extra points for sending a bit of it fast? 

 

XXXXXXXXX 

akarsha1984@gmail.com 

 

so miss,  
 
now that i have reflected, i think i would call the play a surrealist tragicomedy. as for the protagonist 
(see miss, i am applying technical terms), she is a frustrated, messed up old bat (i am still working 
on my journalistic prose). i think her tragic flaw is arrogance. also impulsiveness, compulsiveness, 
indecisiveness, rashness, laziness. she says laidbackness not laziness, but she is so laid back, she's 
horizontal - which is more or les the same thing, no miss? 
 
when i left, she was saying that she was tired and wanted to join an ashram and take a vow of silence. 
now i would like to tell you miss, that this is why i left. because this statement is typical of her and all 
her bull shit and if the rest of it was going to be more of the same, i didn't want to see it. she's like an 
ostrich, miss. and it seems to me that her whole problem is consistently failing to recognise what she 
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really is. i mean isn't that what her journey is supposed to lead to? but she is in denial. no matter how 
many times she turns over a new leaf, she wears herself out because she can never be who she really 
is. i wouldn't say it's because she doesn't have the guts - she definitely has balls. but, miss, if one lets 
all and sundry bat one's balls all over the place, then they are definitely going to shrivel up. this is what 
it all boils down to. she listens to too many people, she tries to please everyone, she says she doesn't 
care about social norms but every year she seems to get sucked into doing things she feels she's 
supposed to do. she keeps getting blown off course and having to hack her way through terrain she 
needn't have encountered in the first place, if only she weren't so eager to please. her life's journey is 
a maze and i wonder if she'll ever find the centre. 
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TASK SEVEN 

What have we inherited, what do we believe, what do we 
pass on….? 

 

My mother/father taught me that ……… 

Life taught me that ………….. 

I will teach my children that ……………… 

1. My country.  My countrymen.  War.  Politicians. 

2. My culture.  Traditions.   Superstitions.  Beliefs.   

3. My Religion.  Other religions.  Spirituality. 

4. Doctors.  Medicine.  Healing.  Health. 

5. Education.  Schools.  Teachers.  

6. Love.  Beauty. Passion.      

7. Sex.  Sexuality.  My body.  Mastrubation. 

8. Marriage. Infidelity.   

9. Husbands.  Children.  In laws. 

10. Success.  Happiness. Fulfilment.  

11. Art. Music. Theatre.  

12. Money.  Class. Wealth.   

13. Truth.  Forgiveness.  Justice. 

14. Life. Death.   

15. At the end of it all… 
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TASK SEVEN  
WHAT WE INHERIT – WHAT WE BELIEVE - WHAT WE PASS ON 
 
Group Discussion 
 
CHARACTERS 
 
ASHA 
BUDDHINI 
CATHY 
DEDUNI 
ENOKA 
FAIZA 
GAYANI 
HANSI 
IRIS 
 
Nine Women sit in a circle. 
 
ASHA – I will start.  I choose Life and Death. 
 
What has my mother/father taught me about LIFE-DEATH? 
 
ASHA - My mother and father didn’t tell me anything about either of these.   
 
BUDDHINI – Actually it is my mother and father who taught me what I know about life.  No one has 
taught me about death.  Yet…  
 
CATHY – My mother and father didn’t really have a discussion about life with me, but they taught 
me that death is in the hands of God. 
 
DEDUNI – My father has taught me that death is something that you shouldn’t fear. 
 
FAIZA – My mom taught me to be content with life.  
 
ENOKA – My mother taught me that life and all the decisions and things that happen to us are very 
much in the hands of God and that God controlled everything.  My father taught me that … you 
need to take a hold of life and make of it what you can. 
 
GAYANI – My father has taught me that the control of our lives rests on nothing else but 
ourselves, to bear this in mind in everything we do.  About death there has not been much talk, or 
lessons but through my observations of my father I understand that he believes that you should 
not be afraid of death. 
 
HANSI –My mother was very afraid of death, but she died.  So I…. 
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IRIS – There has been no talk of death.  Ever…. but about life! Good god! They… My mother is … 
she is very… what is the word… her temperament…  gosh!  She is so so soooo …. Not so much 
sensitive…. But … Gets so sad so fast…  So Emotional!  Gosh she is sooo emotional.  And when 
she is in a bad place – everything, everything is negative, negative, negative.  Marriage is 
negative, life is negative, there is no point in anything … Then, she is in a good mood and it is the 
opposite.  The complete opposite.  The complete opposite of what she previously said.  She turns 
it on its head. It’s like a roller coaster. 
 
What has life taught ME about life and death? 
 
ASHA – Live life with absolute honesty and openness and in the manner that one wants to.  This is 
what life has taught me.  What life has taught me about death is that it can come at any point and 
it will be… I think if I ever get to experience it, it will be beautiful, very pleasurable... 
 
BUDDHINI – What life has taught me about life…  is that … just don’t think about anything too 
deeply.  Now I know this, but I can’t practice it.  However much I hear this… It’s like…. I learn a lot 
of lessons from life, but I am unable to use these lessons in my decisions. So I think that either I 
never learn what life is trying to teach me or I really don’t believe the lessons…  
 
CATHY –Life taught me that death takes away. 
 
DEDUNI – Uh… life has taught me the value of … the value of striving to be a happy person when 
you die.  I … I have seen so many people dying unhappy and they are terrified to die because they 
are unhappy.   When you get older and older you need to deal with who you are.  Ultimately.  And if 
you don’t like who you are and that is the person you are going to die as...  that’s tough no? 
 
FAIZA – Life has taught me that death needs as much preparation as life does.  We tend to get so 
focussed on life and we make plans and we forget that there is a whole unknown dimension.  I 
suppose because I believe in life after death I believe that you need to stop and think about death.  
You need to think about what’s ahead, what do you need to do? … There is more to life.  There is 
death. 
 
ENOKA – I am not afraid of death.  I think when it comes, it will be like a …. natural conclusion.  I 
read a lot of philosophers and I have recently read a lot of science and life in general is so infinite 
and we are just a blip in this huge random… organic thing that happens around us every single 
day, that when I go I will have no problems with going because my body will become part of life 
again.  And I am content with that, I don’t fear it.   I will be ready to go and I am very happy with 
what I think will happen to my body, once that happens… and..   
 
Life has taught me, personally that I need to be um…. Fluid… you know there are rocks along the 
way – and in stead of slamming against them …. you flow around them.  You know. I try… My 
whole thing is trying to just … move on.  Just constantly… keep moving and sometimes you are a 
stream but sometimes you are a big wave. Whatever it is, you move forward.  That is what I have 
learnt.   
 
GAYANI – About life…. what I have learnt through my own experience up to now, is that life is 
actually not what happens to us,  it is how we accept these things that happen to us.  Because of 
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this… I greatly believe that we should not get wasted by what is happening.  Don’t get wasted.  It 
is because of this that I have stopped analysing or commenting on what has happened after it 
happens.  Now I concentrate on how I will receive this experience.  This is a vision I have set myself 
in the future. 
   
I feel that I am not really free to enjoy thinking about death.  If I were living alone, I think I would 
not be afraid of it.  But … But I, know, my death will create a huge rift, a gulf, a great vacuum – in 
my children’s lives.  And I want to live as long as possible to fulfil this vacuum.  And because of 
this, now, because of this vacuum I am actually afraid to die. 
 
HANSI – Now, in this present state of mind, I don’t have any idea about what life is about. No 
definite idea. My head is a mess.  I actually – I exist from situation to situation.  Honestly.  I am 
watching what will happen.  I live only in this situation.  And take decisions in the moment.   I 
decide what is right and wrong in the decisions that I take from moment to moment.  People say 
things… my mother. My father. ‘that’s wrong.  Don’t’ do it’.  And I listen… but I am the one who 
decides.  I decide. And I stay within my own decision.  My satisfaction is what is important.   
 
But then my children, my … there are too many bonds, I have no freedom.  I am trapped.  I can’t do 
what I want.   
 
At this time I have no idea about life. 
 
About death I think – I am afraid but I am also not afraid. 
 
IRIS – In my life … I have experienced a great deal – had a great number of experiences but I have 
not learnt anything from any of these.  Not a thing.  I make the same mistakes again.  I do things 
that a person much younger than me would do.  I forget my age, I even forget my responsibilities 
– this is when I misbehave.  But through everything I experience – and I am not using this as an 
excuse – but everything that I experience I am able to use for my performances.  It’s not an 
excuse, it really is not.  But it helps.  But also I suffer a hell of a lot.  A hell of a lot…   
 
And about death, I think that I will have to start thinking about it now…  
 
What will I tell me children about life and death? 
 
ASHA – I will tell my children that there is no good or bad in the world.  Everything is an experience.  
Collect these experiences – be they good or bad and when death is close, take heart, don’t be 
afraid of death.  I think it’s a beautiful thing. 
 
BUDDHINI – I will tell my children to live the kind of life where you don’t hurt yourself, don’t hurt 
anyone else.  Other than this, I really don’t care how you live.   
 
CATHY – I will teach my children that life needs to be lived with passion and death also. 
 
DEDUNI – I think I will teach my children … that life has to be lived without guilt.  I think guilt is a 
terrible thing.  I am struggling to get rid of it – so I would like to teach my children to live without 
guilt … 
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FAIZA – I think I would like to teach my children that death awaits everyone. 
 
ENOKA – I would like to teach my children not to be afraid of life or death.   
 
GAYANI – I will tell my children to live adventurous lives.  Whatever anyone says – don’t be afraid 
to go where you want to. About death I will tell them what my father told me - live with the 
knowledge that one-day you will die. 
 
HANSI – I will tell my children, what ever you do, even if you do nothing, if you are satis, do it.  You, 
you… your … you.  Give yourself priority.  If you are happy, I will be happy.   
 
About death … I am also afraid of death no? So I won’t tell them anything. 
 
IRIS – I will tell my children … Take the risk but remember you have to face the consequences.  Its 
only if you can face it strongly that you are to take the risk.  And also don’t be dependent, on your 
family or friends or even your profession, don’t be dependent.  Be strong as a person.  Even 
without anything and anyone, if you can be happy… 
 
What has my mother/father taught me about forgiveness? 
 
GAYANI – I like to talk about forgiveness.  My mother has taught me that there are some things 
that you absolutely can’t forgive. 
 
ENOKA – My mother taught me the same thing!  
 
DEDUNI – What my father has taught me through his words, is that forgiveness is imperative.  But 
my father has also taught me, through my observations of him, that it is also a struggle.  And to 
really, totally forgive is not easy.  It’s a constant struggle.  The struggle is not with the other 
person its with yourself. 
 
FAIZA – My parents – as a whole – through how they lived their lives, they have always tried to 
forgive and let go at whatever cost it has been to them.  Because somewhere down the line 
justice is served. 
 
BUDDHINI – I think it was my mother who – more than my father - really carried forward the act of 
real forgiveness, justice and uncompromising truth within the family.  This had a big impact on my 
life.  I don’t’ know… I don’t know … the amount of flexibility she had … my mother … it may not 
be the kind of truth that we accept in society – but it was a truth within the family – and how much 
my mother did on behalf of this – how much she struggled to protect justice and promote truth 
and how much she forgave… my mother.  My mother… 
 
I think I believe in this.  The same struggle that my mother carried out in her life, while bringing us 
up – without any knowledge, without any reading - this is the same struggle I am continuing, in a 
different way.  I will try to learn from my mother. 
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ASHA – My mother has told me that forgiveness is a divine gift. My father has never told me 
anything about it. 
 
IRIS – My mother has not told me anything …. but more than advice, it was example.  My mother 
looks tough.  People think she is a tough.  But my mother will never take revenge – and for her the 
act of forgiveness – oh my - she is really, really forgiving.  I don’t know how she does it.  She is 
such a beautiful human being.  But very stubborn.  That streak I don’t like in her, and I am still 
fighting her. 
 
HANSI- If you take my parents… I am not saying they are perfect, but I have never seen them 
doing any wrong.  I have never seen them hurting anyone intentionally.  The two of them. My 
father is cruel to my mother but to no one else.  He is very good to everyone else.  The fights at 
home… they are very beautiful.  They are big but then, the next day it’s as if nothing happened. 
… I wish I could… I don’t know if this is forgiveness, but I think it is. Isn’t it?   
 
What has life taught ME about forgiveness? 
 
GAYANI – Life has taught me that you can grant forgiveness for anything.  But if my forgiveness is 
not valued by the person receiving it, I will forgive them on the inside but not show it to them. 
 
ENOKA – Life has taught me that I need to forgive.  That forgiveness is imperative for me to move 
on.  It doesn’t mean that I will always forget, but there used to be time when I didn’t forgive and I 
would hang on to all that stuff and that used to stop me and stunt me and so I forgive and I move 
on.  I move on.  
 
DEDUNI – Life taught me that forgiveness is really not that difficult at all. It’s really easier than 
what my parents struggled with.  I don’t have any problem forgiving people, but I sometimes 
worry about whether I am getting to a place where I really don’t care.  I am so detached.  I wonder 
why does this not matter more to me?  To me it’s… nothing.  And I get a little worried.  I wonder … 
am I becoming unfeeling? 
 
CATHY – Life has taught me, that really, it’s inter-connected. Unless there is truth there is no 
justice and unless there is justice there is no forgiveness. 
 
BUDDHINI – The way I see it … there is nothing in life that is truth.  Truth lies in what we accept.  
But we have to forgive in order to accept.  And so, within this system, we forgive in order to 
survive. 
 
ASHA – What I have learnt from life is that I don’t need anyone’s forgiveness.  I believe I always do 
what is best, and I do this because I believe it.  I feel that I can make the best decision at every 
point.  Now, what I do may be considered wrong by someone else.  They can either forgive me, or 
not.  Either way it doesn’t bother me. 
 
But I will give forgiveness for anything.  I am able to forgive without any problem, without any 
qualms… because it’s not something I value. 
 
IRIS – I can forgive anyone.  I really suffer before I grant this forgiveness but I am able to do it.   
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But telling the truth is relative.  It depends on the situation.  Lets say for example … say you are 
having an extra marital affair, and its not a very big one, maybe one or two days, flirting…  and if 
you go and tell your husband, he will suffer endlessly and he will start suspecting you even if you 
stop or if you never look at a man again.  It will go on and on.  So I think it’s not necessary to tell 
the truth more than is needed.  You will end up living in suspicion… there are some wives who 
check their husband’s phones, look at the calls they have made… not I nor my husband ever 
check each other’s phones.  Luckily! 
 
 People make mistakes so you forgive and you go on … and this is, I think, life. 
 
HANSI – I think…. I can forgive anything… like someone said - whether or not it is from the 
heart…. I will give forgiveness.  I do it a lot.   
 
About truth, I agree with IRIS.  At this moment truth is whatever I am experiencing right now.  
hmmmm… many times, for my own protection, I lie.  If in telling the truth, some big tragedy is 
going to occur, I need to protect myself from it.  Maybe it is a big sin, but I always think about the 
situation that I am in.  I create responses in accordance to the situation I am in.  I don’t think about 
the next thing.  What is going to happen next…  I don’t’ tell the truth.  I think of the moment. 
 
What will I tell my children about forgiveness? 
 
GAYANI – I will tell my children, grant forgiveness for anything and release your soul. 
 
ENOKA – I will teach my children that forgiveness is necessary. 
 
FAIZA – I will probably teach my children that if you can forgive, forgive; otherwise you have to 
find a way of dealing with it. 
 
DEDUNI – I will like to teach my children that there is a difference between personal forgiveness 
and political forgiveness.  I would like to teach my children to be able to forgive whatever wrong 
has been done to them, but I also like to make them aware … I would like to make them fight for 
forgiveness for other people.   
 
 
 
CATHY – I will like to teach my children – and I don’t think I am doing it very well at the moment – I 
hope I will teach my children that the most important thing is to be able to forgive yourself. 
 
ASHA – I will tell my children never to expect forgiveness from anyone for anything.  And when 
you need to forgive someone else, it’s not an important thing, just grant it and get it over with. 
 
IRIS – I think giving forgiveness for personal things is very easy.  It’s a relief.  But for political 
things… for others… 
 
HANSI – I will also say that if you don’t forgive, it will become a huge headache, a huge burden, so 
forgive. You need to free yourself. 
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What my mother/father taught me about sex/sexuality… 
 
ENOKA – sex, sexuality – my mother and my father taught me that sex and sexuality was 
something that happened behind closed doors.  In a way it was a kind of a duty.  And that it was 
not something through which you tried to express yourself or discovered yourself.  
 
ONE ROUND MISSING 
 
What life has taught me about sex/sexuality… 
 
ENOKA – what life has taught me about sex and sexuality is that … um … it is a vital part of who I 
am and through my … experimentation… I have learnt more about who I am and what I am 
capable of. 
 
FAIZA – I think what life has taught me is that sex and sexuality is a process of discovering 
yourself.  And discovering your inhibitions, how far you want to go … and how you would share 
that with somebody else.  But, in the end of the day, you must love… you must want to do what 
you are doing. 
 
DEDUNI – I think what I have learnt is that um… contrary to what my parents taught me, sex is not 
important for a marriage.  Um… and I think … I feel that sex has to be … new. Somehow.  I have a 
problem with old sex.  I have a problem with familiar sex. 
 
CATHY – I think what life has taught me is that sex and sexuality is … ya … that actually you can 
not have sex for a long period of time and not miss it. 
 
BUDDHINI – I think it’s essential for life.  It is absolutely essential. In a human relationship, 
whatever form it may take – maintaining it is essential.  When we loose it, there is a great gulf. 
 
ASHA – I have had a lot of experiences of this.  I have enjoyed this immensely with several people 
in my life and I like this.  But it is not essential for life and also you don’t need someone else to do 
it.  You can do it very well yourself. 
 
I think what I have learnt through life is that sex with only one person is not a very good or 
successful thing.  I think its something that needs to be renewed – from time to time – every two 
to three years. I believe that this is something common to people.  I don’t think there is anything 
wrong in this.  Because of this life and everything becomes very beautiful.  This is what I think. 
 
BUDDHINI – I have something else to add.  I believe that in whatever way  - whatever kind of 
relationship you have – even if it is a variety of relationships, you need love.  You need love or you 
can’t go there.  
 
SOME PEOPLE MISSING 
 
What will you tell your children about sex and sexuality? 
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DEDUNI – I have already started… my children are still very young, but I have already started in a 
very small way to encourage them to be really free with their own sexuality, and not to be 
ashamed of it and that its not wrong. 
 
I would love my kids to really experiment – much more than I have experimented with sex and 
sexuality.  But I also know that there is a lot of area for hurt so I hope that they will be safe and I 
hope they won’t give me grand children to look after when I am forty five because I am NOT going 
to look after them! 
 
IRIS – I don’t mind my children experimenting.  But honestly, really honestly, I would like them not 
to know too much about these things.  Because …   lord Buddha has said that greed is suffering 
and…. Love, Sex … everything is greed.  There is no end.  I don’t want them to suffer like that. 
 
What I would really like – I am probably a fool – but what I would really like is for them to get 
married without finding out too much about life.  Look at us, it’s because we know so much that 
we know that this is sadness.   There are many that don’t realise this is sadness.  They don’t think 
its sadness. 
  
Otherwise …. Do whatever you want and be single.  Don’t marry… go from one to the next.   Be 
safe.  Protect yourself from disease… love, of course …  but don’t mix up love and sex. 
 
CATHY – I will teach my children, and I have started doing that I guess… maybe because I have 
sons – to not to use sex and sexuality to disrespect women.  
 
BUDDHINI – actually, what I will tell my daughters that … you have to love…  sexuality is grounded 
in this.  In love.  It is decided by this.  I don’t know what kind of relationships they will get into but I 
believe that it will be one built on trust – with whoever it may be.  So protect this and stay with it.  
Whatever your relationship may be. 
 
ASHA – Even now – in keeping with their young age – I have told them – about my body about their 
father’s body, their bodies... – I have started to tell them things.   
 
And about sex, what I will say is - do this without fear.  These experiences are very beautiful.  So 
make this a beautiful experience in your lives.  This is something you need.  Experience this the 
way you want but whatever you do, don’t get trapped in a marriage in order to have sex.  I will 
definitely tell my daughters this.  Have sex with whoever you want to.  Make a child if you want to.  
You can do this.  Just don’t depend on anyone for any of these things.  You make your own life 
beautiful and well lived.  This is what I will say. 
 
GAYANI – I will tell my children … I will not tell them anything about the emotional side to sex but I 
will … I will tell them not to mess up their lives because of sex.  The begetting of children through 
it – unwanted children – this can happen, you could get disease through it, I will tell them all of 
this.  But the emotional part of it is something that they will have to figure out for themselves.   
 
MAY BE A SECTION MISSION 
 
What my parents taught me about Marriage and infidelity.   
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IRIS – My parents taught me that the family is the most important thing.  What ever is said and 
done, the parents may have problems with each other but they must live together, stick together 
because of the children.  And ultimately, sex is not the most important thing, its love and you can 
go on living together as friends; so marriage is important. 
 
ASHA – My parents, of course, stayed in one marriage – still.  I don’t know if this is what they 
wanted.  However, whatever I have done, they have always accepted me with great love. 
 
BUDDHINI – My parents accepted marriage. They accept marriage.  They don’t’ accept infidelity. 
 
CATHY – My parents taught me that marriage is sacred.  And infidelity is terrible.   
 
DEDUNI – My mother and father taught me, through their marriage, that a beautiful relationship in 
marriage is possible.  And it put a hellava lot of pressure on me! 
 
FAIZA – So many lessons learnt… my parents have taught me that a good marriage gives you a 
sense that anything is possible.  That you can make anything work. 
 
ENOKA – I think from observing my parent’s marriage, I realised that space and independence is 
essential for a good marriage to work and that sexual infidelity cannot destroy a marriage that is 
already based on something more – like love and a mutual trust. 
 
GAYANI – My father has told me – its not what I learnt from observing him – he has told me that if a 
marriage takes away a person’s freedom, it is not important and it can be set aside. 
 
HANSI – If you take my mother and father, my mother doesn’t eat before my father, she will wait 
till five to eat with him… she just won’t eat…  then she takes him his plate of rice, right up to him. 
She treats him like that.  And so what she told me…  the way she told me to protect my marriage 
was – don’t eat before your husband, wait for him, serve him his food – but however much she 
told me this, I would always eat before him. 
   
Marriage, my mother told me, is based on respect.  Mutual respect.  If I respect him, he will respect 
me.  Is this respect?  It’s the way they think, but it is not my way… 
 
My husband always compares me to my mother and how she treated my father.  But I just 
disregard this.  I will not do it.  I will do what I want.   
 
What life has taught me about marriage and infidelity… 
 
IRIS – Actually … I like marriage.  I like the situation that I am in. I like my husband.  But I don’t 
behave like a traditional woman.  I don’t’ behave the way my mother behaved.  Though my 
mother thought in many novel ways, when it came to her vocation, as a wife she was very 
traditional.  I will not behave like this.  But I like my marriage.  I want it. I will not leave it.  Maybe this 
is because, though my husband and I have many problems, I love him and I respect him a lot.  
Because he is a beautiful husband. 
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The other thing is infidelity – what I have to say is … this is ok – because we all have to live, and we 
do everything to live.  But you have to be careful when you do these things. That’s all. 
 
I want to say something more…. Infidelity is ok, but if my husband engages in it, I will not be able 
to bear it.  But if he can do this secretly and make sure I never get to know, I don’t mind. 
 
ASHA – I like my present marriage and I don’t have any problems with it.  My husband is not a 
problem to me, he helps me… but though there is nothing lacking in it, what I say is that marriage 
is not necessary for a person.  It is something through which people are curtailed.  It really is a big 
obstacle in the path of our freedom.  Because of this I feel it is not important. 
 
But infidelity – this is very special, I have experienced this to a great extent – I will probably 
experience it in the future too.  It is a beautiful thing.  But it could be a big problem for someone 
who wishes to continue with a solid marriage.  But if one can deal with one’s marriage and 
experience this freely too…  I think that one need not be afraid of it – it is a beautiful thing.  
 
If you have the chance to experience it, I am happy for you to experience it, but just don’t mess 
things up. 
 
Now if my husband wants to befriend another woman I don’t have any objection.  It will not affect 
the love I have for him at all.  I will support him to carry it out in a good manner.  But I will not mess 
up my marriage either. 
 
BUDDHINI – I am now married and I like this marriage.  I like to share life in trust with a partner.  I see 
this as something very positive.   
 
Infidelity… I think both people should be in the know.  Even an affair should be carried out with the 
other person’s knowledge.   
 
But not every society, every man or every woman can put up with this. I think you may get some 
kind of happiness from affairs.  If you get this kind of happiness … it must never be painful to your 
trustful partner.  If you must do it, do it, but if it causes pain…. What is important is marriage.  
 
Affairs exist in the pursuit of one kind of thing.  And they end.  And then you have to deal with this 
end and the pain of this.  But marriage – even though it is something we inherited through 
tradition, within it are things like love, trust, sexuality.  All this.  And so it is essential for human 
existence. 
 
CATHY – Life has taught me that there are very few happy marriages around.  Truly happy 
marriages.  And life has also taught me that infidelity is not always just about sleeping with 
someone else.  
 
DEDUNI – life has taught me… life has taught me that marriage is a construct and I feel it needs to 
be reconstructed in order to keep people, maybe people like me, happy.   
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I believe it is very powerful and very essential to bring up children but I think the main thing is 
friendship within a marriage.  I don’t’ have a problem with infidelity but I do have a problem with 
dishonesty.  So I wish infidelity could exist without dishonesty. 
 
FAIZA – life has taught me that marriage needs good communication. 
 
Infidelity – I don’t think that…. I guess I feel strongly about it…  that if you are in a marriage, there 
can’t be infidelity.  Then you don’t have to be in that marriage.  You can be on your own and do 
what you want to do. 
 
ENOKA – life has taught me that you can’t live according to a contract.  I think marriage is like an 
uncharted journey.  And what works for one marriage will not work for another and every 
partnership has to find its own way and this process might take years, but when you have a love 
and a trust that is built on things other than sex – like a mutual mind set, then marriage can be just 
the most fabulous thing.  
 
As for infidelity.  Personally I can’t be arsed with it.  I just think its too much bloody effort.  You 
spend so much time investing in it…  I just can’t .. it’s just too much work and I … ya… there are 
so many other things that are so important  - and I have a very, very faithful husband I cannot ever 
see him cheating on me.  I might.   
 
But ya, I can’t be arsed. 
 
GAYANI – marriage I believe is one of the greatest distortions of human civilisation.  I am amazed 
that I, who know so much about life, that I entered into it so unthinkingly.  I think that we are used 
to accepting things created by civilisation and this is why we enter into marriage.  But I do think it 
is a ridiculous thing created by civilisation. 
 
Infidelity exists only because marriage exists.  And so if we accept a distortion such as marriage, 
and enter into it unquestioningly, then we have no right to sit within it and talk about infidelity.   
This is not ethical.   True, the institution of marriage has been created by somebody else.  But it is 
we who entered into it. 
 
HANSI – Before I got married I would look at my parents and think … wow this is the life.  It is so 
beautiful.  But after I got married I think ‘what the hell is this?  What Is THIS is?’  I don’t know 
where to look for an answer to this.  I think it’s an utter lie. 
 
What will you tell your children about marriage and infidelity? 
 
ASHA – to my children… like I said before, I think that marriage is not necessary but this will be 
their decision.  I will not interfere in any decision my daughters take.  I will never decide for them.  
They have to create their own lives, and live it, get experiences.  It should have nothing to do with 
me.  My child you experience it if you want, I have no problem with it.   
 
About infidelity what I will tell them is that this exists, that they are normal things.  If you want to 
experience it, experience it.  Your mother experienced it.   You do what you like, it’s no problem.  
But you need to take and hold responsibility for your life.  This is the way I have lived. 
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BUDDHINI – I think that what I think about marriage or infidelity will not be of any use to them 
because they will live in a different age to this.  And this age will determine their opinion. 
  
But for them to understand marriage and infidelity better, I will give them education and 
understanding.  Then they will understand if they are to go into marriage or into marriage and 
infidelity.  The responsibility is completely theIRIS.  Completely.  If they take intelligent decisions, 
if they reject marriage…  They can not get married right?  Its only if we get married that we get 
into infidelity right? The decision is theIRIS.   
 
Of course if they fall into trouble into danger, of course I will help them. 
 
CATHY – I don’t think I want to teach my children about marriage and infidelity.  I hope they don’t 
experience either.   
 
DEDUNI – I think what I will teach my children, and I hope I can do this in spite of bloody Barbie and 
all the princesses and all the fairy tales that they have to deal with now… because they are 
already waiting to get married… I hope I can teach my child that marriage is not for every body. 
And this is fine if you don’t’ want to get married.  You are not a lesser person and you won’t have a 
lesser life. 
 
FAIZA – I would like to second that.  A marriage is a like a relationship between friends.. It’s like a 
relationship within the family – a relationship with your sister, your dad… with your cousins.  But 
we are not all made for marriages, it is not for everybody.   
 
They don’t have to get married and I won’t think them any less if they didn’t want to get married.  
And no society should make them feel that way. 
 
ENOKA – I would like to teach my children that you don’t need to sign a piece of paper to be 
married.  That marriage is something you build and create with someone.  It’s a union of minds for 
me. I don’t think that in this society and in future society, marriage is a construct that we need in 
order to be a family.   
 
GAYANI – I would like to tell my children that marriage is not an inevitable step that they need to 
take in life.  I will also give them a good understanding about how and when and why marriage was 
created by civilisation and on what it is grounded.  I would like the to experience everything 
before marriage – sex, everything– experience all of this to the fullest, and only then decide on 
whether or not you want to get married. 
   
Very honestly, I would like to suggest to them not get married, but they may turn out to be 
people who survive very well within the conditions of marriage. 
 
HANSI – I don’t’ know … whatever I tell them now, I don’t’ know how they will take it, what their 
state of mind will be.  But I will tell them one thing…  You can love a person for even a hundred 
years but when you begin to live together under one roof – even for one day – that person is a 
completely different person.  
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About infidelity, they will probably enter into these if they enter into marriage… so what to do?  
 
What did my mother/father teach me about my country? 
 
DEDUNI – my father taught me that my country was very special and that my countrymen – Sri 
Lankan people - were very friendly and kind people. 
 
FAIZA – my parents … they love Sri Lanka.  And this was always something that they held on to 
and they treasured and still treasure this country. 
  
ENOKA – my parents taught me to love my country unconditionally.  According to them it is the 
most beautiful country. 
 
GAYANI – my mother or father never told me anything special about my country, but my father 
told me that the people of this country have been fooled and that they need to be shown the 
right path.   
 
ASHA – when I was small my parents always said that this country was the most beautiful, best 
country.  My father is a little nationalistic – to the Sinhala side.  I have sensed this.   
 
BUDDHINI – I have not learnt anything special from them about my country. 
 
CATHY – My father and my mother taught me that my country is Sri Lanka. 
 
What has life taught me about my country? 
 
DEDUNI – I am increasingly disappointed and disillusioned with what my parents told me Sri 
Lankans were.  My father always told me never to leave this country, but sometimes I get so 
upset with how foolish and selfish my countrymen are that its very difficult to keep on living here.  
I also feel very intensely that I am increasingly becoming a stranger to my own countrymen in the 
way people around are thinking.  And I feel very much alone. 
   
FAIZA – Life has taught me that as Sri Lankans we have very short memories.  We forget the 
things that have gone wrong in this country very fast. 
 
ENOKA – Life has taught me that this really is my country.  But I think that my countrymen just 
grow stupider every day and our vision gets smaller and smaller and more petty every day. 
 
GAYANI – All I have to say about this country is that its people are complete idiots.  They do idiotic 
things.  I feel that I do not belong to what we know as the people of this country.  I feel this at 
every point.  It is very painful for me. 
 
HANSI – I don’t have any faith in the people of this country.  They are also not relevant to me.  
Other than my own small family, none of this matters. 
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ASHA – There are times when I think why on earth I was born in this country – there are times.  But 
there are times when I think that maybe anywhere else too, in any other country, people are like 
this, so there is no point escaping.  Because of this it’s better to stay with what you know. 
  
But what I feel about the country, what I have to say, to criticise, there is no space for this.  There 
is no valued to it.  This is a tragedy. 
 
GAYANI – I know…  I recently acted in a terrible play – a flop.  It was three hours.  I played the main 
role and the reason I stayed with it was that it talks about the problems in this society.  And it is 
someone who rises up against the system. I love the dialogues, and I will never get the chance to 
say these words in real life and so to give myself this chance, I put up with a whole lot of shit. 
 
BUDDHINI – When I was small I had a great love for this country.  For this country.  This country.  
But as we continue to live in this country I think that it’s possible that there is no country where 
the masses are so foolish.  We have … we have become.. We have become a country which feels 
nothing for its people.  As a nation – the Sinhala people.  I also feel that I don’t belong to this 
country. 
 
 
What will you teach your children about your country/countrymen? 
 
DEDUNI – I think that after my own experience of disappointment in my country, I would like to 
teach my children to have a more international outlook to life.  I think there are huge problems 
with identifying with countries and I would like them to travel and meet people and have 
experiences in spite of countries. 
 
FAIZA – in a sense I would like my children to play with the idea that where your home is, where 
your love is, that’s your country.  So wherever they want to be, where they think they could be 
happy, that’s what they should call their country. 
 
GAYANI – I like to teach my child that rather than my country is Sri Lanka, my world is the globe.   
 
HANSI – …. I probably won’t tell them anything. 
 
ASHA – I will tell my child that there is no such thing as my country, my nation, my dress.  It 
belongs to all of us.  I think the whole world belongs to all of us.  This is what I will teach.  There is 
no mine.  Everything is ours. 
 
BUDDHINI – I will teach my child the same.  Be a person who is relevant to the world.  Be useful 
wherever you are.  Where ever you live, fit in.  That is your country. 
 
CATHY – I think I will teach my children that their country is a circumstance.  That they didn’t 
choose it, so it’s nothing to be proud of or ASHAmed of.  I would like to teach them patriotism but 
not nationalism.  I like if my children love Sri Lanka without being nationalistic about it.  And well… 
support the cricket team…. 
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ENOKA – I think I would like my children to be global citizens and I tell them from now that they 
are.  But I would like them to love this country and to be good ambassadors for this country. 
 
What did my mother/father teach me about EDUCATION? 
 
CATHY – My mother and father taught me that education was fundamental and that unless you 
got that right you wouldn’t get anything else right. 
 
BUDDHINI – My father and mother have taught me that you need Education. 
 
ASHA – They have told me to learn, but nothing else. 
 
HANSI – My mother and father have… whether my marks are low or high… they have always told 
me, what ever you do…  that you should be free. 
 
GAYANI – If you study well, you will be able to live a good life is what my parent taught me.  
 
ENOKA – My parents taught me that education was empowerment and would support me 
through the rest of my life. 
 
FAIZA – My parents taught me that education was fundamental to life and that was an important 
stepping stone achieving things in life. 
 
DEDUNI – My parents taught me that education is a privilege and that one should be grateful for it 
and they also taught me that education comes to us through schools. 
 
What has life taught me about Education? 
CATHY – Life taught me that education is just so inspiring. 
 
BUDDHINI – I think that education is essential for life – for everything in life.  It is essential for 
everything.  But I don’t believe in the current education system and the teachers.   
 
ASHA – I don’t’ have any idea about schools or teachers.  But when I think about my child I feel 
scared. 
 
GAYANI – What life has taught me is that this present education system is something that was 
created by someone.  So I believe that I need to have my own interpretation on what education 
should be. 
 
ENOKA – Life has taught me that you don’t need to go to school to get an education.  Life has 
taught me that schools frequently get it very, very wrong and that some teachers belong in 
mental institutions! 
 
FAIZA – life has taught me that when you do get a good education, its so precious and you have to 
appreciate that when so many children in this age do not have access to any form of education. 
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DEDUNI – Life has taught me that education has resulted in a lot of injustice in the world because 
we assume that people who go to schools are smart and people who don’t’ go to school are not 
smart.  And people who do well in schools get good jobs and people who don’t do well in schools 
get bad jobs.  I think it has created a fair amount of chaos.  
 
And I firmly believe that education needs to change with the times.  I think that sour education 
system is still from the 19th century England and it shouldn’t be.  We have changed.  We are 200 
years down the line.  The way we process information is different.  We have the internet… all of 
that.  
 
I don’t’ think education is about schools any more.   
 
What will you teach your children about Education? 
 
CATHY – I will teach my children what my parents taught me – that education is fundamental and 
you better get it right. 
 
BUDDHINI –Our reality is that we cannot follow a system that is different to the one we have. Do 
we conform to this, or do we take them away and then what?  It’s a big problem. 
 
ASHA – I always tell my children that education is not what you learn from year one to year 
twelve.  Learn at every moment, in whatever way you can.  Collect all these experiences right 
until the end, is what I will tell them.  Whether you go to school or not. 
 
HANSI –… um… I might tell them what my mother told me.  I might say that education is 
important … hmmmm  though I may say this today, I don’t know what my state of mind will be in 
the future.  In the place that I am in now, in my currant state, my current reality, I will say that it is 
important.  It is important.  Yes. 
 
GAYANI – I will tell my children from now on that there is no relationship between education and 
schools.  But I will tell them that they should go to school because if they are to enter into the 
economical system of the country.  It is to create people who fit into this system that schools 
exist.  I will send them to school because they will need it to survive.  But education is something 
different.  I have made this clear distinction from now on.  I repeat there is no connection between 
schools and education. 
 
ENOKA – I will hope that my children finish school and university because I think it will give them 
the fundamentals.  But from now I encourage them to be inquirers, I encourage them, and so does 
my husband, to ask a lot of questions about anything. 
  
FAIZA – I would like to teach my children that education isn’t all about books.  Its about music, its 
about theatre, its about sports.  But its also about listening and appreciating age old wisdoms 
that have come down the line. 
 
DEDUNI – I would like to teach my children that education comes to anyone who is restless and 
asking questions and I hope that they will always be restless and always asking questions.  For me 
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school is important just 100 percent for the socialisation.  I really see no value in the academics of 
it at all. 
 
What has my mother/father taught me about money/class/wealth? 
 
FAIZA  - I guess my parents have taught me that money is a necessity in life but don’t judge 
people if they don’t have money or by how much money they have. 
 
ENOKA – my parents taught me that money class and wealth doesn’t necessarily mean that 
those people are better or more special than you are. 
 
GAYANI – My father told me that my wealth is not my money.  He always said. 
 
BUDDHINI – My father is a Marxist, so I am sure that you can guess what he told me about money, 
wealth etc.. 
 
ASHA – They didn’t tell me anything about it. 
 
CATHY – My father taught me to have my own money. 
 
DEDUNI – We never had much money at all.  Throughout their lives - and I don’t mean this only in a 
good way - my father has taught me that money is evil.  And that class is also evil. 
 
What has life taught me about money/class/wealth? 
 
FAIZA – life has taught me that actually it’s a little unhealthy to have too much money. 
 
ENOKA – what has life taught me?  Life has taught me that they are all just constructs, there are 
just more and more of these kind of trappings and ways of trying to compartmentalise and just 
sort of square things away but it’s not that easy … wealth is so many other things apart from just 
the financial aspect. 
 
GAYANI – I started getting conscious about money and wealth only after I had a child.  Now I 
believe that money is necessary for women’s independence for them to bring up their children.  It 
determines everything… my freedom, if my children go to school or not.. all this.  If I had lots of 
money if I had property I would keep my children at home.  So I believe that it is money that 
decides everything in the world today. 
 
HANSI – I am also in agreement. All this happens because of money.  It is essential.    
 
ASHA – I also think that money is essential.  It was after I had my child that I realised how essential 
it was.   Until then I lived the simplest of lives. About class and money I have a lot to say, so I won’t 
say it now. 
 
BUDDHINI – Money is necessary.  It determines a lot of things.  One’s freedom for instance. 
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CATHY – What life taught me about class is that, all of us, even unconsciously, perpetuate it, and 
we reinforce it even when we don’t want to do it, in very, very subtle ways.  
 
Money ….  is nice. 
 
DEDUNI – I think class leads to a lot of resentment and a lot of guilt and I wish it didn’t exist 
because I think it’s a stupid demarcation. 
   
About money… I honestly believe that money leads to accumulation and that accumulation leads 
to weight. I would, if I didn’t have the responsibilities of my family, I would really like to live 
without money… I think it would lead to a freeer life. 
 
 
 
What would you teach your children about money/class wealth? 
 
FAIZA – I think I would like to teach my children, when they earn money, that honesty is 
important.  And I guess to be frugal.   Be careful with your money. 
 
ENOKA – I hope by the time my children are grown up, that class will be a thing of the past.  
 
GAYANI – money is necessary in order to live, so I will tell my children to find money in a correct 
way.  About social class… I want to make them into people whose class is not immediately 
apparent. People who can fit into any context. 
 
ASHA – I will tell my children… money is necessary.  You must not depend on anyone. You must 
find your own money.  Live your own life. 
 
BUDDHINI – find your money in a justifiable manner. Don’t look for social class. Become someone 
who can disregard social class.  Become a person like this.  This is what I will give them. 
 
CATHY – I hope I can teach my children that class is immaterial, and to be responsible with money, 
to be honest about money, and to also use money to enjoy life.  
 
DEDUNI – About class, I really like the idea of making my children’s class not visible and I will try to 
work on it.  If I can’t achieve this, I will try to make them understand that what they consider their 
privilege is also their loss.  And anything that you feel you have also means that you don’t have 
something else.  So not to feel too good about your class because it means you have been denied 
a lot of experiences in life.   
 
About money… I worry.  I mean I know the lessons I learnt growing up without money. And I worry 
that my children wont learn those lessons and I worry that it will make them grow into people that 
I don’t like. 
	


