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ONE MORE CHANCE!
wfka æ ;j tl ierhla æ

Its another morning, I
have to go to office. I saw
today’s newspaper. 
Oh! This  is me.  I shouted
having a glance on my
snap in todays newspapers
What the hell it is doing in
the Death Column ?
One sec….Let me think…
When I was going to bed-
last night, I had a severe
pain in my chest. I was
taken to hospital, but I
think I had sound sleep
there.
It ‘s 10 am now. Where is
my coffee? I will be late
for office…My boss will
get a chance to irritate me. 

But where is everyone ?
I think there is a crowd
outside my room. But why
some of them crying?

I looked inside the
room….I was lying on the
floor…...I was shocked.
“Hey! Listen….! I am
here…." I shouted.

Nobody was looking at me…
They were watching my body
lying on the floor. Am I dead….? I
asked myself. Where is my
wife…?  My little daughter….?
and my Friends? Where are they?

I saw my wife in the next
room….She was crying….She was
looking very sad…

My little kid was also crying
because her mom was sad.

How can I go without saying my
wife that she was the most beauti-
ful and caring wife in this world.

How can I go without saying my
child that I really love her. I really
care for her. 

How can I go without saying my
friends that without them perhaps, 
I have done most of the wrong
things in my life. 

Oh ! the guy there was used to
be my best friend.  Small mis-
understanding made us apart ….I
just want to say him ‘sorry….’

It seems no one is able to see
me….Am I really dead ? I asked
myself. Then I sat down near me. I
was also feeling like crying. 

I prayed. “ Please God give me
few more days.  I want to make my
wife, my kids, my friends realise
that how much I love them.”

I saw my wife entered the room.
I wanted to tell her that ….to the
world you might be one
person…but to one person you
might be the world….

“ Oh! God….!”  I screamed…..
“ Little more time please! One
more chance to hug my little
daughter... One more chance to
thank my wife for still being there
in my life…” I shouted….“ God
one more chance please…..! ”

“ You shouted in sleep…” my
wife said…“ Did you have a night-
mare….? ”

Oh thank God it was a just a
dream. I was sleeping.

I  hugged her and whispered.. 
“ You are the most beautiful and
caring wife in this universe.... I
really love you…."
I prayed. “ Thank you God for this
second chance.....” 
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uf.a ìrs|g weh fuf,dj isák b;du
iqrEmS" .=K hym;a ìrs| nj fkdlshd ud
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ÿj ;j tl ierhla jvd.kak ´k''''' ug
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uu uyd yçka yËd jefgñka
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“ Thd kskafoka uy yhsfhka lE
.eyqjd'''' kmqre ySkhla oelalo''''@ ” uf.a
ìrs| ud fid,jñka weiqjdh' 

wfka jdikdjka''''` uu ugu isf;ka
lshd .;sñ' jpkfhka lsj fkdyels
iykhla ug oeksK' ud ta oel we;af;a
ySkhls' 

♦ oSmd i|ud,s fyar;a

Deepa Sandamali  Herath 

,d,a yEf.dvf.a

fulj fu;ekska kj;ñ

Y%S,xldfõ iïNdjkSh
PdhdrEm Ys,amsfhl= yd
iïudkkSh lúfhl=
f,i m%lgj isák ,d,a

kj;u  ldjH  ix.%yh

Kubinsomu long
lived 111 years

Ignacio Kubille Banos,
the former sugar factory
worker in Havana,
Cuba,  yesterday cele-
brated 111 years. He has
11 children, 40 grand-
children and 15 great-
grandchildren.
b.afkaIsfhda l=ìf,a fyj;a
l=ìka fidauq lshqndfõ
yjdkd k.rfha cSj;a
fjhs' Tyq tys merKs iSks
lïy,a fiajlfhls' .sh
ui Tyq ish 111111 jk
Wmkaoskh ieurSh 

yEf.dv lsúhrekaf.a kj ;u ldjH ks¾udKh jk ffuu  lljj
ffuu;;eekksskkaa  kkjj;;ññ wmg lshjkakg ,eìK' Tyq Y%S,xldfõ
iïm%odhsl lúhka w;r úfYaI lúfhl= jYfhka lemS
fmfkkafka Tyqf.a lú ni yd f.fkk Wmud rEml yeu
úgu kj;djla okjk neúks' iq,n Wmud rEml miqmi ÿjk
lùkaf.ka Tyq fjkafldg yeu úgu y÷kd .; yelsh' ta
wkH;dj Tyqf.a ish¿u ks¾udK j, mdfya olakd ,efí'
Tyqf.a ku ke;sj ,shQ lúhla yuqjqjo ta lúh ,d,af.a
lúhla hhs y÷kd .; yels ,l=Kq Tyq ta jdfha b;srslr we;' 

lúh idudkH ck;dj w;rska m,d hk njla we;eï
úg fmfkkakg ;sfí' lúh ck;djf.a wd;auh f,i
i,lñka ;snQ rgl th flfuka ck;dj w;rska wE;ajk
fihla we;eï úgl oefkhs' fuu ;;ajh jvd;a meyeos,s
jkafka lúfmd;a uqo%Khg fmd;a m%ldYlhska olajk ue<slu
;=<sks' lú tl;=jla t<solajkakg uqo,a fidhd.kakg
lúhdgu isÿfõ' lú fmd;a ñ<g .ekaug Wkkaÿjla olajk
msrsia Y%S,xldfõ wvqnj fidhd ne,Q l, fndfyda wh lshkq uu
wid we;af;ñ' kj l;djg" mrsj¾;k lD;sj,g wo wm rfÜ
we;s ;ek lúhg fkd;sîu wjdikdjls' 

ye;a;Efõ hq.fha ,xldjg y÷kajd ÿka újD; wd¾:slh;a
iu. idys;H l,d fCI;%h úYd, mrsj¾;khlg yiqjQ nj
lsj yelsh' uq,ska isxy< lúhg ys;e;sj isá fndfyda fokd
yerefKa .S; rpkhgh' .S; rplhska lúhka f,i .Kka
.efkkag ùh' lúhg jvd .S;h Wiia fohla f,i ie,flka-
kg ùh' fuho ldjH fCI;%h mqrkaj hdug fya;= ù hhs is;ñ'
ldjH rpkh brsod mqj;a m;l msgq nd.hlg iSud jqKs'  

tfy;a lúh cd;shl yo ni hkqfjka y÷kajd we;af;a
fldhs fudfyd;l fyda lúh h<s mK.id idudkH ckhdf.a
ms<s.ekSug meñKsh yels neúks' ,d,a yEf.dvf.a ks¾udK
yd Tyq lúhlska lshkakg hk yeu joklau wfma ckiud-
cfha ÿl i;=g ika;dmh lshkakg .kakd jEhula f,i
fmkakd oSu iqÿiqh'

fulj fu;ekska kj;ñ ldjH ix.%yfha tk iQ¾h
osjHrdchd kï meosfm< tjekakls' 

ydkais mqgqjl we,ù
iqreÜgqjla Wrñka
ukia;dmfhka 
iQ¾h osjHrdchd 
jev ksudù ojfia 
fkdfidaod weÕm; 
fkdks|d l,amkd lrñka
kxjhs w÷re j<d wyfia 

,d,a yEf.dv isxy< lúfl; fmdaIKh lrkakg ldjH
rpkd lsrSfuka o ldjH ix.%yhka m<lsrSfuka o muKla
fkdj wm rg mqrd úisrS isák ;reK lúlsú|shkaf.a
ks¾udK tl;= fldg ta ish,a, llúú  iisshhmm;; kï lú tl;=jla
;=<ska jir .Kkdjla t<soelaùh' ta ld¾hhu lúhg Tyqf.a
we;s we,au m%lg lrkjd muKla fkdj lú ,shk ;reK
mrïmrdfõ wh ;=< lúhg we;s we,au j¾Okh lrkq jia
.;a w.kd mshjrls'      

Tyq l<ska m<lr we;s uudd  ññkkssffiillaa  TTnn  ..ÕÕllaa  kkssiidd
^1994& mmyyff<<ddiiaajjll  ii||  uuff..aahh ^1995& ldjH ks¾udK hkag
rdcH iïudk iy idys;H iïudk ysñ ù we;' ffuulljj
ffuu;;eekksskkaa  kkjj;;ññ  ,d,a yEf.dvf.a ldjH Ñka;kfha w.% M,h
jYfhka y÷kajd fokakg leue;af;ñ'

♦ fjkqr

úuka yerf.dia 
we;sfhka
frdayf,a foújre 
jevjerE
lsrs ore lrmskakd 
yerS wd
oerE jeg bks 
wïu,d


