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nQv|svEw~@v|l~s~hQ s~k#t|s~ sAvQ{`ny vQsQn~ pvw~vnE lbn

2008  ~s`hQw& cQn~w` ~ sm|mn~wYNy s[h` vn 

vQv^w cQwY wrMy h` pYqr\Xny.

@mm vs@r\ ok~@w`~br\ 11 v#nQ @snsEr`q` qvs pEr` @mm pYqr\Xny b|l#k~ tvEn~hQ m#rQ@y`n~ pYj` X`l`@v|qW 

p#v#w~@v|.

                                         wrM nWwQ rWwQ.

 @mm cQwY wrMy s[h` vys @q`L@hn~ phL  h` @q`L@hn~ ihL yn @qpQrQst m iqQrQpw~ vQy h#kQ 

y. qW a#wQ sn~@q~X kvQ vlQn~ o|n$m kv| wSnk ar\} vLt ek~ a@ykSt cQwY wSnk~ a#[ iqQrQpw~ kL h#kQy.

wrMy s[h` evn cQwY smg @d`lr\ 20.00 k mEql~ a#NvEmk~ SCATS  NSW nmt evW@mn~ wrMyt 

a#wLw~ vQy h#kQy.

 Lm` cQwY pn~wQ x`r kl` gSr#vry` lv` shwQk krv` evQy yEwSy.

 cQwY s[h` r`mE shQw A3 pYm`N@y~  k#n~vs~ h` Acrylic vr\N q pmNk~ x`vQw` kL yEwSy.

 Lm` jygY`hkyn~ wQ@q@nkSt h` v#dQhQtQ jygY`hkyn~ wQ@q@nkSt w&`g hQmQ vn awr, @w`~r`gw~ 

wvw~ cQwY  hyk~ smg cQwY @q`Lhk~ iqQrQ vs@r~ qQn qr\Xnyk~ mgQn~ pYsQq~{Qyt pw~ @k@r\.  

 avsn~ qQnyt psEv l#@bn cQwY @v@w`w~, pYqr\Xny s[h` pmNk~ iqQrQpw~ @k@rnE a#w.

 vQnQX~cy kr#vn~@g~ wWrNy avs`n wWrNy @v|. 

2008 s#p~w#m|br\ 15 v#nQq`t @pr phw s[hn~ lQpQnyt sQyU cQwY evQy yEwSy.

  Prasident

  Sri Lankan Study Centre (SCATS) NSW

  PO Box 296

  Kellyville 

  NSW 2155.

To be drawn / cQwYyt n#gWm s[h` 

Swan’s massege / hAs sn~@q~Xy 

sm@n`l mEqEn sQrQp` obn mgSl               t

nQksl mh sMn @gn vdQn mEnQ[E            t

p#h#qEl sEnQl~ m#NQ@kn~ kL mh @ls         t

mn@q`l pQ@ryQ gM sQrQ sr qEtE @w`p         t

                   You Swan will be delighted to enjoy the beauty of the scenic river which is 

seen as a path of blue sapphires made specially for the lord Buddha who is arriving in a 

procession followed by noble Arahants, on his way to place the sacred foot print on the 

Samanala Peak.

Parrot’s massege/ gQr` sn~@q~Xy.

             nWlB@r~ v#j@Bn gN kSU @ls              t

 mRqE @w@r\ yn en n#v| @p@ny w           t

 p$rw@r\ pQs qEk~ @n`sQw` gw                t

p`nqE@r\ @w`tQ@nwrv yv @n`sQ             t

You Parrot will see ships fl oating in the sea as clouds in the blue sky. Without 

feeling the pressures of the journey, cross the port at Panadura to fl y beyond.

Swallow’s massage / s#LlQhQNQ sn~@q~Xy

 sQsQvn vEvn iM sEM gw h#kQ mQtQ            n

 nQsQ pEUlEkSl rQy sk yEr# wQsr w             n

 qQsQ rN lQ@yv| r$ sQrQ yEw~ @mpErM             n

 a#sQ pQy @hLn pmNQn~ @n`@vwQ @qvM       n

                    The women of this City looks like the angels from heaven but for the blinking 

eyes. The face pleasant as the moon, waist thin to be held together, circular back with the 

swanlike bosoms

Dove’s massage / prvQ sn~@q~Xy

 sr` @s`[Qn~ mh syErw mEUl~                 @l~

@pr` rF@gn rn~ mQNQ mEwS sQyl~             @l~

sr` wQbR @mn~ sl~ pQl~ uqEl~                   @l~

pEr` @msQrQ q#k y`gn~ g`l~                   @l~

          Dove on your way, have a look at the pleasant City of Galle, with affrective 

fairs and carnivals, seams decorated with precious gold, pearls and gems obtained from the 

depth of the sea.

Swon(1)’s massage / wQsr sn~@q~Xy

mhr# smn~ gQrQ kQr#@ln~ s#qQ @v@s           s

@s`[Er# @msQrQ lkMn vL[nE pQNQ             s

syEr# rjhE qQgS kL qQgS a@wk @l             s

mQwSr# wSm vdQn~ gQAgMQ@n@wr b#             s

  Friend Swon(1) cross over Gin ganga that fl ows from “Saman Gira” by swim it is 

like a long hand stretched at by the Ocean King to cuddle (embrace) the Lady Sri Lanka

Peacock’s massage / myRr sn~@q~Xy

 nqv syEr @ll rL sU sln~               @n~ 

@s`[v sEpQpQ wSr# @s~sw~ @svn~             @n~

rqvQ lbn s#p ew#nQn~ lbn~                @n~

r[v mQyEr syErs mWrQp#n~                     @n~

Peacock.. stop for a moment at Mihiripenna you will sea the rhythm of the 

waves that sway like a lady’s veil, amidst the blossomed plants and green as if enjoying the 

pleasures of a royal courtyard.

Butterfl y’s massage / smnL qRwy

 sEqEvn~ pQy`pw~ vQqh` swr a                  w

 p#sQpQk~ syEr wrNy @k`t sQd|nQ @v         w

 qQs~vn vQtqQ  ~ opr` ~ mh p`y @n             w

 smnL rqkS @g`d bsQw#yQ s#k @n` sQ       w

When seeing white wings spread, the Opera House, don’t think that a King butterfl y has 

arrived in Sydney, crossing the Pacifi c Ocean.


