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The Temple of the Tooth dances in the wind. 
The morning call to prayer whistles down the mountain. 
Elephants sleep before their parade in the streets. 
  
We sip tea on the veranda of our rest house, 
having escaped Colombo before the curfew 
and the riots scheduled for last 
  
night on Alwis Place, where angry and troubled 
trishaw drivers met to argue their strike, 
and at the other end of the street, the jail holds 
in separate cells, 
  
indigent Tamils, battered, but not broken, 
  
and JVP rebels, who called the curfew, 
            modestly awaiting 
the coming of their bloodthirsty saviors. 
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