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Ansther strange
ffr:^isrence 

ot a rvorkJ beyond

"M), strange experience took
place in the nineteen forties, when
I was still a schoolgirl. One da1,
my fat her lightly s uggested ;
tumbler-ta lk seance out of p ure
curiosiry, for several of his friends
had rold lrim how interesting and
amusing it could be.

"So nry father and l. irr a nrood
of frivolity, (rve were not aware of
thc dangers rrf rumbler-talking.)
sat dou'n and cornmenced our
sea nce, 'Ihe tlentl, six lctte rs of
tlre Engli.sh alplrabet rvere writren
on . t\\'enty siI scraps of pa per.
which were an'anged hap haz.ardll,
ruund the edge ol a tcapoy. arrd
fetching an ordinar!. glas.s
turilbler. rn\r latlrer spoke into it
and asked "sonle kincl spirit to
enter it!" He placed thc tumbler
bottonr up or'l the ccntre of tlre
t a ble. a nd he a nd I I ig lr tlv p lacecl
our nridd lc and inde.x f irrgcrs on it.
Lo and he hotd ! 'l lre tuntble'r
began to rnovc, dircctinu irselI
torvarcls thc Ietter,s placetJ rouncl
thc edge of the teapo),:

w t$Lhx}

BY AIqITfi

I received this remarkable letter
lront M rs, Ka rna la C u nase k era o f
l9ti, Stanley 'Iillekerarna
Mau'atha. lvl irihana. l,i ugegocla,
last week,

Writes Mrs. Gunasekera:
"Wlrat I anr going to sa!, is going
to be considcred lantastic a nd
impossible, and even the
concoction of a person with a
fevered inragination- but every
word of it is true. I pondered for
years whether I should nlakc m,\,
st 0r]' pu blic,, hou'el er muctr of
rid icule and la ughter it may
evol'e. btrt lalwavs got cold feet.

"Thc series of articles you wrote
on the' tvonderftrl occult
e xpe ricnces o{' i\'l r, Stanlcv
.la1'arveera. a L)irector ef For-cign
Affiars *,ho hacl been irr
conrmunication rvith tlre spirit ol'
Sir D. B. Ja,r*atilaka for an
unbroken period of [t:n long
!'eal's. Ba\e me the c0urage and
tlrc strcngtlr to write to ),ou, and
tell m),storv to tlre euorntous
readership of *'The Island" ano
acr4uaint thcm n'ith thc rcalitr,' of

"We as ked t he spirit a l'en
casual qucstions' and receiyed
anslvers to them, the moving
turnbler spelling them out. But
l'rom sonte l'urther unsolicited
infornlal ion that we got, we began
to realisc that we were oir the
thresho ld of a d ramatic d iscovei'y.
So we decided to have another
scance tl're next day.

"'f ha t dal t he resu ltr we re a
trifle strange. Moving at terrific
speed, the tumbler began spelling
out a long ntessage. But it was a

little obscure, and we could not
make much of it. So nly father
picked up the tumbler and asked,
"'l-cll us k ind s;tirit ,'vho arc vou?"
And the turnbler spelt out. "lry, S,
SENI OR !''

"()f coursc. at tlrat tinte lris
namc \\'as well-hnotvn, l'or Rev.
W" S. Senior had been a leading
educatirtnist and poet who had
aclrrevcd immortalit)' rvith his
tantr)us poenl, "CaII ol Lanka."
He was an Englishrnan who had

story
lr:st his helrrt to our c0unrry and
Iter peoplc.

"..\ttrl tt iir'tl tiic ltll'lltrtr;r" Lllldrl'
tli,-' Ftritlinlct' rtl'tiir sllirit ol l{cr.
Scltiur bcrittt ttr nl()\.L'. tlrt:
il pplu-cttt lr olrrcttt-c rt t'ing tll'
rrordr irctltt ltt titkc ittt lllltlsttitl
I'ot rtt. urtrl rtrl llt lict'it ttcl I t'citliscd
irr :r n'rit/r't'ttL'tlt tlint \\'. S. Sr"'tlittr
\\ ir \ r'r) lll ptr:ill [: ii pttt' tn | "

*'l wonder
rvhcther th osc of your readers
wlro have read "Call of Lanka"
conti,nues Mrs. Karnala
Cunasekera." ar have a copv ofit
with t hern. .$ee a resemblance
betwee n that poern and this?

'*And lterc is tlre poem. dictated
to n1v father and mc almclst fortY

!'car.\ ag,o frorn the other world by
the spirit of a man who loved this
r'ount r\'. and came from the world
of t he d ead t o say farewell to
l.ankn and he r people. I am sorry
I did not hat'e the courage to Pass
on his nressage beforc.

\cftb

"Sons .l' l-a nka. *wBS a glaCt rolnanCL- tO fne'

When lrvas in Your ltapp)'islc'
Pondering'midst rvithered leavcs, sighed.

Oh Lanka. $'ltere are th1'sons

Who in the Past have shanc

Like rvarriors brave. pure and r,lndefiled I

Pure valleys laden with cr)'stal waters florv

Down.to the emerald fields belou'

I gaze with sodden eyes at thy ancient glories

gong.
Leave me a cosv nook that I may happy be.

oh Lanka. tlre laniJ of berv itching looks-

Though I rnay'fade. yotl never will'

I have roamed your island t'ar and wide.

With pulses throbbing, fast and free'

Yours is a lancl of trnending delig*tt-
'l'lrat unending treasures hold'

With thee I have lived and died:

SteeP are the hilts I have climbed-

With nature's glories round'

\\'ith Hcaven uP above rTle'

I was lost'in th1' charming isle'

'When strall I see thee again?"


