
  

 

3 February 2021 
STC is now an educational institute with 170 years of history 

On this day in 1851 Bishop James Chapman opened the St Thomas’ Collegiate School at Mutwal.  

What a journey the past 170 years have seen. 

Out of that common source has grown three other schools that with the parent school here at Mount 

Lavinia now form a family of schools that have over the years produced men and gentlemen for our nation 

and the world. Long may they continue to do so. 

Esto Perpetua 

Rev. Fr. Marc Billimoria, 
Warden. 
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Our Founder 

S. Thomas’ College, Mount Lavinia is an Anglican Church School, which was 
founded by the first Bishop of Colombo, the Rt. Revd. James Chapman, D. D. 
whose vision was to build a College and Cathedral for his new Diocese. Thus, on 
the 3rd of February 1851 the College of St. Thomas the Apostle, Colombo was 
opened with the objectives of training Christian Clergy and making its sons good 
citizens through the discipline and supervision of the Christian Faith. 

 

Inspirational Messages from former Wardens 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“You belong to one of the best schools in the world, a school with splendid traditions and a 

most honourable name and I charge you to hand down those traditions and that name to 

those who come after you untarnished and unimpaired.  Be proud of being Thomians and 

make your college of numbering you among its sons.  Remember that whatever you do 

and where ever you go, your life and your actions will reflect either credit or discredit on 

the college you were trained and to which you owe so much.  You have learnt the best 

lessons in the world at STC.  I trust not only English, Classics ad Mathematics, but true 

manliness and truth, courage, purity and all those things that make a man and a 

gentleman.  Try never to forget them, but be men and gentlemen always….above all be 

loyal to God and what you know is right”. 
The Rev William Armstrong Buck,  

Warden (1896 – 1901) 

 
“Wardens come and wardens go, but the schools goes on, and that is what matters.  You 

will be here, most of you, to carry on.  Make a good job of it.  I know you will.  We have 

something in this school which is good and precious.  Guard it well, treasure it, and keep it 

bright……It won’t at all be a bad guide for life if each of us says “I shall never do 

anything that will bring shame to s Thomas’”.   
The Rev. Canon R. S De Saram,  

Warden (1932 – 1958) 

 

 
“The greatest thing about S. Thomas’ is the wide tolerance that prevailed.    It didn’t 

matter what a person was, whether he was rich or poor, what his creed was or what his 

race was.  Once a boy became a Thomian he was enfolded to a strong brotherhood of 

Thomians and if he needed any correction – if he brought too much of himself, he would 

soon brought down to his real place and then would be taken along”. 
C. H Davidson,  

Warden (1959 – 1965)  
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• Seniors Lunch – Saturday 10 July 2021, Springvale RSL Club, Vic 

• Transfiguration Service – Saturday 7th August 2021 

• Family Night – Saturday 9th October 2021 – venue to be confirmed 

• Carol Service – Saturday 4th December 2021 

• Information Forum – to be confirmed 
 

 
 

S. Thomas’ College Old Boys Association Australia 
Branch (STCOBA) 

STCOBA Australia Branch is based in Melbourne. This was the first Thomian OBA to be 
formed overseas. The founders were a group of old Thomians who migrated to 

Australia after their primary and secondary studies at S. Thomas’ College in Sri Lanka in the early 
1960s and 1970s. 

The main purpose, of the Thomian OBA, is to foster fellowship amongst Old Thomians in Australia 
and to raise funds that can be channeled to the Thomian fraternity of schools in Sri Lanka (Mount 
Lavinia, Kollupitiya, Bandarawala and Gurutalawa).  
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The President’s Message 

Dear fellow Thomians,  

The 2020 year was year to forget for most, if not all of us. COVID 19 didn’t allow the EXCO to carry out 

any events for the year. The Committee met throughout the year and continued with the 

momentum to ensure that the OBA is in a position conduct an event as soon possible. 

As 2021 dawned and the conditions gradually began to improve and we managed to have the 

annual cricket encounter, hosted by the Thomian EXCO, which went off very well with a great 

attendance and  us winning the Open and Over 40’s game but missed out on the Over 50’s game.  

When the AGM was meant to be held, COVID raised its ugly head on the day with a snap lockdown coming into 

effect on the night of the AGM.  However, we managed to conduct the AGM and have a new Committee that was 

appointed. I am privileged to have been given the opportunity to hold the position of President again. The 

Committee also met face to face in March and April and have begun to plan out the year ahead. We have some 

fantastic new members within the EXCO that have bought some great views and expertise. 

One of the first events that the EXCO planned was the Royal Thomian Live Screening; and COVID raised its head 

again. This time in Sri Lanka with the game being postponed. The Organising Committee persevered with the event 

and deviated and made it more family friendly which resulted in a fantastic turn out which far exceeded our 

expectations. 

The EXCO are continuing to plan out the rest of the year subject current guidelines and we will be sending out a 

calendar of events shortly. The focus for the year is to have several fund-raising events to ensure that we can support 

the College in a specific project that the Committee will decide upon. 

Membership numbers are increasing but I would like to see this improve further. If you have not renewed your 

membership yet I would encourage you to do so. If you know of a classmate or an old Thomian please encourage 

them to sign up to the OBA. 

Please look after yourselves and looking forward to seeing you at the next event. 

Esto Perpetua! 

Peneeth Goonawardena 

Editor’s Note 
Dear Thomians,  

Welcome to the Autumn edition of the Thomiana.  We are indeed grateful that we can gather and meet since the 
Covid19 impact in 2020. This edition features events of this year, including the AGM, Royal 
Thomian OBA Cricket Match and the Royal Thomian 142 years of Tradition and fellowship. 
These events were well patronised.  Also included are articles of interest written by old 
boys. Please watch this space for information of future events of the OBA; and please 
support our sponsors. The OBA exists to provide benefit to the members and hence your 
attendance and participation will contribute to the growth and success. 

I would like to thank Upali Gooneratne who helped me with this edition and all those 
who have contributed to the information in the Thomiana.   

Esto Perpetua! 

Vasikaran Ratnarajah    
www.stcobaaust.org.au      https://www.facebook.com/groups/ STCOBA/  
  

http://www.stcobaaust.org.au/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/


 
 

 

5 

May 2021 – Volume 24 – Issue 2 

 

 

A majority of the members of the Executive Committee of 2020 volunteered to continue in 2021, including the 
President, Peneeth Goonawardena.  We wish to express our appreciation to Jitendra Udugama, Jayampathy 
(Pajjo) Silva and Sankha Wickremasinghe who opted to step down after years of dedicated service to the OBA. 

Rayendra Karunaratne accepted the invitation by the Committee to serve as a Vice-President; and the vacant 
positions in the Committee were filled by two former members of the Ex-Co and a new member of the OBA.  
Rajindra Bibile (who served in the Ex-Co from 2013 – 2018) and Shehan Jayetileke (2007 – 2008) have re-joined; 
and Amesh Fernando, who left STCML in 2018 and student at Monash University, filled the remaining position. 

 

Title Name Telephone Email 

President Peneeth Goonawardena 0404 213 166 peneeth@gmail.com 

Vice Presidents Saman Liyanage 0407 358 415 saman.a.p.liyanage@outlook.com 

 Asfan Thajudeen 0416 877 788 asfant@hotmail.com 

 Rayendra Karunaratne 0416 350 244 rayendra_karunaratne@hotmail.com 

Secretary Chris Lawton Snr. 03 8794 9680 cj.lawton@bigpond.com 

Asst. Secretary Mark Nanayakkara 0408 990 146 markstcoba@hotmail.com 

Treasurer Dinesh Fernando 0433 205 311 dinesh.fernando@bigpond.com 

Asst. Treasurer Milinda Liyanage 0458 998 850 milinda.liyanage@gmail.com 

Editor Vasikaran Ratnarajah 0408 866 272 vasidaisy15@gmail.com  

Committee Chris Varney 0407 630 351 chrisvarney10@gmail.com 

Rayesh Gunasekera 0410 047 088 rayesh_g@yahoo.com 

Navodh Fernando 0452 209 102 navodhfernando@gmail.com 

Upali Gooneratne 0449 024 294 fgooneratne@iiec.org 

Shehan Jayetileke 0421 878 057 Shehan17@hotmail.com 

Rajindra Bibile 0426 924 097 rajindrabibile@yahoo.com  

Amesh Fernando 0411 492 747 ameshf@gmail.com  

Immediate Past President 

 Mahes Heenetigala 0418 182 707 maheenet@gmail.com   

 

  

Thomiana …………...we value your opinion 

In order to structure the newsletter to meet the preferences of our readers, we invite comments and suggestions on 

ways to improve the publication.  Your feedback on the format, overall content, quality of articles, topics and interest in 

the newsletter is appreciated.   Please send your responses to: 

 Vasikaran Ratnarajah: vasidaisy15@gmail.com or Upali Gooneratne: fgooneratne@iiec.org  

 

mailto:peneeth@gmail.com
mailto:saman.a.p.liyanage@outlook.com
mailto:asfant@hotmail.com
mailto:rayendra_karunaratne@hotmail.com
mailto:cj.lawton@bigpond.com
mailto:markstcoba@hotmail.com
mailto:dinesh.fernando@bigpond.com
mailto:milinda.liyanage@gmail.com
mailto:vasidaisy15@gmail.com
mailto:chrisvarney10@gmail.com
mailto:rayesh_g@yahoo.com
mailto:navodhfernando@gmail.com
mailto:Shehan17@hotmail.com
mailto:rajindrabibile@yahoo.com
mailto:ameshf@gmail.com
mailto:maheenet@gmail.com
mailto:vasidaisy15@gmail.com
mailto:fgooneratne@iiec.org
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OBA News 

 

The Annual General Meeting 2021 

The Annual General Meeting (AGM) of the STC OBA Melbourne was held at the Mount Waverley Community 
Centre on Friday February 12th at 6.30pm.  The meeting went ahead in spite of a Covid 19 lockdown announced 
by the Victorian Government that became effective from midnight on the day of the meeting.  Although, as 
expected, there were cancellations around 50 members attended the meeting that followed strict Covid 
protocols.  

    

The meeting noted that in spite of the cancellations of the regular OBA activities, innovative fundraising 
activities, namely Royal-Thomian Live Broadcast and Melbourne Cup Draw, were undertaken. That boosted 
the OBA’s finances.  The Executive Committee continued to hold monthly meetings via Zoom for most of the 
previous year and kept the membership informed of the developments. 

The members endorsed the current President, Peneeth Goonawardena, to continue to serve in the position of 
President for the next year.  The services of the Executive Committee members who were not continuing were 
acknowledged while welcoming the replacements.  The President in his remarks, thanked the membership for 
their continued support and informed them of the 50th Anniversary of the OBA in 2022.  

              

Trevor Meares (Ex-President of the OBA) received the President’s Award for 2021 for his dedicated service and 
support of the OBA over many decades. 

The meeting was followed by the traditional social with dinner and drinks. 
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OBA Battle of the Blues - 2021 

The annual Battle of the Blues in Melbourne was held 
on the 21st February 2021 at the Mulgrave Cricket 
Club.  In spite of the Covid restrictions, the event was 
well attended and the match and the festivities 
extending till early evening.  The STC OBA hosted the 
event this year.  Some of the traditional events, 
including the social and kids’ entertainment, had to 
be cancelled to comply with the restrictions. 

All three grounds belonging to the Club was utilised 
for the games – Over 40, Over 50 and Open.   The 
Thomian OBA took two of the three challenge 
Shields winning the over 40 and Open matches and 
most individual trophies. Royal OBA won the over 50 
game. 

Over 50 Game 

STC OBA batted first and made 166 for 9 off their 30 
overs, 

Mahen Siritunga 41 
Leon Lewis 25 
Shehan Paranawithana 21 
 
Bowling for Royal OBA, 

Lalin De Silva 2/20 (6 overs) 
Ramesh Nadaraja 1/12 (3 overs) 
Anton Mahadeva 1/18 (2 overs) 
 
Royal OBA made 167 for 5 in 27 overs 

Anton Mahadeva 31 (Retired) 
Ramesh Nadaraja 31(Retired) 
Sajith Mendis 21 
 
Bowling for STC OBA  

Mahen Siritunga 1/26 (6 Overs) 
Shehan Paranavithana 2/42 (8 overs) 
Eraj Kapukotuwa 1/23 (3 overs) 

 
 
Award Winners 
Best Batsman - Mahen Siritunga (STC) 
Best Bowler - Lalin De Silva (Royal) 
Man of the Match - Anton Mahadeva (Royal) 

 

Over 40 Game 

 
Royal OBA batted first made 192 for 8 in their 30 overs,   

Lahiru Rajapaksha 38 (retired) 
Sahan Perera 34. 
Ishan Jinadasa 35. 

Bowling for STC OBA  
Peneeth Goonawardena 2/27 (6 overs) 
Asfan Thajudeen 1/38 (6 overs) 
Janaka Siriwardena 1/48 (6 overs) 
 

 
STC OBA batting second made 195 for 6 in 28 overs to 
win the game. 
 
Suriya Molligoda 39 (retired) 
Chanaka Gunawardana 36 (retired) 
Janaka Siriwardana 35 (retired) 
 
Bowling for Royal  
Sanjeewa Udumalgala 2/32 (6 overs) 
Ishan Jinadasa 1/35 (6 overs) 
Channa Gunawardana 1/42 (6 overs) 
 
Award Winners 
Best Batsman - Chanaka Guanawardana (STC) 
Best Bowler - Peneeth Goonawardena (STC) 
Man of the Match - Janaka Siriwardana (STC) 
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OPEN Game 

 
STC - 233 for 7 in 40 overs 
Ravindu Kodithuwakku - 68 
Dilusha Nanayakkara - 57 
Chenutha Wickramasinge - 28 
Senal De Silva - 20 not out 
 
R Pathirana - 2 for 37 
Azam - 2 for 48 
 
Royal - 151 all out in 34 overs 
Hasitha - 38 
Naveen - 34 

Sudeepa - 23 
Ravindu Kodithuwakku - 4 for 30 
Sajana De Silva - 2 for 26 
Senal De Silva - 2 for 30 
Janidu Colonne - 2 for 31 
 
Man of the Match - Ravindu Kodithuwakku 
Best Bowler - Sajana De Silva 
Best Batsman - Dilusha Nanayakkara 
 
Randy De Silva Trophy for the Best Thomian Player in the 
Open Game - Ravindu Kodithuwakku 
 

Photos by the courtesy of Yohan Pasqual and Avishka 
Tilekaratne 

 

 

Following the postponement of the 142nd Royal-

Thomian encounter, scheduled to be played in 

Hambantota from 6th to 8th May, the OBA reorganised 

the live broadcast, planned for 7th May, to the theme 

“142 Years of Tradition & Fellowship” – to celebrate the 

fellowship and tradition that have been the hallmark of 

the sporting encounters between the two schools; and 

ensure that the 142-year tradition remain unbroken. 

The re-configured family orientated event included 

interviews with cricketers of yesteryear from both Royal 

and S. Thomas’, Kid’s activities, sumptuous dinner & 

drinks; and live music for dancing and fellowship. A 

Raffle was conducted in conjunction with the event and 

included attractive prizes for both adults and kids. 

The demand for the event was overwhelming and sold 

out well in advance.  There was a high percentage of 

Royalists patronising the event which added to the 

flavour of the theme. 
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Live interviews were conducted with some cricketing greats from both schools including Duleep Mendis, 

Michael Tissera, Lorenz Pereira, Mahinda Halangoda and C. P Richards. 

The “Kids Corner” was a tremendous hit, enabling the parents to enjoy the evening knowing their young 

ones were in safe hands.  Kids were entertained with a series of movies, face painting and yummy food. 

The OBA President acknowledged the presence of a large number of “younger” old boys (Class of ’95,’98 

and 2002) most of whom were attending an OBA event for the first time.  A special thanks to Sajith de 

Fonseka for his contribution to this event. 

The highlight of the evening was the singing of the College Songs, with Royal being invited to sing first 

followed by the Thomians.  The evening lived up to the true spirit of the Royal – Thomian and the OBA 

hopes to make it an annual event. 

     

 

Message from Aynkaran Sivaratnam (Ex-President, Royal College OBA) 

The highlight of the first term of any school year for me was the Royal Thomian cricket match. The Royal 
Thomian was traditionally played during the first or second week of March every year. Planning for the 
two-day match, which subsequently became a three-day match and the cycle parade, was a key activity 
for us during the first 4 weeks of our school year. What made my group of friends a unique bunch was 
that our organisation included both the Royalists and the Thomians. Our trucks was one such example. 
The two school flags in our trucks used to confuse the public and the students of our sister schools. Our 
dear friends from our sister schools used to be quite amused and somewhat confused seeing us scaling 
their school walls with both sets of flags chanting our respective school names and singing our respective 
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school songs during their school intervals. The friendships that began then, between us Royalists and 
Thomians, has gone from strength to strength and has become lifelong friendship. 
  
In the true Royal Thomian spirit, the Royal College OBA in Melbourne organised the Stag Night a week 
ahead on the 30th of April 2021 of the scheduled match in Sri Lanka. The Thomian OBA on the other 
hand organised a Royal Thomian family event to coincide with the cricket match on Friday the 7th of May 
2021. In-spite of the match at the last minute being postponed in Sri Lanka, the STC organising 
committee decided to reconfigure the Royal Thomian event to celebrate the 142 years of fellowship and 
tradition. 
  
It was great to attend the Royal Thomian Family event being a Royalists who very much valued the Royal 
Thomian spirit, fellowship and tradition. Seeing the Blue and Gold, and the Blue and Black flags, brought 
back fond memories of our comradeship. Singing the two school songs that both Royalists and Thomians 
are very familiar with was a true reflection of our mutual respect and admiration for each other. 
Listening to the talers from the middle from the legends of yester year was the icing on the cake. 

Thank you STC OBA for organising a great event and a big thank you to my fellow Royalists and my 
Thomian friends for ensuring that our Royal Thomian spirit, fellowship and tradition continues even in 
our second home in Melbourne Australia. 
   

       

More photos, courtesy of Randy Fernando, in the Photo Gallery 

 

SAVE THE DATE 
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The True Spirit of the Royal - Thomian 

 

Letter from the Head Prefect, Royal College to his Counterpart at STC 

                                                                                                                                                

 

 

 

 

28 April 2021 

 

Kiren Ranatunga, 

Head Prefect, 

S. Thomas’ College, 

Mt. Lavinia. 
 

Dear Kiren, 

It is with a heavy heart that I write to you during these trying times. It is my sincerest hope that all 

the players of the S. Thomas’ College cricket team and all involved parties are doing well. The entirety 

of our Prefects Council is praying for a speedy recovery of your players. Amidst an atmosphere 

filled with hope for festivity, we must not forget our main priority which is the health and safety of 

our boys. 

The Royal-Thomian, as per its namesake, is dependent on both schools, so let us join hands (as we 

have done in the past) and overcome this obstacle together. I hope we will be able to finish this 

journey we started together and manage to successfully carry out the 142nd Battle of the Blues in all 

of its glory. With rivalry spanning over a century, there is no doubt in my mind that although the 

times are trying, we will triumph together. 

Lastly, I hope it goes without saying that the boys at Reid Avenue are ever willing to extend a 

helping hand. May the Royal-Thomian brotherhood stand strong and flourish further! 
 

 

Yours sincerely, 

Binula Karunaratne,   

Head Prefect, 

Royal College, Colombo 7. 
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Great Mother of stalwart Thomians dear, 
we hail you with joyous Birthday greetings 
and wish you many years of success great. 
Old Time has not marred your beauteous 
looks 
with tell-tale lines that baffle Loreal’s skills. 
 
Strong and agile, you defy the local GP’s 
fears, as you in sport, sprightly triumph, 
winning coveted trophies, creating records, 
the price and joy of alumni everywhere. 
 
Darling of Bishop Chapman, pioneer great 
who with consecrated, learned scholars dear, 
fostered values he learnt at hoary Eton. 
“Esto perpetua,” motto from his school: 
Was it a longing nostalgic, loving wish 
or a Classical scholar’s imperative? 
 
We know not - but it did gently mould 
and help you thro’ the years, blossom out, 
excelling many a school in every way. 
 
Mens sana in corpore sano: you gave 
a healthy mind and body to your sons - 
robust faith, grit and high ideals, 

true comradeship, undying loyalty 
to one another and to you, dear Ma. 
 
Men of learning with the ample brow, 
dedicated savants, great and humble, 
put to flight ignorance, darkness, fear. 
 
Working faithfully, year in, year out, 
they gave their best to your lively boys, 
who breathed the exhilarating Thomian 
air, to live nobly, selflessly, fearlessly, 
creating communities, where Truth, 
Justice, Liberty, Shalom abide, flourish. 
 
Long may you live, Queen of learning, 
an inspiration to our island nation, 
ever abounding in sincere teachers, 
who by word, example, guide, direct 
Youth, to speak boldly, courageously 
of the Summus Bonus* - the Eternal God, 
universe’s Prime Cause, the Big Bang. 
 
*highest good 

 
The Rev. John Selvaratnam  
Warden 1965-1969 

 

To All Old Thomians 
If you do have an interesting anecdote about your days at College or some interesting titbits about the after-

school life of a fellow Thomian (or even a teacher) or just remember the good old days as they used to be, 

please, send in your articles, photos, letters, poems, stories, etc. to the Editor Vasikaran Ratnarajah:  

vasidaisy15@gmail.com or Upali Gooneratne: fgooneratne@iiec.org.  

It is vital that you advise us of changes to your contact details in order to ensure that this publication reaches 

you. Also, in order to maintain the membership records up to date, please contact the Membership Secretary 

of any changes (telephone number, address, deaths etc.).  Membership Secretary, PO Box 2337, Mt. 

Waverley, Victoria 3149. Email: fgooneratne@iiec.org  

 

mailto:vasidaisy15@gmail.com
mailto:fgooneratne@iiec.org
mailto:fgooneratne@iiec.org
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Some five decades ago, as co-editor of the S. Thomas’ College magazine, I wrote this poem. It was published 

in the magazine then under the pen-name Junius (meaning “Youthful One”) – and I felt it appropriate (now 

that I am a Senex!) to publish again in the Thomiana to coincide with the 170th anniversary of my old school 

in Mount Lavinia, Sri Lanka. 

 

   

 

I glimpse afar the chapel tower – 

my heartbeat quickens, I hurry on. 
Reaching at last the trellised gate 

I gaze upon the cherished scene 

I’d longed to see. 

Thro’ all these years of wandering 
it lived with me in Memory’s store – 

the College that I love so well. 

I walk on down the curving road – 

echoing steps of bygone days. 
I cross the Quad and Fives courts – then 

pass Winchester to Big Club grounds 

whereon we played in days of yore. 

Upon the field are cricketers – 
I watch their game and see in them 

the ghosts of those who played with me. 

Where are they now? 

These playing boys they know me not – 
e’en who I was; 

I led the team some years ago. 

For heroes are but short lived men 

well known to all till the season ends. 

And then the idol fades away 

forgotten as the years pass by. 

The sun goes down – and setting bids me 

leave this scene. I move away, 

pass belfry and the classrooms where 

in Mid School days we used to be – 
unheeding Time, 

ne’er dreaming that the old school bell 

would toll one day for us to leave 

the College that we’d loved so well. 

Esto Perpetua! Yet life goes on. 

In the very dorm that we called Home 
Are Thomians of a new generation. 

Silent, I leave – 

with a backward glance as the twilight 

falls. 
Nostalgic scene! 

I yearn again for Youth to be 

When life was loved and lived, carefree. 

For Time has passed as the years flowed 

on – 

And Time has passed me by

Sanjiva Wijesinha (STCML 1956-1967) is an associate professor at the Faculty of Medicine, Monash 

University, Melbourne.   

https://sanjivawijesinha.files.wordpress.com/2021/02/stc_gates.jpg
https://sanjivawijesinha.files.wordpress.com/2021/02/stc-quad.jpg
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How the West has Won!! 

Reflections of the recent Big Match in WA – Barney Reid 

 

Hey Jerry, Great to hear from you.  What’s going on? 

(I have toured Queensland, Sri Lanka, England and stayed with Jerome in Perth, having shared the greatest laughs 
and memories with this lad from Newport.)   

“Barn, I have a friend at the Club, Dumi, a good off spinner, who happens to be a Thomian.  When he heard that 
we were friends, he wanted to have a chat with you.”  Dumi wanted to ascertain whether I would be available 
to make the trip over to Perth for their Royal Thomian.  When I said that that could be a distinct possibility if 
Victoria got the ’all clear’ on the Covid front, he was enthusiastic.  According to Dumi, an official invitation from 
the President Sohan Senaratne would follow. 

What an honour! 

I woke up one night, as most gentlemen of my vintage are prone to do. I switched on my transistor when I did 
not fall asleep straightaway and heard the news that Victoria was now exempt from the need to quarantine in 
Perth.  I immediately got on to the internet and booked my passage to Perth.  

A day or two later while on the phone arranging my trip, Dumi passed the phone on to the Captain of the STC 
OBA Perth Team, who mentioned that I coached him as an under 13 player at College.  I was wracking my brain 
to work out who this lad was, when he mentioned the name Pieris.  The bolt hit me straightway.  “The Leg 
Spinner?”  

I paid special attention to him, because he was the son of Thomian Coloursman Ranil, as well as the Grandson of 
my hero, P.I. Pieris who singlehandedly won the Royal Thomian in 1953, the year I entered College as a member 
of Form 1B.  It took another 11 years for the next Thomian victory when I had the good fortune to be a part of 
that winning Team.  

 You may call this special attention, ‘Faveration’ (as we used to refer 
to it when at College), but the coach of the Under 13’s was from an 
outstation school and had not given Riahn a single opportunity that 
season.  I made sure that Riahn was given a game, but by then it was 
too close to the conclusion of the season to have had any significant 
effect. 

To me, the coach should be mindful of Thomian cricket history.  Had 
this not been the situation in my case, where Mr Orville Abeynaike 
picked me in the 2nd X1 Team after what was to be my one and only 
cricket practice, I may never have played cricket again, mainly due to 

my lack of interest in the game.  (My attendance at practice was only to have my activity Chart signed.)   His 
thinking may have been that if this fellow’s brothers Claud, Ronnie and Buddy had played for College, perhaps 
he may be worth a try.  

Another coincidence relating to the Perth Match - Singapore Airport 2009, where I was a transit passenger, on 
my way for an interview with Warden Puddyfoot for the position of College Cricket Coach, my eyes caught sight 
of what I thought was a College Rugby Jersey.   

It was!    

 Barney and Riahn Pieris 
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Randika Pieris who got his Rugby Colours a couple of years earlier with one of the Rajapakse boys, was a player 
at this Perth Royal Thomian.  When presenting him with his medal, I quipped, “did you imagine going back to 
that chance meeting twelve years ago, that I would one day be hanging a medal around your neck?”  

My Table Tennis mate of practically 7 decades, Carlyle, as all good golfers do, came to the ‘fore’ with his 
uncompromising hospitality, even to the extent of providing me with a College tie, to get me off the hook, as I, 
in my haste to catch my early morning flight, had forgotten to pack. 

The Ascot Cricket Club precinct, the venue for the Perth Royal Thomian Match was a sight to behold.  Several 
marquees decorated with streamers and blue black and gold balloons lined the cricket field.    The food and drink 
at the VIP Tent rivalled any smorgasbord on a cruise ship.  Then there was a tent supplying Spanish Paella cooked 
in a genuine 5-foot Thaachchia.  The caravan moved on to authentic Sri Lankan fare. 

In order to build up Royal Thomian comradery both Teams met at a restaurant for Dinner the week prior to the 
encounter.  I thought that that was a good touch. 

The Match Souvenir was produced in professional style.  The architect was Dilshan de Mel, following in the true 
Royal Thomian tradition.  Team photographs, individual action shots and messages from both Captains were 
included.  There was a schedule for the start time for each section of the Program.  Unlike any other OBA Royal 
Thomian I have attended, this one proceeded like clockwork.  

The teams were decked out in in their smart ‘One Day’ Cricket outfit.  It looked as though a First-Class Match 
was in progress. 

           

Scores:  STC batted first and scored 106/9, which felt like less than Par, but some early Royal wickets raised hope.  
However, several missed opportunities allowed Royal a match winning total of 107/5. 

I attempted to contact as many Old Boys as I could, to drum up support to attend the Match.  Coloursmen like 
Maurice Fairweather, Mohan Jayasekara, Max Keytt and the most Senior of them all, Walter Maye could make 
valuable contributions by being mentors to this fledgeling Association. 

Congratulations to Sohan Senaratne STCOBA President and Indika Gunathilaka Royal OBA President for a tightly 
organized event.  This match had many unique features with representatives from both schools in the organising 
committee, production of a Match Souvenir, one-day match outfits, several food outlets and marquees etc.  
Perhaps it was the case of “New Broom” with potential for improvements in the future.  The West clearly won 
on this occasion!! 

 

 

Barney Reid (STCML 1956 – 1966) 
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Thomians Remember War Dead 

 

 
The Old Thomians Cadets Union paying respects to their fallen comrades. 

 

Semper Fidelis - “Always faithful” or “Always loyal” is actually the motto of the US Marine Corps. This is a Latin 
term used by others as well, for the same purpose. For a military man, it means much. The term instills positive 
self-esteem, sense of belonging, pride and confidence. In a way, Esto Perpetua or “Be Thou for Ever” gives a 
similar feeling to a Thomian. 

Thomians go to War 

March 27, 1918. Ablainzeville - Mayannaville, France. A defence line of the British during World War 1. This 
period was also known as the spring offensive. All was not quiet, as some thought. There was heavy fighting, 
with the Germans trying to take control over British positions. A young lad, leading from front was in the thick of 
battle. Back in Ceylon, many of his friends were in their classes, at the school by the sea, in Mount Lavinia. 

As the day progressed, there was so much moaning, groaning and gnashing of teeth at the front lines. When sun 
went down, wounded severely, in pain, the first Thomian made the supreme sacrifice. The sacrifice for Queen 
and Country, the annals of Thomian history was recorded with pride and honour. Amidst tears, anguish and 
sorrow for the family. 

Horsfall – The first to fall 

Second Lt Basil Arthur Horsfall, fell as a true Thomian, hundred years ago, paving the way for many others to 
follow him. As a little boy, I remember reading the names of these Thomians, listed on a board in the College 
Hall. He was awarded the Victoria Cross posthumously. The highest and most prestigious award for gallantry in 
the face of the enemy, which can be awarded to British and Commonwealth Forces. 

His Commanding Officer, Lt Col Rickman later wrote to Basil’s father, “He being wounded severely (in the head) 
at the time, hearing that the two other platoon commanders on the ridge were both killed and the other platoon 
commander wounded, he refused to leave his men. Throughout the day, a very heavy fight was continued. Twice 
your son lost his position but each time he counterattacked, driving the enemy back. He held his ground though 
his Company had lost 135 out of 180 engaged. In the evening, when both my flanks were driven in on to my 
headquarters, I sent written instructions to your son to retire on to the line of Ayette. He received the instructions 
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and carried them out, himself remaining behind to supervise the retirement. During the retirement he was 
unfortunately killed close to the ridge which he had so gallantly held for two days. His body had to be left where 
he fell, and the ridge has been in the possession of the Germans ever since. By his splendid example and devotion 
to duty undoubtedly a very critical situation was saved.” 

A story that swells the heart with a mixture of emotion and pride. 

Over 80 young Thomians, died in action or went missing during World War 1. There is no accurate record of how 
many joined the armed forces during this time. There is also no record to tell how many joined during World War 
2 and how many got killed, wounded and went missing. 
 

    

 
13 lucky for some – history repeats 

February 13, 1985, Kokilai Army detachment. North East coast, a sleepy seasonal fishing hamlet in Sri Lanka. In 
similar vein, another young Thomian entered not just into the annals of Thomian history, but into Sri Lankan 
history too. The evening was happy with tea, laughter, chatter and play. Dusk gave no clue of an impending 
danger or threat that loomed. The night was gentle, warm and humid with not much wind and noise. A night 
that was going to be long and hard, though. 

It was soon going to be cruel to those who were in this little isolated detachment. The stillness of the night was 
eventually broken by a lightning attack by the LTTE, the first of its kind. LT Shantha Wijesinghe commanding two 
platoons, led and fought against almost 150 terrorists throughout the night to cause heavy losses to them and 
saved his men and himself from being annihilated. He had no reinforcements immediately, no casualty 
evacuation or support. The easiest option for him was to retreat, to live another day to fight. 

Shantha chose the harder one, to fight and die. Probably the first time the LTTE used RPGs when the Army did 
not even have them. He was one of the first soldiers to be awarded a gallantry medal, Rana Sura Padakkama, 
during the LTTE armed conflict. Although he lived to tell the tale, he died whilst fighting, on May 29, 1987, during 
Operation Vadamarachchi. He was awarded Weera Wikrama Vibushana posthumously, the third-highest medal 
for gallantry. 

His Commanding Officer, Lt Colonel Vijaya Wimalaratne, himself a decorated soldier, was to write a citation 
following his death, “Major Wijesinghe had a record of being one of the bravest officers in the Army since his 
extraordinary defeat of the terrorist attack on the Kokilai Army camp. He was in the forefront of almost every 
major action undertaken by the Rapid Deployment Force (RDF) and IGR. His actions are almost legendary. His 
tragic death was a great loss to our Army. Major Wijesinghe displayed gallantry, courage and conspicuous bravery 
of an exceptional order throughout the campaign, in the face of the enemy. He acted instinctively and voluntarily 
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with no regard to the risk of life and personal security, with the aim of safeguarding the lives of his comrades and 
facilitating the operational aim of his force.” 

Marvellous feats, which not only make a normal man’s eyes moist, but raises the hair of the daring and bold. 
Many Thomians went down the same road as Basil and Shantha in almost the same manner, in recent times and 
before. Telling us, at the going down of the sun and in its rising, to remember them. Thomians, solemnly paid 
tribute to these valiant men on March 27, 2018. This tribute has now become a hallowed tradition and custom 
of Thomians young and old. 

Many and all who gave their lives are heroes. Each and every one of them. But then, there are a few whose 
stories have made them become legends. Acts that deserve to be shared and told over and over again. Sadly, 
they cannot be, for many reasons. The men, their blood and their stories hug and nourish the soil where they lay 
silent. It is only the sweetness of their breath that gives life to the flag, that tells us the story. For Thomians, the 
above will stand tall always and will be the story of others as well. 

The Clarion Call 

Men who chose to serve in the armed forces and police have a lot to think before making the decision to join. 
Especially back then. During our time, options were very limited, if you were not going to be a professional. The 
good and comfortable life of a company executive or a planter was the obvious choice. To be in the forces, meant 
firstly, to be away from home and loved ones. Secondly, to be men of steel who would have to go through the 
harshest conditions, freezing cold or scorching sun. Thirdly, to be prepared to be awake while the nation slept, 
devoted and brave. Fourthly, to be prepared to pay the ultimate price. A battle situation could range from being 
generous to horrible. A situation where it would, for an ordinary human, be too terrifying to think of anything 
else but getting out alive. In other words, to help your comrade who has fallen in pain or leave him and get out 
yourself. 

The Thomian legacy of soldiering (meaning serving in the armed forces and police) may have been due to the 
fact that most of the men who joined the forces did cadeting. War comics, battleships and bombers too may 
have inspired some. It was never considered an attractive sport or activity, though. So it was only a few who 
were daring and courageous who took to this sport cum activity. Although there was no glamour and colour, the 
rewards were very useful life skills and leadership qualities. During our time, the master in charge, a mentor to 
many, used to always say, when the cadets were on camp, College discipline was very good and there was peace. 
Wonder whether it is still so. S Thomas’ College, Mount Lavinia has produced men who commanded the three 
services and police at different times. 

Thomians have also been in the forefront raising some of the most specialised units in the Army, Navy and Air 
Force. Now, for the first time, we have the Secretary of Defence who was also a cadet. We are thankful to all of 
them. 

Today, we have what is known as the Old Thomians Cadets Union which is just about four years old. With very 
humble beginnings, it has now grown in size and stature, over a few years. Its incumbent goal is to promote 
cadeting in College, support and help its growth. This in turn will help to carry forward the great Thomian legacy 
of soldiering. We would also like this activity to transcend beyond its immediate goal. As a spillover, we are 
confident that this nation of ours will have men of honour, courage and leadership, walking past the great granite 
Memorial, which is so rich in class, character and appeal. Young Thomians as they walk out of the gates, will then 
remember the lesser sung verse of the College song. 

“When into the world we go 
For our life’s career 
As the call of duty sounds 
We will answer clear” 

Parakrama Dissanayake – Class of ‘74 (The writer can be contacted at para.stormsat@gmail.com.)   

mailto:para.stormsat@gmail.com
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By Milroy Berenger 

 
Much is written about Thomian1 
greats and near-greats, but what 
of the backbenchers? The ‘stir 
buggers’2 who, habitually, 
occupied the last two rows in class, 
the also-rans, who added so much 
colour to Thomian life during the 
sixties. Listen to a group of Old 
Thomians in animated 

conversation, and you get a ‘feel’ for the vibrant synergies 
they added to life at STC3. At the time, they were near-death 
experiences, but great laughs today. The memories dwarf 
life. A few years after leaving STC, a once prominent 
backbencher spotted the great Canon de Saram, browsing 
through a book at Cargills in Nuwara Eliya4.Thrilled to see his 
Warden5, he walked up to the great man and asked, “Sir, do 
you remember me?” The Canon stopped reading, looked up 
over his half glasses, paused for a moment before replying; 
“One might forget the roses but never the thorns.” 

Backbenchers gravitated to the last two rows in each class, 
like bees to pollen. They developed an ability to sleep with 
open eyes. This was repeatedly demonstrated when random 
questions were directed at them. Their body language told 
the teacher and the rest of the class that they knew neither, 
the question nor the answer. Occasionally on a hot, humid, 
afternoon an enterprising teacher would try to enliven a 
lesson with a bit of humour. No sooner he revealed his 
punch line, the boys at the back would break into degrees of 
hilarity beyond the appropriate. They specialised in the art 
of stretching a weak joke till it came to a screeching halt in 
dry joke territory. This upset the teacher and ate into the 40-
minute period. “Those boys at the back are not doing 
themselves or the class any favours.” 

The first reality check for a backbencher was the General 
Certificate of Education (GCE O/L) examination results. In 
the sixties, due to the increasing rates of failure, a 
mezzanine level was mercifully established at STC called the 
R forms. First and second time failures were given another 
shy at the GCE O/L examination, from the R forms. Nobody 
knew what the letter R represented. If one was a speculating 
type, the phrase ‘RASCALS’ without a cause’ might seem 
appropriate. The classrooms were located beside the Main 
Block, behind Warden Davidson’s and subsequently, Mr and 

 
1 A boy that attended S Thomas’ College 
2 Name given to particularly restless students who tended to buck 
the system 
3 Short form for S Thomas’ College 

Mrs Orville Abeynaike’s residence. They were made out of 
Kabook6 the walls were cement rendered. They did not have 
the splendour or the strength of the Main Block. The 
building was home to 3 R forms and a staff room. One day, 
for reasons unknown, the Fisherman decided to drive a desk 
through the wall. As soon as it got past the cement, the desk 
went through the Kabook like a hot knife through butter. It 
could have been after a lean night when the Lobsters on the 
Mount Lavinia reef failed to bite. At the then going rate of 
Rupees 25/= per Lobster, the Fisherman was the wealthiest 
member in the class. He exchanged his books for a fishing 
rod and underwater torch soon after he began to shave. 
Investigations to solve the mystery did not get past first 
base. The wall of R form silence could not be broken. “Does 
anybody know who was responsible for this act?” 

In the R forms they met some of STC’s finest teachers. Men 
of great vision and understanding, they knew instinctively 
when to turn a blind eye or deaf ear. They managed to 
combine the corporal with the psychological to try to get 
past the demons that gripped their souls at the time. Their 
thoughts and ideas would echo in student’s minds long after 
they left STC. The boys were blessed though they did not 
think so at the time. The Masters were challenged. Mr E.N. 
Devadason (Dossie) was the form master of one of the R 
forms; he also taught some of the subjects. At the start of 
the year he told the class “You need not tell me anything, 
My God will tell me everything I need to know.” 

To a bunch of battle-hardened veterans, this seemed to be 
stretching things past the credible. They brushed it aside 
with the usual humour that such remarks invited at the time. 
They felt that Dossie was on another planet. However, from 
day one, invariably, whenever he took the turn to enter 
class, one or more of them would be sprung for a range of 
offences. Mr Devadason would smile and say, “Did I not 
warn you at the start of term that my God would always look 
after me?” 

Term one mid-sixties day one, one of the duties was to elect 
a class monitor. Nobody wanted to be an R form monitor. 
Monitors became the meat in the sandwich; the teacher on 
one side and a bunch of restless souls who wanted to buck 
the system for no valid reason, on the other. A group 
spotted an outstanding sportsman sound asleep at the back 

4 Town in the Central Hill Country 
5 The Head of the School 
6 Had claylike soil 
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of the class. A few quick nods, winks and hand signals, 
resulted in the sleeping giant being elected as class monitor. 
As soon as the election was over, Mr Devadason shouted 
across the room, “Awake my son, you have been elected as 
class monitor.” The startled student was barely able to 
gather his wits before replying, “But… but Sir, I do not want 
to be the monitor.” Mr Devadason shrugged his shoulders 
and replied with a glint in his eye, “It is the democratic 
process at work. I am afraid I cannot do anything about it, 
my hands are tied,” said a gleeful Mr Devadason. He too was 
enjoying the moment along with the rest of the class. “Who 
the hell voted for me?” 

When class finished, one unhappy monitor went looking for 
his voters. Quite naturally he could not find any. Everybody 
swore that they had not voted for him! In no other arena 
would the popular vote be treated with such contempt. 
“Don’t let me catch you.” 

Electing monitors by popular vote was pretty much the 
done thing during those times. Perhaps it was a teacher’s 
way of introducing them to the democratic system. In the 
following instance, they had to elect a monitor in the 
Practical Tamil class. The teacher, Mr Satchithanandan or 
(Satchi) had put a couple of names on the blackboard. This 
time, a few boarding house types felt, that Voulah7 

(Batman) would make a ‘good’ monitor. Till this moment in 
1964 Voulah had never entertained such lofty ambitions. 
He was a backbencher’s backbencher; getting into and out 
of trouble was second nature to the lad. His grades at the 
time complemented his pattern of behaviour. His 
exasperated Dad, who was finding it difficult to manage the 
lad at home, was keen to see if the College boarding, would 
knock some sense into the man.  

College Boarding - Dormitory 

Voulah took to the boarding like an owl takes to sleep. He 
loved every minute of it. After the initial sniffles, he settled 
down to give himself and his peers some great memories. 
Within seconds the ‘We want Voulah’ team was in business 
and the word went out that Batman was the only man for 
the job. History records that Batman was duly elected on a 
show of hands. Never before had he been entrusted with 
so much responsibility. If he had the authority to walk to 

 
7 Sinhalese word for Owl 

the Post Office at Mount8, he might have sent a telegram 
home to his disbelieving Pater. It was his job to see that the 
class settled down before Satchi entered class. His reign on 
a weekly basis was not more than 5 or 6 minutes. In the 
event the master was absent, it could go for 40 minutes. 
Voulah’s team was relaxed. Now, that Voulah was in, the 
normal rules would not apply to them! That was the only 
reason Batman had been anointed. Politics Sri Lankan style, 
I scratch your back once, you scratch my back forever. “Do 
not worry machang, Voulah will look after us.” 

All was well and good, except, that Voulah decided to 
uncharacteristically, walk the moral high ground. Rather 
than express his gratitude to his supporters by bending the 
rules he decided to apply the rule of law, without fear or 
favour. This was totally unacceptable to his supporters. 
Something drastic had to be done. Students of Psychology 
might claim, that since Voulah had been on the receiving 
end for his entire life, he would have viewed his new status 
as an opportunity to get back and even the score. To claim 
that it was a rude shock to his supporters is an 
understatement. Batman had to be dethroned for his good 
and the good of his ex-supporters. A request was sent out to 
the rank and file that a no -confidence motion would have 
to be moved on the monitor. As Satchi entered class a 
couple of weeks later, he was surrounded by an unruly mob 
of unhappy voters. Batman sat sulking at his desk. He knew 
the lynch mob would probably get their way. The class cried 
out for a new monitor. Faced with such a passionate level of 
dissension, Satchi relented, by appointing a new monitor. 
The wave that brought Voulah in had turned into a tidal 
wave in the opposite direction. “I say young man, there are 
too many complaints about you. You will have to step 
down.” 

Batman was welcomed into the ranks of the ‘lost souls’ like 
a long lost son. He tore off his cloak of righteousness and 
happily rejoined the backbenchers in the trenches. Trouble 
found him like flies find jam. Voulah might have lost a battle, 
but the war never paused for long. He was soon back to his 
blinding best issuing warning number hundred to Taxi, “You 
bugger, don’t let me catch you at the Royal Thomian match.” 
With blood on his hands, long on hope, short on conviction, 
looking as innocent as a candle “Me Sir?” “No Sir!”  “ Can’t 
be, you know I never do things like that.” 

“Get out of my class, stand outside” a poor exasperated 
teacher would bellow having reached the end of his ability 
to tolerate the intolerable. That was not unusual. It 
happened quite often. The problem about standing outside 
a class was that if the Warden or the Headmaster passed by, 
they were doomed. ‘Outstanding’, students were marched 
to their office for 3 of the best. Backbenchers did not take 
long to come up with a counter strategy. One always went 

8 Name of suburb where STC was located 
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out with a few books. Then, as the teacher got busy with the 
lesson, one went walk about. This was no aimless walk in the 
park. When walking, one walked, with a sense of purpose. 
The art of adopting a gait of purpose, fuelled by a sense of 
bravado on hot air, was enhanced with more risky features. 
Often, the culprit, by doing so, gave an oncoming teacher 
the impression that he was on an errand for his class 
teacher! If challenged, he would not think twice about trying 
a ‘fast one’ by replying that he was on an errand. A 
backbencher trying to avoid more punishment would have 
no qualms about adding more risk to an already risky 
situation. The motto being, “If you are not living on the edge, 
you are taking up too much space.” 

Backbenchers started their year with all four Grandparents 
intact. They were alive and well. If they happened to have 
passed away, that was not an issue. As far as the class 
master was aware, they were ‘alive.’ To have it this way was 
a necessity, it was the most effective way to engineer a few 
unscheduled holidays during term. They did not cringe to 
have them ‘pass-away’ only to be ‘reborn’ the next year for 
another ‘passing-away.’ Seldom did they get the same form 
master two years in a row, the Grandparent excuse, was too 
tempting to be ignored. When that was not practical, the old 
goodie ‘unavoidable circumstances’ was a particular 
favourite. One wonders whether ‘unavoidable 
circumstances’ would cut the mustard today? Usually, 
Mother dearest signed the letters that were drafted by 
Sonny boy. On the rare occasion when Father dearest signed 
the letters, they were letters that were never seen by 
Father. Not wanting to bother a busy Dad, Sonny boy would 
take care of the draft as well as his signature. If that was a 
challenge, a pseudo-Dad could quite easily be found in the 
backbench. “Machang can you do an excuse letter for me?” 

A necessary inconvenience was the end of term 
examinations. Try as they did to avoid them, they seldom 
met with any degree of success. Mrs Morrell guarded the 
gates to the sickroom and she was particularly vigilant 
during examination time. All the traditional aches - stomach, 
head and tooth - that generally worked well during term 
never passed muster at examination time. With the forces 
stacked so heavily against them, other measures were 
adopted, to make the best out of a hopeless situation. 
Examinations called for creative thinking. For the studious, 
it was within the square. For the backbenchers, it was 
outside the square. The examinations were closed book 
examinations. This rule seeded the first opportunity. S.S.D 
Silva’s History and Geography books were methodically torn 
up as part of their preparatory work. The loose pages were 
stuffed into pockets of all descriptions. File papers were 
more user friendly, but if they were not backed with a good 
filing system (they never were) it was a nightmare. The 
entire human body was used in the quest for secure hiding 
places. Vests, underpants, armpits, pockets, socks & shoes 

were all evaluated for suitability. Once the body beautiful 
was exhausted, the desks and chairs were looked at with 
varying degrees of ingenuity. Cracks and crevices were 
discovered in the furniture that would have surprised the 
designers. One wonders what might have happened if 
mobile phones and text messages were around? Finally, 
examination day dawned. It was time for the nerds to test 
their learning skills; it was time for the rest to test their 
security and risk management skills. “When crunch time 
came, they did not hesitate to fly on a wing and a prayer.” 

Classes, were supervised by a staff member, who paced up 
and down, like a caged lion, for three hours. It was a boring 
task. There was nothing enlightening or empowering about 
it. There would be breaks for the Supervisors, one being 
teatime. Teatime gave the Supervisor an opportunity to 
briefly step outside for a smoke as well. No sooner this 
happened, the energy level in the class reached a new high. 
Books, printed matter and notes suddenly appeared, as 
nervous eyes read at lightning speed, to try to make some 
sense of the question. Faces that had been blank, suddenly 
exhibited powers of concentration that would make an 
Einstein look ordinary. Just as they were settling down into 
a rhythm, the Supervisor would begin to walk towards the 
class. Immediately, signals would go out and seamlessly, 
material would be stashed away, while the faces took on an 
air of bored innocence. The make up artists in Hollywood 
could not have done a more convincing job. The only tell-
tale signs were handkerchiefs that emerged to wipe 
sweating brows. The Supervisor who brought a copy of the 
Ceylon Daily News was more giving. The moment he got 
interested in the editorial, the troops had varying degrees of 
opportunity. It depended on the angle between where one 
sat and the Supervisors line of vision. Notes were scanned 
at speed with a sense of nervous excitement. Meeting the 
demands of the main task while keeping a third eye open, 
was not for the faint hearted. Invariably, one was alerted to 
approaching danger, by an innocent dry cough. A series of 
coughs meant close the hatches and dive deep for cover. 
“You have been spotted.” 
 

“That boy at the back, what were you doing?” 

“Me Sir?” (With feigned innocence) 

‘Yes you, I saw you.” 

“No Sir, impossible.” (With a look that questioned the 
Supervisor’s sanity and eyesight in one go.) 

“Not me Sir.” (Taps his clothes like a magician desperately 
hoping to dupe his audience.) 

“Next time I catch you, be careful.” 

 

Backbenchers, due to their lifestyle, had no option but to 
dance around the Hangman’s noose at exam time. No 



 
 

 

22 

May 2021 – Volume 24 – Issue 2 

wonder they had to journey to the Lavos9 for a punt10 at the 
end of each day. “Machang can you spare a cigarette?” 

Backbenchers had nothing to look forward to in the 
academic sense. They were repeatedly told that they had no 
future in life unless they changed their ways. At the time, no 
backbencher contemplated a change of life style. They were 
busy having too much fun. Why spoil a good thing with 
change? The problem here was what needed to be done, if 
their best, as often was the case, was just not good enough? 
Nobody talked about a plan B. So why is it that the streets 
of Colombo are not littered with backbenchers? What 
happened that the soothsayers of the times failed to see? “ 
You will all end up walking the streets as penniless paupers”. 

The backbench was a centre of learning. They taught 
themselves how to get on with people. They learned how to 
become team players. They learned a code of conduct and 
stuck to that code despite the odds. They learned how to 
stand by mates through thick and thin and pain. Friends 
stood by each other, when sprung for crimes that would 
turn Pater’s hair grey overnight. They learned how to share 
their time, grub and contacts with each other, often to get 
them out of a tight spot. They learned how to comfort a 
friend when life became overbearing. If all this meant having 
to visit the Chapel gardens after school as an observer or a 
combatant, they showed up.  

Chapel Gardens 

When bodies were needed to defend the flag at school 
functions, they supplied plenty of brawn. They were 
passionate about the honour and integrity of STC. At school 
or house matches, they did not hesitate to don a fancy dress 
to give matches a colourful and interesting atmosphere. The 
Thomian tent was enriched by their sense of do and dare. 
The lunchtime parades during Royal Thomian cricket 
matches had their fair share of Arabs and Priests decked in 
appropriate garb, in sweltering heat. They added a sense of 
zest and sparkle to the Thomian spirit. The backbench 
taught them some of life’s best social and survival skills. It is 
no wonder that they were able to respond to the challenges 

of life much to the surprise of themselves, their Masters and 
their peers. “Bloody hell machang, how did you end up 
doing what you are doing?” 

The backbenchers, with their varying temperaments, gave 
their Teachers many challenges. Mercifully, their Teachers 
worked the great Thomian system for their students with 
dedication, conviction and passion. As Teachers and 
students struggled to find common ground, much good was 
discovered on both sides. The students, grudgingly at first, 
began to get a sense of appreciation for the selfless work 
that was being put in by the Teachers, on their behalf. The 
Teachers saw potential in the raw material and never gave 
up on their students. The Teachers grappled with their own 
insecurities and exposed their human side to their students. 
There was a sense of forgiveness on the part of both Teacher 
and student. At some point along the line, by applying the 
best Christian traditions of STC, they won their student’s 
hearts and minds. The timing was different for each student, 
but it did happen. When it did, it created a deep chord of 
love and mutual respect in their minds. “The Teachers and 
Staff at STC were simply the best.” 

So what became of the backbenchers? Well not surprisingly 
they are all married, with sons and daughters of their own 
in regular work. The masters at STC had seen it all before. 
Consequently, they were always a step ahead of the play. 
Backbenchers thought they were innovators, but the 
masters who knew better, knew them for what they actually 
were; a bunch of copy cats! No matter how old or young, the 
generations all seemed to play the same. If you were to be 
a fly on the wall, you might hear them tell their children 
what ‘model’ students they were in their day. Call it a 
selective memory, call it being able to lie without flinching, 
old habits diehard. They are alive and well. The memories of 
their times at STC are enshrined in their minds because they 
were moulded in pain. Acute pain, as they often bent down 
and held the wall for 3 or 6 of the best. For the amount of 
risk they took, the returns were abysmally poor, but that did 
not prevent them from trying. 

Whenever they gather at Old 
Boys reunions, if you listen 
closely, you will see them in 
animated conversation. 
“Machang you mad bugger, do 
you remember………”  

Esto Perpetua. 
 

Milroy Berenger 
(Winchester, Miller-Chapman 
 1960-1971) 
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Marooned in the Sinai 

PART I 

Egyptian soldiers manning strongpoints along the Suez Canal started shouting in  alarm.  A 
siren wailed in the distance,  and the dredges stopped working one by one. Floodlights a long 
the canal winked out,  a f lare shot  up high into the night sky,  quickly followed by another ,  
brightly  i l luminating the area we were in,  in  l ight and shadow. With its gunshot -like 
sounds,  the misf iring engine created pandemonium among the Egyptian soldiers positioned 
in the outposts between us and the canal.  Below the crest of  the dune, our jeep was 
invisible. A searchlight came to life,  its long bright light probing the top of  the du nes. A 
heavy machine gun thudded into action,  its t racer -like bullets curving over us into the 
desert behind where we were hidden .  

Being stranded and fired upon while negotiating a flood in the middle of the Sinai desert was no fun. And how 
did I find myself there? You may well ask. Well, here’s how! 

My story begins in New York. I had arrived in the city as an innocent, idealistic youth of twenty-one, a tourist 
from Ceylon (now Sri Lanka), the land of my birth. I had always wanted to experience the world outside my 
homeland that was undergoing the trauma of nationalism. It had recently gained independence from the British, 
who ruled the island for 150 years. Being a Burgher, a descendant of the Portuguese, Dutch and British colonial 
rulers who governed the country for 450 years, our small community on the island was going through a period of 
disenfranchisement. This forced many of us to leave the country, seeking better prospects in Australia, UK, 
Canada, and the US. 

New York in the early 1970s was not the New York of today. It was a city compelling in its contradictions: a 
vibrant and unbelievably cheap place to live. It attracted talented young people from all over the world in 
droves. Known as the financial and entertainment capital of the world, it was also coming apart at the seams. 
‘Stay away from New York City if you possibly can’ was the blunt warning that greeted visitors at New York city’s 
airports courtesy of a mysterious ‘survival guide’ with a hooded death’s head on the cover that symbolised one 
of the weirdest, most turbulent periods in the city’s history. Many of the warnings in the Fear City pamphlet 
were absurd exaggerations or outright lies. The streets of midtown Manhattan weren’t nearly deserted after six 
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in the evening, and they were perfectly safe to walk on. There were still many safe and secure neighbourhoods 
outside Manhattan, and there was neither a spate 
of spectacular robberies nor deadly fires in hotels. 

Yet, crime and violent crime had been increasing rapidly for 
years. The number of murders, car thefts and assaults in the 
city had more than doubled in the previous decade, rapes 
and burglaries had more than tripled, while robberies had 
gone up an astonishing tenfold. Vandalism was rampant, and 
many communities in each of the city’s boroughs were in 
advanced states of decay. There was also a pervasive sense 
that social order was breaking down. 

Growing up in Colombo, the capital of Ceylon at the time, 
had prepared me for what I was about to face. Back at home, 

I had experienced first-hand, several communal riots and a vicious armed revolt conducted by a group of 
communist university students that was brutally suppressed by the government determined to ignore 
fundamental human rights. My being a pre-university student at the time of the insurrection was a definite 
hazard. At that time, it was safer for me to be out of the country. 

After having been through all of that, New York, the Big Apple, even with its rotten core, didn’t seem such an 
awful place to be. Perhaps I was fortunate that because of my Burgher ancestry, I looked more like a Latino, a 
person of Cuban, Mexican, Puerto Rican, South or Central American descent who made up a significant 
percentage of the city’s population and was able to slip relatively unnoticed and untouched through the 
simmering cauldron that was New York City at the time. 

Through a set of fortuitous circumstances, which is a story in itself, I was able to find permanent employment at 
the United Nations at its headquarters in New York. It was not a diplomatic post but a relatively obscure job in 
the Department of Conference Services as a documents officer. The organisation functioned in six languages. My 
role as a part of a team was to ensure that everything was translated and published in all six, regardless of the 
original language. I was happy to be living in the US, working for a reputable international organisation on a 
semi-diplomatic visa, which allowed me to remain in the country as long as I worked for them. 

Five years passed, and I was getting bored with the job I was 
doing at the UN. I had spent the preceding time wisely, studying 
the newly launched Computer Science courses at New York 
University, learned a new language (Spanish) and travelled 
whenever I could, visiting close relatives in England and 
backpacking across the US and Europe. I had quickly lost my 
idealistic view of life, having been tempered by the reality of 
living in the most dangerous city in the world, and I was ready to 
spread my wings. I was single and longing for some excitement 
in my life, so when the opportunity presented itself, I grabbed it 
with both hands. 

In March 1978, after a massacre of its citizens on a northern coastal road by terrorists who came across the 
border from its neighbouring country, the Israel Defence Forces (IDF) invaded Lebanon over its southern border 
to create a buffer zone and prevent further attacks on their border settlements. Lebanon at that time was a 
nation-state governed by different political and ethnic factions and militias, many who were intent on attacking 
Israel at every opportunity. 

Following several late-night meetings, the United Nations Interim Force in Lebanon (UNIFIL) was created by the 
Security Council to keep the warring sides apart. As there was some urgency to have the UNIFIL deployed in 
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South Lebanon, the UN called for volunteers amongst its permanent HQ staff around the world to serve with this 
newly created force which was forming in Israel. 

Israel was a place I had always wanted to visit. As a student of history, my mind was filled with glorious stories of 
the birth and life of Christ, the Romans, the Saracens and their battles against the Crusaders, the vast Ottoman 
Empire and more recently, the creation of the state of Israel. I jumped at the opportunity to volunteer for a one-
year assignment and found myself with only days left before I was to report to the northern Israeli seaside town 
of Nahariya near the Lebanese border. 

The morning before I was scheduled to fly to Tel Aviv, I received a phone call from UN Field Services located on 
the 23rd floor of the UN building. It was the Duty Operations Officer. 

‘Rod,’ she began. ‘I have some bad news. The Israelis are refusing to issue you a visa, and unfortunately, it’s 
going to take some time for us to get it sorted out.’ 

This caught me completely by surprise. It was not something I was expecting at all. ‘Why are the Israelis doing 
that?’ I asked curiously. The implication of what she was saying had not crossed my mind. 

‘It’s because your country does not recognise Israel and has no relationship with them.’ 

Her statement made me think. I was born in Ceylon not long after it gained independence from the British in 
1948. Both my parents were descended from British families who worked for the Crown in Ceylon, although I 
was considered a Burgher locally. I remembered that in 1967, after the Six-Day War between Israel and Egypt, 
the country which became Sri Lanka had spectacularly thrown out all Israeli embassy staff, severing diplomatic 
ties with that country and making headline news all around the world. 

The pieces fell into place, and it began to make sense. This could be a real problem, I thought to myself. I carried 
a Sri Lankan passport even though I was eligible for British citizenship. I had been very much looking forward to 
going. 

Unsettled by this development, I started thinking of various options to get around the problem. ‘Why do I have 
to go to Israel?’ I questioned the operations officer. ‘Isn’t UNIFIL based in Lebanon… why can’t I just fly into 
Lebanon?’ 

‘UNIFIL is being assembled in Israel because the situation in Lebanon has not stabilised, so you have to fly into 
Tel Aviv,’ she advised. ‘Anyway, it’s too dangerous to fly you into Beirut. The international airport is under 
intermittent mortar fire and has been shut down until the shelling stops.’ 

That made me pause. It looked like I had no choice but to go through Israel. ‘How long will it take to get the 
visa?’ I asked. ‘Is there a chance they will refuse again?’ 

‘There’s no guarantee they will say yes,’ the Operations Officer admitted. ‘It all depends. This has never 
happened before,’ she added. I could hear the sympathy in her voice. 

‘Depends on what?’ I said anxiously, sensing her uncertainty. ‘You mean I may not be able to go at all?’ 

The days before my leaving had been filled with frenetic activity and a large wooden crate with my personal 
effects was already on its way to the middle east. The job I had been doing in the department of conference 
services had been assigned to someone else, and even though I was guaranteed a job when I returned to New 
York, everything would have to be rearranged. 

‘If they refuse, yes!’ the officer said. ‘But we can get the office of the Secretary-General to intercede on your 
behalf.’ 
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When she said that, I felt that the situation was getting completely out of hand. Why on earth would the 
Secretary-General (SG), the most senior diplomat in the United Nations, intercede on my behalf? With the 
thought of diplomatic cables flying between New York, Jerusalem, and Colombo whirling in my mind, I thought 
that it was time to back off completely. 

‘That sounds extremely complicated,’ I said nervously. ‘The SG must have more important things to do. Why 
don’t I just forget about going!’ 

‘No, no!’ the Operations Officer said firmly. ‘I am sorry if I gave you that impression. You’re a UN staff member 
travelling on a UN passport, and they can’t just refuse to grant you a visa because of your nationality. We can’t 
let them get away with that. You may not be able to travel tomorrow, but we will get you that visa, don’t worry. 
Let me talk to the Under-Secretary-General (USG) for Field Operations and get back to you in the morning.’ 

I hung up, wondering what would happen next. The head of Field Operations was General Brian Urquhart whose 
face appeared on the TV news almost daily. Getting the Israelis, the PLO, and the various factions in Lebanon to 
allow a UN force to stop them killing each other was not an easy task it seemed. I went to bed that night quite 
despondent, not believing that the USG would have the time to take care of my insignificant little problem. 

True to her word, the Operations officer contacted me first thing the next morning. ‘I’ve got good news and bad 
news,’ she said. ‘What do you want to hear first?’ 

‘The bad news,’ I said. I have always believed that getting the bad news out of the way first is better than the 
alternative. 

‘Ok, you’re not going to UNIFIL,’ she said. My heart sank. That was bad news. ‘But don’t worry. We found you a 
posting in UNEF. We’ve booked you on a flight to Cairo, and you are departing from JFK this afternoon if you 
want it.’ 

That was the good news! The UN Emergency Force was a long-established peacekeeping operation between the 
Egyptians and the Israelis, and according to news reports, peace talks were about to get underway between the 
two countries. 

‘Field services have made an official complaint to the Israelis through the SG,’ the operations officer continued. 
‘You will serve with UNEF until the Israelis grant you the visa.’ 

‘Oh, okay,’ I said, feeling a bit better. It was not what I wanted but going to Egypt was also a dream I had 
harboured for a long time. Visions of camels, the Suez Canal and the pyramids crossed my mind. 

‘Good!’ the Operations officer said. ‘I’ll get the travel office to send down your passport with an Egyptian visa 
and the air ticket. Make sure you make the flight. You’ll be met in Cairo. Good luck!’ 

Continued in Part II in next issue of Thomiana 
  

 

Rod Grigson is a published author who conducts creative writing classes and helps writers 

self-publish their stories. For details, see www.rodericgrigson.com 
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A Tribute to Lucian Nethsingha (1936-2021)  

By Roger F. Aldons (STC Chorister, 1955-1962) 

 
It was with great sadness that we were informed of the death, on Friday 12th February 2021, of Lucian 
Nethsingha. Lucian had been in poor health for a while, and latterly had been in a hospice in Cambridge. Our 
thoughts and prayers are with his family. 

Born in Colombo, Ceylon, in 1936, Lucian was educated at S. Thomas’ College, Mount Lavinia, (STC) Ceylon (now 
Sri Lanka). We, together with the Thomian family and Lucian’s friends around the world fondly remember, with 
admiration and thanksgiving, Lucian Nethsingha, the extremely talented, successful Organist and Masterful 
Trainer of Choristers.  He was a gentle, humble loyal Thomian gentleman, in every sense of the word, and a 
fellow Roy H. Bowyer Yin era chorister with many of us, and organist of S. Thomas’ College, Mount Lavinia, Sri 
Lanka.  

He was far more than just a thorough gentlemen of the highest integrity and character, but also, in my view, was 
very worthy of nomination and inclusion in any list of Thomian National Heroes of Sri Lanka, given his unique 
heroic achievements in the field of Choral and Organ Church Music, unmatched by anyone from Sri Lanka to 
date!  

Lucian  deserved recognition and would be my nomination for such a list at the outset for his incredible, history-
creating, monumental achievements as a professional musician – a superb choirmaster and organist, a status 
attained through his dedication, determination, knowledge and sheer hard work in diligently studying his 
academic subjects, particularly music, performing hours of instrumental practice and investing enormous effort 
in harnessing (unlike many naturally talented sports people), developing and enhancing his tremendous gifted 
natural talents, with which he was richly blessed from birth!  

Father Yin discovered Lucian’s exceptional musical talent and pleaded with his good friend, Mrs Irene van der Wall 
– a lovely lady in every sense of the word, also a very fine Sri Lankan musician, excellent concert pianist and piano 
teacher – to take Lucian as a pupil to teach him to play the piano. Despite having a full book of students at the 
time, she agreed to take this young man as a piano pupil, purely on Roy Yin’s enthusiastic and high 
recommendation. 

Lucian was, indeed, a very talented and naturally gifted musician who learnt to play the organ in the Chapel from 
Father Yin, who held him in high regard. He is listed in the College records as one of the College organists. When 
Lucian’s mother died, Father Yin’s high regard for him and respect for his family was apparent when he arranged 
for the entire College Choir and servers to go to Lucian’s parents’ family home in Dehiwela (the neighbouring 
suburb to Mount Lavinia) and walk, singing in procession following the hearse in the funeral cortege all the way 
along the Galle Road to the Mount Lavinia cemetery. 

The photo below is of the 1951-1952 School Choir of S. Thomas’ College, Mount Lavinia, Ceylon (now Sri Lanka), 
where Lucian’s great journey in Church Choral and Organ music began. The young Lucian is seated at extreme 
left in the middle row. 
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He was the first Sri Lankan and Thomian to successfully scale the great Everest-like heights of professional 
choral and organ music appointments in the United Kingdom, despite the long UK and European history of 
incredibly high standards of excellence and enormous competition amongst a huge local talent pool of so 
many UK- and European- born, talented, very skilled and highly educated musicians working in the UK and 
worldwide, where high quality instruments and facilities were, and still are, far better and readily accessible 
than the very few available to him in Sri Lanka (Ceylon as it was known at the time). 

Lucian Nethsingha (1936-2021) - https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lucian_Nethsingha 
▪ Former Chorister and Organist at S. Thomas’ College, Mt. Lavinia, Sri Lanka under the   

direction of Rev’d Roy H. Bowyer-Yin, Chaplain and Choirmaster (“Father Yin” and  
“Cheena” as he was affectionately known at STC);  

▪ Former Organ Scholar at King’s College Cambridge;  
▪ Former Organist and Director of Music at St Michael’s College, Tenbury, U.K., 1959-1973 

(King's College Saint Michaels, more commonly known as St Michael's College, was an 
independent international boarding school located in Tenbury Wells Worcestershire, 
England. The school specialised in teaching non-English language students. The school 
closed on the 30th of June 2020, making all its staff redundant.) 

▪ Former Organist, Master of the Choristers and Director of Music at Exeter Cathedral, U.K., 
1973-1999. 

Lucian received his first opportunity to direct the STC Choir when Rev’d Roy Yin went on leave, as described in 
Chaplain Rev’d Roy H. Bowyer Yin’s STC – Term 1 Chapel Notes Pages 2 & 3 – published in the College Magazine 
in September 1955, in which he stated,  

“On returning after five months’ leave, the Chaplain found himself deprived of the gratification of being 
able to say that the Choir had deteriorated in his absence. On the contrary, it had noticeably improved, 
thanks to the excellent work of Lucian Nethsinghe (sic) who, although he officially left college at the end 
of the First Term, continued to play for all services and to conduct Choir practices up to the time of his 
departure for England at the end of June. L.A. Nethsinghe (sic) must be both one of the most loyal and 
most talented organists that the College ever had, and we wish him every success in the further studies 
of music for which he has gone to England.” 

In 1955, at Father Yin’s recommendation to Lucian and his parents, Lucian went to the Royal College of Music in 
London, UK and studied with Ralph Downes and Herbert Howells. He then was awarded an Organ Scholarship 
and studied music at King’s College, Cambridge, with Boris Ord and David Willcocks.  

Lucian was then appointed to the plumb UK post of Organist and Master of the Choristers at St. Michael’s 
College (SMC), Tenbury, Worcestershire, UK in 1959, succeeding Kenneth Beard, a post he held until 1973, when 
he moved to Exeter Cathedral where he was Organist and Master of the Choristers for over 25 years until his 
retirement. SMC made several broadcasts under Lucian’s direction on BBC and a terrific LP recording, ‘Sing 
Joyfully’, issued in January 1965. (Argo ZRG 5423, LP). The outstanding review of this excellent recording in the 
January 1965 edition of 'The Gramophone' summed up by saying 'in short a winner.' A description of which 
Lucian was very proud. It can be viewed in full on this link: https://view.publitas.com/archive-of-... 

His successor at St Michael’s, Roger Judd, described his distinguished predecessor as “a lovely, gentle man, and 
a very fine organist and choir trainer. May he rest in peace.” 

During his time at Exeter Cathedral the choir developed an international reputation and made its first foreign 
tours.   He inspired and nurtured generations of choristers and choral scholars, and took the daily worship of 
Exeter Cathedral to new heights of musicianship. The choir made several recordings at Exeter Cathedral on the 
Alpha label before Lucian retired in 1999 and moved to Cambridge where he spent the rest of his life with his 
beloved family. 

“For mine eyes have seen thy salvation”. 
May Lucian Rest in Peace; May Light Perpetual shine upon him; and may he Rise Again in Glory! 

Esto Perpetua! 

https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lucian_Nethsingha
https://www.youtube.com/redirect?event=video_description&redir_token=QUFFLUhqbVVyZWx2akkyVjc5NzRpYU11cy1nZVpjdXJMd3xBQ3Jtc0tuUU5KeVM2dGJySWcyeVlQVnNjNFp4UlV2dWRWM1BMbXlDdEJXMDQ1UzZlbWdkbWRmZmhiSFpWUkd5bFZDZnlMeWNNYWd6cFhSRmVRQllXWUhxclhFNVg0LXVGRzlFNWRxSm5OMTlOTkVYQk5XejJJYw&q=https%3A%2F%2Fview.publitas.com%2Farchive-of-recorded-church-music%2Fsing-joyfully-gramophone%2F
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Appreciation - Dion Jayasuriya 

We first met Nearcus Dion Jayasuriya on the first day of Fifth Form in January 1966 when he and a 
few others including R.G.A. Perera, S.T.B. Jayasinghe, S. de S. Jayasinghe, B.R. Ranaweera and D.T De. 
S. J. Gunawardena joined our grade – as the inimitable MC Arun Dias Bandaranaike quipped at a class 
get- together in March this year, ‘for reasons best known to themselves’. 

A classmate L.R. Aponso recently recalled how in Form 5A, R.S. Fernando, N.D. Jayasuriya and he, 
had been ordered to ‘stand up on the form’ by the teacher. To the uninitiated, this meant that all 
three had to remain standing on the long three-seater bench they shared, as punishment for a 
misdemeanor until the master saw fit to allow them to be seated again. After the trio had been 
upstanding for some time, the lanky Jayasuriya, in his customary knee length blue shorts, had asked 
Aponso how many periods ‘this gentleman’ had that afternoon. On being told that the master had 

three consecutive periods, Jayasuriya had nonchalantly sat down saying that he ‘couldn’t be bothered standing on the form 
for that long’. 

Two years later in Upper Sixth, N.D. Jayasuriya, K.H. Samarasinghe and the writer shared a three seater desk and bench. 1968 
was the year of the Mexico Olympics in which Jim Hines of the US ran the 100 metres in 9.9 seconds. Jayasuriya kept us 
enthralled with the happenings of the games, and proved to be very well informed. Students in Upper Sixth were required to 
haul huge text books in preparation for the upcoming Ordinary Levels. This somehow never bothered ND as he only ever 
carried two of the flimsiest available exercise books to school.  It was also in Upper Sixth that ND gave us the exciting news 
that his older sister had been awarded an AFS scholarship to the US. After her return, Hiranthi, who was a brilliant student at 
Visakha, entered the Colombo Medical Faculty. 

After leaving school, Dion had a stint at Pure Beverages before joining Carson Cumberbatch and Company Limited. By this 
time, Dion then in his mid-twenties, had matured into a very well read, intelligent, personable young man with a penchant 
for marketing. His success with the Michelin and Carlsberg brands was perhaps the catalyst to him being one of the youngest 
ever executives to be appointed a Director of Carson Cumberbatch and Company. 

Some years later, when the opportunity arose to acquire a subsidiary of Carson’s, CML Edwards – a team headed by Dion and 
Sega Nagendra, a highly respected corporate leader, took on the challenge and ventured into the construction industry. Dion, 
who had great analytical skills and was brilliant at numbers, grasped the business quickly, and the company grew steadily 
under his leadership. The cornerstones of their corporate philosophy were integrity, transparency and good governance. 

Around this time Dion had set up his personal ‘pension plan’ for retired domestics, drivers, golf caddies, and friends and 
relations who had fallen upon hard times. Even when business was tough, particularly during the time of the war, the 
company policy of paying employees’ salaries on time was very strictly adhered to. He took it upon himself to ensure that 
the book lists of children of all members of staff were paid for by the company every year. 

When the dreaded disease struck Dion in June this year, his family and friends were devastated. Sherouza, Dimitri and Nadira 
did everything humanly possible to ensure that Dion had the best possible medical attention. A team of tireless, dedicated 
specialists made themselves available around the clock.  After the initial shock wore off, Dion decided to take his illness head 
on. During walks at Galle Face on ‘good days’, he had to be reminded to slow down, and at times be told that he should not 
try to jog. His ailment gradually wore him down physically, but his mind remained as sharp as ever. Evenings were mostly 
spent in the TV room watching IPL, tennis, rugby, movies, and the news channels. Umma would sit quietly in her favourite 
seat nearby. His little brother Udenaka would visit him regularly and the two would reminisce about trips the Jayasuriya 
family made in their Borgward Isabella. 

Dion had obviously inherited the intellect of his father M.D.F. Jayasuriya, a classics scholar and a President of the Chess 
Federation. Denzil Jayasuriya, Executive Director of United Tractors and Equipment, had been a school contemporary and 
close friend of legendary teacher D.N. Pereira. Dion’s counsel was often sought by his siblings, friends, relatives, businessmen 
and even heads of schools. Though not an overtly spiritual person, he had an English translation of the Dhammapada on his 
office desk which he referred to from time to time. He understood that the principle of impermanence applied to all living 
beings, and he came to terms with the inevitable. His transition from this existence to another, occurred very peacefully in 
the early hours of December 18. 

Dion Jayasuriya has left a legacy of honesty and integrity, of friendship and sincerity, and of empathy and generosity. 
Sherouza, Dimitri, Nadira, his siblings, friends, relations and employees have a challenge ahead of them. Life after Dion. 

Wimal Heenetigala 
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                     NEWS OF MEMBERS 

 
 
 
 

New Members of the OBA:  January – May 2021 

Name Branch Period 
JAYASURIYA, Amila  Mount Lavinia 1988 – 1989 

ARYARATNE, Keshera Mount Lavinia 1990 - 2000 

WIJAYARATNAM, Nadeson Gurutalawa / Mount Lavinia 1976 - 1979 

COLONNE, Janidu Mount Lavinia 2005 - 2018 

GANEGODA, Preshith Mount Lavinia 1989 – 2002 

SELVARATNAM, Rohit Mount Lavinia 1972 - 1983 

LENADORA, Sudesh Mount Lavinia 1990 – 2002 

RAJENDRA, Harindar Mount Lavinia 1989 – 2002 

FERNANDO, Amesh Mount Lavinia 2005 – 2018 

ATAPATTU, Nilanka Mount Lavinia 1989 - 2002 

PALIHAPITIYA, Rasitha Mount Lavinia 1993 - 2006 

 
 
 
 
 

Obituaries - They remain in our memories forever!! 
 

Lucian Nethsingha Dion Jayasuriya 

Jeffery Hans Koch Rajaratnam Vinothan 

Julius Laxamana Weerawardena Shyamal (B.D.S) Mendis 

Randy Rajaratnam Kanishka Perera 

Fazlin Ghafoor Laksen Salgado – Retd. Air Vice Marshall 

 
 
 

Esto Perpetua 
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Royal Thomian Match – 21st February 2021, Mulgrave Cricket Club

     
 

     
 

     
 

     
 

     

                                                                Photos by Yohan Pasqual and Avishka Tilekaratne 
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142 Years of Tradition & Fellowship Event – 7 May 2021 

     

     

     

     

     

     



 
 

 

34 

May 2021 – Volume 24 – Issue 2 

     

     

Photos by Randy Fernando 

Recent Photos – Chapel Gardens (Mount Lavinia) 

     

Photos from Gurutalawa 
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S Thomas College Mt Lavinia Sri Lanka OBA Australian Branch Inc. 

ABN 18 114 799 661 

PO Box 2337, Mount Waverley, Victoria 3149  
 www.stcobaaust.org.au 

1 Application for Membership 
I desire to become a member of S. Thomas' College Mount Lavinia, Sri Lanka O.B.A. Australian Branch Inc.  On admission 
as a member, I agree to be bound by the rules of the Association 

Surname  

Given Names  

Date of Birth  

Address  

State  Postcode  

Telephone Home/Work  Mobile  

Email  

College Branch Attended  From  To  

Proposer (Name)  Phone or Email  

Seconder (Name)  Phone or Email  

Signature of Applicant: …………………………………………………………………….  Date:  ..…../………/………….. 

2 Membership Renewal / Change of Address 
Membership Renewal  Change of Address                                          (tick) 

Name  

Address  

State  Postcode  

Telephone Home/Work  Mobile  

Email  

3 Payment Details 
Membership Fees  Members:  $25.00; Full-Time Students & Pensioners  Concession: $10.00 

Cash/cheque/MO 
$............. enclosed (in favour of S Thomas College OBA) 

Bank Transfer I have credited STCOBA's account online at CBA, Mount Waverley BSB 063-151, Account No. 

1002-9468, in the sum of $__________ having clearly recorded my name as remitter for 

identification purposes. 

Credit Card Visa  Mastercard  (tick) 

Name on Card  

Card Number  Exp ..…./….. CVV  

Cardholder’s Signature: ……………………………………….. 

New Members: Please complete Sections 1 and 3; Existing Members: Please complete Sections 2 and 3 

Postal Address and 
Enquiries 

Membership Secretary 
PO Box 2337, Mount Waverley Vic 3149 

Enquiries:  Upali (Pancho) Gooneratne 
Email:  fgooneratne@iiec.org  
Tel:        0449024294 
 

Committee Use Only 

Application Approved  
Payment Recorded  
Member Notified  

Subscriptions for 2021 were due on 1st January.  If you have not already joined or renewed your membership please use the above form. 
We will always welcome you. So why not come, join us and support the Association 

http://www.stcobaaust.org.au/
mailto:fgooneratne@iiec.org
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