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ÚNÖW• ÚTÖ]YŸLÛ[ ÛY†‰ ÚRŸR¥ SÖPL•

UÂR°¡ÛU —\¥L· EoNe LyP†‡¦£eh• p½XjLÖ«Á AWr 

NŸYÚR UyP†‡¥ RÂÛU�T|†R�T|• ŒÛXeh R·[�Ty|·[‰. RU‰ 

SÖy| UeLÛ[ TÖ‰LÖeh• ÙTÖ¿�‘Û] p½XjLÖ N¡YWo ÙNšV«¥ÛX 

G]e LÖWQjLÖyz, UeLÛ[ TÖ‰LÖeh• E¡ÛU GÁ\ Az�TÛP›¥ 

ÙY¸SÖ|L¸Á RÛXœ| H¼Ty|«|• GÁ\ AoN• p½XjLÖ AWpÛ] 

ÙRÖ¼½e ÙLÖ�|·[‰. G¥XÖY¼½¼h• ÚUXÖL ÙLÖÚNÖÚYÖ ŒÛX Ajh 

ÚRÖÁ½ «|ÚUÖ GÁ\ AoN†ÛR pX pjL[ AWpV¥YÖ‡L· ÙY¸�T|†‡ 

Y£fÁ\]Ÿ. 

C‹ŒÛX›¦£‹‰ R�‘e ÙLÖ·[Y¼LÖL ÚU¼hXf¼h ‘z†RUÖ] pX 

LÖ¡VjLÛ[o ÙNšV p½XjLÖ AWr ˜VÁ¿Y£f\‰. R–² UeL· —RÖ] 

ÚTÖÛW ˆ«W�T|†‡e ÙLÖ�|, ÚRŸR¥, N]SÖVL ˜Û\, J£ AÛWhÛ\ 

ˆŸ°† ‡yP• G] NŸYÚRN N™L†ÛR ‡£�‡�T|†‰• SPYzeÛLL¸¥ 

A‰ C\jf�·[‰.

R–²� Th‡LÛ[ N]SÖVL�T|†‰YR¼LÖL°•, A�Th‡LÛ[ 

A‘«£†‡ ÙNšYR¼LÖL°• Ajh ÚRŸR¥L· ™X• UeL· ‘W‡Œ‡L· 

ÚRW‹ÙR|eL�T|f\ÖŸL· GÁ\ ÚRÖ¼\�TÖyzÛ] H¼T|†‰Y‡¥ 

p½XjLÖ AWr AYNW• LÖyz Y£f\‰. AWpVXÛU�‘Á 13Y‰ ‡£†Ro 

NyP†‡Û] ˜μÛUVÖL A˜¥T|†R� ÚTÖYRÖL p½XjLÖ i½Y£Y‰• 

CRÁ Az�TÛP›ÚXÚV AÛU‹‰·[‰.

fZef¥ B�R ̃ Û]›¥ SPÖ†R�TyP E·ºWÖyp NÛT† ÚRŸR¥LÛ[† 

ÙRÖPŸ‹‰, ‘¡eL�TyP YPeh-fZeh UÖLÖQ NÛT›Á fZeh UÖLÖQ 

NÛTeLÖ] ÚRŸR¥ SÛPÙT\°·[‰. C† ÚRŸR¦¥ ÚTÖyz›|YR¼h 

AWpV¥ LypL· LÖy|fÁ\ ˆ«W• AoNÛT›Á ˜efV†‰Y†ÛR 

A‡L¡†‰e LÖy|YRÖL AÛU‹‰·[ÚTÖ‡¨•, ˜Û\VÖ] A‡LÖW�TfŸ° 

G‰°–¥XÖR J£ AXLÖLÚY A‰ AÛU�•. 

p½XjLÖ AWr ˜ÁÛYef\ GRÛ]�• H¼¿e ÙLÖ·[† RVÖWÖ›£ef\ 

pX R–²e hμeL· p½XjLÖ AWpÛ]� TX�T|†‰• ÚSÖef¥ 

C†ÚRŸR¦¥ h‡†‰·[]. AÁ¿ CÛQ‹‡£‹R ALÁ\ ULÖQ NÛT›¥ 

rVUÖL L‡ÛW YÖjh• A‡LÖW• iP RUeh C£eL«¥ÛX G] AÛR 

ŒWÖL¡†‰, R–´Z ‘WLP]• ÙNšRYŸL· iP, CÁ¿ 13• ‡£†Ro 

NyP†‡Á NÖRL† RÁÛU T¼½ ÚTN BW•‘†‡£�T‰, C‹R AÛU�“L· 

R–²UeL¸P–£‹‰ AÁÂV�Ty| «yPÛR�•, RU‰ G^UÖ]ŸL¸Á 

hWXÖL AYŸL· UÖ½«yPÛR�• ÙY¸eLÖyz Œ¼f\‰.

Tamils in Sri Lanka are living 
in extraordinarily dangerous 

times, when evil, rather than justice, 
prevails. The one prosperous and 
vibrant Tamil North is being bombed 
to the Stone Age by Mahinda 
Rajapakse led Government of Sri 
Lanka (GOSL). In the bombed 
out Tamil East GOSL sponsored 
paramilitaries are running wild.

In an inconspicuous corner of the 
Sri Lankan polity, the good people 
are keeping to themselves, afraid. No 
one wants to be hurt as any pro- Tamil 
political action is answered by death, 
disappearance and imprisonment.

GOSL sponsored paramilitaries 
have weapons and political patronage. 
They patrol the villages to intimidate 
and terrorise, looking for those who 
talk to others, looking for signs of 
political organisation and resistance. 
The good people have witnessed 
the disappearances and killings of 
innocents countless times. Thus they 
have every reason to be afraid. 

The blood of the ruling politicians 
and their paramilitaries are not red 
like ours, it is green, the colour 
of money. They have an insatiable 
thirst for blood—the blood of all 
innocents. Blood money is their 
currency. Through some kind of 
strange alchemy, they are able to 
convert blood into money to own the 
world. 

Every aspect of the Eastern Tamil 

Homeland- the temple, the banks, the 
workplace, the corporation, and the 
police are under these blood money 
thieves’ control. They have no regard 
for life, human and non-human alike. 
They are incapable of rational thought 
guided by just principles. The world, 
every inch of it, belongs to them. They 
are the all knowing superiors and the 
local Tamils are their helpless, foolish 
children tugging anxiously at their 
trouser legs, vying for attention.

Mr Rajapakse and his 
henchmen are aggressive 
without restraint, and 
they wear the garments 
of priests and saints and 
public service. Their minds 
are disturbed, their hands 
stained with the blood of 
the innocent.  

Mr Rajapakse and his henchmen 
are aggressive without restraint, and 
they wear the garments of priests and 
saints and public service. Their minds 
are disturbed, their hands stained 
with the blood of the innocent. 
Their conscience, if it exists at all, is 
unstained by guilt or principle. Their 
decadent, wrinkled bodies are devoid 
of soul, sustained by the embalming 
fluid of the walking dead. 

And it was them who murdered 
hope and keep fear alive; a fear that 
stalks and haunts all Tamils in Sri 
Lanka to this day. A world of endless 
war and war profiteers that parasitizes 
the innocent and the just, with the 
insatiable appetite of maggots that 
feed on the decaying flesh of the 
dead. 

Chain Has to Be 
Broken

Mr Rajapakse and his ilk are 
not like us. They know they are 
superior to us and to everyone; to 
every being on this planet. We are 
not of their class, the descendants 
of wealth and property, with social 
pedigrees obtained through terror and 
mayhem. They and their ancestors 
have always been the terrorists, and 
we and our ancestors have always 
been the terrorised. 

The present is a manifestation of an 
unbroken chain of events converging 
from the distant past. The reign of 
terror can be ended, must be ended, 
by breaking the chain and casting its 
hefty iron links into the sea. These 
blood thirsty war mongers terrorise 
our people because they were not 
dealt with in the past. We did not 
arrive at this important moment in 
history by chance. Cause and effect 
brought us here. Those in the present 
are reaping what was sown by those 
who came before us, just as the future 
will be the result of what we do now. 

There are risks involved. 
Success is not guaranteed. 
But without just opposition 
to anti-Tamil terror just 
outcomes are not possible. 
So we need courage and 
faith that translates into 
principled action—and 
solidarity. 

Because the anti-Tamil political 
disease that leads to injustice and 
war was never adequately addressed, 
it persists; it festers and mortifies. 
Our gangarened limbs blacken, stink, 
and fall by the wayside in response 
to festering injustice. The sickening 
stench that envelops us is the half 
buried corpses of our ancestors 
clamouring for truth; screaming not 
for vengeance, but for justice. We 
pretend that we do not hear, but a 
deafening crescendo of the dead is 
rising all around and within us, too 
awful, too persistent to be ignored 
indefinitely; a nightmare that haunts 
and tortures our sleep, our every 
waking moment. 

The chain must be broken or it 
will continue to grow and it will beat 
down our children and our children’s 
children. It is a frightening and 
troublesome thought, but it is wholly 
rational and based upon convincing 
physical evidence. History has borne 

ample witness to these events, as 
we bear witness to them now. It 
explains both past and present, 
and it portends an ever worsening 
future—a nightmare worse than all 
of those of the past added together; 
for injustice, like cancer, does not 
grow linear—like, but like crystals 
of quartz; it grows exponentially, 
like atoms unleashed in a nuclear 
explosion that consumes the world in 
fire and smoke. 

In the end, there is only one way 
to remove people like Mr Rajapakse. 
It is to face them down in unison. 
Unity, solidarity and justice are 
more powerful forces than hate and 
violence, just as surely as truth is 
superior to lies, life is preferable 
to death; and freedom is preferable 
to imprisonment and servitude. The 
disparate parts of solidarity already 
exist in broken disarray at our feet: 
We have only to bring them together 
in a continuous chain of ironclad 
unity. 

There are risks involved. Success 
is not guaranteed. But without just 
opposition to anti-Tamil terror just 
outcomes are not possible. So we 
need courage and faith that translates 
into principled action—and solidarity. 
It is high time to call Mr Rajapakse 
and his henchmen out into the open. 
Those who are ruled by fear cannot 
be guided by justice. Justice demands 
that we have this fight—us against 
them.
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E D I T O R I A L

YQeL•!

`J£ «ZÖ' ARÖÁ EjLÛP ‡£«ZÖ T¼½] 

A½«†RÚXÖÛP EjLÛ[ N‹‡ef\•. 

ÙN�ÙW•TŸ UÖR• SP†‰Y•. CÁ]˜• YzYÖ 

˜zÙY|eÚL¥ÛX ARÖÛX EjLÛP

IzVÖeLÛ[ ÙRÖPŸ‹‰ GjLºeh ÙR¡«e

LXÖ•. ˜efV h½�“ J�ÛP�• ÙNÖ¥

ÚXÖ„• SÖjL· J£R£eh• ÙTÖÁ]ÖÛP

ÚTÖŸef\RÖš C¥ÛX. B]Ö¥ �jL· 

«ZÖ°eh Y£•ÚTÖ‰ ÙTÖÁ]ÖÛPÛV 

ÚTÖŸ†‡e ÙLÖ�| Y‹ˆjL· G�PÖ¥ AÛR 

LZyPo ÙNÖ¥¦ ÚLyL UÖyP•.

ÚL.GÍ.TÖXoN‹‡WÂÁ `LP‹R‰ SP‹R‰' 

ÙRÖPŸ A|†R ÚT�T¡ÛX C£‹‰ ÙRÖPŸ‹‰ 

Y£•. AYŸ ŒVÖVUÖ] «NVjL· 

ÛY†‡£ef\ÖŸ GÁf\TzVÖ¥ AYŸ Gμ‡\‰ 

EjLÛ[ p¡eL ÛYeh• HÁ p‹‡eL°• 

ÛYeh• G]°• G‡ŸTÖŸefÚ\Ö•. A‰ÚTÖ¥ 

EjL· YÖ²«¨• pX ˜r�TÖ†‡VÖ] 

NjL‡V· SP‹‡£eh• AY¼½Û] Gμ‡ 

GjLºeh AÄ�“jÚLÖ. ‘Wr¡�T•. “X• 

ÙTVŸYÖ²«Á ÙS£ehYÖWjL¸¨• .. 

q¡V¥L¸Á ÙLÖ|W• RÖjL ˜zVUÖ¨• 

p¡�ÛT U\‹‰ ÚTÖ]YŸLÛ[ p¡eL� 

T�‚]Ö¥ A‰°• J£ “�‚VUÖ›£eh•.

ŒL²opVÛ[ SPÖ†‡\ BeL· GjLºeh 

ÙLÖtN• ˜ÁiyzÚV ÙNÖÁ]Ö¥RÖÁ 

GjL[ÖÛX YW˜z�•. LÛPp ÚSW†‡ÛX 

ÙNÖÁ]Ö¥ pX ÚSW• YW˜zVÖ‰ ÚTÖ›|•. 

‘\h �jL· HÁ YÚW¥ÛX SP†‡] 

BeLÚ[ÖÛP ‘WopÛ]ÚVÖ G�| ÚLef\‰ 

GjLºeh ŒVÖVUÖš TÚP¥ÛX.

CjL L]ÚTŸ RjLºeh é 

fÛPefÚ\›¥ÛX G�| C�T°• 

˜Û\�TÖ| ÙNšRTzRÖÁ C£ef]•. B]Ö¥ 

f¸ÙSÖop›ÛX C£ef\ ByL· ÚT�TÛW 

Tzopy| «PVRÖ]jL· T¼½V RjLP 

«UŸN]†ÛR�• (BeL ”ŸYUÖ]‰RÖÁ) 

EPÛ] ÛYef]•. AÛYVºeh GjLÛP 

ÙStNÖŸ‹R SÁ½ÛV ÙR¡«ef\•. CjÛL 

GÁ] SPeh‰ G�|RÖÁ GjLºeh 

«[jÚL¥ÛX. LÛPV¸ÛX ÚT�TÛW 

ÛYopy| Y‹RÖ¥ ÙLÖtN ÚSW†‡ÛXÚV 

ÚT�TŸ ˜ztp|‰ G�| ÚL·«�T|\•. 

Bºeh J�PÖš G|†‰e ÙLÖ�| ÚTÖ½V· 

G�| S•‘\•.

ÚT�TŸ fÛPeLÖRÛY, GU‰ CÛQVR[†‡¥ 

PDF Yz«¥ TÖŸÛY›PXÖ• GÁTRÛ] 

ŒÛ]°T|†‡e ÙLÖ·¸Ú\Ö•.

ÚNÚVÖÁ A�ÛQ «|˜Û\›ÛX 

C£ef\ÖŸ ARÖÛX N¼¿ UÖ¿R¨eLÖL C‹R 

˜Û\�• YÚW¥ÛX. AY¡yÛP LzT|f\

ÛY ÙLÖtN• B\RXÖš C£eLXÖ•. 

«|˜Û\VÖÛX Y‹‰ GÁÙ]Á] UÖ¿RÛX 

ÙNšV�ÚTÖ\ÖÚWÖ ÙR¡ÚV¥ÛX. 

—�|• N‹‡�ÚTÖ•!
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