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The Meeting. 

 

This is a story, which 
happened to me couple of 
years ago.  

 

It was much unexpected 
and strange, I still 
remember it as yesterday.  



 

To begin with, I have to tell 
you that both my parents 
were working at the 
psychiatry unit of 
Kurunegala hospital.  

As a small kid I used to visit 
the psychiatry unit 
frequently.  



Although I visited the unit 
frequently, I actually was 
afraid of the ward. 

 I had a strange and 
peculiar feeling about the 
patients.  

When I visit the ward most 
of my relatives and 
neighbors, would ask in a 
funny voice,’ Baba are you 
also going there’? 



 So I thought it was a 
strange and dangerous 
place.  

But because of the incident 
which I am going to tell 
you, I am happy to say that 
I am no more afraid of my 
parent’s work place. 

It was my school vacation.  

 



Early morning I got dressed 
up, I hated to stay at home, 
although I was afraid of the 
place, I enjoyed going 
there with my parents. So 
we went to the ward. As 
usual my favourite two 
dolls were with me. I used 
to carry them with me 
everywhere possible. 

 In the ward I started   
playing with the dolls.  



My parents were busy with 
the patients.  

Then next thing I 
remember was a strange 
set of eyes looking in to 
me.  

Then I woke up from the 
dream I was having with 
my dolls.  

 



When look around I 
realized that I am at a far 
end of the ward alone. I 
wanted to shout, but I 
could not with fear.  

I felt my heart pounding, 
my two dolls were on the 
floor, and the stranger 
picked up the two dolls and 
handed them back to me.  



Gradually my fear lessened 
and I stared talking with 
her. She asked me various 
things, but suddenly our 
conversation was 
disturbed, another one 
came and started singing 
and dancing around me.  

Then other people also 
joined. All of the sudden 
the ward became a musical 
show.  



Everybody in the ward 
panicked with this. I heard 
a nurse coming running 
and shouting at me “ Baba 
what are you doing” . Then 
I saw my mother staring at 
me, with fear and anger.  

So we had to end our 
conservation abruptly.  

 



Strangely, my mother 
didn’t scold me on that 
day. The whole ward was 
talking about me and my 
new friend. They were 
laughing at me but I was 
warned that going into the 
ward alone like I did could 
be dangerous sometimes. 

So, I realized that although 
I feared, the patients in the 
ward are same as we are. 



There are not strange or 
peculiar, just ill people, as 
my father would always tell 
me.  

Couple of days later I again 
went to the ward. This time 
I took some cakes with me. 
All the people at the ward 
enjoyed the cakes. 

 I was allowed to talk with 
my friend.  



 



 

She told me that, she had a 
daughter just like me and 
unlike me they had no 
father.  

I remember I was very sad 
to hear this, as little girl I 
remember me questioning 
my father, why didn’t they 
have a father? 

 



I am a more grown up girl 
now and am able to 
understand things better as 
my father would tell me.  

So now I realize that there 
is nothing strange and 
peculiar about Psychiatry 
wards.  

The patients are just like 
you and me, and they are 
mentally ill, as my parents 



would tell, but I did not 
feel any difference about 
my friend, who was also 
mentally ill. 

So this is the end finally, I 
would like to tell you what 
my parents tell about their 
patients.  

They always tell me that 
their patients are 
discriminated just because 



they are sick and this is 
very wrong.  

It is more in our country, 
they tell me sometimes 
even they get 
discriminated because they 
treat mentally ill. 

 I don’t fully understand 
about this, but I just 
wanted to share it with 
you.  



But I can certainly tell you 
that my friend was just like 
you and me. 
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