
A CEYLON PRESS ALTERNATIVE GUIDE
 

THE JACKALS, HARES,
OTTERS, PORCUPINES &

PANGOLINS OF SRI LANKA
DAVID SWARBRICK



A CEYLON PRESS ALTERNATIVE
GUIDE

 

THE JACKALS, HARES,
OTTERS, PORCUPINES
& PANGOLINS OF SRI

LANKA
DAVID SWARBRICK



P u b l i s h e d  B y  T h e  C e y l o n  P r e s s  2 0 2 5

C o p y r i g h t  T h e  C e y l o n  P r e s s

A CEYLON PRESS ALTERNATIVE
GUIDE

 

THE JACKALS, HARES,
OTTERS, PORCUPINES
& PANGOLINS OF SRI

LANKA
DAVID SWARBRICK



COPYRIGHT
2025 David Swarbrick

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.
No portion of this book may be

reproduced in any form without written
permission from the publisher or author,

except as permitted by U.S. copyright
law.

THIS BOOK IS PUBLISHED
BY

The Ceylon Press
The Flame Tree Estate & Hotel

Mudunhena Walawwa,
Galagedera 20100,

Kandy,
Sri Lanka.

www.theceylonpress.com



FOR GEORGIE
WHO THOUGH RARER THAN BURMESE RUBIES

IS OFTEN IN PLAIN SIGHT



“And for the last three minutes on the
wind of a windless day I have heard

the sound of drums and flute.“

TOM STOPPARD

https://www.azquotes.com/quote/353384
https://www.azquotes.com/quote/353384
https://www.azquotes.com/quote/353384
https://www.azquotes.com/author/14195-Tom_Stoppard
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MANI F EST?



The most discerning of mammal spot ters in Sri Lanka
pursue nei ther the elephant ,  monkey,  nor leopard .

Instead ,  they  seek encounters w i th those f ive mammals
that l ive in plain sight almost everywhere –  the ones that
can be spot ted from a tuk tuk ,  a veranda ,  a ci ty  park ,  or

a r iverbank .

Free of drama ,  subterfuge ,  or infur iat ing modesty,  al l
f ive can be added dai ly  –  indeed ,  repeatedly  –  to that
inv is ible and l i fe -aff irming tal ly  that t ips l i fe just a l i t t le

fur ther away  from the claustrophobic norms of
humankind .

They  are Lanka ’s most marvel lous manifest mammals .



THE  PORCUP INE



The f irs t  and most common of these creatures is the
porcupine ,  known to the consternat ion of proto

national is ts as the Indian Crested Porcupine .  I t  is found
right across Sri Lanka and India .

Niki ta Khrushchev,  the bombast ic Russian leader ,  was
unexpectedly  w ise to the beast ,  s tat ing to his enemies

that “ i f  you  s tar t  throw ing hedgehogs at me ,  I  shal l  throw
a couple of porcupines under you.“

Up to three feet long and six teen ki los in weight ,  they
are ,  l ike Khrushchev,  highly  terr i torial .

When they  feel threatened ,  or their terr i tory  is
unacceptably  encroached upon ,  their sharp qu i l ls w i l l

spring up ,  and they  w i l l  go on the at tack .

Nocturnal and usual ly  hidden in the burrows that are
their homes ,  they  are eager consumers of bark ,  fru i t ,

berries ,  vegetables and almost al l  plants in gardens and
plantat ions .

Grati fy ingly  monogamous ,  their pregnancies last  eight
months and the two to four cubs that are born l ive on
w i th the parents unti l  they  are two or three years old .

Fossi l ised records from thousands of years ago show  that
the present porcupine once had an ancestor similar ,

though smal ler ,  to i ts form today,  the Hystr ix  Sivalensis
Sinhaleyus .

No l ingu is t  has yet come forward to show  whether or not
this ant ique version of today’s porcupine wou ld have

been able to talk to i ts modern heir .  Bu t  i t  is more than
l ikely,  not least because the language of porcupines is
far removed from the vagaries that force most human

languages to bend ,  evolve ,  or corrupt .



Even when alone ,  porcupines are astonishingly  chat ty,
keeping themselves entertained w i th a w ide range of

grunts ,  whines ,  moans ,  snorts ,  and murmurs .

Interporcupine communicat ion happens more natural ly  at
the mating season ,  a t ime joy fu l ly  characterised by

shat tering shrieks and screams .

Wailing and a clat tering of teeth are a racket saved for
predators .  For one -on -one interporcupine f ights –  more

common when two males are in ardent cour tship of a
single female ,  they  w i l l  add to their usual l i tany  of

noises a deafening set of how ls  and screams .



PANGOL INS



Pangolins ,  the second of the is land ’s manifest mammals ,
or scaley  anteaters as they  are also cal led ,  have an

almost whol ly  dif ferent array  of sounds that they  use to
get through their day.  Of the many  blessings given to
them by  the good lord ,  s ight ,  sadly,  was not one of

them .

Their t iny  eyes are covered by  the thickest of eyelids -  a
sort of ant i - termite defence –  and their v is ion is poor to

myopic .

I t  seems that ,  as the animal became ,  therefore ,  ever
more nocturnal ,  i ts eyesight decreased accordingly,
prov ing once again that evolu t ion ,  unlike one ’s bank

account ,  can always keep up w i th events .

I t  is sound and smell  therefore that gives the beast al l
the gu iding l ights i t  needs to f lour ish .

Their hearing is acu te ,  and their noses ,  bris t l ing w i th the
most powerfu l  of scent sensors ,  s i t  at  the end of

exceptional ly  long snou ts .

They  can f ind their way  into ant or termite nests ,
however far underground ,  eyes closed .  Given that their

s t icky  tongues can stretch for almost 28  inches ,  the
blighted insects have l i t t le option bu t  to surrender

themselves gracefu l ly  as supper –  some 70  mil l ion a
year per pangolin ,  on the count of one exhausted

scientis t .

On the auditory  front ,  the pangolin 's repertoire of
sounds consists of hisses ,  whimpers ,  snu f f les ,  and snif fs
–  a breathier orchestrat ion compared to porcupines .  I f

dis turbed ,  they  hiss and chu f f  in deep breaths .

Snort ing is of ten used in place of hel lo to a fel low
pangolin ,  and happy,  contented grunts accompany  their



dining .

Pangopups are much given to whimpering as a way  of
communicat ing w i th their mothers .  However ,  no one has
yet deciphered the sheer variety  of whimpers recorded

to ascertain which whimper is s lated for which inter -
family  s tatement .

Pregnancies last  around two months ,  and the pangopup
( for there is usual ly  only  one)  gets carried on i ts

mother ’s tai l  unti l  i t  can move around confident ly.

Pangolins reserve their most arrest ing sound for when
they  are most real ly  alarmed .  Cur l ing themselves into a
bal l ,  they  w i l l  rub their hard scales together to create a

unique jungle -maraca commotion .

This is of ten accompanied by  the eject ion of an
exceptional ly  nox ious ,  acid -smell ing l iqu id dist i l led in

glands near their anus .  I t  is hard to clean off ,  the
obv ious lesson being never to shock a pangolin ,

especial ly  before a date .

Bu t  of course the most immediately  exci t ing thing abou t
spot t ing a pangolin is not their smel l  or sound –  bu t

their looks .  Clothed in dex terous overlapping and
generously  rounded scales ,  they  are a unique cross

between an archi tectural marvel ,  a desert tank ,  and a
Viking warrior clad in chain mail .

Measur ing some 1.5  feet nose to tai l ,  pangolins make
their home in burrows in rainforest and grassland and

even modest hi l l  country  -  r ight across the Indian
subcontinent and al l  across Sri Lanka .

Even so ,  they  may  soon drop off the Manifest Mammals
l is t  as they  have become increasingly  threatened –  as
much by  the habitat  loss that is affect ing almost al l .



animals on the is land ,  as by  i l legal poaching .  I ts meat is
seen as a luxur ious bush meat to jazz  up the jaded

appeti tes of decadent diners .

And i ts scales are prized in Chinese and tradi t ional
medicines for al l  manner of disorders for which there is
not a single shred of support ing or val idat ing ev idence .

Their skins are rou t inely  bu tchered into r ings ,  charms or
craf ted into gris ly  leather goods ,  l ike boots and shoes

that shame their wearers more than they  might be i f
caught dancing naked down Gal le Face Green on the top

of a big red bus .



THE  SR I
LANKAN
JACKAL



Predatory  and point less threats are understandably
avoided by  the third of the is land ’s manifest mammals –
the jackal -  w i th whom the word cherish has yet to f ind

much of a home .

“ I t  is far bet ter ,”  wrote Tipu  Su l tan ,  short ly  before being
ki l led by  the fu ture Duke of Well ington in Srirangapatna
in 1799,  “ to l ive l ike a l ion for a day  than to l ive l ike a

jackal for a hundred years”.

The Su l tan ,  who ,  of course ,  saw  himself as the l ion ,  was
merely  channel l ing the unrelent ingly  poor press that
jackals have endured since recorded t ime -  in Arabic
holy  wr i t ,  the Bible;  even in Buddhist Pal i  l i terature ,

which depicts them as inferior ,  greedy,  cunning
creatures .

Despite accru ing the sort of headlines beloved of the
Daily  Mai l ,  the Sri Lankan Jackal is second only  to the

Leopard in the pecking order of is land predators .

And Sri Lankan i t  is ,  to i ts very  paws ,  for the Sri Lankan
jackal dif ferences from i ts Indian cousin ,  the Sou th

Indian Golden Jackal ,  by  v i r tue of i ts marginal ly  greater
size ,  the rooted lobe on the inner side of the third upper

premolar (a pecu l iar i ty  to capture the at tent ion of the
more discerning spot ters )  and a darker ,  less shaggy  coat

al l  round .

I t  is a ski l led hunter ,  and ,  l ike a wolf ,  a pack animal that
w i l l  eat any thing from rodents ,  birds ,  and mice to young

gazel les ,  repti les ,  and even fru i t .

I t  is also an admirable scavenger ,  good at t idy ing up any
suppurat ing bi t  of animate mess that needs at tent ion .



Although found in both wet and dry  zones across the
is land ,  i t  too may  soon fal l  ou t  of the Manifest Mammals

l is t  i f  more care is not taken to protect i ts habitat .  I ts
numbers have more than halved in two decades ,  a rate

of at tr i t ion worsened by  rabies and roadki l l .



THE  CEY LON
BLACK-NAPED

HARE



Less threatened -  though w i th a similar habitat  range -  is
the is land ’s four th manifest mammal .

Cur iously,  Sri Lanka lacks rabbits ,  though i t  does have a
hare .  Just the one .  And an endemic one too ,  a dist inct

variant of the Indian Hare .

The Cey lon Black -Naped Hare is a mere f i f ty  centimetres
head to body  and dist ingu ished by  hav ing a black patch

on the back of i ts neck .

I t  is also notable for i ts dozy  day t ime habit  –  being
more of a night creature ,  leav ing the day  for s leeping

alone in the grassland that is i ts preferred habitat .

Blessed w i th excel lent sight ,  hearing ,  and smell ,  i t  can
usual ly  ou t run any  wou ld -be enemy  and remains happily
w idespread across the is land ,  a condit ion not unrelated
to i ts eagerness to breed at almost any  t ime ,  anywhere ,
anyhow,  throw ing off l i t ters of up to four leverets a go .

Almost uniquely  amongst Sri Lanka ’s mammals ,  they  are
t ight - l ipped ,  happiest when si lent ,  though they  tend to

grind their teeth when especial ly  contented .



THE  CEY LON
OTTER



Wou ld that such contentment s talk the last  of the is land ’s
manifest mammals –  the Cey lon Otter .

“What is this l i fe ,  i f ,  fu l l  of care ,  we have no t ime to
stand and stare ,”  wrote Henry  Wil l iamson ,  the man who

pu t  ot ters f irmly  on the l i terary  map w i th “Tarka the
Otter .”

Bu t  care is what ot ters now  so badly  need .  Right around
the world ,  ot ters face the very  real threat of ex t inct ion;
their potential  demise is a possible calamity  s t i l l  only

being addressed w i th modest correct ive steps .

The Cey lon Otter faces just the same ,  i f  not greater
levels ,  of ex is tent ial  threat ,  though this does not appear

to erode their abiding alacri ty  for play.

Famously  family-orientated (so much so that there is even
a recorded case of an ot ter puppy  being given by  i ts
mother to another mother who had given bir th to a

st i l lborn pup ) ,  they  l ive in family  groups and play  and
play  –  when not eat ing or s leeping .

They  are also scrupu lously  hygienic ,  w i th designated
areas for ot ter loos ,  even though their poo is said to

emit a scent not unlike jasmine tea .

Covered in dark brown fur and abou t  a metre long ,
weighing in at eight ki los ,  i t  l ives off f ish bu t  is more
than part ia l  to any  other smal ler creature incau t ious
enough to stray  c lose to i t  in the rivers i t  inhabits .

I t  is also famously  loquacious;  i ts sounds are more
confident and at the pay-at tent ion end of the auditory

scale .

To at tract notice for any thing from danger to an



interest ing log i t  w i l l  whist le or even chirrup l ike a bird .
Loud grow ls  and hisses indicate aggression ,  and i f

s tar t led ,  they  vocalised a most human -sounding “HAH !”

Hums and coos ,  r is ing and fal l ing through a set of sof t
melodic scales ,  tel l  you  al l  you  need to know  abou t  the

mother -pup relat ionship .

And hums and coos are precisely  the sort of sound you
might care to make whenever you  are so lucky  as to spot

any  one of these marvel lous mammals .

Manifest they  may  be ,  bu t  masked ,  unseen and even
obli terated is the possible fate of al l  these creatures i f
the so -cal led civ i l ised world fai ls to curb i ts civ i l is ing
human inst incts .  This ,  then ,  is the manifesto that now

needs to be taken up .



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

David Swarbrick is a publisher, planter, hotel ier,
hermit, and wri ter. He was born Cornish, in Colombo
and raised with few concessions to moderni ty, raised in
India, Singapore, and the Middle East. He gained his
degrees on the Celt ic fr inge: at the Universi t ies of
Wales and Stir l ing, prolonging an introduction to
accepted working hours for as long as possible.

He worked at News Corp’s HarperColl ins UK as a
board directorfor  sales, art, and marketing; at
HarperColl ins India; Hachette’s consumer learning
division; and launched Oxford Universi ty Press’s f i rs t
onl ine business, Oxford Reference Online.

When the doubtful charms of boardroom bawls and
bottom l ines diminished, he returned to Sri Lanka to
rescue a spice plantat ion that had gone feral in the
jungle. Today, as The Flame Tree Estate & Hotel, i t  has
become one of the country’s top ten boutique hotels,
run by the kindest and most professional of hospital i ty
teams, and overseen by several small schnauzers. I t
also helps fund The Ceylon Press, set up to make Sri
Lanka’s r ich and complicated story more accessible.
The Press’ books, companions, podcasts, blogs, and
guides are freely avai lable at sr iolankapodcast.com.



DISCOVER MORE

THE SRI LANKA PODCAST
Exploring what makes Sri Lanka, Sri Lankan at
sri lankapodcast.com.

A HISTORY OF SRI LANKA 
Sri Lanka’s serpentine his tory.

THE CEYLON PRESS COMPANIONS 
The essential things that make up the is land.

THE POCKET PROFESSOR VERY SHORT
INTRODUCTIONS
Demysti fying subjects.

ALTERNATIVE GUIDES
The places and subjects without crowds. 

CUTHBERT'S GOLDEN TREASURIES
Exploring the unexpected, in glad and random ways.

HISTORICAL ATLASES
The story of Sri Lanka through the maps of i ts forgotten
cartographers & explorers.

TINY GUIDES
A quick canter through the facts that matter most.



ABOUT THE FLAME TREE ESTATE &
HOTEL

I t ’s absolute paradise,” wrote one guest recent ly, “I
would f ly back to Sri Lanka simply to stay in this
place for a couple more days.”

Centered on a 25-acre organic spice and t imber
plantat ion, The Flame Tree Estate & Hotel has been
renovated and furnished with art & antiques, and i ts
heal thy menus fuse street food with f ine dining. I ts
1,000 high rocky hi l ls s tal led the Dutch army in
1765; and unti l  the civi l  war the estate stretched over
100 acres with 3 working elephants.

Today, i ts restored plantat ions grow cardamom,
turmeric, ginger, cloves, pepper, cocoa, rubber,
coffee, vani l la, cinnamon, coconuts, and scores of
trees from ebony to sapu – best enjoyed from the
vantage point of the hotel’s inf ini ty pool. Visi t
www.f lametreeestate.com.I t  also houses and funds
The Ceylon Press.

As a reader of this book, you natural ly quali fy for
special t reatment should your holiday ever bring you
to Sri Lanka and The Flame Tree Estate & Hotel. 

Drop the general manager a note to let him know how
you came across us and to make arrangements that
best sui t  you: GeneralManager@flametreeestate.com.


	A CEYLON PRESS ALTERNATIVE GUIDE
	THE JACKALS, HARES, OTTERS, PORCUPINES & PANGOLINS OF SRI LANKA
	A CEYLON PRESS ALTERNATIVE GUIDE

	THE JACKALS, HARES, OTTERS, PORCUPINES & PANGOLINS OF SRI LANKA
	A CEYLON PRESS ALTERNATIVE GUIDE

	THE JACKALS, HARES, OTTERS, PORCUPINES & PANGOLINS OF SRI LANKA
	DAVID SWARBRICK
	Published By The Ceylon Press 2025


	COPYRIGHT 2025 David Swarbrick
	www.theceylonpress.com
	FOR GEORGIE
	“And for the last three minutes on the wind of a windless day I have heard the sound of drums and flute.“
	MANIFEST?
	The most discerning of mammal spotters in Sri Lanka pursue neither the elephant, monkey, nor leopard.
	Instead, they seek encounters with those five mammals that live in plain sight almost everywhere – the ones that can be spotted from a tuk tuk, a veranda, a city park, or a riverbank.
	Free of drama, subterfuge, or infuriating modesty, all five can be added daily – indeed, repeatedly – to that invisible and life-affirming tally that tips life just a little further away from the claustrophobic norms of humankind.
	They are Lanka’s most marvellous manifest mammals.
	THE PORCUPINE
	The first and most common of these creatures is the porcupine, known to the consternation of proto nationalists as the Indian Crested Porcupine. It is found right across Sri Lanka and India.
	Nikita Khrushchev, the bombastic Russian leader, was unexpectedly wise to the beast, stating to his enemies that “if you start throwing hedgehogs at me, I shall throw a couple of porcupines under you.“
	Up to three feet long and sixteen kilos in weight, they are, like Khrushchev, highly territorial.
	When they feel threatened, or their territory is unacceptably encroached upon, their sharp quills will spring up, and they will go on the attack.
	Nocturnal and usually hidden in the burrows that are their homes, they are eager consumers of bark, fruit, berries, vegetables and almost all plants in gardens and plantations.
	Gratifyingly monogamous, their pregnancies last eight months and the two to four cubs that are born live on with the parents until they are two or three years old.
	Fossilised records from thousands of years ago show that the present porcupine once had an ancestor similar,  though smaller, to its form today, the Hystrix Sivalensis Sinhaleyus.
	No linguist has yet come forward to show whether or not this antique version of today’s porcupine would have been able to talk to its modern heir. But it is more than likely, not least because the language of porcupines is far removed from the vagaries that force most human languages to bend, evolve, or corrupt.
	Even when alone, porcupines are astonishingly chatty, keeping themselves entertained with a wide range of grunts, whines, moans, snorts, and murmurs.
	Interporcupine communication happens more naturally at the mating season, a time joyfully characterised by shattering shrieks and screams.
	Wailing and a clattering of teeth are a racket saved for predators. For one-on-one interporcupine fights – more common when two males are in ardent courtship of a single female, they will add to their usual litany of noises a deafening set of howls and screams.
	PANGOLINS
	Pangolins, the second of the island’s manifest mammals, or scaley anteaters as they are also called, have an almost wholly different array of sounds that they use to get through their day. Of the many blessings given to them by the good lord, sight, sadly, was not one of them.
	Their tiny eyes are covered by the thickest of eyelids - a sort of anti-termite defence – and their vision is poor to myopic.
	It seems that, as the animal became, therefore, ever more nocturnal, its eyesight decreased accordingly, proving once again that evolution, unlike one’s bank account, can always keep up with events.
	It is sound and smell therefore that gives the beast all the guiding lights it needs to flourish.
	Their hearing is acute, and their noses, bristling with the most powerful of scent sensors, sit at the end of exceptionally long snouts.
	They can find their way into ant or termite nests, however far underground, eyes closed. Given that their sticky tongues can stretch for almost 28 inches, the blighted insects have little option but to surrender themselves gracefully as supper – some 70 million a year per pangolin, on the count of one exhausted scientist.
	On the auditory front, the pangolin's repertoire of sounds consists of hisses, whimpers, snuffles, and sniffs – a breathier orchestration compared to porcupines. If disturbed, they hiss and chuff in deep breaths.
	Snorting is often used in place of hello to a fellow pangolin, and happy, contented grunts accompany their
	dining.
	Pangopups are much given to whimpering as a way of communicating with their mothers. However, no one has yet deciphered the sheer variety of whimpers recorded to ascertain which whimper is slated for which inter-family statement.
	Pregnancies last around two months, and the pangopup (for there is usually only one) gets carried on its mother’s tail until it can move around confidently.
	Pangolins reserve their most arresting sound for when they are most really alarmed. Curling themselves into a ball, they will rub their hard scales together to create a unique jungle-maraca commotion.
	This is often accompanied by the ejection of an exceptionally noxious, acid-smelling liquid distilled in glands near their anus. It is hard to clean off, the obvious lesson being never to shock a pangolin, especially before a date.
	But of course the most immediately exciting thing about spotting a pangolin is not their smell or sound – but their looks. Clothed in dexterous overlapping and generously rounded scales, they are a unique cross between an architectural marvel, a desert tank, and a Viking warrior clad in chain mail.
	Measuring some 1.5 feet nose to tail, pangolins make their home in burrows in rainforest and grassland and even modest hill country - right across the Indian subcontinent and all across Sri Lanka.
	Even so, they may soon drop off the Manifest Mammals list as they have become increasingly threatened – as much by the habitat loss that is affecting almost all.
	animals on the island, as by illegal poaching. Its meat is seen as a luxurious bush meat to jazz up the jaded appetites of decadent diners.
	And its scales are prized in Chinese and traditional medicines for all manner of disorders for which there is not a single shred of supporting or validating evidence.
	Their skins are routinely butchered into rings, charms or crafted into grisly leather goods, like boots and shoes that shame their wearers more than they might be if caught dancing naked down Galle Face Green on the top of a big red bus.
	THE SRI LANKAN JACKAL
	Predatory and pointless threats are understandably avoided by the third of the island’s manifest mammals – the jackal - with whom the word cherish has yet to find much of a home.
	“It is far better,” wrote Tipu Sultan, shortly before being killed by the future Duke of Wellington in Srirangapatna in 1799, “to live like a lion for a day than to live like a jackal for a hundred years”.
	The Sultan, who, of course, saw himself as the lion, was merely channelling the unrelentingly poor press that jackals have endured since recorded time - in Arabic holy writ, the Bible; even in Buddhist Pali literature, which depicts them as inferior, greedy, cunning creatures.
	Despite accruing the sort of headlines beloved of the Daily Mail, the Sri Lankan Jackal is second only to the Leopard in the pecking order of island predators.
	And Sri Lankan it is, to its very paws, for the Sri Lankan jackal differences from its Indian cousin, the South Indian Golden Jackal, by virtue of its marginally greater size, the rooted lobe on the inner side of the third upper premolar (a peculiarity to capture the attention of the more discerning spotters) and a darker, less shaggy coat all round.
	It is a skilled hunter, and, like a wolf, a pack animal that will eat anything from rodents, birds, and mice to young gazelles, reptiles, and even fruit.
	It is also an admirable scavenger, good at tidying up any suppurating bit of animate mess that needs attention.
	Although found in both wet and dry zones across the island, it too may soon fall out of the Manifest Mammals list if more care is not taken to protect its habitat. Its numbers have more than halved in two decades, a rate of attrition worsened by rabies and roadkill.
	THE CEYLON BLACK-NAPED HARE
	Less threatened - though with a similar habitat range - is the island’s fourth manifest mammal.
	Curiously, Sri Lanka lacks rabbits, though it does have a hare. Just the one. And an endemic one too, a distinct variant of the Indian Hare.
	The Ceylon Black-Naped Hare is a mere fifty centimetres head to body and distinguished by having a black patch on the back of its neck.
	It is also notable for its dozy daytime habit – being more of a night creature, leaving the day for sleeping alone in the grassland that is its preferred habitat.
	Blessed with excellent sight, hearing, and smell, it can usually outrun any would-be enemy and remains happily widespread across the island, a condition not unrelated to its eagerness to breed at almost any time, anywhere, anyhow, throwing off litters of up to four leverets a go.
	Almost uniquely amongst Sri Lanka’s mammals, they are tight-lipped, happiest when silent, though they tend to grind their teeth when especially contented.
	THE CEYLON OTTER
	Would that such contentment stalk the last of the island’s manifest mammals – the Ceylon Otter.
	“What is this life, if, full of care, we have no time to stand and stare,” wrote Henry Williamson, the man who put otters firmly on the literary map with “Tarka the Otter.”
	But care is what otters now so badly need. Right around the world, otters face the very real threat of extinction; their potential demise is a possible calamity still only being addressed with modest corrective steps.
	The Ceylon Otter faces just the same, if not greater levels, of existential threat, though this does not appear to erode their abiding alacrity for play.
	Famously family-orientated (so much so that there is even a recorded case of an otter puppy being given by its mother to another mother who had given birth to a stillborn pup), they live in family groups and play and play – when not eating or sleeping.
	They are also scrupulously hygienic, with designated areas for otter loos, even though their poo is said to emit a scent not unlike jasmine tea.
	Covered in dark brown fur and about a metre long, weighing in at eight kilos, it lives off fish but is more than partial to any other smaller creature incautious enough to stray close to it in the rivers it inhabits.
	It is also famously loquacious; its sounds are more confident and at the pay-attention end of the auditory scale.
	To attract notice for anything from danger to an
	interesting log it will whistle or even chirrup like a bird. Loud growls and hisses indicate aggression, and if startled, they vocalised a most human-sounding “HAH!”
	Hums and coos, rising and falling through a set of soft melodic scales, tell you all you need to know about the mother-pup relationship.
	And hums and coos are precisely the sort of sound you might care to make whenever you are so lucky as to spot any one of these marvellous mammals.
	Manifest they may be, but masked, unseen and even obliterated is the possible fate of all these creatures if the so-called civilised world fails to curb its civilising human instincts. This, then, is the manifesto that now needs to be taken up.
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