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REMEMBERING RICHARD DE ZOYSA

Question
Cheran Rudhramoorthy (trans. Anushiya Ramaswamy)

The moon, shredded, hangs on
the fence; midnight.
Yama’s messengers,
who rend lives,

tread on the falling leaves.

Demons buried in the well
in the corner of the backyard
brace to emerge now.

On this night that dissolves in grief,
without losing to slumber,
I pluck my heart and 
place it on the table.
The table trembles from
the loud groans dripping with blood. 

The heart cools 
in the external breeze.
I begin my poem from where
I had stopped.

I have never been grappled 
by a poem, like today.
This poem wandered about
in the open space for a long time.

The very beginning of the
poem is a question;
A question about
friends who were murdered,
friends who disappeared.

This poem, born out of
a question,
leaves me suddenly;
As unwoven words and
passion, unstructured by the brain,
outpour, 
this poem departs—

It goes around the two-storey house
that lies in the dark,
unwashed even by the full moon;
angrily slams the ancient doors 
now locked,
listens intently from beside
the tightened windows. 

It melts near the blood stain
smeared on the outer wall,

epyT fpope;J J}q;FfpwJ
Ntypapy;
es; ahkk;;
cjph;e;J nfhz;bUf;Fk; ,iyfspd; Nky;
ele;J jphpfpd;wdh;
caph; jpUFk; vkJ}jh;.

mbtstpd; fpzw;Wf;Fs;
fhyk; fhykha;g; GijAz;L fple;j
G+jq;fSk;
,g;NghJ rpyph;j;Jf;nfhz;L
fpsk;Gfpd;wd.

Japypy; njhiyahJ 
Jahpy; fiuAk; ,d;iwa ,utpy;
,jaj;ijg; gpLq;fp
NkirkPJ itj;JtpLfpNwd;
FUjp nrhl;lr; nrhl;lg;
ngUFk; mjd; xypf; FKwypy;
nfhQ;r Neuk; eLq;FfpwJ Nkir.

ntspAyfpd; fhw;W thq;fpf; 
Fsph;e;J Ngha;tpLfpwJ ,jak;

mg;NghJ
tpl;l ,lj;jpypUe;J vd;Dila
ftpijiaj; njhlq;FfpNwd;

,d;iwiag; Nghy
Vd;iwf;Fk; xU ftpijf;fhf
ehd; cod;wJ fpilahJ
ntspapy;
neLehsha; miye;jJ ,f; ftpij

mjDila Muk;gNk
xU Nfs;tpjhd;
nfhy;yg;gl;l ez;gh;fisg; gw;wp
fhzhky; Nghd ez;gh;fisg; gw;wpa
xU nghpa Nfs;tp mJ

Nfs;tpapy; gpwg;ngLj;j
,e;jf; ftpij
jpBnud;W vd;idtpl;Lg; gphpe;Jnry;fpwJ
nea;ag;glhj thh;j;ijfSld;
mwpthy; newpg;gLj;jg; glhj
kpifAzh;r;rpAk; Nrh;e;J
gputhfk; vLf;f
,e;jf; ftpij gphpe;J nry;fpwJ

ngsh;zkp epytpYk;
xsp Njhahky; ,Uspy; fplf;fpw
me;j khb tPl;ilr; Rw;wp tUfpwJ
,Wfg; G+l;lg;gl;bUf;Fk;
mjDila goq;fhyf; fjtpd;kPJ
%h;f;fkhf NkhJfpwJ
,Wfpa ad;dy;fSf;F mUNf nrd;W
cd;dpg;ghff; Nfl;fpwJ

ntspr; Rthpy; njwpj;jpUf;Fk;

FUjpr; Rtl;lUfpy; epd;W cUfpwJ

tPl;bd; ntspg;Gwk;

Nfs;tp
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searches the voices of grief 
still clinging to the tall trees;
in the nights,
it follows footprints
on the seashore;
gets drenched in blood
amid the Pandanus thickets.

It wanders over the waves,
prodding the overturned corpses;
Looking for eyes among the
corpses without eyes,
faces amid the corpses
without face,
it is enraged.

It stops hesitantly on a 
single slipper thrown 
into the street,
the glasses tossed
on the doorstep,
the overturned bike lying
on the street corner.

It is puzzled, unable to comprehend
the reflection in the marble eyes of babies,
born after their father’s death;
carrying the tears of the mothers,
it stumbles and falls down.

Under the gallows,
above the graveyards,
in the corners of camps,
on the tables,
near the pen that is open now,
like before,
in the unfinished lines of a letter,
on the pictures hanging from the wall,
clothes scattered in the room,
the flowerless Portia trees,
the wet Palmyra,
on a single flower on the hair,
it spins on like a top.

In the wind and the expanse,
the closed iron doors,
guns that leak smoke,
the poem slams and asks,
what happened to our children?

Xq;fpa kuq;fspy;

,d;Dk; xl;bf;nfhz;bUf;Fk;

mtyf; Fuy;fspy; NjLfpwJ

,uTfspy;

flw;fiuapy; fhybr; RtLfisg;

gpd;njhlh;e;J nry;fpwJ

jhok; Gjh;fSs; xspe;jpUe;J

FUjpapy; eidfpwJ

miyfSf;F Nky; miyfpwJ

mit Gul;btpLk; cly;fisj;

jpUg;gpj; jpUg;gpj; NjLfpwJ

fz;fs; ,y;yh cly;fSf;Ff;

fz;fisAk;

Kfk; rpije;j cly;fSf;F

Kfq;fisAk; Njbr; rpdf;fpwJ

njUtpy; tPrg;gl;Ls;s

xw;iwr; nrUg;gpd;kPJ

tPl;Lg; gbfspy; tPrpnawpag;gl;l

%f;Ff; fz;zhbkPJ

njU Kidapy; Gul;b tplg;gl;l

Nkhl;lhh; irf;fpspd;kPJ

jaq;fpj; jaq;fp epw;fpwJ

jfg;gd; njhiye;j gpwF

gpwe;j Foe;ijfspd;

gspq;F Nghd;w tpopfspy;

vjpnuhypg;gJ vd;d vd;W njhpahky;

Fok;GfpwJ

jha;khhpd; fz;zPh;j; Jspfis

Ve;jpf;nfhz;L nry;ifapy;

Jiy Fg;Gw tPo;fpwJ

J}f;F kuq;fspd; fPo;

GijFopfspd; Nky;

Kfhk;fspd; Nfhbg;Gwq;fspy;

NkirkPJ ,g;NghJk; 

mg;NghJ NghyNt fplf;Fk;

%lg;glhj NgidaUfpy;

Kw;Wg; ngwhj fbj thpfspy;

Rthpy; J}q;Fk; glq;fspy;

miwapy; rpe;jpapUf;Fk; Milfspy;

G+thj G+tuRfspy;

<ug; gidapy;

Xuf; $e;jypd; xw;iw kyhpy;

epd;W gk;guk; Nghyr; Roy;fpwJ

fhw;wpYk; ntspapYk;

%lg;gl;l vy;yh ,Uk;Gf; fjTfspYk;

Gif frpAk; vy;yhj; Jg;ghf;fpfspYk;

miwe;J Nfl;fpwJ

vq;fs; Foe;ijfSf;F vd;d ele;jJ?
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1	 Editors’ Note: Original poem in Tamil published in: Cheran. (2000). Nee Ippozhuthu Irangum Aaru [The River You Are Now Descending Into]. 
Nagercoil: Kalachuvadu Publications.


