REMEMBERING RICHARD DE ZOYSA

Question

Cmeial

Cheran Rudbramoorthy (trans. Anushiya Ramaswamy)

he 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,
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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?
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Cheran Rudhramoorthy, professor in the Department of
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Translated  from Tamil to  English by Anushiya
Ramaswamy, professor in English, Southern Illinois
University, Edwardsville, USA.

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.
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