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fapWfspd; Kid 
vq;fpUe;J ,wq;Ffpd;wd vdj; njhpatpy;iy 
ePy Moj;Jf;Fs; ghh;it 
mila Kbahj; J}uk; 
gyifapy; mkh;e;J MLfpNwd; 
Kd;Dk; gpd;Dk; NkYk; fPOk; 
CQ;rypd; Ntfk; Xa;e;jNghJ 
vd; jiyNky; nfhQ;rk; Nkfk; 
njhj;jpf;nfhz;bUg;gJ njhpe;jJ 
kPz;Lk; ce;jpa Ntfj;jpy; 
Nkw;fpy; ,wq;fpf;nfhz;bUf;Fk; 
ghpjpiaf; fhy;tpuy; Kidfs; 
njhl;L kPz;ld 
nfhQ;rk;Nghy; ,Ul;lj; njhlq;f 
fapWfspd; topNa ,wq;fpa epyh 
vd; clk;ngy;yhk; tope;jJ 
Fsphpy; ntlntlf;Fk; clypy; 
Kj;J Kj;jhf elrj;jpuq;fs; G+j;Jf;FYq;f 
CQ;rypd; Ntfk; 
Kd;Dk; gpd;Dk; NkYk; fPOk; 
ntspnay;yhk; vdJ tpir. 
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I don’t know from where 

these ropes descend— 

I can’t see that far 

into the blue depths. 

I sit on the wooden seat and swing: 

forward and back, up and down. 

When the swing drops speed 

I can feel pieces of cloud 

still sticking to the top of my head. 

When the swing gains momentum once more 

the tips of my toes 

touch and redeem 

the sinking sun. 

As it starts to darken, 

the moon, slithering down the ropes, 

drips all over me. 

Upon my body, shivering in the cold, 

one by one, like pearls, 

stars bloom and cluster 

as the swing speeds. 

Forward and back, up and down, 

everywhere 

my lightning charge. 
 

      Malathy Maitri (b. 1968) 
      translated from the Tamil  

      by Lakshmi Holmström 

    CQ;ry; Swing 
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