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When? (Enndru?) (translated by K. Srilata)

Today | lost to you.

Much to the pride of your sick mother,

to the great joy of your wife and your children,
you won the national award for best scientist.
As for me...

| remain

a good nurse to my invalid father-in-law,
a good mother to the little ones,

an ideal wife of a man

who turns to me for all his needs.

No, | didn’t win the school prize

for the best primary teacher.

Today | lost to you.

I am wrong about this.

Ilost to you a while ago —

The day they decreed that you would study Science
and |, History.

Wrong again!

Do you remember the days you took the bus

to the best school in town

and |, a rickshaw to the small school a street away?
I lost to you then, back in those days.
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But wait!

Let me look further...

tothe day

you climbed a tree, clad in your sensible trousers,
and surveyed the world,

even as | tripped on my long skirt and fell

and forgot for life the climbing of trees?

Ilost to you

that day,

did I not?

Forgive me my confusions.

I see it clearly now...

A ball and a toy gun for you.

For me, a baby doll and a couple of sparklers.
It was then, was it not,

that | lost to you?

You are not to worry.

This is it!

I have arrived at the very end

of hindsight.

For who remembers

the doors that were shut

as one lay sleeping in the cradle?
Who remembers

the darkness that shrouds the womb?



