[from Potret Pambangunan dalam Puisi “ A Portrait of Development in Poetry” by Rendra, published by Lembaga Studi Pembangunan, Jakarta, 1980]

I Write This Pamphlet

I write this pamphlet

because the board of public information

is covered up in spider webs.

People speak in conspiritorial whispers

and self-expression is pushed through the filter

of  being agreeable to everyone.

That which is held tightly today

can vanish tomorrow morning.

Uncertainty runs rampant.

The only certain things are those that come from power.

Outside of power life has become a riddle,

has become deeply perilous,

has become what you find in a zoo.

Whenever criticism can only go by way of official channels,

then life will become vegetables without salt.

The board of public information does not encompass the possibility of questions.
Does not include the possibilty of debate.
And finally becomes the monopoly of power.

I write this pamphlet

because pamphlets are not taboo for poets.

I want to be a carrier pigeon.

I want to wave signal flags in my hands.

I want to make smoke signals like the Indians.

Why does fear become the screen that blocks thought?

Anxiety has clouded our lives.

Tension has replaced the free society of ideas.

The sun glints off the tears that drip down and become fire.

The pale moon gives dreams of vengeance.

The gusts of wind push back the sighs and moans


which pile up like garbage


Panic.  Suspicion.


Fear.


Listlessness.

I write this pamplet

because friend and foe are siblings.

In nature there is still light.

The sun which sinks is replaced by the moon.

And then, tomorrow morning, will surely rise again.

And in the muddy water of life,

 I can see, as if in a mirror:
It’s really us, my fellow humans!
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