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This special number on Jayanta Mahapatra is a dream come true for Rock
Pedbles. The runber of articles we received is a mark of his popularity and
the amount of research work in progress an him. The scholarly articles that
enrich this volure would surely encourage further work on the poet. The
interview that he has given us for this mnber in spite of his failing health
would provide a lot more insight into the poet as well as his poams.

We plan to bring cut more such special mmbers of Rock Pebbles at regular
intervals in future.
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CRITICISM

PEOPLE, CULTURE AND LANDSCAPE IN THE
SELECTED POEMS OF A.D. HOPE AND JAYANTA
MAHAPATRA

+xDr.Tanushree Nayak
e-mail: tanushreenayak@ymail .com

Pexle, ailture and lardscape are always of great interest in literature
as they stick to menory and promote varied thought and imegination .Australia
ard India, now far apart and axe geologically united in the continent of Asia,
have more in comon than is usually imegined. Both are comtries of fantastic
aatrasts; with deserts, tropical rain forests and snow-capped ranges co-exdisting.
Primeval, brooding lards-the last of the world’s lost species rcem here, ard the
medley of excotic flora and fauma is mind-boggling. Both are so uwsual, that
nowhere else on the gldbe can cne find a close analogy. Imdia is immensely
aciet, ailbtrally, when compared to Australia, where pecple have a light burden
of time, so thaet it is still persanl- to be measured in ters of great-grardfathers,
ot past civilizatias. The nature poetry of Australia and India reveals the
uniqueness of the lard that inspired them.

A.D. Hope and Jayanta Mahapatra are the two distinct voices from
these two lands. They are the most widely read and most widely acclaimed
poets whose reputation extends outside their native countries. Though they
kelayg to two dif ferent climes and cultures- ane in Australia ard the other in
East India, they have certain points in comm while certain others in divergence.
However, both the poets have extensively used lands and landscapes in their
poens, not just to express the diversities of the people, their aulture ard their
response to the phenomena around, but also to project the humen experiences
in most pictordal form.

A.D. Hoe is entirely a new voice in Australia. Mythology, classics ard
Eurcpean culture fascinated him and engrossed his imegination. He is a great
admirer of Nietzsche and expressed a scientific concem for survival in the face
of weak modes of sustenance. Leonie Kramer has underlined the essential
features of his poetry: the poans have “smooth and orderly surface”, the tane
“moves between extremes of facetiousness and learmed gravity”, the speaker’s
voice is “measured and deliberate” and there is a aonflict between:

% teaches Frglish at Gauhati University, Kokrajher,Assam, India.
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.. dust ad love, fear and hopeful expectation, the

desire for beauty and the recognition of ugliness, between

men as predator and men as victim, the world as a joke and

as a place of funure. Tmeges of brutdlity, cruelty and destruction

are balanced against imeges of fruitfulness, harmory and,

though infrequently, fulfillment..

Jayanta Mahapatra is one of the major Indo-English poets, both as
regards his theares and his treatment of them. His contribution to Indo-English
poetry includes his enlargement of its themes; the originality of his aporoach
to, ard treatment of, his thares; the felicities of word ard phrase; ard his
imagery which is sometimes perfectly realistic, sometimes symbolist,
sometimes surrealist, and sometimes of the comon, familiar, and everyday
kind. In this camection it has to be emphasized that Mahapatra belangs to the
Symoolist-Surrealist stream of poetry; ard, by writing postry of this kind, he
has enriched Indo-English poetry and extended its scope and range.

The Orissa landscape, the Orissa cultural history and backgromd, the
social life of Orissa, ard the rites ard rituals of the pagple of Orissa astitute
the most important and significant theme of his poetry.This, of course, shows
Mahapatra’s mainly regional cutlook. But though regianalism is certainly the
most striking feature of his poetry, this poetry is not limited or nervow so far as
its themes are concerned. Mahapatra deals with humen relationships, Indian
social prablens, love, sex, merriege, morality, humen nature, and Nature with
a capital N. Mahapatra stands alone as a poet who has brought a particular
region of India an the mep of Indo-Frnglish poetry ard added greatly to the
inportance, dignity, ad stature of that region while, at the sare tine, pointing
aut ard even emphasizing the ugly and seamy side of the life of that region.

However, both the poet s have depicted the natural settings of their omn
lards in their poetry, thoch in a dif ferent mamner. Hope' s poetry is new in
merny respects. He takes a stance, finds analogues, doserves the world keenly
ard develops an dojective view towards his time and place. His most celebrated
poem “Australia” presents a dual view but he mekes his choice clearly:

Yet there are sore like me tum gladly hore

Fram the lush jungle of modem thought, to find

The Australian desert of the humen mind,

Hoping, if still from the deserts the proghets come.

The contry is defined variously as “a mation of trees”, “a youg country”, “the
last of lards”, ard a lard “without sags, architecture, history”. The poet spesks
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here as if in a garb, but mekes his logic poetically soud. Hope, in his poars,
is a mystic, a Nietzschean elite, a celebrator of sexual raptures, ard an
intellectual with a scientific tenper . The more celebrated of Hope' s poems are
“The Dammation of Byron”, “The Return from the Freudian Islands”, “The
Martyrdom of St Teresa”, “The Double Looking Glass”, “On an Engraving by
Casserius”, “The Ballad of Dan Horer”. These poems present Hope's qualities
as a poet of a different order from any of his predecessors.

Mahapatra is the only poet who has captured sincerely the scenes and
sights of Orissa mirutely and therefore an examination of the recurring imeges
in his poans reveals that he is Oriya to the core. Mehapatra, a child of the Sun
ard the Sea, delights in imvoking the God of Fire and the God of Water in poems
like “Surburst”, “The Exile”, “Indian Sumer Poem’, “This Strarnger”, and “‘My
Daughter”. Puri is a living protagonist in several of these poars. The tenple,
the prist, the begger, the fishermen, the crow; these rise before us in all their
dojective reality and aoncreteness ard then slowly transforms thamselves, almost
imperceptibly, into momuments-like imeges and symbols. An important poem
‘Taste far Tomorrow” from the volume W aiting, fxirstance, is a vigeette of Purd
with a umber of such symols of reality:

At Purd, the crows

The one wide street

lolls axt like a glat tagee.

Five faceless lepers move aside

as a priest passes by.

Ard at the Street’s end

the crowds thronging the temple door.

A huge holy flower

Swaying in the wind of greater reasms. ?

Here the giant togue ard the holy flower point to the desp laden mythic
consciousness operating in the best of Mahapatra’s poems. This process of
the metamorphosis of reality into symbol acts as a camecting link between the
dojective perasption of everyday reality ard the imegirative legp of nyth creatim.
Tre crows of the first line invisibly tum into the crowds of the last sectim.

In the poetry of A.D. Hope too, freguent use of myths is a prominent
deracteristic. The famliarity of the of t-repeated tales, is however, d fset by
Hope'’ siift of foaus. It is like loddrg at the gdotograch of a lag-familiar, alnmost
drab, scene in which, though the details are all the same, fredlmess is provided
through the capturing of the soere from a different angle of vision. It is in his
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imeginative and imovative use of myths that Hope’s brilliance most clearly
reveals itself and myths provide the most satisfactory answer, both
philosgohically and artistically, to the prdblems he encounters as a man and a
poet.

Myth has been defined as “a story or camplex of story elements taken
as expressing, ard therefore as inplicitly synbolizing, certain desp-lying aspects
of human and transhumen existence.” * For Hope, myth “serves as a pattem of
meaning for himself and his fellow men.some of his best poems are those in
which he has utilized the mythic core to the best adventage, revitalizing old
staries to ring their significance up to date.”*

The most remarkable and distinctive feature of Hope’s use of myths is
the way in which he cleverly adapts them to speak directly to the moderm men
and women, thus helping them to achieve an identity with an understanding, of
the age-old cdharacters. And always, there is the unexpected conclusion, a
certain twist in the tale which helps to ring hore the point the poet is trying to
meke, in a thoroughly dramatic fashion.

But, when A.D. Hope describes his land as “a young country”, and a
lard “without sags, architecture ard history”, Jayanta Mahapaza’ s poetry, ab
the other hard, reflects how an Indian poet can derive strength from going back
to his traditicsl ad alltiral reality. He has occupied a prominent place among
the Indian poets ard his significant publication of poetic volures like A Rain of
Rites (1976), Waiting (1979), The False Start and Relationship (1980) and
Life Signs (1983) reveal “a first rate poetic sensibility” which is safurated with
culture, ard ethos of Indian life. He is a poet who catches the microcosmic
India in the macrocosm of Orissa. In most of his poems, Mahapatra narrates
the quality of Idiarmess without special postures ar clichés. Tolbe a real Trdian,
ae has to avoid casciously trying to be an Indian. O the other level of art, the
local ard the universal must meet together . Mahapaa' s Tdian quality is perteps
most keenly felt in his poems about Orissa where he sounds more authentic
when he writes about Orissa than about India as a whole. This tendency has
really enhanced the intrinsic power of his poans derived largely fram the local
detail raised to universal significance. Most of his poems like “Orissa
Landscapes”, “Evening in an Orissa Village”, “The Orissa Poems”, “Dawn at
Buri”, etc. are Oriya first and therefare Trdian too.

We can also notice a sense of pain, loss, and alienation in the poams
of both A.D. Hope and Jayanta Mahapatra. In “The End of a Joumey”®, Hope
describes the feelings of Ulysses, the protagmist, an his retum to his island
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kingdom after all the excitarent and danger-filled days of adventure ard voyages.
The Ulysses we are introduced to here is not the ndole hero of Dente, Horer or
Temmyson. He is a twentieth century wenderer returned home: a rheumy,
disillusiaed old men, “a figare, seanirgly incapeble of mental or physical actian,
whose anly certainty is that “the Gods at last had left him'”©.

The very fivst stanza sets the tane. Finally back with Perelope, the
nigt of ranim is not an ecstatic, delirdicusly joyful celdararion of catjusel ties;
it is “an old men sleeping with his housekesper”. “The erbrace is a ‘rape by a
stranger’ ... Perelope’s traditiamal values of ‘faith and valour’ are undermined as
ghe firds ‘herself, faith wasted, valaxr lost’”’. T, the ranim, with all its
attendant values of sustenance of hare and hearth and for which Ulysses had
ignored the seductive sag of the sirens, is transformed into a cold ard
meaningless act of physical union:

Ard he, for all the bloody passion it cost

To have heard the sirvens and yet have fled,

Thought the night tedious, coughed and shook his head.

The slaughter of the suitors and indiscreet maidens is focused an with
grim clarity . For Hoyoe, there is no justification for the senseless cammeage; it is
not the cleansing of the state as suggested by Homer- it is a wenton and
capricicus destruction of huen life:

A farm cart by the doorway dripped and stark,

Piled with the victims of his mighty bow.

Each with her broken neck, each with a blank,

Smell strargled face, the dead girls in a row

Swing as the cold airs moved them to and fro.

The picture presanted here- that of a farm cart ‘piled’ hich with bodies- is shoddrng
in its implicit reduction of humen beings to the state of piled up garbace.
Thus, the lag wished doject of the hero’s wandering- the island kingdom of
Tthaca- is, for the modem Ulysses, merely a “petty kingdon”:

Grimly he watched his enemy the sea

Rage round the petty kingdom he called hare;

But now no trident threatened from the spray.

He prayed but knew Athene would not come.

The gods at last had left him, and the day

Darkened about him.

Hope's Ulysses takes his place among the other twentieth century
anti-herces. He stands alone, “a castaway” on the “cruel shore” of his
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disillusiament. “As a type of contemporary anamymous men, he is a fitting
hero, perhaps, for the anxicus age: this moderm Ulysses, suffering an atropty
of will, is aut off fram the sustaining rituals of love ard family” ®.

Hope'’s poem is, in a sense, an edho of the Australian experience-
“castaway” fram the shores of England into a hostile, alien ervirament. The
plight of Ulysses also duplicates the plight of creative writers like Hope. With
10 established literary tradition to draw upm, struggling to form an identity of
their omn as distinct fram thet of the British, writers in Australia felt the arguish
of an acute feeling of having been cut off from their roots. “Having no focus and
1o catral point of adltural reference, Australian writers have, of necessity, been
more isolated”®.

A.D. Hye's feelings of aliemation and isolation for having been cut of
fram their roots is in sharp contrast with Jayanta Mehapatra’s feelings of deep-
rootedness in his aulture. Being rooted in India, Mehapatra carmot forget his
culture and ethos in which he was borm and in his best work, though language
is English but the sensibility is Oriya. Mehapatra caments an his relationship
with his motherland:

T suppose I can never write arywhere but in Orissa. I

would say that my romance with Orissa and my romance with

poetry start with my birth, even though T wrote rather late. I wes

Iom an the bark of a river; I have keen living there ever since.

(e of my earliest recollectians is of my father carrying ne to

the grounds of a small tenple when an earthquake was at its

height. From then on I suppose my life has moved with the

rural atmosphere, the rural envirament of Orissa, the river

which comes through in most of my poems, and the temple’s

bitter-sweet bell. So these things have cccupied quite a place

in my poems. *°

The cult of culture and custam, which is the part and parcel of Indien
life, is the chief daracteristic of Mahepata’ s postry . The superstitious belief,
ritualistic attitide, philosgdhic idea of the etemity of the saul for which India is
well-known in the world, has been beautifully portrayed by the poet in the
A Rain of Rites and Life Signs. He has vehemently incorporated the tantric
design in the line of the unique poam ‘Myth” enlivened by the spirit of the ritual.
The chanting, the incense, the flower, thekells, the prayer, the spiral movement
suggested by the stairs, the climex of the pesks, and finally the smile of the
sacrificed flowers and the megical metamorphosis into a diamond are the best
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exenplar of tantric forms in solid shape. The crumpled leaf through lang years
tums into a diamond is the symbol of geological ritual and nature’s
metanorphosis. The scarlet flowers sacrificed to the gods are reminiscent of
tte devadasis of the tenples, who performed ritualistic dances spiraling up the
& airs to their salvation. However, in the verse "Myth”, the poet dives desp into
the ocean of Indian history to find aut the ault of life which is beyad cast and
creed. For instance:

The dried, sacrificed flowers smile at me.

I have become;

a dimond in my eye.

as a bearded, saffron-rabed man

asks me, fimmly:

Are you a Hindu ?*

Like Hope, Mahapatra tco, is intensely aware of the alienation ard the
isolation of the modem men. In the poem entitled “Iran”, Mehapatra is amscicus
of the searing pain that a sense of injustice evckes ard the ansequent exdstential
anguish which is indefinable and indescribable when the very breath tums into
iron dhoking him in the process. The yeaming for life results anly in further
darkness ard frustration. The awareness of evil in the natural cycle of time and
also the man-made society is caweyed by the imeges of roof and leaf:

Darkness from shadows under the roof and leaf

From the fish's belly white against the hardness

Of water, fram the salt in the blood

Which carries the body forward like love. *2
Fraom the shores of the memories of generations “the voice of instants” churms
aut the history and brings cut the searing pain, leaving an cpen wournd:

Touching me like a sad iron

Zwekening urnder umined reaches of this river of life,

And the depths of my body

Nurb fear and fire and air

To tum a earth like an unjust ploughshare.

The pessimism bordering on despar, which we fird in Hope' s poetry,
is to be met with to the same extent in Mehapaa’ s poetry. The poetry of
Mahapatra is enghatically dharacterized by the feelings of sorrow, gdef, regret,
dejectim, loss ard rejection. Such poars as “Lost”, “The Exile”, “Ihe Abandoned
British Cemetery at Balasore” and “Again, One Day, Walking by the River”

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.'2011/P.13



belayg to this category; ard in this camectio the following lines from “Again,
One Day, Walking by the River” may be taken as illustrations of his pessimism.
I can’t remerber hearing anyone
Saying he will mourn for me when I am gone

I wonder where the day goes.

Even in the bright sun

This was a world I did not know *

There are poems which depict human nature and probe into human
mind. Both A.D. Hope and Jayanta Mahapatra have also shown in their poetry a
aaxem for the silent suf fering of woren at the hands of society. Both the poets
meke an attempt to plurb the depths of the emotions of the wamen left behind.
Hope in his poem, “The End of a Jourmey”, describes the feelings of Penelope-
the type of the faithful wife, wo is left behind far years tagether while her hudbard-
King roams the farthest cormers of the gldbe, never knowing when he would
retum or if he would retum at all. In spite of the fact that Penelope wanted to
rebel, an awareness of the cowentions of an orthodox society forces her to
suppress her desires. But there is no sense of joy or a sense of faith rewsrded,
there is anly regret. Her faith has been “wasted” as A.D. Hope puts it; there is
the parg of a loss keenly felt. Living through the years of karren laeliness, has
left her unstable, older and friendless. Hope transforms her fabled patience into
passivity, a lack of will, in the process stripping her of dignity ad spirit.

In the poetry of Jayanta Mehapatra too, the recurrirg portraits of woren
point specifically to this aspect; they are drawn with synpathy and with precision.
Consciousness of the poverty and the suffering of the Indian masses, and of
women as victims of male lust in a male dominated society, inpats to
Mahapatra’s poetry a tragic-pessimistic tane. In “A Missing Persa”, he says,

The good wife

lies in my bed

through the lang aftermom:

dreaming still, unexhausted

by the desp roar of funeral pyres.

In the darkened room

a woman

carrot fird her reflectio in the mirror. *°
Comercial exploitation of sex mekes woman’s destiny a tragic one, and she
takes it all medenically, tired, bored ad insensitive. She is merely a passionless
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tool, ard she suffers both as a wife and a whore. The darkened roan’ is symbolic
of tragic glaom that evelaes the Indian people, particularly her waren-folk, the
victims of exploitation, both sexual and economic, since time inmemorial. The
missing persm of the title is her imer self which is not imeged in the mirror.
She is tired and bored- waiting as usual at the edge of slesp- and contenplating
her figre in the mirrar. She holds in her hands an oil lanp shedding a dim
yvellow light which enables her to see her body reflected in the mirror, bt o
light is shed an her imer self, her laely psyche or saul. Her immer sufferings
and frustrations are never extermalised and never understood. The woman does
not gpeak, but her imer self has been dramatically presented through a few
deft touches.

When Jayanta Mehapatra writes about poetry it is an expression of his
imer world and prdblems about relationship between the self and reality. Inan
essay published in Tre Literary Criterion (XV, no.1, 1980, pp.27-36) Mahapatra
speaks of a poet’s mental landscape, an ‘imer world of his own meking- a
world spaced by his omn life, of secret allusians, of desire ard agawy, f a
constantly changing aligrment between dream and reality’ . Rather than moral
choices, Mehapatra speaks of being ‘uncertain’ of his ‘very existence’ and of
groping from poem to poem for the key to human understanding.

Both A.D. Hope and Jayanta Mahapatra have beautrifully portrayed their lards
ard lardscapes in their writings closely associated with the experience, culture
and thought s In Australian ard as well as Irdian perspective. If A. D. Hope
locks at the kaleidosoopic aspect of Australian life ard tries to explare it,
Jayanta Mehapatra goes desp into the Indian life in general ard the life of
Orissa in partiailar. Both the poets use myths not just to signify the past
existence with greater energy than now, it also to brirg to ligt the imer
disappointment of having lost sarething and yeaming to live a life of emction
and passion. Their poems are a good aonstruction of the variocus faces of a
self thet rnever stards still; it rather advernces with arxdety, correspanding
imer realization and self-expression. Their poans seem to be saying that if
reality is at the aater of life, art is it s freshener. Tt sharpens humen sensibility
ard mekes ane capable of assimilating the various impressions of life.[T]
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MYTHS IN JAYANTA MAHAPATRA'’S POETRY

* Dr. Nigamananda Das

Jayanta Mahapatra (1928-) has earned the reputation of being cne of
the foremost contemporary Indian English poets. But he calls himself an Oriya
poet who occasianally writes in English. He is a surrealist and strang imegist
and has amply used several types of myths in his poetry.As such he holds a
mythopoeic vision in narrating fictive and real experiences and incidents. The
statistical account of myths used by him proves that he has chosen maximum
of myths from his indigencus envirament ard treditions. As an doserver of
realities and seer of himenist strategies and future, he is aoservative like T.S.
Elict, wo believes in hoouring the tradition, preserving the spirituel and natural
ecology . Through the use of various myths, he has proved his status ard strategy
as an eco-humanist.

Mahapatra has described Orissa, his harelard as a land of forbidding
myth (1982:9) . The term ‘myth’ has been repeated by the poet for several times
in his magmum opus Relationship, which is the there sag of his life:

T thought : those who survive the myth

Have slipped past their lives ard can not define their reasm (29)

T tried to gpesk of myth of slesp ard actim,

In the hope of soothing myself and those others (30)

We are delivered by the myth

which exhorts our sleep and our losses

that wekes us like toys springing cut of bax (34)

The persana here attempts to present how essential are myths for life.
Myths provide explanations for ocur losses, our action and soothe lives at the
time of cur grief. The lag poem Relationship celebrates and explains the
persona’s relationship with the homeland in meny different ways, the
remenbrance of which provides him consolation at the time of spiritual crises.

The lardscape of Orissa is littered with tenples ard holy places. Puri,
the prime religious centre is also a place of pilgrimege for Indians. In
Relationship, myths relating to the incametion of Lord Jagammath and the
Jagamnath cult have been referred in the amtext of poet’s self-exploration to
find the wknown in him. The myth of Lord Jagammath’s incamation, “where the
grotesque dawn of wilderness wood/ becomes a conceiver of life, nothing
else” (ibidem 11) brings into the poet’ s vision how the great tradition has been
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silenced. According to this myth, the sacred deity of Jagannath at Rrd is
fashioned from the wood of a neem tree chosen from the dense jungles of Orissa
every twelve years (ibidem 42) .

The poet has created persaal myths by referring to his mother’s grave,
his quidkly-aging father, his gatle daghter in the cattext of explaring his visian
of his relationship with his past and the present. He is much concermed with his
individual ard racial memories:

while the swords of forgotten kings

rust slowly in the museurs of ocur guilt,
while the carved rock loses its light

and the man with many memories
doesn’ t know what to do with them (ibideml3)

In Mahapatra’s poetry myth, legend and history have been associated
to expose aur quilt of forgetting the past glary . The forgotten Orissan kings of
the 15 and 16® centuries like Kapilendra Dev, Purushottam Dev and Prataprudra
Dev ard ancient kings like Ashoka and Kharvel almost gave up wars by
surrendering themselves to the Almighty God and accepting Vaishnavism or
Buddhism or Jainism. Now the rock edicts have lost their importance and we do
not know what to do with them.

In section five of Relationship, the myths of golden deer from the
Ramayan and the marriage procession of Siva from the Siva puran have been
invaked in the way of referring to the miracle of living in this world. Referring to
the ruins of Kanarka , the persona paders over the myths relating to the Sun-
god. The mouent of Konarka was built in honour of the Sun-god, but the ruins
sadden him bringing to his mind a bleak vision of the future. He sings:

It isny on life
that has cornered me beneath the stones
of this tarple in ruins in a blaze of sun (ibidem 26)

The poet is reminded of the legends about construction of the Konarka
temple and the endless toil of the twelve hindred sculptors who were engaged
in the work at the behest of the king Languda Narasimha Dev day and night for
twelve years. He refers to all thet in the lines: “the night of wild eleghants pouding
down in the undying sun/..the gandharvas and the demons/..the lusting god of
the blackest Siva night” (ibidem 27). Here the myth consists “in overturming
adbure intoretire, ar at least the socdal, the ailltural, the ideclogical, the histarical
of this myth, as pervasive as it is, in the religicus aosciousness of Hindu Trdia,
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to the contemporary humen condition” (Mohan 16) . He also envisians “the phallus
of enormous stane”, “the Linga ard Yani”- the myths associated with the Lingara]
temple of Bhubaneswar and thousands of Siva temples scattered over Orissa.
On the walls of the Konarka temple the engraved motifs of the Kamasutra evoke
the moods and phases of humen 1ife. The world of love, lust, sex ard fertility is
recreated through the imeges of reging pachyderm with its crazy testicles, lusting
god, cloud of sweat, valleys, stricken muscles, and violent splashes of sunsets.

His reference to “a giant tree speechless about the sacred hill” (1982:34)
remirds us of the sacred hill of Nilgiri an which the tenple of Lord Jagarmath
stands and the speechless tree is the Kalpadruma, the giant banyan tree which
is believed to be etermal and where the devotees hang pelbles with strings from
branches secking fulfillment of their desires. The meritime history of Orissa, the
myths/ legends relating to Buddhism, Jainism, the vanquished dynasties, the
socialist movament referved in his poetry uwavel his silent glorification of the
bridght past of the lard:

who have vanished in the black kay without a trace,

that anly live in the sourd of the waves

flinging themselves anto the dark fringes

of this land fram Chilika to Chardipur (ibidem 10)

... of broken empires and of vanquished dynasties (ibidem 34)

..Rama Devi, the fifty-six-year old social worker

raises her head like a triumphant snake which has just shed its skin

(1976:32)

Myths are idians in our day-to-day parlance. Though he is a physicist,
he could feel power of myths in his poetic idians. Since his early days of writing
poetry he has been using several myths for various poetic explorations. The
Oriya/ Pan-Indian myth from the Ramayan about Lord Rama/ Laxman drawing a
circle m the grourd ard advising Sita not to step aut of it, as he followed the
golden deer, shows the profound man-women relationship.

For that is how love is, the arells flowing like rivers

Into each chranic pole aching in the depth of his creed

(1971: “Ire Circle”, n.p.)

In the title of an antlolagy, the poet uses myth as a symbolic and
apocalyptic sense in the line “close the sky, Ten by Ten”, where the importance
of the humen body in the cosmic void is imegined:
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The roof essential

hides the apocalyptic ideal (ibidem: “Sanctuary”, n.p.)

The vision of religicus mysticism is eloquent in A Father’s Hours where the
poet mekes a self quest, “to expect nothing fram life is that tale’s rital”, “ ot
daring to kneel before gargoyle or goddess”, “.. into urbearable Puri sands” (9) .
The gargoyle or goddess is worshipped in every Oriya village as the village deity
ard several myths and tales about the goddess influence the rural life. The
sae goddess has also been referred as “the vermillion-sreared, whored stone”
in the poem entitled, “Village” (A Rain of Rites, 3) in the aotext of providing a
picture of the rural aultish life of Orissa. The myths relating to Lord Siva hes
been invoked recurrently. Even the sexual life of the gods and animal gods has
been projected by the myths (Das 155) :

Black ioms:

A museum of symbols

Silence the land (ibidem 40)

The Siva Linga

the rhythmic susurrus of chants on wrecks of petals (ibidem 50)

A black lumped bull rides the cow:

Two gods copulating on the warm tar (ibidem 30)

The myth of Ahalya of the Ramayan , “some holy curse changed a
woman to stane” gpeaks about the age-old women-suffering and discrimination.
According to this myth Saint Gautam, the husband of Ahalya had cursed her for
vidlation of her destity At the touch of Lord Rame’ s feet the stane changed into
Ahalya again. The myths provide cryptic and mysterious senses of Orissan life
ard its surroundings amidst the ruins and decay of the glorious past. The poet
meditates an the sare with wide visionary interiority:

Ruins everywhere

Holding dim interiors of myth.

Ard priests

Always trying to prove they’ve been (1979:2)

Like Sarojini Naidu, through the use of the Radha- Krishma myth, the poet evckes
the scene of Orissan nature:

The warm night wind,

Ard the breathless voices of the dead;

Radha, still standing
o the right of warm mists,
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abandoned, and yet boundless

with pain ard desire;

Krighra, far away,

like the silence o the river,

secretly always victar . (1979:18)

Mahapatra has used myths as metaphors at merty places in his poetry .
The typical Oriya myth of limbless God Jagarmath has been used as a simile
when he describes the misery of the girl-child and her father:

Exhausted, she stood beneath a tree,

becoming tree herself,

her face carrying the wisdom about the ancient poetry,

perhaps the look of same hope,

like that of the bodiless god of Puri  (2001:55)

The legerds of Konarka have been referred like myths at several places
including the different stanzas of Relationship. The cruelties of the kings and
the centuries-old Oriya cultural tradition have been ruminated through the
commemoration of the myths:

artisans of stae,

messencers of the gpirit,

twelve hiundred artless flowers in passion

to the night in hunble brotherhood,

aerial roots of a centuries-old baryan tree;

ot taking lives sericusly

for aur lives are anly of the seeds of dream,

fargetting the cruelties

of ruthless emperors who carved peaceful edicts

o blood-red rock,

forgetting cur greans ard cries (1982:10)

Beyond the history and legends, Mahapatra who quotes from Walt
Whitman’s Song of Myself, “I am large/ I cattain miltitudes./ I exist as I am,
that is enough./ If ro other in the warld be aware, I sit aotent,/ And if each and
all ke aware I sit aotat.” in the prolage of Relationship, cansiders this poan,
the theme sag of his life as a typical self quest which is essential for every
human. As such in the seventh section of the poeam, his voice seams to echo
the philosophy of the Vaishnava saints of Orissa of the the 16" century who
have been called clandestine Buddhists (C.Das 1982:86) who deliberated on
the paradoxical nature of existence, the duality of body ard spirit, the Pakditi
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and Purusha, the cowept of the thousand petalled lotus in full bloom upm
which the eternal Radha and the etermal Krishna are in the intensest embrace.
This thousand —petalled lotus is at the gpex of the Tantric Sadhana alayg the
chakras ard the aspirant wo reaches it attains the seat of the universal Shakti
ard fulfils himself. Mahapatra remenbering this pest tradition of sadhana feels
utterly comered ard questions about the length of time needed for a person to
know himself:

How long does it take cne to know

Thet it is he wo is standing there,

Alane by himself in the witness-bax

Of shackled pink muscle (ibidem 24).

Our souls are imprisoned in cur bodies which are just “witness boxes of
shackled pink muscles”. The poet enphiasizes an the essentiality of spirit which
helps ae to realize the role of life and men’ s real duty in this world of mortality .

The legerd of Dharame, the twelve year old son of the chief architect of
Konarka, Bisu Maharana, who set the crowning slab of the great temple and
sacrifioced his life by jurping into the sea to save the lives of twelve hirdred
artisans have been recurrently referred in meny poans. The poet calls this a
“egad of kaf fling idealiant’ (1976:13) . The typical Oriya legerd of Topoi associated
with the meritine history of Orissa is popular in every hore and has been given
the religious status as umerried girls of coastal Orissa worship a goddess
called Bhalukini/ Kudurukini in the month of Septenber every year to get rid
of all daers. According to this folk mythology, this goddess who was worshipped
by Topol during her time of grief is a goddess of peace ard prosperity for the
gifds. According to this folk- mythology, Topod, the parentless girl was tortured
by her sisters-in-law in the absence of her brothers who were away in the islands
of Java and Sumatra an their trade. Tqool’ s grief venished at the arrival of her
brothers, when the sisters-in —law were punished. This myth reminds us of the
sufferings of umerried girls which have been there in our society since time
immemorial.

Mahapatra is a myth-meker . Though he has used myths from Orissan/
Pan-Indian mythologies, he has created several personal myths by relating his
om life and activities to his swrordings, and relating them to history and
traditions of his horeland. He has been compared with an cutcaste devotee
poet Salabega, whose mother was a Brahmin widow who was kidnapped and
raped by Ialbeg, the muslim invader of Orissa. But under the influence of his
mother, Salabega became a devotee of Lord Jagannath and composed mary
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devotional sangs. Likewise Mahapatra whose grardfather cawerted to Gristianity,
is an autcaste, but a great crusader of hurenity ard explarer of glaricus traditians
of the lard of his birth where he seeks to fird the goal of life and to uderstand
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Probing Relationships in  Jayanta Mahapaza’ s
Selected Short Stories

*AJ Sebastian sdb
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Though known for his great poetry replete with symoolism and imegery,
Jayanta Mehapatra as a writer is precccupied with projecting cultural ard huen
values. Inan interview he is recorded to have said: “Write whatever you feel,
feel from your heart, from your inside. Qne thing will also help you. Just you
write fram the level, tilt a little hicher level. If we can go samewhat towards God
in the guise of writing.. If we can that should be our goal..Your conscience and
soul search good things” (“nterview ! hitp://retart Jorentley . com) . Tan partiadarly
attracted by his collection of short staries entitled The Green Gardener and
Other Stories, thet portray wniversal himen predicaments. In this article T
attarpt a reading of four stories, viz. “Eyes,” “Another Day,” “Rirgirg Silence,”
ard “Tum Ieft for Heppiness,” where the fictimist delves into intricacies of
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mutual relationships among couples - their doubts ard fears, faithfulness and
betrayals, and agaty and ecstasy in love.

In “Eyes” Mghapatra prdoes into the relationship of a husbend coping
with his wife going blind early in life. The story goens as the nen tries to plant
a kiss an her shut eyes, which she langed for, giving emotiaal sugoort in her
blinding life. The tumoil she udergoes is lightened by his ewtiaal
support: “I put my head down ard kissed her lightly an the closed 1lids. They
were warm, slightly wet. She did not tum away.but received me through her
quietness.and I could feel it enter my body” (TGG 28). When he enquired
about her pain, she merely shock her head and locked aut of the window “at the
inevitable darkness trying to smudge the wide expanse of the river beyond” (28) .
There is sare solace in pain as she watched the growing darkness in the river
keyad. It is a synbol of hope as the river in its perpetual flow is indicative of
the passace of life cycle. He experienced a strang sense of loss beholding
his pretty wife tuming blird at  twenty-six. Their amstant visits to the eye
gpecialist had not given them any hope, and they had to keep going an as if life
had been fashioned that way.The husband, on his part, didn't want tohesp pity
a her plight though he oould read her intense pain evident an her contenance.
As days passed by he could anly reminisce their happy days immediately after
merriage, portrayed in the photographs he had taken. It mede him forget for a
moment his own pain. But she remained a mystery for him as he recounts:
“There was the same smile of acceptance on the face, but beyond that nothing
permitted me to know how she was feeling at that moment; the dark interior
remained closed, and I wondered whether my own feelings ever quickened her
or entered into her need. Prdoably she didn’t need any reaction framme at all”
0.

His helplessness is stated by the fictionist: “There are ro laws in the
country of the soul of pain” (31). He could anly show her synpathy and grieve
farher. Consoling her he could anly say that everything would be alright. Such
daily consoling words fell an deaf years and she grew more and more depressed
day by day. One day it happened that she whispered “I love you” meking him
fall into a deep silence as though it had congquered his present anguish.

As time passed, the regular visits to the doctor were disrupted. He had the
omsolation that everything possible was done to treat her. To soothe her he
mede it a point to sit beside her holding her hands and  sharing with her sourds
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of birdcalls in the moming. But all his efforts to give her sore solace ended wp
in more and more of loneliness. “And T realized that I had slowly becare her
loneliness, the empty midnight train she would board day after day.. But I
would not know. Of infinite cerkress. And of hopes and ermuii” (34) . The fictionist
presents the intensity of her laeliness oanparirg it to a laely jourey with
no consolation. He could not understard the mystery of her secret laging to
ed her life. There was no enctianl tie that would fill her life with hope. The
story is deplete with emmuii which no humen relationship can dispel.

Livirg with a temirally i1l spouse  ldrgs with it a verdety of diffiadlties.
There are various steps to oogpe up with it such as 1) Becoming educated cn
the disease of the gpouse. Attending doctor s appointment s with the spouse
to improve the quality of life for the spouse. Ask about pain management and
what medications may help. 2) Ootain hogpice services. 3) Encourage the spouse
to participate in everyday activities as much as possible. Cntirue to sperd
time together as a family. 4) Meke the spouse if she wentstotalk about her
feelings. Sare pecple may have a need to talk about their fears or express
sadness; others may not want to share their feelings. 5). Enjoy time together
(“How to Live.”http://www.ehow.can) . The husberd tries his level best to fulfil
all that he could do, hut he is uneble to get her agpe up with the crisis.

The story reveals how clinical pain leads to depression ard suicidal
tendencies. The husbard is unable to £ill his wife with hope and endurance with
his emotional sugport. Hence the story has a strange ending since the woman
clings to her suicidal tendency despite her husband’ s love ard af fection far her .

In “Another Day” Mahapatra examines a similar situation of a women in
physical agary. Gangadhar Das’s happy merried life was shattered when he
and his wife were hit by a speeding motorcycle. Though he recovered, his wife
was bed ridden. Now after thirteen years, dhe is almost at the end of her life
Yard his consciocus mind tumed away fram the still shape lying in the bed - in
a calm acceptance of his destiny” (TGG 99) . Unlike in the previous story, here
the lady took pleasure in trusting her husbard since “there wasn’t much else
which time that would accomplish her idea of existence, a time which went on
to build that urgency on which perhaps love depends” (99) . His anly desire is to
give her a peaceful death. When she cpened her eyes, she could behold all her
family around her . That night she passed away peacefully without making any
sound.

Sitting beside her body, he beggn to recollect the lodked little box of
brass she had brought hore with her as a bride. However, he had kept a secret
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about their daughter Rina fromher. Rina had gone astray having been with mery
rich businessmen in their cottages. She was pulled up by the police for immoral
trafficking, althouch she always maintained that she was working as an office
receptionist. It was a sad plight he emdired without disclosing it to his wife,
though she suspected sore hidden secret. His pain grew all the more as he
was a high-caste Bralmin, the temple priest and a man meant to mend broken
lives. He wished he had struck her dead, but good sense prevailed and he
persuaded her to returm hare to be with her mother .Though Rina was humbled
by her father’s plea, she felt it too late to retum hore axe again. When he
went to the city to meet her, she sent him back with a box of gifts After his
wife’s death Gangedhar Das went to the city to visit his daughter ance again.
But she was no more in that part of the city. She had moved ocut to greener
pastures in the flesh trade. He accepted his fate from God. “Or perhaps his
acceptance of things was just another dimension emerging cut of the misty
clad of s=lf-pity, and his choice was not there; he had to swallow the rusty
bladders of pain left behind by the ravening wind of avarice and lies” (109) . When
at last he met her daughter with a pinp and pleaded her to retum to him, he was
told: “Go home, Father. Go hare, back to your worshipping, to your principles
ard steely scruples” (110).

Intle stary, Gangadhar Das keeps the secret of his daghter s waywardness
fran his dying wife. But after her death, he aontimues to groen with the pain of
the daughter’s betrayal. The story is ane of physical ard emotiaal traums, a
men has to cope up with.

“Ringing Silence” surrourds the life of a couple Shankar and Miru. Their
merital bliss is suddenly disturbed by intermittent telephae calls. Once when
Mimu picked up the phone, it was a women on line:

‘Is Mr. Gupta there please? A pleasant voice was at the other erd.
A woman'’s.

‘Gupta? Are you sure this is the runber you went? There’ s no Gupta
rerel”

‘Ien't this two-two-seven-three-thres?’

‘No. Wrong runber! /. she barked and put back the receiver (37).

When Shankar enquired, she blurted cut saying it was the wrong nunber .
And it was so. However, whenever, Sharkar talks on telephone in a hushed
volce, Mirm suspects him to be talking to that very women. Her mind is filled
with suspician. The fictionist synmoolically represents her polluted mird: “To
Minu, all of a sudden the scene seemed to change. She was puzzled. Some
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sort of a veil had drogped across her eyes, it appeared, throwing everything out
of foas. A scene had been there, enclosed in a perfect frame, soretime before.
But now it lay naked and cpen, its frame missing” (37). Shankar is exasperated
by his office files to ke submitted to his boss, regquested her to go to her collece
a her omn that day. Se, o the aotrary, dug desp into his sugpicicus behaviouar,
staying hare with the excuse of file work. She oconcluded that he did so to
meke telephone calls to his mistress. Though he promised to pick her up in the
evening from her college, she decided to core away on her own. Bur her
suspicion left her buming with anger and pain throwing her nomel schedule
ait of gear. “She was suddenly uneasy. This kind of thing had never had
happened in their two-year existence together. It was hard to uderstard his
behaviour .The demending, insistent ring of the telephone refused to leave her
mind’ (38).

Their meeting at hare in the evening was ane of further brewing tension.
When he questioned her harshly why she came on her own when he had
pranised to pick her up. Her silence ard effort to hide her bitter feelings led him
to assess the situation better. He changed his tactics: “He thoght of taking
her in his amms in a tender gesture, as though that would help wipe off the
events of a sort. The telephane calls were intrusians, and he could almost see
himself go on to explain to her who had called ard wity. It wes sinple, so very
sinple. Instead he chose not ta.” (39). She decided not to ask who he called
was either. Hence the mystery kept alive the suspense in their relationships
as the couple oontimied to grope in the backdrop of the secret suspicion. The
ice breaker came when he tock her hand in his and beheld her forlom and
laely. Hs lips tightened and couldn’t express himself as he was tying to back
away to the door. Bresking the silence Miru uttered “I love you"... Yes I lowe
you' (41) meking him break out of his male assertiveness and puffed up pride.
Holding her arms he explained to her the mystery of the call, educing tears from
her eyes. The story is a powerful pointer to trivial thirngs thet  disnupts spousal
relationships in the form of warticulated thought and suspicians.

The couple need to build their relationship, meking apporopriate choices in
life sxhas: Trust, Open Comunication, Honouring the other ‘s point-of-view,
Self-Confidence, Generosity, Forgiveness, Gratitude. Suspicion ard jealousy
break any relationship as in the case of Mim who keeps building her unfounded
suspicion. There is lack of mutual conmmnication between the couple as none
of them tells the truth. Nane is ready to relent and admit the mistake and clear
dodbts. Their guarding each other’s secret thoughts keep bresking their trust
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ard relationship. Their lack of understanding and respecting each other’s point-
of-view leads to disagrearent. Iacking self-omnfidence is also a cause of their
failed relationships. Ganerosity and selflessness build relationships as true
lovwe is gxerous in spivit with time, lowe, ad attentim. To sustain a happy
relationship needs forgiveness. In the story there is much resentments and
umnfargiveness. Gratitide is essential for sustaining any love relatiaships. Firally
Mimu's expression of love breaks their stand off  (“Secrets.”http://
shine.yahoo.cam) .

‘Tum Lef t for Happiness” oancems the marital lifecf Appa Rao, a rickshaw
pdller, wrecked by poverty and illness. He merried Malathi after anaf fairwith
her when she was merely a girl of forteen with her pale hards ard frail inmetre
body. Now at nineteen, she is rather unconcermed about her sick and dying
hugband. Living with Malathi and her mother in his shack, he had no option but
to ferd for himself. With his fragile aching body he kept moving arord with his
rickshaw. When he was ait in the street, Malathi busied herself visiting cliets
who recognised her worth. “She had leamt to recognise her superiority from the
touch of her hugband’s hands an her smooth limbs, from the grocer’ s disturbed
eyes at the shop where she bought her daily rice, from the ageing Bralmin
priest at the Siva temple.and from the young black-marketeers who thronged
the local cinama at show times. And most of all, perheps fram the local liquor
dealer Kasi Biswal” (TGG 63).

Still Malathi seemed to love her hugband. All the same as soon as he had
gone out of the house, she began her rounds. The truth behind his story was
that he lived for his wife knowing full well “She wes his women.He knew she
would do anything he wented her to do. Ard yet, at times, he realised painfilly,
she seamed not to belang to him at all” (64) . With such thoughts in his mind,
while sitting for his evening meal, he noticed Malathi gppreach him with tinkle of
ankle bells. When asked, she casually said that she got them cheap from a
dealer in the bazaar . Se aatimed to take up dif ferent errards arnd odd jdos in
the neighbourhood to supplement their meagre incore. In the midst of their
penury, he felt a strag sense of alienatiam as they distanced from each other.
Though emaciated and weakened with fever, he went out with his rickshaw.
One day he noticed Malathi whispering to the liquor dealer Kasi Biswal beside
the vegetable dealer ‘s shp. Appa Rao fumed with rage as he caught her red
handed and his suspicions were proved true. He could never imegine her to
betray him. He understood that her anklets were not of base materials, but of
real silver given by sameane whom she frequented. He thought of ending his life
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or even muoer her in revenge. While thinking of his pitiable lot, an idea struck
him. He decided to take her at far a film. Taking her in his rickshaw, she foud
it strange he was heading towards a different direction in the town. He stopped
before a small house and went inside to meet someone. Returning from the
house, he dragged her inside saying: “You slut. Don’t you dare disdoey ne.
How do you feel when you sleep with the swine Biswal? Yau thirk I'mblird, eh!”
(69). He was glad he received thirty rupees from the swine. He had encuch
maey for his survival as he had tumed left for hapgpiness. Suffering fram betrayal
traume, Appa Rao kept exploiting his wife to meke money.The story shows
how extreme poverty leads to mitual betrayal by spouses.

Relational pradolems begin to crop up between Appa Rao and Malathi due
to her extramarital affairs. The prdblem ey be examined stage by stage: (1)
the start, (2) sugpicion and negation, (3) explosion and inpulsive reactions, (4)
meking choices and deadlock, (5) working through. ( “Sex ard infidelity ” hHip:/
/www .sciencedirect.cam) .

Appa Rao notices signs of his wife’ sddf ting from his love. She does not
regpad to affection just like befare. Se is indifferent to his illness ard his
presence. They do not enter into sexual relationship with affection. Being a
cheating wife, Malathi appears happier with the new gifts she brings hare. She
keeps her guarded secrets.

Intimecy in marital relationship depends an the degree of mutual need
satisfaction which depends on various factors especially how those needs are
expressed by the couples. If they can share their mutual needs to each other
properly, then intimecy and respect can be built. When there is no mutual
need satisfaction, intimecy crumbles and suspicion and resentment grow in its
place. The couples begin to blame each other and justify their stands by mere
blame game. Such accusations indirectly refer to what they have missed from
each other. In “Ringing Silence” Shankar and Mimi are caught up in a web of
their own meking when they are not able to express themselves to each other
ard clear rising suspicion end misuderstanding. On the other hand, in “Tum
Left For Happiness,” it is penry and inmmeturity that drives Malathi to go after
money she received from men who exploited her sexually. From the tender age
of thirteen she was a victim of sexual exploitatim by Appa Rao, which she
axtirues after their merriage. It wes in poverty that she fell to him ard the
same poverty drives her to be unfaithful .

The four stories dwell an prdblems of relationship between hushbends and
wives and the way the husbands tackle the situations. They show their male
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domination in the stories trying to give solutians fram mele point of view ignoring
farale intuition as has been typically shown by Mii in  “Ringing Silence”
expressing her love for Shankar which mekes him take a 360 degree tum back
to her, hringing the crisis to fulfilment in loe. []
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OBSCURE, COMPLEX AND ALLUSIVE:
A READING OF JAYANTA MAHAPATRA'S
LTIFE SIGNS

*Dr. Roshin George

Ihdian poetry in English can be considered as an aftermath of
colanialism. One of the striking features to be noted in this was the element of
imitation of or derivation from British poems and poets. What happened was
that most of the poets of that era were English educated and they were exposed
to BEnglish poetry and English tradition. They tried to create a new literature,
inspired by English education and experiences and mixing them with what they
oxsidered as Irdien. Natianalism also played a great role in the writing of
poars alayg with Indian larndscape, rural life, history, folklore and mythology .
Beirg in the rarentic traditim, these poets often failed to see the social realities,
though there were a handful, who were truly inspired by the freedom struggle
ard were persanally involved in it. “The pre-independence verse displays a keen
awareness of the rmaticmal identity, an intense consciousness of the colanial
aadition and frequently hes an-anti-colanial perspective budlt into it. “ (The Poetry
of Nissim Ezekiel . P. 18). This body of literature may be taken as the vocalization
of the Indian spirit of that time which was kindled by the struggle for indegperdence.

But post-independent poetry made a drastic tum towards the better
brake itself free fram the influence of British literature and begen to meke its
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dopearance as part of Indian literature, “It has been said thet it is Indian.in
sensibility and content and English in language” (Ten Twentieth century Indian
Poets P. 3), It wes distinctive, authentic and respansive to the cotemporary
society. So most of the post-independent poet s deal with their “relatiashipsto
ard alieretion fram the realities of their socdety”. (Modem Indian Poetry in English.
P. 2). Udeenisatian, industrialization, social denges ard the hirry burry life
arourd influence the modem poets and their poetry deal with the expression of
men, of ten himself, in the modem society . Most of the poets are haunted by the
question of identity which meke them take a very sensitive stance towards the
strain stress and challenges of the modem world, “They are mostly concermned
with themselves and the surroundings allied to them. Their poetry records the
artist’s omn lifehistary ard his struggle agginst himsel 7. (Contemporary Indian
poetry in Bglish P .

Nissim Ezekiel, A.K. Ramanujan, Kamala Das, R. Parthasarathy,
Shiv. K. Kumar ,A. K. Mehrotra, and Jayanta Mahapatra are sore of the poets
among the many that dealt with these themes and had a great role in meking
the modem Indian Idiam, giving it world wide renown and establishing Indian
Poetry in Eglish as part of world literatures.

Though Jayanta Mahapatra is one of the most widely known, and read
of the modem time, he is entirely different in thare and style from the others.
“COoscurity, conplexdty and allusiveness’ ’ ( The Poetry of Jayanta Mahapata p
1) are the face marks of his poems. He is pre-occupied with the present day
societal life and aowems related to thet and also the histary of his province, its
landscape, myths and traditions. Through the poems he questions his own
identity and also the relationship between the self ard reality. “Rather then
moral choices, Mahapatra speaks of being uncertain of his very existence and
of groping from poem to poem for the key to humen understanding”, (Modern
Indian Poetry in Eglish p. 85).  Often the poet keegps a distance between
himself and the poem and takes an estranged and sensitive cutlock to express
perscnal and subjective memories, shades of the imer self and the deep
mindscape from which the poems flow cut in a stream.

Mehepatra is a poet whose feet are firmly rooted in Orissa, its landscape
ard traditians. But at the sare time he feels quilty for his alieration, fram the
Hindu aulture, ritual and spirituality kecause of his grard father’s cawersion to
Christianity and the English education he had. He doserved his surroundings
ad records reality “as an uwknoweble flux. It is a poetry of imer space, of
psychology, of cotradiction and renewed feelings of depression, quilt, desire.
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Just ard attentiay’.  (Modem Indian Poetry in English p. 195). Uncertainty,
guilt pessimism and hopelessness seem to loom large In the various poems of
Jayenta Mehapatra. . Religicus imegery ard symoolism is an integral part of his
poems. “Life Signs”, a collection of his poems was published in 1983.

Throughout the collection we can sense an air of sadness, pessimism and
hopelessness, with death at the background. Darkness prevails in all poems
giving the reader a sense of doan. Through the landscape or persaial experience
the pcet is trying to meke the resder taste a little bit of the imer tumoil which
is resdltant of the amnflict with the society arourd, in a sharp way. . '

The Indian landscape often served as a spring board for the poet to
express his imer psyche. “The Coptive Air of Chandipur-on-sea”, “Evening
Landscape by the River” and “A country”, use the landscape to express the
negative feelings helplessness, loss, nostalgia and desolation in the poet’s
mind which get transferred into the reader through various symbols and imegery .
The sea in the poem evokes a sense of nostalgia. loss and helplessness.
The poet hears the songs of the sea which remind him of the past centuries and
their arells, Fisherwomen bidding farewell to their hudoands, Ilured by the
white and hard deltas are synawynous with expectation and hope in their lives.
. But in the second part the poem becores sad and pessimistic. The tides
remind him of the ridicule hurled at the dead and he becores doubtful about
existence in general the question of identity haints him. ‘This is the exdistential
dilemma of the modem men. This part is in sharp cotrast with the first where
he wonders:

“Who can tell of the sags of this sea that go

to baffle ard double the space arourd cur lives ( lines 4-5)
The modern man has become self-centered and he has shrunk to himself.
Centurdies have lost their significance ard the cries of fishermen remind of “What
the world has lost.” (22) . Sense of hopelessness and loss prevails in the poem.
Mehepatra is not a rarentic to let himself be engulfed in the beauty of the sea.
But it tells him about the present sorry status of men where glories are stories
of the past. Minds are now filled with sadness and despair and hence hollow.

Fishermen again remind the readers of lost glory and values in “Evening

Landscape By the River’’. Sad overtones and haunting sense of death, are the
most prominent features of this poem. The landscape has broken shacks of
fishermen and tenples frail and still. They remind of the erosion of values and
happiness fram the lives of pecple. The six month old child crawling away being
umoticed is a representative of abandoned, and orphaned lives. The poet sees
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the albundance of darkness in water but he sees moon light as “an uncertain”
ard “useless omament” (13-14) . Beauty has no value in contamporary life, which
is dominated by self-centredness, pery, sadness and death. Glories belaonged
to the past and memories of the past ewvckes a “Sadness which closes the
eyes. Here the memory for faces of the dead never appears” (lines 1-2)
Fishermen appear in both these poems recalling the past.

But in “A comtry” the lardscape of Puri mekes the resders awaere of
the decay ard desolation prevalent there. It also tells very clearly about the
disapoointment of the poet at the sight of the decaying landscape, which is
synbolic of the decay settled in the humen minds of the present. He sees a
dying contryside “tortured by hirger ard the reek of decay in the air after the
age-old myths have been told all over again” (lines 34-35)

The myths told of a gloricus past which is in sharp contrast with

“the girls who die before their breasts are swollen with milk” (13-14)

a

“that graceful Nexal girl

who appeared cut of nowhere that winter

holding a knife as old as history” (16-18)

a

“the loss of frieds

and sans who vanished suddenly in seventy-two” (21-22)
The sense of desolation is intensified with syniols related to death like the
bumt air or piling up incense arnd ash on misty whites and the cries of the
hyenas from far away.The poem tells about the physical, mental and moral
decay of the comntryside alayg with, its people. The poet is very sensitive to
these and he feels that

v Yrerever I try to Live

In picus penitence at Puri

ar in the fiery violexe of the revoluticary

my reason becomes a prejudiced sorrow like socialism’ (25-28)
V'Thus, landscape has a great significance in Mahapatra’s poetry so far as it
erdbles the poet to search for his omn self in order to uderstard the world in its
proper pergpective. The larndscape also helps the poet to alleviate his suffering
(@s in “Bvenirg ladscaee. . .. .. .. ... 7). (The poetry of Jayanta Mahapatra p. 13).
Reality presented through the landscape mekes the reader understand the immer
reality of the poet ard also the gloom and horror in his mind which disturb the
reader meking him at par with the sensitivity of Mahapatra. With landscape as
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the backdrop Mahapatra presents the predicament of modern man in an era
which is irreligiass, insasitive ard crel, “He sees life in life's tems, ad therefare,
a calm serenity landscape poems”. ( The Poetry of Jayanta Mahaptra p. 14).

Beneath the serenity and gloomy sensibility Mahapatra suffers from a
sense of guilt arising fraom the struggles of his Giristian psyche which is clearly
reflected in the poem “Grard father”’. It is full of pathos and shows the
helplessness of humen beings at the face of terrible himger. In the begimirng
of the poem it is said ‘’starving an the point of death, Chintameni Mehspatra
enbraced hristianity during the terrible famine that struck Orissa in 1866", Of
course, a tinge of guilty feeling might be there which became quite strang in
Jayanta Mahapatra. He, who always felt pride in the Hindu culture ard tradition,
now felt an alien in his own landscape though no fault of his but because of
sarething his grandfather had done even before his birth. On this he had no say
and o dhoice. May ke it is this quilt and alieration that he felt, which gave him
a sense of gloom and sorrow, lacing his life with pessimism and desolation.
Mahapatra describes his grandfather as:

“Hunted, you turned coward and ran
the real animal in you plunging throuch your bane
yau left yor family behird, the buried things
the precicus clod that praised the quality of a god”, (9-12)
With great contenpt he asks his grandfather:
“What did faith metter?
What Hindu world so ancient and true for you to hold?” (14-1 5)

For the old nen, it: was purely a matter of survival. The new faith helped
him to srvive at the cost of that religion which “wept in the blur of your heart”
(18), Desertion of the faith of forefathers, thereby preventing Mehapatra from
being a part of the ndole and great heredity mekes him angry, A walley of
questions are directed towards the erring grandfather . But later he regret s and
realises that forefathers carmot be blamed for the misfortunes that fall upm us.
The poet and his son speak of the famine as “nameless as stone” (19) .

The word stone speaks in volumes about the inhuman, insensitive and
hard realities of life which carmot be overcore easily. The poet sees his son
growing in glory hut feels the parngs of aascience, for, he wonders what he had
left behirnd, though indirectly wes a loss which is irretrievable, a loss of
onscience. He feels that as the greatest glory. But; realizes that grandfather
carmot be blamed as he is only a piece on the board who served as a portal for
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future generatians to know what they were and what they lost. Towards the end
the poet expresses his desire to know the grandfather better. He says:

“We wish we knew you more

We wish we knew what it was to be against dying

To know the dignity

That had to be earmed dangercusly”. (39-42)
This wounded Christian Psyche made him wonder about identity. He at ane
stage of his life believed that he wes part of the aulture ard tradition of Orissa,
But the Hindus, especially the Hindu priests refused to acocept him, resulting in
alienation and doubts about himself. So, often he reacts stragly against the
hypocrisy and insincere rites and rituals related to faith and religion.

This get s volced in "Iz al Solar Eclipse’. The landscape of Puri always
attracted the poet, Mahapatra sperds the day of total Solar Eclipse in Puri and
presents the mindscape of the city as a whole. So far eclipse is always related
to a rumber of superstitians and blind rites preceded by fasting, poojas and all.
These are supposed to purify the human mind and soul. But in the present they
end up as mere meaningless ritual and the purpose is not served. This may be
onsidered as the poet’s reaction to them and his disappointment at the sight of
a aulture devoid of humen values, where civilization acts as a “rebid” ae.
Sanyasis are compared to himted dogs and the poet says that their souls
“groaned in the harsh voices of ash.” Fasting an the days of eclipse is treated
with aotenpt ard the post describes it as “dire superstitian”. The crooodile
“like the fearsare Bralmin priest in the tenple” which smile shows the attitude
of the poet to religion ard ritual. The imeges used in the poem evoke a sense of
fear and revulsian ard of ten they remind of death, destruction and despair.The
odora with the goen hood, the despairing wail of the hyena ard the wultures
ramind of death which is related to the ‘'laely foetus of Puri”. Darkness is
nothing but a werming by Gods to remind us of the lost values. Values are shown
by the images of saryasis who cover their body with ash and also that of the
Bralhmin priest who is fearsore and secure behind layers of sleep. They perform
all rituals but the lack of conscience meke them meaningless. Mahapatra sees
into the hollowness of religion without aoscience. Actually his hatred is agpinst
that system of religion which shuts aut its eyes to humenity around and also
against labellings in the name of religio.

Death seems to be an dbsession with Mahapatra and darkness is an
etermal presence in the various poems. “The Wourd’’, “WViolence”, “Beyond the
Himalayan ranges’” and “Autum*” bear witness to darkness filling the spaces
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in the poet’s mind. “‘The Wound” ocpens with darkness and cold which maybe
related to death. The engulfing silence gives expression to the dilemma of
existence ard raises the questians of identity.The silence says “the world is
not ours” (6), Demn’s hours seem to the poet as terrible and awakening is
weary because “of the last thrust of blood in the night” (9), ard fears which
prevent the questions from our soul to care cut. Love and death stand in the
same way for the poet and they stand to “echo off the hidden wourd in the
darkness’” (15). The poet realizes thet the old, arderly, goen raventic world is of
no significance, for the modem men’s mind is wounded,

“raw by too much sensucusness

understood absence” . (34-35)

The poem is filled with dreary, dark and pessimistic imeges related to death.
The moments of love and death evoke the same feeling as they are filled with
the darkness of the soul.  Similarly “Viclence” also starts with darkness. It is
said :

“When I open and shut

my mouth

the darkness chokes inside” (1-3)

Here it porterds the darkness of the mind and the soul. The children of the
modem era are also groping in the dark. A parallelism can be drawn between the
bullocks and the children in the classroans as both are gopressed and tired -
The light upmn the bullocks. .

“goes on mauling the unseen creatures

with the wide wild pupils” (11-12)
while the children “sit in their classroans/ shrurk like caged slaves.. “ (18-19),
Then they open ard close their harnds “gasping in the darkness’’ (24), It tells
about utter hopelessnesses and darkness and also the deep despair the
children have. They are irmocent victins suffering from what others have done to
them. Light, which imparts suffering to the bullocks imparts darkness to the
children. The poet is fed up with the present which gives more hopelessness
than hope. Darkness is also a dead end from where there is no escape.

That may be the reason why “Beyond the Himalayan, .Ranges”
abourds in darkness. It portends emptiness, aimlessness and the hollow feeling
in ane’s life. The poet; twists the word in merny contexts so that the sum total,
is a set of negative emotions gushing forth from the mind. The cpening line says
“When darkness falls the stones come closer”. The stories move towards the
humen beings to crush them, for it is synonymous with darkness “revealing
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mothing else” (6) ard its “‘meaning escapes our children” (11). tis “delgper's
mutilated limb” (12) or the sleep of the lost-men, hopeless and sad. When he
loocks up “Only unseen wings in the air behind hiny keep dragging their shadows
like nets in the snow’” (18-19), entargled, confusing and hopeless. The various
prablens in our lives, the question of identity and the meanirng of reality, which
are not known meke life too complex. Darkness starnds for all these giving a
sense of loss and deprivation from which the poet wants to escape but carmot.

In “Autum”, Mahapatra relates the season to the ringing of
temple kells, strayg wirds that sheke the sard in the dry river-bed, festive days
of Durgp’ s immersion, rioting and murder.Together these imeges create an
atmosphere of fear, uwest and calamities. The temple is an old sullen e
which is closely related to the mood of the post. The anly pleasant inmege is that
of “a newly married couple” who “stands palms stretched towards the priest”
(10-11) , which symbolises happiness, welfare, prosperity, hope and blessings.
But the next imege intends death and everything opposite to what the couple in
the tenple stards as it tells about

“Cobras winding themselves about the ruins

where darkness still roots the earth-bound stone” (13-14)

Darkness ard adoras are related, for the latter is the harbinger of the
former.
The death wish and the dosession with darkness is replaced by cancrete

Teges of death in “Firefly”. The very first line tells about “Ashes ccol about in.
the dying lire*’, which points to a funeral pyre, as when related to the third lire :
“What cry is it of the dead that refuses to ke quiet?!'’ The fireral pyre is aodl,
but the cries related, to death are riot. Modem men is as good as dead. The
poet asks :

“What shadows are these that pass through

our dreamless eyes to prowl aroud old artifacts

in the dark and carve features of Irmocence

alayg the edges of pain?” (4-7)
Dreamless eyes in the dark, very strangely talk aoodt desth. Again the darkness
itself is dead ard lifeless for it is “blard like/ the wooden rest of the amdhair in
my room”. (10-11). Uneble to bear the present sorry status of men who strives
after too mary goals, the sensitive poet thinks about darkness as the only wise
ad sasible solurion. Tn the secad stanza, the poet is taken ot of his reverie ad

“light sitting kack

against our own walls, glazed with unease
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meking us love the lies this body told’ ’ (13-15)

and afraid to meke any movement for fear of changing the stagnant equilibrium
arord. Our lives move in a circle, our hands returmn to what we are doing and
shadows and ashes are still there. Birth-death-rebirth cycle goes an, quite
wmeware of what is taking place around, To this “whisper of wird cares floating
in green with stem ard leaf a quiet: camivore” (23-24) . The wird synbolizes life,
energy,vtality, ut it is a quiet camivore eating away the equililrium pulsating
arord. Here shortness of 1life span ard the rigidity of life are pointed aut to the
reader alag with the passive stance of time.

In quite agrearent with the attitude of the poet, the life signs thet he
sees arourd speak of drift, estrangarent and fimally separation. “Life signs”
gpeaks about the relationship between father and son which is a far away
upatcheble ard distant ae. The father’s eyes are filled with ridicule “dirty ard
heavy as rairmater” (4) which is reciprocated by indifference an the part of the
san, The uneasy feeling is intensified with a bleary background vwhere :

“the sun has imperceptibly withdrawn

ard nothing stirs there

except for two discoloared kites'”! (6-8) .
Kites, which are usually bright coloured and flow with great merriment, are
discoloured, as are the lives arourd.. The poet or the son very much wents to
escape from the smothering dogmas of the father and the means is :

“The spectre of belief

a looming shadow the color of need.

watery and immense as the Ganga” (1 1-14).
But it could serve its purpose as it was as unread as a shadow ard as lifeless
and dull as the mud. The distance between the two is on the increase as

Yy father’s voice

echoing wearily from bone to bone

cores to rest

o my eye like a speck of mould” (16-20)
For the san. the father ard his attitude are useless, hammful, ard irritating. £
clearly shows the hatred, the s has for the father. So firally what hegoens is :

T have taken my likeness down from his walls and hidden it

in the river’s roots : a colaurless mosom

eatenaway by what has drifted between us”. (21-24)
The colourless monsom itself signifies the lack of happiness or love and care
for each other which was eaten away by the ridicule of the father and their
difference of the son. Like “Grardfather”, this also could be taken as a family
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poem. Though the poet mellows ard feels pity for the grandfather, as a result of
which he tries to patch up the relationship, no such attempt is mede in the
relationship between the son arnd the father. The necptive life signs stard for
what happened between the father and the son and a drifting apart which went
on without being checked. They meke the cutlock of the poet pessimistic. Often
he seeams to be brooding about himself and also about what is going on around
him ard firally relates the two.

In “Sumer’s End”, the fading sumer season fills the poet’s mirnd with
sadness which makes him lock into himself and asks “whose sadness is this?”
(1). This question arises fraom dodbts about his o identity. Qpening his
eyes must nomelly help him to see the reality, but it is a useless exercise as
it will not ensble him to see light but gives anly nidht ie; trepidations, uknown
fears ard self-dodoc s The axymoran “dry tears” expresses clearly, the aafessian
in the poet’s mind. The howling of the perish dog is an i1l aren related to death
ard time is as insincere as a practised whore tuming: from ane custarer to the
other. In the depths of night the poet is haunted by the dead or rather by the
past, which leaves him cut side as a stranger. He speculates about himself and
tries to care back to the present which goens with a day drenched in rain “fat
ard treachercus” (23) .  These adjectives tell about the nature of circumstances
ard huen beings around him. He falls upo his dead for consolation and sugport.

“For however poor cane is

ane has ane’s dead to fall back upan” (24-25)
But that hope vanishes when he realizes that

“tire is just a pilgrimege

that the mind mekes between our uncertainties”’ (26-27)
Man is totally helpless as he has absolutely no aontrol over things around him.
This mekes him say “I can do nothing for you dear friend” (29), as he himself is
frightened arid aimless and fear and doubts overpower dreams. The poet looks
into himself and realizes how inpotent he is over the future. Life does not give
him the directio to go or where to tum for sugport when there is a anfusion in
life. Then he realizes that the sumer of life is over ard. the rest is anfusion,
or

A storm is about to begin

Crying from the lonely places of the sea (4.1-42)
Stoms are further turbulences waiting for him. He is rather rudderless in
tte s of life. The imer turmoil of the men is mede clear tlrough out. A life s
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crossroads when crisis and calamities overpower the sane mind, we (read
average men) lock left and right and. even towards the forefathers who are and
gxe. But the solution must care from the imer self. If self doubts .haunt the
mind, difficulties may be ten folded and they overpower our life, meking it grey
ard dull.

This feeling intensifies in “A Day” which deals with an Octdoer day with,
“stinging leaf-anke” (I). The melancholic mind of the poet is transferred to
physical dojects, giving an aura of grievances ard saturation with miserable
feelings. The passing of time is related to the bomncing kall of a child, morents
carry along with them smoky smell-smoke related to death and destruction.
These thoughts cresp under the skin and takes away the desire to live, brightmess
is gxe, everything is smoke filled and dull.

The smoky smell of moments move under

The skin and dhokes the roots of light” (4-5)
Tt expresses the poet’s desire to escape fram the realities of life, where dreams
do not have any place. Life submerges the mind in such a way that even dreams
are not recognized. The poet tries at least to save his own day but camot

because

swallowed up by deserts before .

it reaches the sea (12-13)
In the last stanza he says abot “'our desives build (irg) rilliant grids of light”
(14-1 5) . But the furility of this exercise is clear when he blardly tells about the
dog scratching itself and lying down agin. It symbolizes the maddening fixity
of a life which has fallen to a regular groove repeating the medenical, style all
the time. Firelly, the gwke of daily routine overpowers the poet . He can
think of light i.e.: happiness and imocence anly in his dreams and the day is
gone, meaningless, mirthless and dragging.

The poet talks about the meaninglessness of light with no change, no
challenge ard no happiness; contrasting it with childhood irmocence which brings
alang, with it happiness, variations, challenges and pleasure, But when a
neneless childhood wekes up inmen, his day is over ie; he is past life.So, filled
with meaningless struggles, everyday is smoke filled - suffocating and
grothering. This aimlessness and mental agaty seep into the ability to write
poems which was the pimacle of his creativity. Possessed by pessimism and
self doubt he wanders at the usefulness / uselessness of his own actions. Out
of an imer urge he writes poems. Once the process is over he asks:

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.'2011/P.40




But what use is a poem once the writing’s done

Words locking for what in the dark: of the soul (19- 20)
He axsiders it as silly and sinple as “a match striking, then over ” (21). Stllle
sees it as the last resort ard says:

When all else has failed

The poem’ s words are perhaps justified (22-23)

Locking into the future the poet can see his “still body” reminding of the
transcience of life in the midst of all hectic scanpering which we often call real
life. Often Malhapatra appears through his poams as a weak person vulnerable
to self doubts and aimlessness. Death, sorrow and pessimism are constant
presence in the various poems. He is trying to camect humen beings with the
world arord ard is an the lock cut for an identity which is both loving and
loveable. Bruce king says:

Mahapatra has attempted to construct a
body of poetry which has the kind of
relationship with his Ewirament and the
prdolem of finding significance in his time of
darkness ard lost ance that is similar to
the mejor poets of aur age’’
Modern Indian poetry P.207)
His poetry has a strength which has its origin from the mixing together of the
cacrete arid the abstract. While doing that, often the expected ard the
unexpected get mixed together which make the poems uniquely sensible. An
introspective study of the self gives
Mahapatra a new direction and a
kird of authenticity that immediately
sets him apart from mamny other
contemporary Indian English poets and
brings him to the comparty of Ezekiel and
Parthasarathy
(The poetry of Jayenta Mahapatra P.2). [[]
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Region, Memory and Culture
in the Poems of Jayanta Mahapatra
*Dr. Pradip Kumar Patra

Krnowing sarething and absorbing it in ane’s own self while writing a
poam is a great task. Unless ane doserves the things and gets aneself identified
with these, ae can not articulate the sare properly in creative writings. Jayanta
Mahapatra writes more in the forms of hints and traces. The gaps he creates in
poars are not just blank; those are rather full of implications. His source of
ideas ard imeges is Qrissa. Orissa for him is not just a there . It is that very air
that he inhales and extiales. The concept of India as a nation or culture cares
later . Mahapatra tlhus says :

I dn't thirk there is ae Irdia. There are neny different Tndias—

Orissa is ane India, Bengal is another, Maharashtra, Kerala,

Kadmir-all these are different Indias. It is easier to relate

yourself to a particular region then to talk about the wiole of

India as a amstruct. The aulture of Orissa is very different fram

* heads the Deptt.of English at Gauhati University, Kokrajhar,Assam, India.
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the aculture of Bapl ar the aulture of Bihar . The worship of god

Jagarmath is not to be found anywhere cutside Orissa. The

whole Oriya culture, the whole Oriya race is built arourd this

god. Tre Ordya religio is very different fram religion in other

parts of India. India coves secand, Orissa cores first: I dm't

mind saying that. ( Many Indias, Meny Literatures 26 )

Jayanta Mehapatra is the true representative poet of Orissa. Orissa
finds expression in his poems so immaculately. When the entire Oriya culture
is about to aollapse uder the threat of gldmalization, it is Mehapatra who tries
to hold it from such a tramor .All his poars is a kind of attempt to recanstruct
the Oriya identity which has lost it s health and vigour . His poetry is an exquisite
Site where a reader gets an gpportunity not anly to know Orissa from its surface
but also to know it holistically right from its roots. It goans a flood-cpte of myths,
legerds, history,culture, various momment s ard the land-scape. These are the
sites where the soul of Orissa rests peacefully and snores in peace. Such is the
intensity of Mehapatra’s feeling that he successfully transports it to the readers.
(e gets the scent of the rain-soceked earth, the aool of breeze, depth of feeling
associated with the ocean, the Bay of Bengal,the tingling of the bells ard the
holy sound of conch from the tenples. Even the poverty-stricken Oriyas are
portrayed with dignity and compassion by Mahapatra.

Mehapatra is associated both with meterial as well as spiritual aspect
of Orissa. Lord Jagarath is the epicantre of Oriya life. The spirituality associated
with Him is not just concerned with the pramotion of humen soul, but also with
the general welfare of humen being in day-to-day life. Lord Jagarmath in His
tarple at Purd lives just like a humen being with all his senses active. It is the
God Jagarmath who aonsciously or unconsciously shapes each and every Oriya.
It is this backgrord that Mehepatra has realized ard tries to meticulously
partray in his postry .

Much has been talked about Jayanta Mahapaza . Yet, more ane speaks,
greater is the mmber of agpects that seem to have been left cut. Precision is
the hall-nmerk of his poetry. His readers tum out to be the coauthors. Mahapatra
just gives the hints. His poem, ‘Main Temple Strest , Brd’ speaks about the
places of religicus importance.

Children , brown as earth , contimue to lauch away

at cripples and mating mongrels.
Ncbody ever bothers about them.
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The temple points to unending rhythm .

On the dusty street the colour of shom scalp

there are things noving all the time

and yet nothing seems to go away from sight.
Injuries drowsy with the heat.

Ard the sky there ,

claimed by inviolable authority,
harging on to its crutches of silence . ( Selected Poarns 12 )

The Jagannath Terple of Puri is ae of the few major temples of Irdia.
Through the poem Mahapatra speaks in a broad sense about the Indian way of
loddrg at life in relatim to religian, God ard infinity. He begins the poem with
the word, ‘Children’. Children are the source of all immocence ard creativity.
That’s why God lives more in children than grown up . Does Mahapatra went to
reinforce the idea of God more through the children than anybody else? Mahapatra
begins the poem with the mundane but ends it with the etermal. It seems the
poet is dosessed with the idea of childhood . That'’s the phase of life which has
already gone. Good or bad everybody has an attachment towards this phase of
life ,if Mehapatra were not, he wouldn’t have made the children a water-shed,

Mahapatra’s symbols are matured and complex which emerge out of
his desp reglization of life. A true avant-garde poet , he corpresses the myriad
hees of life into a single wole. As precision is the hall-merk of his poetry, ke
charges each and every word with meaning and significance. This is quite
dovicus in the poem, ' I Hear My Fingers Sadly Touching Zn Ivory Key’ .

Swens sink wordlessly to the carpet

miles of polished floors

reach out

for the glass of voices

There are gulls crying everywhere

and glazed green grass

in the park with the swens

folding their aold throet s ( Twelve Modern 23 )

In the first stanza the poet is very much reminiscent of the hallowed
past. Trat is the past which is silent. It is this past which spesks volures
through its silence. Silence is reinforced through such temms as, ‘wordlessly’
ard ‘polished floors’ ; then aggin it is aatrasted with the ‘glass of voices’ irdicating
the soft and tender voice of the past figures. Swen is the synbol of that silent
past. The past of Orissa is not just mamorable , glorious or artistically deft, ut
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also mythical, historical and legendary which forms the part of the comon
manory of the Oriyas.It is that vast mamory which for the poet is the ‘miles of
the polidhed floars’. It is like a polished floor because it gives joy ard delight
aily. There is no chance of sturbling ard getting hurt by it. The poet’ s going
down the menmory lane is so gmooth that he, for sare time, is lost in it ard is
not able to distinguish between past and present. It appears the past becores
lively ard spesks very softly like that of the soft ard delicate ‘glass’.

The secad stanza is all about the poet’s mixed feeling. ‘Gulls crying’
kards for the senseless ravish of the nature ard landscape. As the poet belangs
to the coastal area, naturally the sea ard the creatures associated with it come
up naturally as a synbols for him. It hints at the receding nature cover not anly
in Orissa hut also an the entire earth. Such situation stands in cntrast with the
parks created by human beings. Mahapatra doesn’t say that such creations do
not compensate the aonscious havoc caused to the nature cover. Bit, the reeder
et s the point ef fatlessly. The poet may be hinting that if there were vast
lardscape, everybody would have enjoyed ‘swens folding their cold throats’.
Instead, such natural affair becares artificial and raveins aonfined to the parks
located in the towns ard cities.

Mehapatra’s impression of nature and landscape in the remote Koraput
district of Qrissa is notewarthy in this cattext.

The sky seemed to lower above me. In the distance, an orangish

glow lightened up the horizan. Tt would be Sunabeda, I thought.

A thousand doubts gnawed inside me.My mind appeared

drained, uable to take in the clear harmony of earth ard sky.

There were just the digml shapes of mountains arourd us, rising

even over the clads , like politicians or bureaucrats -enslavers

of a greater lard in the darkness of India. ( Door of Papers 117-

118)

Mamory in Mehapatra’s poams plays a pivotal role. It is for him the
interpreter of the present unfavourable situation in Orissa . Life is very much
individualistic and fregrented. Since present is feeble ard lifeless, it is tlwrough
the mamory of the past that he brings consolation to himself. Mavory is enlivened
when he cares across the old relics and recollects the myths and legends.
The title of the poem evckes the enormous emotion of the poet. By saying ‘I
Hear ../ he mekes it clear that the menorable past is as lively as before. There
is o dodot in it. The amount of certitiude thet he caweys here is quite significant.
Besides , it is the hich degree of enlightenment which is also expressed through
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these two words. ‘..My Fingers Sadly Touching an Ivory Key’ conveys a mixed
feeling of sorrow ard joy . There is an undertone of sorrow because that golden
past is already lost. It doesn’t exist in aocrete form. It forms a mamory anly.
But the poet, side by side , feels that the menory is as tangible as the present.
Tt is because of the intensity of the feeling of the poet far the past. The paradodcl
situation here is noteworthy . ..Touching an Ivory Key’ means getting an access
to the repertoire of rich ard valuable menories.

For Mahapatra memory is also a power. It is a grest trensfommer ard
also illumiretes the darkest part of life as it is very clear in the last stanza of the
poam, “The Uncertainty of Colour’ .

Today even the dead backwater

locks helplessly arourd for the ocean’s hues,

even the great joy bom of the gold of yourg love

keeps beating white in the darkness. ( Random Descent 23 )

Even though Mahapatra is detached, his optimism is remarkable. He
draws it from memory and lights up the entire present. Here lies his poetic
genius . Here is a poet who maintains his status by being different from what we
call comornplace. With his eyes on everything comon, he transforms those
to something uncommon.

In the poam, ‘Rice’ Mahapatra speaks about poverty and hunger . h
stead of meking it dull ard arid the poet rather stirs the thought and imegination
of the reader .The third stanza presents the picture of rice while in the paddy
field. Green ard refreshirg, it stards for life and nourddhment. Tt has an aesthetic
of its own in the aomtext of Oriya agrarian life. Mahapatra goes back to the year
1866 when a great famine occurred in which many people died. Mahapatra’s
grardfather who was sixteen at that time enbraced Christianity to save himself.
Mahapatra approaches the theme of suffering and starvation fram the standpoint
of agricultural exuberance in Orissa.Hence, the memory of healthy paddy
cultivation becares a source of yearning.

Here the sleepless nights of summer

simply come and go.

The rice has lost its wings;

it does not tremble in the wind. (Random Descent 19 )

In the poem ‘Pain’ the poet creates a larger background of memory
acpinst which he puts his life’s pain.

The dark tree that stands
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over the fields of my blcod

hes failed to leaf and bud.

Why must it cut across my blood?

I nust try to understand it well.

Pursued over and again

by the sky’s heidhts,

it holds itself fast to the mist of tine,

giving my mind little rest , swell shelter.

Where are the inessential leaves

that commanded the heart,

disturbing those clouds which anly are

the secrets of the sky?

When will my eyes return,

that has been swallowed by the sky?

What ceremony veils its world? ( Selected Poems 28)

The poet has so closely associated his life’s pain with his past memory
comprising of the places well known to him. Sky, cloxds ard the trees stand as
the interpreters of his agawy . Those are the places and the nature which reveal
the topography of his pain. His pain assures the shape of a fine art and ererates
from his memory. It is a rearrent feature of Mehapaxa’ s poetry . For him poetry
is poetry as lag as memory is as lively and sparkling as the ruming water of
the river .[[]
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A Site of Belonging and Contestatim:
A Reading of Jayanta Mahapatxa’s

The Iost Children of America
* Dr. Dwijen Sharma
emil: dijul@rediffail.com
Jayanta Mahapatra, the octogenarian Indian English poet from Orissa,
has mede a merk in Indian poetry for his Indian sensibility as well as for his
contemporaneity. Mahapara’ s sensibility is shaped and coloured by the Oriyan
lardscape as well as the history, philosogy ard religion of his native place.
Remarkably, he s it an the eve of his acoepting the Sshitya Akademi award
in 1981 saying: “To Orissa, to this land in which, my root lie and lies my past,
ard in which lie my begimming and end-T acknowledge my debot and relationship.”*
The extensive usage of the imegery drawn from the local landscape, myth,
religion, and culture symbolises his Oriyan ethos and sensibility. Taking
cognisance of this, K. A. Panikar remarks: “the sun of the eastem coast of Tndia
shines through his poems.” ? Mehapatra is a bilingual poet who writes both in
Oriya ard English with equal dexterity. He himself has said in an interview axe
that he is “en Qriya poet who incidentally writes in Bglish.” ° Locating himself in
Quttack, Orissa, he presents his region through his poems in English with such
an intensity and exuberance that none could hold the curiosity to know the
place of his birth. His poems are modernistic in approach, expression, and

treatment.

Inthispaper, my hunble endeavour would be to study his poem “The
Lost Children of America” * ard through it, attenpt would be mede to revisit
Mehepatra’s Quttack, the site of his be/laging and aotestatian, of his idealised
past and sordid present, in order to understand the horror and reality of hunmen
living in Cuttack and its familiar characteristics— “hunger”, “diseased”’,
“imorality”, “cormuptian”. “Ihe Lost Children of Arerica” is included in his
allection Life Signs (1983) along with other poignant poems, such as “The
Captive Alr of Chandipur-on-sea,” “Evening Landscape by the River,” “Autum,”
“Life Signs,” “Tacal Solar Eclipse,” YA Contry,” which deal with the social milien
of Aittack. Every poem in this collectiom represents a sign of life in Quttack ard
records the trial and tribulations of wo/men. Through “The Iost Children of
Anerica”, Mahapatra gives a pen picture of the contemporary Cuttack /Orissa/
India, a land which was once upon a time inhabited by very prospercus and
dignified Oriyas/Indians, but which has now becore a place of “darkness”. In

depicting the squalid present of Orissa/ Irndia in the poem, saying:

% teaches English at B.B. Kishan (bllege, Jalah, Bsksa, Assam, India.
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When history does not reverberate any more

With the pulse of the drum

Or with the chant of the tide on a sacred Puri shore—

But with echoes of a bruised presence

Iying like a stae,
the poet intentiamally/indulgently amstructs in silence, by aoitrast, a glaricus
picture of the ancient Orissa/India and “to the (that) moments//we (he) caught
ance in the uncertain light of dawns.” he wents to “go back”.

Mahapara' s “The Lost Children of America” presents the sordid reality

of the contenporary “melarial” Cuttack thus:

In the dusty melarial lanes of Cittack

Where years have slowly lost their secrets

However, Mahapatra states thet his city still attracts the young

Mnericans/Westermers, who flock and “wander//in these lanes//” to seek peace
ard spiritual solace. The reverberation of the temple bells, the echoes of the
chanting of the priests, the mumuring prayers of the pilgrims alayg with the
squesking/cries of the birds and the flanmes of the funeral pyres mekes his
sacred lard enchanting and enticing. Even so, the poet is at pain to notice the
wgly/dhastly picture of his rative lard:

alang river benks splattered with excreta and dung

in the crowded market square among rotting tomatoes

fish scales and the moist warm odour of benanas and piss

Moreover, the poet is shocked by the immorality and corruption pervading/
engulfing his society an seeirg:

..the big breasted, hard-eyed young whores

who frequent the empty space behind the local cinema

go an Gelivering their pre-election speeches

Tre sorry plidht of his city/rative land disturos the poet so much so that
he invests the poem with the theme of darkness. The usage of imegery like
“rotting tamatoes,” “soorched marrow,” o' s buming ground, ” “darkened shrine, ”
“wournded whale,” “abandoned cocoon,” “stench of blood,” “stinging smoke,”
etc. has made the poem murky, cminous, and cautionary. In the following lines
of the poam, it is seen thet “in this time of darkness,” the poet feels like an
“ageing man” whose words are no longer accepted and who does not have a
sway over his lard and, he, therefore, prefers to “endure the pain”:
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In this time of darkness the lost anes ard I

.will endure the pain

when the words of our sangs droop like lilies

in the dark without standing in judgement —

passing by the abandoned cocoon

through the stench of blood over the pure dawn wall

across the stinging smoke of the bum-out doubts:

perhaps like ageing men
Situating in the contenporary socio-cultural milieu of Cuttack/Orissa/

India is the pilgrimege to which there is an advent of pilgrims fram various parts
of the world. Mahapaaa! s “The Lost Children of Averica” specifically reflect s the
lives of the young pilgrims from the West and partiadlarly the Americans. Here,
Arerica is perhaps metonymically used for the West. However, the poet could
have used the name of any other Eurcopean nation but he has perhaps a good
reason for using the nane of Anerica; the reason could be that in America, a
countercultural movement, which began in the 1960s, swayed the younger
gereration towerds an altemative lifestyle and radical beliefs. The American
cnservative society regarded this younger generation as “lost children,” who
were spoiled and wasting their lives away.Arerica is regarded as the richest,
most 1liberal, the oldest and most popular democracy of the world and an aspirved
destiration to/of all. So, perteps in order to suovert this logic ard, thereby, o
place India in the same league with the most powerful and prosperous nation of
the world, he has shown the coming of Arericans to Irdia, albeit, for dif ferat
reasns. n locking at the title of the poem, the questions that immediately
care to our minds are: who are these lost children? Why are they coming to
Orissa/India? What mekes/inspires Jayanta Mahapatra to write about them?
Coming to the last question first, Mahapatra himself speaks about the source of
the poem in the following words:

The lines came about from those sights which were common

in the city of mine in those days. Before me, the high benk of

river, where the snoke of the funeral pyres trarbles the leaves

of the pipal: Before me too, a white couple walking hand in

hard, apparently visitors fram larnds beyad cur seas. I doserved

them: shaldoily attired, their haivs unkempt and they move about

barefoot as though they exist in dreams of their own. Ad it

made me wonder why is it that these affluent men and women

fram the west dhoose to live the poverty ridden air of Trdia, to

meke me write his poem, and wander at the truth of life. ®
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In this poam, “the lost children” are described by the poet an the kasis of their
apparent physical appearances and attires thus:

flamnting their lag ukenpt hair ard bare feet;

a men naked to the waist, the fringes

of his torm shorts two weary chapped mouths -

a wamen, her face of old porcelain

bumt in the harsh sin

clothed indifferently in a discoloured sack

her breast weak and sagging

having lost their glimmer ard their power;
Moreover, the poet, using allusians, nmekes a pictorial presentation of the
moverents of these lost children in the poem as follows:

like the languid movements of mangled lepers

arourd a temple of the goddess Chandi at dawn

like a wounded whale drifting away

sadly in unknown seas

like the dark wirds of Asia

which murmur joylessly in slums but do not answer
A critic of repute, Uma Parameswaren, writes about this pictorial presentation
in the following words: “He (the Poet) describes the familiar cheracteristics of
his place, like hinger, disease, poverty, imortality, corrustion, at legth with
Miltanic similes and Gindoerg’s lang breath. Every line is rich with visual imeges
which cumilatively build up their somambulant movements to the point of
Universal void.” ¢

Having read their appearances, attires and other characteristics of the

“ost children” in the poem, it becaores an easy work for a reader to camprehend
that the poet has been talking about the Hippies. In the 1960s and 1970s,
Hippies were pecple who rejected cawentional society and opposed political
ard social orthodaxy, cdhoosing a gentle and non-doctrinaire ideology that favored
a life based on peace, love and perscnal freedom. 7 Mahapatra writes that the
Hippies were pecple “who rejected their own land ard their bejeweled days” and
who do not ask the “oft-repeated” questions —

Wiy is my skin so brown, my birth not firnal?

Why do I clean my arse with my hand?

Wiy do T seek a virgin women for my wife?

Wy do I grovel before that grotesque god of bitter wood?
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The Hippies inherited the comtercultural values of the Beat Generation, created
their omn commities, listened to psychedelic rock, rejected established
institutions, criticized middle class values, enbraced aspects of Eastem
philosoghy, championed sexual likeration, were of ten veget arian and eco-friendly
and used drugs such as marijuana and LSD to explore altermative states of
consciocusness and find ecstasy and revelation within. The Hippies sought to
free themselves from societal restrictians, choose their own way, and find new
mesnirg in life. As in the beat movement preceding them, Hippie symbols and
ioanography were purposely borrowed fram either “low” or “primitive” cultures,
with Hippie fashion reflecting a disorderly, d ten vagrant style. One expression
of Hippie independence fram societal nomms was fournd in their standard of dress
and grooming, which made Hippies instantly recognizable to ane another, ard
served as a visual synbol of their respect for individual rights. Through their
gppesrence, Hippies declared their willingness to question authority, addistanced
themselves from the conformist segments of the society ® They lead a simple
ad illusive/elusive life “living an grass and flowers.” Seeing the sordid reality of
the world in the form of “hunger”, “diseased’, “imorality”, “corruptiay” etc, they
take recourse to helluciration and i1lusion. But beneath their hearts lie the “forudsed
presence,” which comes out at a serene moment/ hallucinatory movent in a
transformed/transmuted form to please them. The poet tries to describe and
analyse their ideas and psyche as:

they are free, the common men

soft and green of gesture, preoccupied

with their hidden songs of menkind,

mind blown by acid and amphetamines

and we watch them go by

with vague feelings of exaltation and disquiet.
Their oomning to the East/India can be assured either for finding a different
warld or in sesrch of spiritual solace. But, the poet iranically states that the
Orientals/Indians are not the cherubs the Westermners/Arericans core to find.
The contenporary India is bedevilled by violence, imorality and corruption. In
this poem, the poet gives a harrowing picture of immorality of those pecple who
are in acustady of the religicus institutians as well as of umerving cormuptian of
the goverrment ordained protectors of the pecple thus:

In the Harumen temple last night

the priest’s paraded jean-clad son

raped the squint-eyed fourteen-year fishergirl
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an the cracked stone platform behind the shrine
and this moming

her father fourd her at the police statim

assaulted over ard over again by four policemen

dripping of darkness ard of scarlet death.
From the poem we can understand that the poet is very much disturbed by the
trajectory the Indian democracy is taking. The age-old tradition of peace, love
ard hogpitality has been punctured and nuillified, and the meterialistic culture
imported from the West/Arerica has made inroads into the Indian society.
Tnterestitgly, even the Hippies were sold aut to the meterialist, amsurer aulture
during the 1980s. Thus, the poet, a modem Indian who knows the difference
between the sordid present ard the idealized past, states:

We caze at each other in silence, the lost child ard I;

who knows who is playing a joke on whom?

what can drive me from these mean, sordid alleys

were T 1ive?

So, the poet also joins the “ost children” in their slow wendering to
retrieve ard to feel “the virtie thet is there in the refracted lidht” in/of “heurted
wood and himted myth”. The poet, having lost his pride over his native lard,
seemirgly approves the Hippies and feels himself to be ane of them. [7]
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Sense & Sensibility: A Stylistic Inmterpretation of
Jayanta Mahapatra’ s Dawn at Puri’
*Dr.Asit Kumar Das
“A poet is a poet,” declares Jayanta Mehapatra in an interview?, ‘oy
virtue of what he ‘sees’ ard ‘feels’—lhasically of the world arourd him... T have
always felt that way - that the poet, above everything else, should be true to
what his imer voice tells him and write his poem. Yau acould call it the poet’ s
‘aonscience’”. One of the best known Indian English poets, Mahapatra has
keen able to carve a quiet, tranquil poetic voice of his onn— distinctly different
from those of his contemporaries. Borm (1928) and brought up in Cuttack, a
thousand year old city where he spent most of his lifetime, Mahapatra often
claims that he is basically an Oriya poet who, by accident, writes in Fglish.
True to his claim, most of his best known poems such as A Rain of Rites, Bare
Face, Grandfather, Hunger, Orissa Lardscape, Relatianchip, Temple and Dawn
at Purd ruminate over the poet’s lived experience and emotianal association with
the larnd and life of people in Orissa. Besides being a respected teacher,
Mahapatra is a distinguished editor who, for many years, has been bringing cut
a literary megazine Chandrabhaga, named after a silky river in Orissa. His
enchanting expressian of quite meditativeness, slightly tinged with sorrow and
nostalgia, ard the ubiquitous religious and cultural anbience of Orissa bestows
a distinctive quality upm his verse for which Panikar doserves: “Ihe sun of the
eastem coast of India shines through his poems.”?

A Shitya Akademi awardee and recipient of rumerocus international
prizes, Mahapatra writes with his heart, soretimes with the heart an the slesve,
a the labyrinthine interplay of life, landscape, arnd knowledge an intimate Indian
themes— the mmndane and the metaphysical— where involvement of the ‘self’
ad the ‘society’ moulds the poet’ s sensitive ‘selftood’ . All the more a ratiawl
Christian upbringing and an overwhelming Hindu cultural envirorment seem to
have given a distinct identity to his meturing selfhood. This article takes up
Mahapatra’s widely read poem Dawn at Puri to show how the poet broods over
the irvolvenent of self and setting, local and universal, myth ard reality, time
ard timeless that ooantimually constitutes his feelings and respanses. I have
made an attempt here to demonstrate how, relating sare linguistic element sto
mesning, an dojective accomt of initial interpretation of the text is possible.
However, as literary stylistics irvolves the movement away fram the microsaopic
amalysis that ane does in linguistics to the mecrosaopic or holistic amalysis of
the text, I have incorporated both the quantitative and the qualitative aporcaches
for a synmptaratic interpretation of the poem.

% teaches Bnglish at B.B. Kichan (ollege, Jalahghat, Baksa, BTAD, Assam, India.
Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.'2011/P.54




Stylistics ar stylistic amlysis aims at giving dojectivity to critical
procedures by warding off what is often called subjectivity and inpressionism:
while stylistic amalysis in linguistics refers to the idatification of pattems of
usage in speech ard writing, in literary studies, however, it isusuelly mede far
the purpose of camenting on quality and meaning in a text. With stylistics we
aim to explain how the words of a text create the feelings and responses that
we get when we read them. Stylistic arglysis is a namel part of literary sadies;
it is pradtisad as apart of uderst anding the possible meanings in a text. However,
every text is dif ferent as each of us is. Qovicusly, it ismallydif fiailt far arovice
to know how and where to begin when attenpting a stylistic analysis. Moreover,
merty pecple oare to stylistics having studied English literature, which demerds
quite a differat set of ddlls.

Befare taking up the actual business, however, it will ke really lelpfill to
recount an sare basic assuptions stylistics rely an, for what is actually
desirable is an original response to the poem. One should begin by reading the
text carefully that may include the sense of one’s own persanal respanse which
should not ke vague but must be firmly rooted in close textual examination. So,
ane can begin analysing the poem by responding to the text; think, brainstorm
an the most significant aspects of the text, and decide an the best order for the
points. One should not be swayed away by the allurement to include all and
sundry; ary coment an features that are missing unless there is a significant
coment to meke should be carefully avoided. Last but not the least, ane’s
conments—supported by concise quotations as evidence— should be well
ordered and clear.

Now, ¥ s begin with our initial thought s and feelings about the poem.
Like merty of his tenple poems, Dawn at Puri is a oollaged narrative realistic
ard intriguing: while the ‘crows’ cawirg for morsels of food, the ‘legpers’ begging
fram the devotees, ard the ‘widows’ waiting for a darshan of the presiding deity
axstitute the sight s and sourds peculiar to the evirans of the Temple, the
violence with which the poet inmposes imeges of a tilting ‘skull’, the hapless lock
of the destitutes ‘caudght inanet’, ard the anky blaze of a ‘solitary pyre’ an the
holy sards, in fact, goens up a dif ferent set of questions beyand the Tenple.

There is not much difficilt interpretative work to do ard the firal message
of the poem has made this extremely clear. No doubt an intimate geographical
gpecificity (Puri) has erabled the poet strike an authentic identification with the
socicaultural history of Orissa, hut his use of lingering ineges an hinger, af ferirg
arnd suffocation aon the other hand bear eloguent witness to Mahapatra’s intense
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concern for humen existence, giving the poem its timeless appeal. The poem is
ot partiadlarly dif fiailt in tems of the caoplexity of its subject metter, bt itis
interesting to relate the stylistic features thet the poet has dhosen to use for arr
general interpretation. One may appreciate this by locking at the most
foregronded features of the poam; that is, the bits of the poem that stand out
because they seem peculiar. So, row that we have got an initial interpretation of
the poem, we can move a ard try a stylistic amalysis of it.

The first question that usually cores to cur mind here is how far can
we identify the speaker in the poem with the poet himself? Since there is no
textual evidence to say conclusively that the narrator is male, the possessive
adjective ‘my’ can equally insistently spesk of a female speaker. But when we
cnsider the dominant Hindu myth and philosophy of the land (Puri/Orissa),
where it is custamery for the s to fulfill the ‘last wish’' of a dying parent ad
perfam religiass rituels associared with funeral (‘pyre’), it is not very difficult to
identify the narrator with a male; hence, the poet. Moreover, there is a usuel
tendency for readers to assure that the persona in a poem and the poet are
one and the same. Ard because we know that the poet is mele, it is likely that
we will presure the persona to be male too. But what about the audience? No
doubt, any ane who has a little bit knowledoe of the Hindu ways of life ar/and an
wderst anding of the sociccultural life of Orissa could grasp the poem imediately.
Even otherwise, the lingering sense of a meditative pathos over such timeless
leitnotifs as ‘hunger’ and ‘wish’ in the poem guarantee its universal readership:
if hroer is a reality, o is faith of the believers, there can be rno escape fram this
reality . Myth and religian, how great they may be, fail to trenscad this reality at
hand.

Now, locking at the arrangenment of the orthographic and grapgho-metric
wmits, we find that the whole poem is composed in just ane stanza, giving a
forced unifying anbience that jostles with doserved reality, cultural memory,
metaphysical belief, and intellectual oconcermns. There are altogether five
sentences: (1) “Endless crow noises”; (2) “A skull on the holy sands.. towards
hunger”; (3) “White-clad widowed women.Great Tearple”; (4) “Their austere
eyes.strands of faith”— each containing lines in increasing rumber that gives
enough hint at the growing tension as ane after another evocative and haunting
images keep coming. A closer lock reveals a strang elarent of foregrounding in
the first line— “Endless crow noises”’— which forms a sentence itself but runs
o to sucoeading lines with its extended sementic signification. No doubt, there
is an dovicus violation of cowentianal rule of syntax, and the abrupt end of the
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lire is cogrucus with its sudden begiming. But the reality in the vicinity of the
Tearple, captured uder frail light, is stretched ‘exdlessly’ down the ‘shiftig
sands’ where the ‘noises’ are still haunting in silence. The soundscape — the
background scene of the ‘crow noises’ with its aminous evil associations in
Hindu mythology— stretches to embrace the landscape of ‘endless’ sadness
and suf ferings of humenity. What is conspicuous is the way Mahapatra pairt s
hmnger (line 2 and 3), ane his strong points, which speaks volumes an the
wretched economic condition of the pecple of Orissa. But more than just that,
hinger is also used as a motif for describing distraction and death— real as well
as spiritual. The soudscape of the ‘erdless noises’ extends fram the local to
meet the universal. The poet speaks about a ‘tilt’ and the imege of the skull xn
the holy sands shows the lack of balance, blending the metaphysics of hunger
with the horrifying skeletal reality of the imediate lardscape. Thus the 5%
sentence (“he frail early light catches.shifting sands”), which is the lagest
ae ad gives a distinct twist of sensibility tosards the spiritual ad the timeless,
cores to act as a overwhelming sementic superimposition. Notwithstanding
the usual arbitrary relationship between ‘signifier’ ard ‘signified’ in larguece,
Mahapara' s dexterity in hardling the doserved realities arord the Temple
awviras (signifiers) has ensbled an ‘iomic’ ar mm-arbitrary relatrianship to develop
with the poet’s feelings and aoncems (signifieds) .The lingering imeges of peraermial
captivity in hinger, religian and myth, for instance, have been built up very
systematically through the agglareration of the signifiers to mature into
identifiable pattems o the pace.

Our initial interpretation of the poem emerges primerily from lodking at
the ‘ledcal words’ ard their arrangament in the text. Let’s first aansider these
‘open class’ words— opposed to ‘closed class’ or granmatical words— which
help carry the majority of meaning in the poem. The grammatical categories as
determirers (g, the, that) and prepositians (@, of, in, by) glue the lexical words,
linking them together in meaningful arrengements. The following table shows
how these words are distributed throughout the poem in respect to their functiamal

categories as nons, verbs, adjectives and adverbs:

Nouns Main Verbs Adjectives Adverbs
crow tlts endless towards
noises waiting holy past
skill ater Is suddenly
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sands Stare enpty here

county caught white-clad
himger hanging widowed
women catches treir
centres lesnirg Great
Iies breaks austere
Temple fils shining
eyes cremated fial

et twistirng early
dawn ruined
strards leorous
fith crouched
gells smoky
mass aullen
faces salitary
names aging
hide her
blaze le=t
pyre shifting
mother

wish

uncertainty

sands

26 12 22 04

It may be doserved that the poem consists mainly of nouns and their
qualifying adjectives. Notwithstanding a surrealistic reference to doserved
realities— “erdless noises”, “crouched faces”, “chifting sands” and “smoky blaze”
where the imegery appears evocative but not crystal clesr, nouns in the poem
are mostly aoncrete with thinginess of physical dojects. Only four of them are
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abstract nons (‘hurnger’, ‘faith’, ‘wish’, and ‘uncertainty’), having sare
comotative suggestions as well as making some value judgement. The entire
rance of ratiawlity, reasmiing, ard reality, it seans, stands negated in such
moments of apsychological space. Moreover, these are the vant age point s thet
meke Mehapatra’s verse gopear ruminant, saretimes so introverted that it broods
an the edge of sentimentality. But about nineteen factual adjectives in the poan,
an the other hand, associate themselves with these nouns to provide us
information abaut the landscape and life arourd the Tenple environs. Further t
is possible to divide these nouns roughly into two sarentic fields related to life
and landscape:

Nouns related to Landscape (Setting) — Nouns related to Life (Self)

crow, roises, skull, sards, coaty, waren, lives, eyes, net, faces, nanes,
Temple, mass, dawn, ligt, shells, pyre, mother etc.
hide, blaze etc.

The mixture in the poem of nouns belonging to these two different semantic
classes could be said to account for what we perceive as an intercamection
between life and landscape. My initial impression of the poem has been that
there is sare kind of conflict between these two elements ard this is explained
in part by the above table. The four dbstract nomns, ‘huger’, ‘faith’, ‘wish’, ad
“uncertainty’ could belang to either category and might be seen to camect the
two semantic classes. We can perceive a smooth transition— the transition
fram local/Oriya to the universal/Indian sensibility— through them. In fact,
Mehapatra’'s poetry very often speaks in crisscross pattems on the strange
blend of proximity and distancing just as we get here a movement from an
authentic local space to a timeless universal contirmum.

In instance of parallelism in the poem could be marked at the phonological
level, were we fird the repetition of partiailar sords. Although the poem does
not have a rhyme scheme of any regularity, Mahapatra mekes use of interral
ryre at particular points within the poam. There is no strict pettem to its
occurrence, yet there is sare degree of phawlogical parallelism. Often we find
a repetition of cosonant sourds in words in close proximity to each other, as
we can see in the exanples below:

Endless crow noises il
tlts its apply county towards hunger €]
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White-clad widowed women ]

hangirg by the dawn’s shinirg strards of faith g

a mass crouched faces without names [12]
into the smoky blaze of a sullen sclitary pyre [14]
o the shifting sands uE3)

But I must acknowledge that I fail to accomt for such repetitive soud pattem
except ae, that it capoures the idea of a miltitude of thoghts, and two, it
ensures a dreamy sub-surface music that haunts the ear.

When we loock at the verbs used in the poem we find that they impose
a sense of immediacy; the finite verbs that are marked for tense are in the
present tense. Thus we get present sinple verbs such as ‘tilts’, ‘catches’,
‘oresks’ ad ‘fills'. lhader tolelpestablish a sense of inmediacy, the progressive
presat perticiples (‘waiting’, ‘harging’, ‘lesning’, ard ‘twisting’) irdicate the
agoing ‘stretched’ actions on the landscape around the Temple— ‘crows’
edlessly moising, a ‘skull’ tilting, ‘widows’ ad ‘legpers’ waiting, a ‘pyre’ bumirng,
ard above all, the aging mother’s last wish uncertainly ‘hanging’ . These actions
are immediate as well as timeless, pointing to death and decadence hanging
arourd the landscape and to an increasing tension in the mindscape of the poet
as well. No doubt Mahapatra is terribly disturbed by the wretched candition of
the weak and the destitute, but he holds himself back in his ‘hide’ and invites
his readers not just to participate in the agping actians ut to pader over their
aninous aontinuity . The actions, an the more, are reinforced by four adverbs in
the poam pertaining to ‘place’— lacating the site of suffering (‘here’ and ‘towards’),
to ‘time’— ruminating over lost groud (‘past’), ard to ‘mamer’— caweying a
sense of urgency (‘suddenly’) .

The woman is a recurrent image in Mahapara' s poetry. Se is often
portrayed as an gopressed, imprisoned, quite a discarded thing by patriarchal
system and poverty. Here he speaks on “white clad widowed women”, whose
life has decidedly tilted towerds deboacle; they are waiting to enter the ‘Great
Tarple’, death. The diminutive use of ‘widowed women’— clubbed together under
ae label denying any sense of identity— has ironically stressed the plight of
these aultural cutcastes. These destitutes, whose life is devoid of all colours
because their husbands are dead, have been caught in the miserable web of life
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that bears neither meaning nor illusion for them. Thus they are helpless entities
like fish ‘cadht in the net’, henging loosely from the last strirg of faith in the
nmythical relieving power of religian. Likewise, the poet has deftly juxtaposed the
frame of decayed shells leaning against ane another amidst the freskish light an
the sea shore, which calls upm cur attention to the plight of the wesk arnd the
wretched—the widows and the legpers. Their individual identity is negated and
erased and their life has been prolonged as vast and meaningless as the sands
a the ghore), stretching in silence.

‘No doubt, the imeges that Mahapatra carefully takes from Hindu
mythology, religian ard faith, has enabled him to situate the poem within an
authentic landscape flavoured all the more strongly by the dominant presence
of Orissa ard Puri at the centre. He uses the freskish dawy light to define
distorted life and landscape that would have remained under the shrouds of
mass dblivion in the temple enviromment. But these images— white skull and
white-clad widows and the ‘great Temple’— often reinforce locality ard
wmiversality, structuring ard pricritizing the 1ife of the destitutes. Dream seans
to be ancther motif ruming through this work. The ‘last wish’ of the poet’s ‘aging
mother’ is a dream-state, for it spesks primerily an the cultural myth of the land
that goes deep into meking an unconscious and subconscious self. The dawn’s
light tries to pesp into the mind/wish of the nother as well as the cultural neke-
up of the poet. But when it ‘bresks’ aut of the ‘hide’ more confusion heaps up
and religion, myth or philosophy seem to have lost the power to soothe the
plidhts of age-old realities of the lard. Hence, ‘uncertainty’ twists “like light/an
the shifting sarnds.”

This analytical study of Dewn at Puri shows how stylistics can uphold
an initial interpretation of a poem, ard how it can also highlight elements of a
poem that we might otherwise miss. I have tried to show how sore linguistic
features in the poam are directly related meke its sense ard sensibility. By
using a systamtic analytical tedmique like stylistics we can ensure that our
interpretation is as explicit and gronded in fact as it can be. But I nust
acknowledge that mine is not the only analysis which could be mede of this
poam. It is more likely that any other stylistic interpretation of the poem would
include sare of my conclusions and could still go further. [[]
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Nature and Symbolism in the Poetry
of Jayanta Mahapatra
* Dr.Shephali Chitre
email: shefali chitre@rediffiail.com

Jayant Mehapatra is ane of the Post-Independence Indian English poets.
He can be called the major voice among the second generation of modem poets.
He hails from Quttack, Orissa. In spite of being a professor of Science, he has
written excellent type of poetry.

Jayant Mahapatra made his debut as an Indian poet writing in English
with the pdblication of his first anthology published in 1971. He has keen hooured
with the Sshitya Akademi Award in 1981 for “Relationship” as an out anding
aatribution to Indian BEglish Literatire for its awareness of the Trdian heritage,
evocative description, significant and linking of persaal reminiscences with
race memory. Love, social criticism, landscape of Orissa, Indian Sensibility and
aaf tsmanship are a few notable qualities of his poetry.

Anple evidence of Indiarmess is seen in his poems about Orissa where
the local ard the regianal are raised to the level of the universal. In “Dewn at
bPuri”, Mahapatra underscores the importance of Puri and what it means to
Hindus. Women wish to die at Puri to attain salvation. Mahapatra says:

“her last wish to be cremated here
twisting ueertainty 1ike ligt
a1 the iftirg sacy’.
The worshipping by the white clad windows and their rites, crow’s
cawing and the skull indicate how Indians were deeped in myth-meking and

“The Exile” also depicts an Indian men. The village near the sun bumt
hills, dead bodies buming an pyres, the protagonist’s ailing parents, the lag
haired priest, the logic of good ard evil depict Ordyan ard so Indian life.

Where a country’s ghost
pill ny ees tovard birth
It is an dsaure relative

T~ereer ss=”

* Add:- Shree Swami Samarth Nagar, Mogaladi Road, Khopoli, Maharastra
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These lines express the poet’s hope for remaissance or renewal of past glory in
Tdia.

In “Again, One day Walking by the River”, the local scene is typically
Oriyen. The boat with hay, the repairirg of the tar-roed, the leper s retuming
home from begging, and the poet’s regret that ndoody would moum for him, are
typical Indian emctians.

Mahapatra is an excellent craftsmen. One of the traits of Mehapatra as
a craftsman is his comend over the English language. He is capable of meking
subtle use of words. His phraseology is quite original. He knows to use words
with economy.This ef fort makes Mahapatra’ s poem lucid in diction. “Demn at
Puri” is written in as few words as possible ard in very sinple style. Mahapatra
uses scholarly phrases to express his philosophical ideas. That is why Vilas
Sararg says that “much of Mehapatra’s poetry is difficult, if not inpossible to
paraphrase” . Mahapatra has an excellent capacity of choosing right possible
words and juxtapose them in right places in his lines.

Use of figures of speech such as similes and metaphors is another
aspect of his craftamenship. In “Demn at Puri”, an excellent simile is fourd in
the lires:

“Iheir austere eyes
Sare like thoe (adt inarst,
Hagirg by the dany’'s chinirg strard of faith’.
Another example of simile from the same poem is:
“her last wish to be cremated here
twistrg urertainty like lidt
a1 the diiftirg sade’.
“2gmin, One day Walking by the River” ocontains two fine similes.
“the barge loaded with golden hay
traeed like a lesf in a lesin of vater”.
In his poem, “The whorehouse in Calcutta Street”, he writes:
“Dream children, dark, superflucus:
You miss them in the house’ s dark spaces,
Hwart yaf
Ben the waren doy't wear them-
Like jewels ar precias staes at the threet:
Tre faint feslirg dep at a woren's catre
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Tret s eck the discarded thirgs:
Tre little tumirg o Klasd
It te far e o the =itbo’.

Here similes and metaphors are beautifully yoked together .The dream
children are shown as a matter of destroying the emotion of humen kindness.

The next agpect of Mahapatra’s craftsmenship is the use of sound and
rhythm. His poetry is non metrical. Most of his poans are well-knit and conpact.

Mahapatra’s enchanting expression of meditativeness, slightly touched
with sorrow and reminiscences, the amipresent religicus and cultural anbience
of Orissa amnfers a distinctive quality upm his verse.

Jayant Mahapatra is a great craftsmen and mekes fine use of imegery
in his poams. Most of the imeges are realistic and vivid. They are drawn from
nature and life.The imeges form pictures are suggestive and symbolic. One of
the ndble features of his imeges is that most of them are integral to the theme
expressed in the poem. He uses such imeges that the readers experience
sensible inpressians of all sorts like cold, darkness, heat, tensions, sadness
etc. His imegery is definite enocugh to work an the readers’ mind. Imeges in his
poetry mention humen failures, nature, a process of disillusiament, ard the
mejestic height. Tn “WMountain”, the imege of disillusiament denctes the etemity
facing the process of growth and decay .

Mahapatra’s imegery covers a very wide range. His images are vivid,
striking, suggestive, symbolic and gripping. The quality of Mehapatra’s imege is
that they core to him mnaturally. The imeges are integrated with his themes
which make his poems pleasant and his style superb.

“Dawn at Puri” is an imegist poem and contain a series of varied imeges
which include ‘the cawing crows, ’ ‘the skuill lying an the holy sands’, ‘white clad
widowed women’, the great temple’ ard ‘the mother with holy desire’ . All these
imeges paint a fine scene in the poem.

“The Exile” amtains vivid ard realistic imeges. They are both literal
ard synbolic. The literal imeges like ‘land's distance’, ‘the moldy village besides
the hills’, ‘corpses smouldering’, ‘the wird scattering ashes’, the old 111 parents’
ard ‘the lag-heired priest of Kali’ paint vivid ard realistic pictures. The synbolic
imeges like ‘exile between good and evil’ and ‘Father’s house are suggestive
ard refer to philosophical ideas. Earth, God, Heaven, Remaissance ard Salvation
are the spiritual synbols.

“Again, One day Walking by the River” is an imegist poem where, the
river inecge is the central imege. All these imeges are suggestive.
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In Mahapara' s poetry, there is an extensive usage of the local lardscape
as imegery to symbolize his emotions and ideas. A glance of his imegery that
forms an integral framework for his poetic musings is enlightening. He is
amtiaally affected by the rain-drenched small-town and rural life. The best of
his imegery is fashianed from the larndscape with regianal adherence and natural
element s of local topography .

The peet identifies the poetic field with a river where he waits for an

opportunity to swim across:
Today
I stad an the kak of the poam,
e thaoh eech ward s a prce,
even thah this postry ggoesrs as a river,
a river withot weter
we have to swim acress. . . .

Mahapatra’s imagery is not only based on landscape and nature but
also is drawn from componential aspects: seasanal cycle and life cycle. Social
ard political milieu is inseparable elavents of the poetry of Mehgpatra. In “Hiroer”,
he criticizes the social evil of prostitution. He mekes it clesr thet this evil is
caused by economic disparity and social injustice. He reveals the sorrowful
plidt of prostitites.

National tragedies as in “A moming walk in Bhopal”, “Bhopal Dewn”,
“Death of a Neneless Girl in Bhopal” allude to the chemical gas leak in the
factory in Bopal killing several thousarnds lead to imegery woven cut of allusion
in Mahapaaa’ s poetry .

One of the important aspects of Mehapatra’s there is that it irwolves
his search far idatity. His poetry is the product of varicus tensions. Mahapatra
as the ratiamlist ard the teacher of Physics finds his roots in the tradition of the
country, the Christian trying to decipher the meaning of Hindu myths, rites and
rituals,an analytical mind reconciling with ancestral beliefs, ad adoove all, an
QOriyen writing in Bglish. The imagery of Hindu deities and Hindu mythology,
the praminent religicus faith in India is alluded to in his poetry. He bridges the
gap between his Christian background and Hindu ethos.

Jayant Mahapatra has contributed a great deal to the growth and
developrent of modermn English poetry. His catribution is reslly very siost atdal.
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He beautifully uses imeges and symbols to express larndscape, men’s laneliness,
his search for roots ard identity. He is also called the “originel poet”. He is a

peet of ‘land-scape’ and even ‘men-scape’ . [
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JAYANTA MAHAPATRAAND HIS WORTHY PEERS:
THE INDIAN-ENGLISH POETIC SCENE (1980-2010)
*Dr. M.A. Nare
T 1980s, Indian-English Poetry established a new record of
its achievenents as the four poets: Jayanta Mahapatra, Nissim Ezekiel, Kamala
Das and Shiv K. Kumar won the prestigious National Sahitya Akademi Award
for their antribution to Indian-Frglish Poetry . This spectacular achievement
was a terrible blow to the critics who had expressed their fears about the future
of this ggre in Irdia.
‘Editing a oollection of Critical Essays an Contenporary Literature
is, in several ways risky.....These difficulties are compounded in
the case of Indo-Erglish Poetry for it is hardly as yet a gere ard
acquired a distinct identity anly recertly”. (1)
In the November-December, 1986 issue of Sshitya Akademi’ s Joumal- Indian
Literature, Ir . G.S.Amur reveals the maturity this genre has acquired over
the years:
‘For the third year in succession, the Sahitya Akademi Zwerd in
English has gae to a poet, sigmalling the degree of maturity that Indian
Poetry in English has achieved over the years...... More than a dozen
volumes of poetry have appeared during the year under survey’. @)
This clearly shows the progress of this ganre during the first-half of the decade-
1980s. Jayanta Mahapatra, Nissim Ezekiel and Kamala Das won the Sahitya
+ a retived Professaor of  English, now at Nasik, Meharastra, Irdia.
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Akademi Awerds for their works - ‘Relationship’, ‘Latter-Day Psalms’ and
‘Collected Poems’ resgpectively. Shiv K. Kumer bagged this awaerd for his
collection of poams- Trap Falls in the Sky’ in 1987. (3)

W e nmust thank the academics like Prof. V.K.Gokak, Prof. Vasant
Shahaney, Prof. M K Naik and others who had come forward to recognise the
potential in this new gere of Indian Literature in Erglish.

Now, Indian-English Reetry is not aily taught at the Post-Graduate
Departmatts in the Indian Uhiversities it also in meny reputed foreign Universities
in the world. In sore foreign Universities like ILeeds, it is taught uder
Commonwealth Literature.

However we nust not think that the strength of this genre lies anly ina
handful of Sahitya-Rkademi-Award-Wirming-Poets. No doubt, their achievement
is a great milestane in the develooment of Indian English Poetry. Bt this
achievement reveals anly the tip of the Huge Iceberg.

R.Parthasarathy’ s anthology ‘The Ten Twentieth Century Poets
(QUP-1976) no doubt included the leading Poets of that time in 1970s. But in
the same decade mary Indian English Poets were active writing and publishing
their poems in the Literary Jourmals, Magazines and Anthologies in this vast
country: The land stretched from the snows of the Himalayas to the dark and
desp waters of the seas. We nmust bear in mind that Indian English Poetry is not
written anly on the gmall island Bonbay (Murbai) .

Sahitya Akademi’ s Indian Literature , The Jourmal of Indian P.E.N. , DIx.
Balaram Guptd s Jourmal of Imdian Writing in English (JIWE) , Ix. THRizvi' s
Canopy, P P Joshi and M A Nere’ s New Literary Horizons , Baldev Mirza’ s Skylark,
Udayanath Majhi’s Rock Pebbles, L N Mahapatra’s Poetry Time, Jayenta
Mahapara' s Chandrabhaga, Kavita India, Pratibda India, Ir. Krishma
Srinivas’s Poet , Niramjan Mohanty’s Poetry and many esteemed journals did a
comendable job in helping the budding and the established poets to publish
their poems over the years.

Now, the fordatio of this gare that is Tndian Fglish Poetry is as fimm
and as hard as a volcanic rock. Recent growth in the mumber of volumes of
poetry shows the popularity and strength of this genre. Now Indian English
Peetry is confident of facing the hidden challenges of the New Millermium.

Dr.Atma Rama, the Director of the U.G.C. Seminar held at Dharmashala,
had prepared a list of the poets active in 1987. This list was ciraulated amog
the pardcipant s and poet s like Dr .0.P.Bhatnagar, S.C.Dwivedi, I.K.Sharma, Shiv
K. Kumar and many others and it was thoroughly discussed. This list beging
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with the leading poets like Nissim Ezekiel, Kamala Das, Jayanta Mahapatra
and ends with Ms.Reema Anand. A critic R.C.Dwivedi (a New York based poet
ad jomrelist) in his article, ‘Spring Never Stats Outside: Ezekiel’ s Capable
Cmtarporaries’, disausses their antriburians to ITdian English Poetry in groups.
Now, almost all these poets have grown in stature and strength and demand a
critical evaluatio of their poetry in the 21% century .

Concluding his article, R C Dwivedi writes:

‘Poetry is the medium par excellence for giving words to reality with an
imegirative insigit. A host of Imdian Poets like Nissim Ezekiel, Bhatnacar,
Kamala Das, I HRizvi, P P Joshi, L N Mahapatra, A C Sahaya, D H Kabadi, M
A Nare, Syed Ameeruddin, Baldev Mirza, Vimla Rao, S N Trpathy, D C Chanbial,
we find a tendency to lock at reality and see and say as they find persons arnd
situatians. The thare of reality nns through their poetry . They fird their milien
full of sickness and degradation and they never argue means for reshaping it.
These are the times of disorder and through words at least the poets are aiming
aader’. @

Niranjan Mchanty (Viswa Bharati University, Shentiniketan) published
an article in JIWE in which he has emphasized the need of an Anthology which
will include all these poets through their representative poars. He writes:

‘Is Indian Poetry in English dead with Darumala’s Two Decades @
Parthasarthay’ s Ten Twentieth Century Poets, Arvind Mehrotra’s Twelve
Indian Poets, Vinay Dharwadkar and A K Ramanujan’ s The Oxford Anthology
of Modern Indian Poetry (1994), Ranjit Hoskote’s Reason’s for Belonging:

Fourteen Contemporary Indian Poets (2002)°?

The answer as it appears to me so cawincingly is an enphatically no’ .
Then he gives a list of selected poets scarting with O P Bhatnagar, Kridra
Srinivas and others which ends with the name of Durga Prasad Panda. He
further writes:

‘The show is an. The tradition is an. It has not stogoed flowing. If the
tradition of Indian Roetry in Bglish is to ke acospted as valid ar if the History of
Indian Peetry is to be written say after fifty years, these names that have been
menticed will figure there.’ ©

These are the proghetic words of a poet-critic who had rightly felt the
pulse of this vibrant genre in our times. (May his soul rest in peace) .

The layg felt need of the New Representaive Anfhology of Indian Bglish
Poet s, dif ferent fraom those already existing in the above mentioned Anthologies,
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envisaged by Niranjan Mohanty, canlbe easily prepared if all the Majar Universities
in the Comntry - like Mnbai, Chermai, Delhi, Allahabad and Kolkata, Sahitya
Akademi, U.G.C ard British Council core together to do this challenging task.
No doubt the impartial scrutiny of the various anthologies privately published by
so merny poets over such a lag pericd of time is no gsrell a task. But, it has to
be done. Or, how lang are we going to teach, ‘more or less the same Ten or
Fifteen Indian English Poets’ to our Literature students in the Universities?

Now let’s take a case of Jayanta Mahapatra. For so many years by
now, he has remained nore or less an doscure figure - a kind of ‘Outsider’
anmxg the ‘Insiders’ . The focus of the teaching still remains almost unchanged.
Nissim Ezekiel, Kamala Das, Shiv K Kumar and A K Ramanujan are at the
core. Even Arun Kolatkar and Mehrotra are treated as if they are not in the main
stream.

The Special Golden Jubilee Volume (1940-1990) of the All Ixia Eglish
Teachers’ Association: Indian English Literature since Independence — edited
by K. Ayyappa Paniker does not show any article on Jayanta Mahapaa' s poetry
in spite of the mary boocks he had published including the Sahitya Akademi
Prize wirming book — Relationship (1981). Qut of the seventeen articles in this
special volure anly three are an Indian English Poetry or Poets of which two
are an Nissim Ezekiel’ s Poetry.The rest are an Novelists, Essayists and Prose
writers. However B K Das, the poet-critic in his article ‘Post 1960 Indian English
Poetry and Meking of Imdian English Idian’ devotes ten lines to record the
publication of Jayanta Mehapatra's three bocks:

‘Jayanta Mahapatra’s Relationship (1981) and two recent volumes,
Burden of the Waves and Fruit (1988) and Temple (1989) reveal a distinct
Indian sensibility that inmmediately arrests ae’ s attention. History, Myths,
Legards, folklore all oo together to establish a distinct idiom and identity in
these volumes.

The publisher’s note to Burden and Waves and Fruit ridhtly stresses
this aspect: ‘There are meny rivers in these works, much rain and sun, layg
evenings and a few dawns — occasionally, there are intinete glinpses of friads,
lovers ard son. India is everywhere and nowhere.’ (Publisher’s note, Washington
DC. This shows the peauliarity of Averican reviews in general. And this volure
was released at the All India Bglish Teacher ‘s Conference.) (6)

This is how the Academics treated Jayanta Mahapatra, the first Sshitya
Akademi Award winning poet, the Reader in Physics atRavenshaw College,
Cuttack Orissa (India) . While Ezekiel, for whatever reasons has always been
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the darling of the teaching comumnity. In my cpinion Jayenta Mahapaoa' s
dosaurity ard his great love for the Averican readers, editors and jourmals are
regpansible for this kind of treatment.
About Nissim Ezekiel’ s position, Dr. Nibir K Ghosh has rightly doserved
that Ezekiel still enjoys the status of a ‘poet’s poet’ amog his worthy peers.
‘How is it then that Ezekiel cotinues to remein in the forefrat, as a
mejor poetic talent, enjoying the privilege of a poet’s poet among the foremost

that appeals to the West, but the India to which he can ard dees truly belag.’ (7)

O P Batnagar the poet-critic has rightly shown the change in the salient
features of the post Independence Indian Poetry in English:

‘The prudery which dominated Indian Poetry in English, after
Independence is on the wene. The contemporary poet is now closer to the
poetic aroud himself...... this tum has also taken away the distant pose, the
use of Eglish gave, to look down upon the Indian life and culture. Concem,
intimacy, directness ard simplicity are emerging to be the mejor characteristics
of the contenporary Indian Poetry in English’. He further adds — Contemporary
Trdian BEglish poet tries to avoid ‘verbal coplexity’, wit, structural anbiguity
ard architectanic floarish.’ (Preface to Visian’ s and Voices 1987) .

Ezekiel could easily overcare the prablems like alienation and foreign
religion of the minority Jews, in a mejardty Hindu ratim. I feel it’'s ot the religim
or the missianary school education but the attitude as a poet to his reader that
is nore inportant in this case.

Jayanta Mahapatra, quotes Bertold Brecht in ane of his articles in The
Bombay Review:

‘Bertold Brecht axce said that meny artists tried to create works for
messes, not for a marrow elite. But this is a mistake, said Brecht. The real
prablem is not that we have to work for the masses; we must bring about that
cdherge fram a rarrow elite to a large elite. And with this in mind, without forsaking
ar adltural past, we should prepare best for the events of the fubure.’ (8)

T think here lies the key to understard Jayanta Mehapatra’s case as an
artist in the Indian Dawocratic set up. After Independence we have given up
apirg the foreign Gods like Elict, Auden and Dylan Thones in their attitude to
life ad literatre. There is a thin line between ‘a narvow elite ard a larce elite.’

The very word ‘elite’ shows the difference between the chosen and the
comon. William Wordsworth in those days went from London to the Lake
District in search of the ‘living language of men’ ard wrote his poetry there
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though he was a Canbridge graduate. There is a vast difference between the
poetry of T S Eliot and the poetry of Nissim Ezekiel: Though he taught English
and Arerican Literature he did not worship the westerm Gods. Infact both the
poets according to C D Narasimhaiah were scraping the surface of the Indian
le

Let's see what a fellow bi-lingual poet, Dilip Ghitre says abaut Melepetra’s
position as an Indian English Poet.

‘Now compare Jayanta Mahapatra with R Parthasarathy. Mahapatra
lesns an ro identifiable idiom or stylistic tradition ard yet he is umistakably
Contemporary, Indian English. Mehapaa’ s poetry is of ten too paderous in its
movement, his phrase is too awkward in its tumm at times, and soretimes his
didtion is turgid. Yet these seeming flaws work in his favour because the poetry
he attempts is dif ferent fram anything that is being done in English today.
Parthasarathy an the other hard - despite his high-pitched Anglophdoia, self
omscious Indiamess and paranoid anti-racism is a poet full of clichés unable
to raise a joint-stock craft to the level of individial tedmique. Nor does he have
anything Indian and English about his poetry other than its explicit thares.’

Let’s see how Chitre puts Mehrotra’s case before us.

‘Now take Mehrotra. He is so unique in Indian English Poetry that in his
own genre he has no peer. He is the only Contemporary Indian English poet
whose theme is the language of poetry itself. He has been wragly labelled a
surrealist. Mehrotra is not venting his unomscious mind anywhere as a surrealist
would. He is amscicusly playing with surface structures of language in order to
explore poetic diction. He mekes peetic tedmique it self the aotent of his poetry,
working an language rather then using it. If he has sore affinities with ary other
India English Poet then they are with Anun Kolatkar . Kolatkar too plays with the
surface structures of language almost as an erd in itself. But this is sarewhat
disguised and ardeed by the fact that Kolatkar uses a rarrative descriptive fomst
and his poeams therefore have a strong linear progression. Mehrotra creates
pure peetic forms aut of language using syntactical shifts, lexical displacements
ad surprise juxtapositions to discover, prmerdily, freedom with the English
language. For an Indian English poet, to want to do so and to be able to do so
is indeed a refreshing exanple of artistic confidence. Oddly enough, though
Kolatkar can play with language with the same ease as Mehrotra displays, in
both boat ride ad Jejurd his thematic ambitions and cultural concermns meke
his tedmique irrelevent and comterproductive. It is relevent to remenber here
that Kolatkar's true achievarent as an Indian Eglish poet is in his translations
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from medieval Marathi Bhakti poets such as Tukaram, Janabai and Muktibai
and not in his more celebrated original lag poems or sequences in English. If
Kolatkar had Ramerijan’s instinct ard firm belief that a translator of poetry is
as fully creative ard arigiral as a primary producer of poetry, we would have had
two cutstanding Indian English poet-translators rather than the anly ane we
have at present.’ (9)

His ‘Jejurdi’ , (which had won The Commonwealth Prize in 1976, had
given him a position before Jayanta Mahapatra in R Parthasarathy’s famous
anthology ‘' Ten Twentieth Century Indian Poets’), wes written to please the
westem audience. Devout religiocus Indian masses do not like his attitude in the
poem. I think he had sacrificed samething of his own Indiamess in order to
please the westem readers and critics. But he was a product of The J.J.School
d &ts, Barbay and had tremendous creative ability as an artist and a poet.
And he was a modern Indian thinker. Unfartunetely, though he had made a good
begiming with his ‘Jejurd ’ for a layg time we thought his begiming was his end.

‘There was ro further publication in English until 2004, the year of his
untimely death, with the similtanecus appearance of two books: Sarpa Satra
ard Kala Ghoda Poems . His Jejurd has gne into several reprints and cantirues
to be bought and read by new generation of readers. A possible reasm for its
popularity may e Kolatkarean voice: unturried, lit with whimsy, urpretentious
even when meking leamed literary or mythological allusians. And whatever the
poet’s eye alights an - particularly the odd, the misshapen and the famished -
receives the gift of close attention, which is a kind of love. He died in Barbay” .
(Mey his soul rest in peace). (10)

C D Narasimhaiah in his ‘Introduction to Commormwealth Poetry’ shows
how Nissim Ezekiel, Keki Daruwalla, Dom Moraes and even Jayanta Mahapatra
aould ot meke use of their latent potential to rise fully in stanhuare.

‘Unlike Dom Moraes, Nissim Ezekiel has shown a remarkable devotion
to his craft which has paid him dividends in terms of the success (awarded the
belated Sahitya Akademi Prize for his ‘Latter Day Psalms’) and wide-spread
popularity he has won by means of his successive publications, starting from
A Time to Change’..... It is sad to cmtenplate that so sericus a poet as
Ezekiel has failed to leave his merk an the meking of the poetic tradition in
Trdia. Qe wanders if the failure is not largely in his refusal to tap the resomces
of his own Jewish history and it s hich destiny, let dlae his total alienation from
the mainstream of the rich Indian Life and Literature which so young a persm as
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that cawert to Gristianity, Taru Dutt, still foud available to her, a hundred
years before him.

For, where rarely the poet taps the argenic life, still in evidence amag
the poorer sections of our pecple around Bonbay, as in his most memorable
poem ‘The Night of the Scorpion’, he does show his remarkable capacity to
infuse the life ard the larguage of the pecple, its syntax, inflexion ard riythms
into English Verse.

Ezekiel’s predicament is shared by Keki Darumalla, a gifted poet (also
a Sehitya Academy Award Wimmer) ro dodot, but stands cutside the mainstream
of Indian reality except for its surface happenings which he has succeeded in
capturing with striking elegence and charm. One often wishes how infinitely
better would have been their poetry had they wallowed in the dust of India and
its redeeming glory instead of being content to scrape the surface and achieve
soohisticated ghrasing, to which they have fallen prey.An evidence of disastrous
failure of the critical function at hare and overexposure to the fast changing
critical scene abroad.

Alas! This is true even of Jayanta Mahapatra (who deservedly won the
Szhitya Akademi for his Gollection ‘Relationship’) for here is ae wo is rich in
his imer life, as is evident in his werring intvospection:

‘“Will a poem of mine be the only answer?

Will its words meke me feel something?

T do not went to forget? An impossible wish.

A poigrent persaal loss ard futility of veral power to body forth that deprivarian,
each providing an edge to the other in creative tension, should have resulted in
marvelous poetry of which the poet gives abundant promise but somehow gets
thwarted kefare it cares to fulfillment. Such is the abortive process in the workdng
of Indian English poetic destiny. For where poets like Mahapatra and Ramanujan
fail with everythirg in their favour - first—class aweraress, sasibility, compassion
for Indian failings and a ghared faith in Indian spirituality they sense even in its
superstitious menifestations, and above all more than carnpetent craftsmenship
- ane despairs if others can register even moderate success.

Before T proceed to Ramernijan I should like to meke a few doservations
on Kamala Das. Kamala Das made her daring immovativeness at once felt in
readers of Indian English Literature with her poem ‘An Introduction’. She is
perhaps the anly Tndian Poet who owes little to Yests or Elict ard trusted to her
own resources ard to her culture - tharks to a poet-nother and her indefatigeble
Keralite udoringing, it is possible she felt reassured in the goulence lying all

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.'2011/P.74



arourd her to kindle her imegination. How else does ane explain her persistent
preoccupation, with love and sex both commornplace at one level and precisely
for that reasm not easy at ancther, to transmite them into art. She has sucoeeded
to a large extent in exploring those labyrinths which inhibit mery a brave poet
today. It locks as if Kamela Des has allowed the poetic impulse to flow into
poetry befare either the ratiamal mind or social cawventians arrest the flow. Such
is “Vrirdaven' :

“Wrindavan lives on in every women’s mind

ad the flute, luring her

From home and her husband

Who later asks her of the loang scratch an the brown

Zureole of her breast, ard she shyly replies,

hiding flushed cheeks,

It wes so dark autside, I tripeed ad fell over

the branbles on the wocd.
But the Radha-Krishma relationship gets diluted in memy of her poems. And
predictably the poetry is flawed and boarders on the merely sensaticnal.

Despite his dovious debt to Yests and T S Elict, A K Ramanujan’s
poetry immediately strikes as his own, which, in the modem Indian oontext, is
saying much for a poet writing in English. There is a determined search for roots
in almost every poam of his, accentuated by the ciraumstances of his expatriation.
Roots he has found, but where are the ‘leaves and blossoms’? asks a critic.
Which doviates the further question: where are the fruits? And why are the
‘leaves’, Keats speaks of, so late in appearing an the tree? (11)

‘ntle Times Literary Supplement ‘Intermatianl Bocks of the Year 'for
2004, the well-known novelist Pankaj Mishra claimed that ‘India Poetry in Eglish,
has a lager ard nore distinguished tradition than Indian fiction in Eglish, and
may finally becore better known in the west when Arun Kolatkar ‘s rarrative
poem Jejuri (1976), is published by the New York Review of Books in 2005.
Kolatkar published two volumes of poetry,Kala Ghoda Poems ard Sarpa Satra
(oth by Pras Prakashan) before his untimely death this year. Moving def tly
from street life in Barbay to Hindu Myths these last poems oonfirm his cult
reputation as the greatest Imdian poet of his generation.’ (TLS. 3 Decerber
2004:10)

Kolatkar was that good a poet. Although his work was known only by
those who sought it, he was a poet of world class with a very individual way of
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locking at the world. In his writing, every clicdhé is trensformed into sarething
new and unexpected, a transformation by imegination, language and tone. If
Moraes is a mester of older verse idiam, Kolatkar’'s realm is street talk, the
oolloguial, the poetry of the ordinary and anatynmous.

Take for instance, ‘Pi-Dog’, a nine-part sequence which begins
Kala Ghoda Poems (2004), a volure of thematic comected poetry. Here a
mengy street dog rests an a traffic island thinking of its ancestors and
ciraunstances while Bombay sleeps There is a quite hour, giysical realism,
oolloguial speech, subtle aotrast of registers ad lirguistic invention, and
uncbtrusive harmonies typical of Kolatkar’s verse. It all seaws so relaxed, the
kird of seaming free verse to which prose agpires, yet behird the first five stanzas
is familiarity with a great range of the world’ s poetry, the kird of distant echoes,
allusians, ard structures that would meke a scholar’s paradise. I fird myself
murmuring Horace, Jomn Dryden, Thomas Gray,T S Elict, W C Williars, knowing
that any source or influence could be right or wrang as this is written by a poet
who has absorbed such sources and influences to make them his own. The
poem rapidly moves by way of whimsy to the history and mixed culture of the
cty.The dog claims his body locks like ‘a seventeenth-century mep of Bombay”
with its seven islards, black irregular spots ‘an a body the colour of old
pardment’ . According to ‘a strayg family tradition e is descardent, wetrilineally/
to the anly bitch’ among 30 hounds which survived the sea voyage from England,
inported...... Kolatkar is a master of the incongrucus and absurd. He was at
least as much immersed in Marathi as English and World Culture. Kolatkar’s
poetry contimued a Marathi modemist tradition best known for B S Mardhekar
(1909-56) , who had fused surrealism, the Imegists, Eliot and what is called
Indian Medieval or Saints’ poetry (Saints’ poetry directly addresses the divire in
a aolloquial often erotic larnguage with similar kinds of paradax and wit to those
found in Eurcpean religions and metaphysical poetry. Such poetry in India, wes
written for many centuries in regional languages by men and women long after
ard in axtrast to the Sanskritic classics) . It is a lively regiaal modemism that
has produced several good bi-lingual poets including Kolatkar’ s friend Dilip Chitre
and Ranajit Hoskote. (12)

Now before T close my discussion on Indian Fnglish Poetry I nust say
a word about the men - the Kala-Ghoda-Wala who has unexpectedly risen like
a phoenix from his own ashes. The two books Kala Ghoda Poems and
Sarpa Satra now being published in Averica will certainly give him the most
important position in the galaxy of Indian English Poets.
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Infact a paper of this kird hes very little saope for a critical amlysis of
arty poet’ s book. However ,Take liberty here far, thepaper is to be piblished in
a special issue on Jayanta Mehapatra where, if T don't touch even a poem of this
great poetic genius, it would ke a kind of injustice to him.

Random Descent (2005): Of all the poars in this anthology T ford his
poam ‘Medhurd Dixit’ as a true Irdian Eglish Poam in its oontent, form, imegery,
rhytlm and diction. Like M F Husain he tries to elevate Medhuri Dixit to an
archetypal image of women in Indian Mythology and folklore. But the poem has
its firm roots deep down in the physical appeal of Madhuri Dixit as youarg,
vibrant actress, a bewitching beauty from Bollywood. Though he calls his poem
‘a poem of the soul’ an intelligent resder can easily firnd a pattem of sexual
symools and images and erotic expressions which ultimately lead themselves
to Freudian interpretation of the poem.

Madhuri in a New Way: ‘Dhak-Dhak actress Madhuri Dixit has described
artist Magoool ‘Fida’ Husain’s dosession with her as a merriage of two arts,
Hisain, the ciname ard the carwvas. “It is a spiritual mingling of two different
media. One having camera and lights, and the other having brush and strokes.”

Khalid Mchammed in his Gaja Gamini: A (dtc sAporaisal writes, ‘For
Madhurdi Dixit, the film is a vast carvas an which she changes her identity, garb
ard feelings with the felicity of a bom artiste. She is Shekuntala, she is Moma
Lisa, she is Mmika, she is the soul of Ggja Gamini. (The genesis of Gaja
Gamini by M F Husain, 2000)

However Jayanta Mahapatra has skillfully used the backdrop already
painted by the artist M F Husain for Madhuri Dixit, his Gaja Gamini. Jayenta
Melepetra’ s poan is sligitly different in ggoroach for it reveals his on arddginality
in expression ard his creative persamlity as an artist in words wo also is
bewitched by the presence of Madhuri Dixit like the Knight-at-Amms in Jomn
Keats’s Poem ‘la Belle Dam San’s Mercy’ . I don't mean it is a romantic poem
like Keats’s, but through this modem poem Jayanta Mehapatra has finally tumed
his face to Indian audience, like the disc of the Sun ererging from the shadow
of themom after a solar eclipse. The label of ‘dosaurity’ which he hed bome for
so ey years now will vanish like mist if he writes poans like this for the Indian
audience.

T think even Mahapatra had in mind a kind of change as he published
this poem in Asian Age India, unlike many other poems in this anthology which
were already published in the literary jourmals in USA and UK.
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I wish Jayanta Mahapatra good health and a long, prosperocus and

crestive life. |:|
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Portrayal of Women in the Poetry of
Jayanta Mahapatra with Special
Reference to A Rain of Rites and Temple
*Dr. S.P. Joghi

Jayant Mshapatra is a major and representative modemn Indian poet
writing in English. Even from the point of view of sheer ocutput, Mehapatra’s
achievenent is cosiderable with thirteen volures of poetry (to date, including
his selected poams), three volures of poetry translations from Oriya to English,
two volures of stories, ane bodk an Orissa ard meny articles in varicus jourrals,
pericdicals and newspapers which are as yet uncollected. Jayant Mahapatra
came late to poetry. He was almost forty when the first bodk of his poems Close
the Sky, Ten by Ten was published. Moreover Mahapatra unlike most Indian
poets writing in English around the time had not had much exposure to the
influencing trends in literary nmovement either abroad or at hore.

Mehepatra’s poetry very successfully reflects all the amflicts and
tensians of an Indian writing in English, of a Gwistian living in a Hindu society,
ad an intellectial living in a bewildering social setup udergoing a transformetion
at a fast gase fran a nural ard agrarian society to an industrialised and tedmical
a1 Also, all through his poetic career Mahapatra has shown an interest in and
concemn for women in India. This peaper briefly attempts to explore and examine
Mehapatra’s perspective an the plight of waren in his two poetry volures nanely
A Rain of Rites and Temple.

WOMAN

Even

When she is

Even

When she is not (“Women”, CS, mp)

Woman is the substance of Mahapatra’s A Rain of Rites, his first bodk
of poems to be published abroad. The Indian womanhood, by and large, has
been a synanym for subjugation and suffering at all stages because society is
wniformly wgrateful and unkind to her; she has either been deified as Goddess
and Mother or debased as Evil Incarnate but never treated as a human being
with an individuality of her own. (Hindu Pantheon on Gods abounds in Female
Deities- Feminine Principle: the Shekti Qult, etc —while the Hindu practices in
reality are quite the opposite, treating waren as non-persans) . Mehapatra does
t take the stand of a social reformer, nor does he assure the role of a social

% teadhes HEglish at Govt. V.I.SH., Amravati, Maharastra.
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worker when he deals with the plight of women. Laxminarayana Bhat P. makes
a disceming doservation: “Mehapatra does not feel for them (woren), but feels
with them (women)” * which mekes all the difference. Tt is not surprising then
thet the very first poem in A Rain of Rites, ‘Demnt’ talks about the passivity of
the accursed womanhood.

There is a dawn which travels alone,

Without the effort of creation, without puzzle,

Esands simply, framed in the door, white in the air;

An Indian women, piled up to her silences,

Waiting for what the world will anly let her do.

This dawn does not bresk into the sweet chirping of birds heralding a
new day in the life of waren. It is dull, uninteresting ard “linp with dew’-the
limmess is suggestive of waren’s inability to stand an their own. The last two
lines aptly sumerise how Indian women are treated in a country which boasts
of accrediting women with high reverence: (Yatra narryastupujyante, ramente
tatra devata ? - wherever women are respected, Gods inhabit the place) . Except
for stray incidat s in histary, ad a brdef, short-lived period of equal status to
women in the Vedic era, Indian women have always been mere shadows of men
ard locked up in traditions that suffocate them. Maru, the law-giver of Hindu
society, says:

Balaya va yuvatya va vrindya vapi yoshita

Na swatantrayena kartavyam

Kinchitkaryam griheshwapi *
No woren, whether she is a girl, adult or old shall do any work at haore
independently without the consent/ permission of the head of the family, ie
Man)

balye piturvashe tishtethpanigrahasya yowene

putranam bhatari prethena bhajet stree swatantram *

pita rakshati kowmare bharta rakshati yowane

rakshanti stavire putra na stree swatantraya merhati °
(A women is protected by her father in childhood, by husband in youth and by
son in old age. Women do not need or deserve freedom.)

So women have been permanently condemmed to be second-class
citizens; they are “The Second Sex” (Simone De Beauvoir) even in the most
advanced West. Mahapatra echoes this stark reality in all its nakedness. He
avoids the tenptatians of using this issue to orgenise protest to protect the
rigt s of wonen, which is clearly the jdbo of a social reformer. Nor does he justify
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the autocratic traditiawml viewpoint of the school of Maru ard his followers.
Mehepatra sinply portrays a situation as it exists without hinting at solutians.
The reader is at liberty to form his own judgements. This neutrality is
characteristic of Mahapatra.
‘Dewn at Purd’ is more divect; it neither affims nor oeldorares, nor does
it denounce or ridiaule; it seans anly to note
Endless crow noises.
A skiill on the holy sands
tilts its enpty comtry towerds hinger.
white-clad widowed women
pest the cantres of their lives
are waiting to enter the Great Tenple.
It is more a sense of uncertainty, of a humen codition of uncertain
desires ard uncertain experiences of fulfilment. The last stanza about his ageing
Her last wish to be cremated here
Twisting uncert airty like ligt
On the shifting sands
‘Hunger ' and ‘The Whorehouse in a Calcutta Steet! have a somewhat
similar theme: poverty, sexuality and humen desires. The two poems
uncharacteristically lock cutside and do not delve into the amstant search of
the self that seems to constitute Mahapatra’ s poetry. Let us discuss ‘Huger’
here. Elsewhere Mahapatra has said:
‘the poem is based a a true incident; it could easily have
happened to me on the poverty ridden sands of Gopalpur-on-
sea. Often have I imegined myself walking on those sands, my
solitude and my inherent sexuality working an me, to face the
girl inside the dimly-1lit palm-frad shack. ©
The poem unfolds in four dramatic stanzas: there is evidence of a brisk
movement of the lines, in hammony with the actual physical movement in the
poem. A father sells his daughter in the face of overwhelming poverty .
It was hard to believe the flesh was heavy on my back,
The fishermen said: will you have her, caslly,
trailing his nets and his nerves, as though his words
sanctified the purpose with which he faced himself
I saw his white bane thrash his eyes.
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The first stanza, laconic ard eloguent, sets the scene for the horror of
the situation: desperate poverty and hinger speaking to ancther kind of hunger .
The third stanza is powerfully metaphoric:

In the flicking dark his lean to goened like a wourd.

The wind was I, and the days and nights before.

Palm fronds scratched my skin. Inside the shack

an oil lamp splayed the hours brunched to those walls.

Over and over the sticky soot crossed the space of my mind.

The cpening ‘lean-to’ functions as a metaphor for the hirger of the
enpty starech as well as an invitation for the custamer-spesker . Tre girl, passive
ad vacant, is just a yielding nidoery doject:

I heard him say: my daughter. She’s just turmed fifteen..
Feel her. I'11 be back som, your bus leaves at nire.

The sky fell onme, ard a father’s exhausted wile.
Lorg and lean, her years were cold as rubber,

She opened her wormy legs wide. I felt the hinger there,
The other ae, the fish slithering, tuming inside.

Even if ‘Hunger’ is based much more in the external world, depending
less an the €do ard flow of the poet’s own canscicusness, it is yet balanced by
the imer life/ the perspective of the custarer-poet. Indeed there is not much of
a distance between the two, which in a sense compounds the sense of doom
inherent in the poeam.

Mahapara' s Temple published in 1989 is a coment on the horror,
the social wrangs perpetrated in antarporary times in India, in half poetic, half
dramatic manner.As such the poem is more than a narrative, and less than
drametic, and seens to improvise a form that can bear the brunt of the thare of
horror, in the fashion of dance-drama now popular in experimental art. Tt cn
fruitfully be examined as a faminist work.

The poem is sandwiched between a prologue and a kind of epilogue:
both newspaper report s of acute horror . The prologue is a newspaper story of an
octogenarian couple Ramanujan and Chelanmal who comitted suicide because
of poverty and laneliness followed by verse describing the events leading upto
the suicide. The report at the end of the poem is about a twelve-year old girl
allegedly gargraped and murdered in Khegeria district, which also reported eleven
cases of rape and murder of women over two months.

The rest of the poam is divided into three titled sectians, each further
divided into varicus pats: Qne- The Hall of Dencing, Two- The Hall of Of ferirg
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and Three- Sanctum Sanctorum: The Shrine. The title seems to indicate
Mahapatra’s declared there of Temple: “Woman, Woman who represents Shakti
in Hindu Mythology- both creator and destroyer” 7 the camection of this with the
newspaper reports at the begimming and end is hard to understand. The verse in
the dif ferent sections, however, e fectively dramatises the young girl’ s growing
up, chostly voice relating her experiences.

For what time could set her grief free?

She locks back at her home,

laging to retum ard pray

to the god waiting an her old tom calendar,

ard her life grow sneller

hour by hour with the small deceit of the good

ard the livirg:

for nothing, not even the spirit’s sway

that cares fram the first rain after a layg draught

to set her grief locee,

not even religion’s mean voice

circling like a studoom fly arord her rotting loss.

For like the fish spawned in rice fields

wasn’'t she fated to be caught

when the terraces were firally drained?

Temple also shows a anscious effort at improving an Indian metaphor
and smile: there are more conparisons to things hore grown, so to speak,
cucumber, fresh rice; more references to typical terms like laxmen-rekha and
mustard fields. To be just, Mahapatra does use sare descriptive narration, but
the drama is mullified by a dreamy abstraction. Rohini Mcokashi-Punekar, an
eminent critic doserves : “the work as a poem suffers, in the end, fram a kind of
woolly wordiness which detracts from the significance of its social oontext.
Pain, horror are best dramatised and presented through a narration of events.
Spiming threads to sust ain far oer thirty pages, a poetry of pain in the aostract,
thins the ef fatt.” ® All in all, the two poetic works by Mahapatra reveal a deep
werstanding ard empathy that is intrinsic to his conscicusness of the plight
of women in Indian society.

Mehapatra is a poet of promise. He begen writing in English quite late
in life, but within the short period of ten years he has achieved eminence, ard is
already ranked with the greatest names in the field- Ezekiel, Ramerujan, and
Kamela Des. His essentially Indian sensibility, his mestery of Eglish, his
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mythopoeic imegination, his economy of phrasing ard startling imeges, are all
signs and synbols of a great poet. K.Ayyappa Paniker, quite pertinetly raxerks:
“There is good reasm to believe that as time passes Mahapatra’s English poetry
will ke as relevant to arx ratianl life as the best that is written in any Trdian
languages.” ° []
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Jayanta Mahapatra: Man and Poet
* Dipak Chaswal
** Pradeep Chaswal

W imer of the prestigicus Jacdh Glatstein Memorial Award (1975),
Sahitya Akademi Awerd (1981), Allen Tate Prize (2009), and Padma Shree Award
(2009) , Jayant Mahapatra was borm on Octdber 22, 1928 in Cuttack in a lower
middle class family. He had a brilliant acadamic career. He got his early education
in an English medium school named Stewart school, Cuttadk. Af ter oetting the
first class in Masters Degree in Physics, he started his professical career as
a teacher in 1949. During his stint as a teacher he served in various Govt.
oolleges of Orissa. He retired from his jdb of a teacher in 1986. Throughout his
teaching career, retaught Physics in ane college af ter the other.

Jayant Mahapatra started his literary career as a poet at the age of
thirtyeigt. To his credit, Mahapatra has written eighteen bocks of poems. His
first bock of poetry was Svayamvara and Other Poems (1971). After tle
publication of this book came collections of poarns like Close the Sky Ten by
Ten (1971), A Father'’s Hours (1976), A Rain of Rites (1976), W aiting (1979),
Life Signs (1983) and A Whiteness of Bone (1992). Among his latest poetry
oollectians include Shadow Space (1997), Bare Face (2000), Random
Descent (2005) and The Lie of Dawns: Poems 1974-2008 (2009) .Besides
being a poet, he has written a collection of short staries, The Green Gardener
(1997) . He also edited a literary megazine, Chandrabhaga. He is ae of the
most widely known Indian English poets of cur time. He ranks among the three
salwart s of Indian English poetry, the other two being A. K. Ramanujan and
Nissim Ezekiel. His aollections of poams in Oriya include Bali (1993), Kahibi
Gotie Katha (1995), Baya Raja (1997), Tikie Chhayee (2001), CGhali (2006)
and Jadiba Gapatiayy (2009) . He has translated works in English from Oriya
and Bengali which include Countermeasures: Poems (1973), Wings of the
Past: Poems (1976), Verticals of Life: Poems (199), Discovery and the
Other Poems (2001), ard A Time of Rising (Poems) (2003).

It sourds very strange how a science teacher can be a poet of varied
moods and feelings. Mahapatra is an exception in the sense that despite being
the intellect of a Phaysics teacher, he keeps the heart of a sensitive poet. His
poars reflect the sensibility of a poet who is trying to unearth the mysteries of
this inexplicable universe.

* & ok teach English at Maharishi Markandeswar University, Millam - Ambala,
Haryana, Trdia.
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Mehapatra through his “bi-lingual creativity” Mehapatra: “In Goversatian:
Brutal Landscape”), in his joumey from immocence to experience touches almost
every agpect of huren life - love, faith, melandoly, agoyy, silawe, ary, dhildood,
desth, catimuity of life, patience, arrogence, piety ard cruelty, good ard evil.
Mehepatra’s life experiences pave way for his poetry which is replete with imegery
and symbolism. As a child he was unhappy. His relationship with his mother
was not normal. He always found solace in the company of his father who sent
him to study in a missiaary school. The feeling of alienation still haunts his
imegination. In his poem “Hunger”, Mahapatra endeavours to highlight the feeling
of alienation which has forced the poet to ke in the company of a prostitute. The
poem has several implications. It may also be viewed as the naked picture of
poverty stricken pecple who are engaged in the menial jdos like fishing and
prostitution to fill their enpty bellies. The poam throws anple light an the
depressed, underprivileged, poverty stricken sectians of society which have been
foroad into isolation and alienation by the so-called high gentry . The pressure of
hroer is so aaute that even a father is ready to sell the flesh of his fifteen year
old daughter. Life les lcst it s meaning. Humen relationships have lost their
sarctity. The moral law of this universe has collapsed. Human beings have
becare products to be bought and sold in the market:

T heard him say: My daughter, ¥’ s just tumed fiftem...
Feel her. I'11 be back som, your bus leaves at nire.

The sky fell anme, ard a father’s extausted wile.
(Mahapatra, Hunger : 192)

Mehapatra wes quite aware of regional, parochial and chauvinistic
tendencies which have crept into the body fabric of India. There is every danger
that these tendencies may affect the vision of poet too. Hence, time and again,
he warmns of the narrow factors ard advocates the primacy of a unified vision and
does not approve of fragrentary approach an the part of a poet. He exthorts the
poets to rise above the fragrentary and regianal apporoach towaerds art and life.
He also does not approve of nerely photographic portrayal of the ills of society.
He argues that the poet should exhibit courage and capacity to overcome and
rise above surface portrayal of society.

Poets are expected to meke sense of life. If they find life today in
fragment s, they must not leave it thet way. Perhaps they should have that desire
to produce poetry that transcerds the ills of modem life rather than poetry that
helplessly mirrors them. It is easy for me to say this when I know I am quilty
myself of such writing. But I am afraid this is a difficult task to achieve.
(Mahapatra: “Of the Lowly Potato: Indian English Poetry Today”)
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Mehapatra, while discussing the scenario of Indian English Poetry in
early nineties, doserves a very subtle change taking place in its substance and
sensibility of Tndian Bglish poetry:

However, it wes in the eighties or early nineties, that a dhenge was
seen in much of the Frglish poetry written in India. The disceming reader no
lager wented to read merely a well-crafted poem of an Indian poet in English, a
poem which could have care as well from the pen of a poet living in Britain or
Australia. Neither was the poet interested aily in the dry wit and irany most
Indian English poems exhibited. The prevailing poetry scene was witnessing a
subtle change. Poets, younger poets, from various parts of the country were
coming out with their poems; suddenly, English poems were being written
differently in Kerala, in the Northeast, and in my own state of Orissa. It wes the
native culture showing in the poem of the Indian English poet. It was a poem
which eased itself from the earth the poet inhabited, rurtured and nourished by
the soil ard the air of the place. There was a distinct sense of kelaging; it
couldn’t be mistaken. (Mehapatra : “Of the Lowly Potato: Indian English Poetry
Today”)

Mehepatra admits that the setting, backgroud ard sensibility in a poet’s
work should ke rooted in his soil. He does not approve of borrowed sensibility in
a poet’s work:

Ard incidentally, I remember Alan Ross, the editor, having written me
on a 5 an by-10 an rejection slip, when he had returned my poems, that my
work was unsuitable for publication because it tended to ke philosophic. My
o writing has always reflected an Oriya sensibility and I have felt nyself to be
an Oriya poet who happened to write in English. I suppose our sensibility, te
Trdian sensibility, isdif ferent from the Westem ae, ard this fact stands in the
way of the Westem reader. (Mahapaza: Of the Lowly Potato: Indian English
Peetry Today)

Mehspatra is not a poet living in ivory tower of his dreamland and caring
little for the agoyy of the miltitudes. Be is very critical of social drjustice,
eqaomic digparity and political cormuption in his state, thet is, Orissa. Pacple
in Orissa dn't have even basic necessities of life - bread ard butter, housing,
ard clothing.

Main source of inspiration: my land, my pecple, my place, what I see,
wet social imjustice T see, ard political injustice. T should like to write about the
hunger. I thirnk Qrissa is ae of the very, very, very, very poar states, very poor .
Yau oo inside the villages; you will see they [the villagers] dm't have places to
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Itein They dn't have a roof over their heads. They dn't have rice to eat. And
anly politicians can find aut which things are there. During election time they do
visit the villages axe, ad the next five years nothing hepoens. The same poverty,
they sell their children to keep their own stamachs. Mothers sell their daughters;
fathers sell their daughters. Even today it’s hapoening, especially in Orissa and
the interiar of Idia.  (An Interview with Jayant Mahapatra by Vivekanand Jha :
Holly Rose Review)

In his early poetry we core across Mahapatra as a poet of love:
. . . my first poams were bom of love, of love’s selfidmess and
of a he self pity, like the poems of mary whom I admire.
(Mahapatra, Introduction :Youth Times)
It is the fear of separation which haunts poet’s mird:
For how long can we prolang this togethermness
of being irvulnerable together
in adniration for each other. (Mahapatra, Intimecy :Svayamvara
and Other Poems)
There is childlike irmocence and possessiveness in his love poetry:

And my eyes are wet now

waiting for the snows to melt

arnd I'm almost ready to believe

that you would be defeated by my tears. (Mahapatra: “Love Poem”)

Unlike Kamala Das, Mahapatra’s love poetry is free from pormographic
taint. His love poetry reminds us of Indian tradition of wedding. It is anly after
wedding that they will enter into unian of body . It alsohidhligt s the sanctity and
purity attached to the relationship between lover ard beloved. There is cultural
sensibility of an Indian lover in these lires:

You know

T will not touch you

like tet

until our wedding night. (Mehapatra, “The Indian Way”: 44)

In his later poetry, the poet expresses his desire to becore part ard
percel of the living. His desire to take part in the affairs of scciety provides an
authentic poetic experience:

I'm eager to disappear into the living axce nore away fram the forebodings
of mirror ard river from the unhurried poise that seems to protect me from evil,
the cold glance stane. (Mehapatra, “A Father’s Hours”:

He decides to accept both good and evil as men’s destiny to oope with:
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Let me get used to living with myself ance again
with the quilt I wes trying to lose touch with,
which lets them live as they are. (Mehapatra, “A Father’s Hours” :
In his later poetry he meditates over the past. It is past which grants
meaning and relevance to our life:
There is a past which moves over
the magic slopes and hamlets of the mind
whose breath measures the purpose of our lives. (Mahapatra,
“The False Stat”:
Quite a runber of poams such as “Bubaneswar”, “Dhauligiri”, “Temple
Roed, Purd”, “Dewn at Puri”, “Relatianship” provide a glinpse of cultural roots of
Mahapara' s poetry. Puri, Konark, Bmubneswar, Qitack provide landscape to
his poetry. Jayant Mahapatra is quite cawersant with the history, myths and
legerds associated with these places. Lord Jagarmath is the presiding deity of
Orissa. He has written quite a muber of poems whose focus is Puri and Lord
Jagarmath. His celebrated poems like “The Orissa Poems”, “The Indian Poems”,
“Evening in an Orissa Village”, “The Indian Way” express his Indian sensibility
ard his association with the tradition of ancient Orissa.
We can safely say that Jayant Mehapatra’s sensibility is essentially
Indian. No doubt, he has written quite a runmber of good poems about Orissa,
hut the beauty of his poetry lies in the fact that the local ard regianl is elevated
to the level of natiarl and universal.
The hypocrisy of the Hindu priests is being mocked at in “Indian Summer” .
The priests have been compared to “Crocodiles” who “move into deeper
waters.” (Mehapatra, “Indian Summer”: 60) ‘Crocodiles’ stand for “the underworld
of the Indian mind that clings to darkness.” (Ramekrishnan: 109) The imege of
‘Crooodiles’  synonymous with Brahmin is presented in “Tdal Solar Eclipse”
twao:

Ard cautiocusly the crooodile
pushes its long snout from the deep water
like the fearsare Bralmin priest in the tenple. (Mahapatra,
‘Tz al Solar Eclipse”: 22)
The ‘fearsare Bralmin’ represents our mythic past, “whose ruins would
remein forever / to defy the progress of our race.” (Mehapatra, “Relationship”:
35) It shows that we carmot get rid of our past. For good or kad our past remains
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part ard parcel of our present. We are fated to put up with the tension between
our past and present.

As regards the depiction of landscape in Mahapaa’ s poetry E. V.
Ramekrishnan mekes a very significant doservation:

In his essay on landscapes Frederick Engels speaks of the
correspandence between the landscape of a region ard the religicus faith of the
pecple livirg there. . . . Boels’ view presugposes the fact thar, for an insider the
lardscape arourd him is the given paraneter of his life and faith, ualterable as
his own body. For a perso who belags to the place, the landscape is an
extension of his ghysical world. Among the Indian English poets writing today,
Jayanta Mahapatra is one of the few who speak of Indian landscapes with the
assurance of an insider. For him the Indian landscape menifest s the destiny of
Indians. His poams are seismograms recording the tremors of an ancient lard,
felt in the body of his private experience. (Ramekristmen: 102-103)

Mahapatra himself says:

You can’t rid yourself of them. In the hot sumer months we
have whole night open-air operas. Their tunes and melodies
get into you, so do cur dance ard architecture. They have shaped
our people’ s sasibility, my sensibility. (Rammarayan: “In
Coversation: Brutal Landscape”)

M. K. Nayak rightly dbserves:

Mehapatra’s poetry is redolent of the Orissan scene and the
Jacarmeth tarple at Puri figures quite often in it. MNayak: 207)

R. Parthesarthy is also of all praise for Mahgpatra’s rootedness in Orissa,
“Orissa is the hub of Jayanta Mahapatra’s iconoclastic perembulations.”
(Parthasarthy: 55)

Melepatra’ s poetry is not anfined to the limits of class, caste ar religian.
Tt is infinite like the wending sky under which everything exists from parnpous
to menial. Even the most neglected prostitutes find a considerable place in his
poetry . Through his poem “The Whorehouse in a Calcutta Street”, he has showmn
the courage to provide voice to the silent emotions and suppressed feelings of
prostitutes:

Are you ashamed to believe you’re in this?
then think of the secret moonlight of the women
E t behind, their false datter,
perhaps their reminding themselves
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of lodked-after children and of hare:
the shooting stars in the eager darkness of retum.
(Mahapatra, "The Whorehouse in a Calautta Stet”, Ten Twentieth-Century Indian
Poets:

In “A Missing Persay’, Mahapatra delineates the imege of an ideal Indian
wife for whom hugbard is like almighty God, “waiting as usual/ at the edge of
sleep.” (Mahapatra, “A Missing Persan”, Ten Twentieth-Century Indian Poets:
60) The poem also highlights the missing identity of woman in male dominated

Tt is also inportant to note that Mehepatra derives synbols fram Nature.
For exanple flower stards for parity and faith, river stards for cotiruity of life
ad etemal mature of tradition, light stands for spirituality and hope, sea
symbolizes etemity, infinity ad vestress, rain stands for regeneration and
creation, night starnds for laneliness, despar, ard death, crooodile stards for
Bralmin, wultures, hyenas, and sparrows represent degeneration of humen values.
These synbols recur in his poetry and add riclmess of purpose and meaning to
his poetry . These symols also help in uweiling the imer experience of the
poet.

As regards existential dilamma of dhoice in life, Rdoert Frost refers to
choice not availed of simply because he could not travel both the roads
similt anecusly in his celebrated poem “The Road Not Taken”:

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
Ard sorry T could not travel both (Robert: “Road Not Taken”)

Mehapatra also delves desp into the question of dhice in life and holds
a little bit different view from that of Rdoert Frost when the question of survival

confronts a man:

I dn't know what else the fishermen [in his poem “Hunger”] ocould have
done under the circumstances he and his daughter were in. When the question
of survival is uppermost, ane can't see any other dhoices. Certainly my sympatly
rested with the fishemmen. Life’s doices are limited. (Mehapstra: “In Cowversation
with Sudeep Ghosh”)

To conclude, Mahapata' s poetry is the poetry of everynmen. He portrays
the lower depths of Indian society.The tricks of haves and the helplessness of
have-nots have found clear and unbiased presentation in his poams. It is true
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that he is a down to earth poet whose roots are fixed in Indian aculture, but he
spares no chence to lash the hypocrisy of religian, class, caste ard culture. He
writes about present scenario while meditating over the past and refuses to talk
about the future because he feels that he belangs to a lost generation:

I belag to a lost ggeration. I can’t lok into the fubre. You see, we
were brought up on Gandhi, Dostoevsky and Tagore. Today, any trivial act eds
up in violence; there’s no more tolerance in pecple, or in argenizations. Gandhism
is a word, a metaphor for people. We gppear to have lost our ideals. (Mehapatra:
“In Conversation with Sudeep Ghosh”) [7]
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SELF IN THE POOL OF WOUNDS:
A STUDY NA WHITENESS OF BONES

* Dr. Minati Pattnaik

Jayanta Mehapatra is ane of the first Indian English poets to have been

honored both at hore and abroad. Highly serious and sincere, preserving and

prolific, Mahspatra is undoubtedly ane of the few gifted Contenporary Indian

English poets. Undeviably, he has mede an original cotribution to Indian Bglish

Peetry within a fairly short span of time. Among several new voices Mahapatra

has aare to the fore front of ITndian poetry in English, fromhis poetry it is known

that how effectively he has made use of a secad language for creative purposes.

Ard how authentic and original is the tae of his voice with regard to his Indian
sensibility .

The poetry of Jayanta Mahapatra has shown signs of promise and

authenticity. His poetry is stesped in an authentic individuality of perception,

expression and tone. His is a distinctively unsentimental voice, now

cawersational, now dramatic, not lyrical, new prosaic, now questioning now
searching but always strikingly upretentious and powerful . Earmestly comitted
topoetry, Mahapatra parste his craf t with an uuisual care, sincerity and dexterdty .
As one moves from Mahapara' s early to later postry, ane notices a
change in the treatment of themes in adherence to an unassuming style, devoid
of any experimentation. He anchors his thoughts in mary other modes of living,
ard studies at larce the intricacies of life which meke it wole. He identifies him
self with his roots and past and ugholds the aoplexities of a sensitive ard time
bourd men: his alienation, his suffering, his growing sense of frustratio while
x neads the deptt. of Eglishat  SCTIM Engineering (ollege, Korapat, Odisha, India.
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ageing fast, his perpetual fear of death ard the inevitable triumpch of time over
him. His awareness of the contarporary situatians - social, religicus and political
finds cowincing expression in his latter poetry, the poetry that cotains
‘multitudes’ . In stead of floating in the pool of persawl love, the poet swims
across all the tributaries of living to set wp an inviolable 1lirnk between the self
within arnd the world without. Instead of withdrawal into the microcosmic self,
there seans to be a strag willingness to involve himself in the affairs of men.
The poet of lowe tums to ke a poet of life. This chift in attitide to life unfailingly
sts up a deep sense of cotimiity between his early and later poetry. The
‘thare- sag of life’ is heard distinctly. And the poet cavinces us with his
acceptance of life as a whole: I'm large/ T aotain miltitudes. In his later postry
the carvas of his writing gets enlarged. The whole of living metters, not the
fractio of it, the whole rance of humen  experiences matters, not the part of it.
Ard hence the love- sick tane of early poetry gives room to a profaund homebound
ard earth- ourd visian.

Mahapatra is essentially an inward looking poet, a poet of
onscicusness. For him the extermal reality is not sore thing ocut there, but
sorething that yields to the pressures of the conscicusness and is sieved
through it. The logic goerative in his poetry is not that of the dojective world lut
that of the mind. He is doubtless engaged in sore quest exploring human
relatianship for a ratiaale that would render it whole in later poetry. His search
in the absence of a defined ideclogical or religicus point of reference, always
bring him back to his sole self.

A Whiteness of Bone is significant in the sanse thet it isboth a catiniity
of ard departure fram the earlier volures. It is a antinuity because most of the
poems share the same fecund inwardness, the same melancholic tone of voice
emenating from the same deprivation and loss, the same clairvoyent willingness
‘to polich the lidht an his heart.’

(A Whiteness of Bone 36) . The poem create a bleak atmosphere,
burdened with hunger, poverty, loss of immocence, fleeting rafire of time, fear of
a certain death lurking uncert ainly .As if, the poet is determined to discover the
whiteness of bones beneath the sheen and gloss of a dream-oriented skin. As
if, the poet is equally determined to show us the heritage of growth in his postry
as well as in his omn self.

The poet has started not to deferd hinself for being what he is or where
ke is - ained infinite rustle of pain, hrger, poverty grief. He has acoepted the
destiny of being here and nowhere:

Love: let me not try to deferd myself.
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If this lowe of mire is lidt, a grace,

Let it e uninportant and uninteresting
To inspire me through the long way

Into nowhere, to tell them I amhere. (20)

The sensitive and conscientious poet, after taking a challenging leap
into the pool of existence that has already been darkened by irredeemeble
shapes of solitude, hinger ard infinite affliction ard grief, cores to ters with
his omn self in relatio to his own place and country in order to uwavel the
whiteness of his boes, to grapple with the burden of mortality, ard wilrerability
at the hards of a time - ‘a green mengo’ (17)- that posits this inescapeble
whiteness. Mahapatra anfronts the essential self with such himility that his
poetry becomes painfully and absorbingly human.

The tone of voice in these poems has been melancholic throughout.
The poet tries to discover a reasm arnd hence leaves room for critics to identify
that reason for the pervading sense of gloom and melancholy:

Do I detect a note of melancholy in my voice?

No use explaining that my life

Has irvolved me in delicate situations

For which solutions could not be fourd.
(‘silet in the Valleys')

The enormity of loss which Mahapatra experiences and explicates in
his poetry stems partly from the past and partly fraom the present. It stems from
the past because, it happened of existed once and it carmot be achieved except
in memory. It stears fran the present because; the poet realizes that degeneration
has crept into his place and contry- degeneration in terms of a system of
values which govern our existence. Besides, the poet encounters loneliness,
betrayal and faithlessness everywhere. In trying to seek redemption from the
dis-ease-ridden present, when the poet falls back cn his past, he is wounded
too. Both in the past ard in the present men’s suffering is inevitable. His acute
pargs enenate fram the loss of his childhood of father, or mother and above all
of his imocence. In ‘Father’ Mahapatra depicts the change between his time
ard father’s between himself arnd his father:

My old father believes, even in his last days;
That’s why he isn’'t a lover or a poet.
He camot drown himself in water. Or in awe. (@)

It is relevant in this context to remenber what Mehapatra wrote about
his father in an autdoiographical arnd reflective essay:
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My father worked as a sub-inspector of primary schools and his earmings
were conmparatively meager. Father’s work kept him away from home.

It would be rightt to say, however, that there was a strang and work band
between us, father and son, right fram the begimming, and that this lasted right
until his death. That was little nore than two years ago. Besides, perlaps, as
enctianal irvolvements usually are. Sarething in the / a father reaches for his
s’ s hard, with a vague laging that life should last for ever, I remember the
web of force, the silence of which we are recognizable part. These tines protected
me with courage. ( Contemporary Authors Autdbiography Series 138)

He recollects his dead old father when he is in deep anguish. The
bondage that once was established never breaks down. Even in death, the
father shares the son’s suffering and sympathizes:

Ard through the dull suburbs

of his death, my old father

gropes his way back.

Yes, he seems to whisper

overwhelmed by the defeat

in my eyes, hunger and earth

made the bones of cne’s breath. ( ' Uweal Country’4)

In trying to escape fram the world of pain and suffering from the time
trodden movements of the earth, Mahapatra relapses into the menories of his
father . The poet is certain that there is no escape either fram past of pain ar
Ceath:

I remember my father, dyirng

uder the slackening kindness of Librium,
meking pained noises, reaching out

his 1life to fill my tague ard mouth

with the bitter taste of degeair.

The other dead are so quiet.

And one feels no more

than a passing shadows of shame

when one remenbers them. (37)

In the gplaxy of Malepatra’s familial pest, not anly father but also
grandfather, mother, younger brother, twirkle like stars to canfort him in the
darkness of the present. But where is thee an escape from the stings of pain?
Mahapatra recapitulates the memories of his younger brother and nother .

Tanight
Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.'2011/P.96




the shadow of my brother follows me,
becoming blood on its hooves,
My loving mother tums pale and cross. ()

He recollects the pain his mother had to consure. His sympathy with
the aged mother mekes him a silent part of the life lost beyand recall:

In this room of mine

last year’s calender hangs uselessly an the wall.
In my mother’s eyes pain begins to stir again
Like a venerable old gentleman

who has returmed from afar. (15)

sitting alane in a gelid December damn, the poet recollects his mother

and compares his own sadness with his mother’s:
The old woman
whom I call mother locks vacantly into her
tea cup, thinking she has been betrayed.
( ‘Decenber 24')
Remenbering the flutter of whiteness and whispers of desolation that
surrounded his house and the changed mother, the poet’ s heart goes dark:
But what T reglize is that
before T reach the door,
it would have all tumed while.
Mother stands by the door,
still wearing her clothes of mouming.
I don't remember what father’s death was like. (9)

The poet expresses a futile attenpt to do away? With the past. It may
ke kecause of the fact that the past is the repository of infinite pains ard
anguishes. He falls back on the house that sheltered him ance:

There is a photograph still hanging

an the wall inmy father’s house. It's quite old;

and against an elaborate backdrop the photographer used
are my parents, my younger brother and I.

I went to shut it from my mind

because it reminds me of a useless monument. ()

The July rains, the flutter of clouds in the expansive grave sky meke the
poet laely. Be recollect s the old house where he spent his childhood:

the old brick walls of my house
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go down into shadow.

I remenber tales prattled

in the raw lut of my boyhocd,

my grardfather’s ghost standing in the rain
watching the secrets between us burm away
and smoke past his grey eyes.

Mother’s voice a cricket’s scream

and my remorse, like the brief red glow

of fifties, gpshirg the air of the trees. (9

As a carpliment to and proof of his belaging to the past that lies
everywhere like water’ (10), the sensitive poet remarbers his old house that
housed him aice with joy and laeliness. With the passing of time, the willingness
to whirl back to infancy becomes stronger:

This house, my roam, yesterday’s flowers.

there are cormers my hands never toughed.

Once I toughed a woman here,

her breath warm as the loo that blows in sumer
who could think then

that the lonely body held so much of blood?

On room’'s west wall

the write of gotogradh’s flight

has dulled slowly into grimy brown.

A Breath that trenbles in a spider-web there
could bear witness to my faith in love as memory,
held as T am here by a fear cresping alag the skin.
Light tricks, revealing unknomn banes of the air.
In the house T figure the possibilities

of life: colld I

hide again as a child, sore place here?

The woman in the silent frame before me

does not stir. Old mumurs

wear me out again.

And T Suppose I must have loved.

BAs T lock aut, I reslize sadly

our sas are with us too. (*House’ 22)

An accurate family allbum, wounded by the fierce talans of time with its
muted passing.The sandiness of the poet steams fram the recollection of the lost
youth rather than from the presence of two sons who remind him of the fast
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changing patterms of time. Mahapatra’s account of the house in his
autdbiographical essay intensifies our understanding of his deep sense of
allegiance to it:

The house where I grew up in Cuttack

was located at ane erd of a cluster of

house - mostly with clay walls ard straw

thatched roofs - belanging to poorer pecole,

who eked aut their livings by doing stray,

odd jdos aon daily wages. (138).

Mahapatra’s whirling back to the place of his birth and childhood has
beconre a passion that keeps him away from the fear of being faceless in this
crowed universe. In ‘Decerber’ he mekes this passion explicit:

To life ane nust do those things ae loves,
but always in secret, so to kesp going
back to the place cne has core from. ()

The lost marents aore kack to the peet in order to revitalize his present
with a sense of wonder and awe- wonder because of the intrusion of the past
into the present, awe because of the fact that the present would nelt into the
pat. Always these dead things/loom larger with every hour that goes. (53)

The willingness to hurry hareward remeins central to Mehapatra’s vision
of being a hare-bound pilgrim. Whether it is memories of home or the irmates
of hare, Mahapatra falls back an them to revitalize his strength to confrant the
essarial facts of life.

Mahapatra explores the father-sm relationship in a runber of poars. A
significant statement is here:

What’s in my father’s house
flowirg into earth, is the ridiaile
my indifference quietly left behind. (In Trdian Jomel’)

Mahapatra’s poetry gives indication of two movements: a movement
away from the root and movement back towards the roots. The father-son
relationship is synbolic of his paradoxical relatedness to and denial of his
inherited tradition and ideclogy a relation at awe of bafflerent, attraction and
feign irdifferance.
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The poverty ard hunger of the teeming millions in this sub-oontinent
carmot escape the sensitive poet like Mehapatra. In ‘when you need to play-act’
Mehapatra depicts the stark poverty of a girl. But here the hirnger of the flesh is
so violent that poverty of sore becores a scene of enjoyment for others.
Mahapatra’s quasi-iranic tone gets reflected as he depicts the scene:

Zrd the passerby to thrag the diseased girl

who sits still ard umoving in the merket-place

ae full breast peering through

her ragged blouse, while her kind- hearted parents

on whom she had turned her back.

fourd it easier for them to meet their death? (12)
In ‘Bhopal Dewn’ Mehepatra ruefully paints the blackest face of gloom and grief.
The pecgple of the city were blinded by the gas-leak tragedy. It is desolate now
with uncertain fears.

The earth beneath is oold. A lost ray

starts slipping toward the east,

weaving sunrise. A work becomes a plot.

The pace of life sorout s scary, unseeing eyes.  (44)

The poet was equally wounded an the death of a nameless girl in Baopal.
Starvation, Hunger, disease, gas-leakage are the instrument scf af fliddon in Tdlia.
Mahapatra ruefully doserves:

There has always been starvation here- man
Yes,we are used to it, This pain was new, ae
of the loose ends. And dovicusly

Sanity seems necessary. (45)

On ZAugust fif teenth every year the poet’ s wourd despen, n this historic
cay Irdian becare free fram the British fetters. It was under the selfless leadership
of Gadhiji, the father of the Natimn, thet the contry, following a path of non-
violence and sacrifice, got her independence. But unfortunately pecple today
have forgotten the sacrifices mede by the illustriocus sans of this soil. Violence
today has placed its grip an pecple. The humen relationship has been corrupted
and contaminated by selfishness, pettiness and greed. Gandhiji’s dream of
bringing back Rama- Rajya is thromn into dblivian. The poet articulates his
sympathy, laddrg at the plidht of Gadhiji’ s photograph:

The photograph of Gandhi in the new airport lounge
is more then forty years old.
Every time 1 lock into the old men’s eyes,
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he calmly hands my promise back to me.
Iard, our lard,
there is so much of land between us.

(Tre fif teenth of August 50)

Peple’s indifference to the history of this nation wourds the poet. The

pain ard ordeal our contrymen in the past experiences no langer inspire pecple
today . Hence the agonized poet’ s lament ation:

We have lost those first days
that had crowned themselves with thoms,
the damp tender grass growing to sanctuary
on faiths we could not menage to understand,
we have lost all those stories
aoaut the rustle of the blood
that caught its breath when the British
seized aut laughter
tossing timelessly for ages,
beneath the time of the sun.

(*Of Independence Day’ 54)

The poet is reminded of the merciless assassiration of the Prime Minister

Indira Gandhi. Through imeges of violence and terrorism, the poet shows the
rapid degeneration that has crept into the veins of contrymen and the country:

Pale light slashes the streets.

For a second I see Indira Gandhi

lodking wistfully at her garden

As I near the edge of flowers,

I realize she’s dead too,

and that my young friend

Sprawled across the day

is so full of heroism. (‘A Sullen Balance ' 57)

The savage rape of a yourg girl an the ‘bed of the Devi River’ leaves the

poet helpless. He is equally wounded at the sight of cows being dragged toward
the slaughter house of the city .Amid such unkind atmosphere and violence the
poet becares skeptical and critical of his relationship with the past of this

aourtry:

Today I think I know where I am going,

T think, I know the way.

Ard yet T know too that T have no history,
no memory of the past, anly what is there
ait in the sun, the time when a thing starts
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a grief- giving ominous presence, ard such time
when the monstrous hand of fate
wears its tragic sign of a uncert ain misled glory .
( “‘Red Rose for Gandhi’ 65)
What can poet do exoept cursing himself, his wvolition of being a poet.

The poet’s angst- ridden anger- perforated heart moans:

Ch: I am a poet who barks like a dog.

( ‘Death in Orissa’ 31)

A morning when a poet doesn’t know

what his words mean. A light of treachery

begins to glisten an the leaves,

as it changes fram instant to instant.

My pain grows empty like the rainbow

it dances in the skeletan of the rain linp with light.

I taste the air.

I realize more then half my life is over.

(The Hollow Mouth’ 59)
A Whiteness of Bone is therefore, the menifestation of Mehapatra’s

tragic vision. The humen elenent and the melancholic tone to voice meke this
volure unique and moving in its own way []
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Jayanta Mahapatra’s ‘Relationship’ :
A Prolonged- Romantic Agony.
* Ms. Veena Nare (Thakre)

R elationship’ - a poem that has won The National Sahitya Academi
Award for Jayanta Mahapatra in 1981, was first published by The Greenfield
Review Press, New York in 1980.

Jayanta Mahapatra, the poet who has retired as Reader in Physics
from Ravenshaw College, Cuttack. ( Orissa) his native place was not known to
merty Indian readers of poetry for more than a decade before the publication of
his * Relationship’ .

He is the first Indian Engish poet to win this prestigicus awerd. Then
followed the poets like Nissim Ezekiel, Kamla Das and Shiv K. Kumer .Among
the Indian writers, he is a great celeority today .

Let me at the autset say that in this rief critical pgper T would like to
examine the poem ' Relationship’ and comment on the romantic agony that
flows through the twelve sectians of this lag and difficult poem. When Jayanta
Mohapatra started writing poems in his forties ( he was bom in 1928) it was
difficult for him to fird a publisher in India. Many editors rejected his poans.

e editor wrote to him: ‘I am sorry, I am unable to use your poems.
There is an umistakable poetic quality in almost all the poars, but sorething
eludes me. I should like to understand what I want my readers to understand.

Jayanta Mehapatra in his quest for modemity in Poetry deliberately
wrote poems which Indian editors and readers foud difficult to understand. So
he started sending his poans to America, England and Australia ard they were
pdblished there regularly . The poet describes the situatio in the following words:

‘It was gpparent to me that I was not writing the kind of poams in which
meaning was stated clearly, explicitly ard that this poetry did not have a sharp
focus what the critic had in mind when he commented on my work. In other
words this poetry had no flat statements. What I was perhaps trying to do was to
put together images and symbols so that the reader would draw the implicit
camectians for himself. May be in such poetry oontext is all important. For here
anly certain meanings of parts of the poam emerge to the exclusion of others. It
could be that his approach to the writing of poetry goes to meke the poem
mysterious, even doscure and I must admit here that doscurity has been a
label applied to much of my work. However ane feels that if this type of poemhas
an appeal, then it does axtain the seeds of the poan's o interpretation’ . ?

x teaches English at Loknete Wankatrao Hiray Mehavidyalaya, Nasik, Maharastra, India.
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My purpose in quoting the two passages from the poet’s article is to
throw sore light on the artistry and meaning of his poetry through his own
words .

Relationship bes itsliaY s share in doscurity.

Now, I must come to the romantic element in this great poem
‘Relationship’ . In fact, ‘romentic agaty * runs through all the twelve sectians of
this poem. This is Jayanta Mehapatra’s ‘Song of myself and My Orissa.’

In fact, he did not went to write poars like Keats, Shelley and Goleridge
who ‘had stuck to his mind’ . Partly he did succeed in doing so with his quest for
modemity in Poetry.

But the theme of Relationship: There Song of my life’ caught him in
the magic web of romentic agony.The restlessness of his Christian psyche is
revealed through his search for Identity ard a kind of search for his roots in the
ancient land of Kalinga, -now Orissa.

To know this crisis we must have a closer lock at the two poems Myth
and Grandfather published lang before the publication of his Relationship.

Since his birth he must have remained satisfied with the illusion that
the Glory of Orissa’s Cultural Heritage belanged to him, as much as it belanged

But ‘the saffron - rdoed bearded- Hindoo Priest’ gives his psyche a
deathblow- when he asked him firmly- Are you a Hindoo? (Myth) And from this
moment he began to ask his motherland- Orissa, a pertinent question-
‘woam I ?°

In the first section of Relationship after invcking the forbidden
Myth-the phallus of enormous stone’ and the hidden springs of Mahanadi’, he
projects his ancestors ‘twelve hundred artisans of stones, messengers of the
spirit, artless bromn flowers in passio to the night in hinble brotherhood aerdal
roots of a cenfuries- old baryan tree; not taking lives sericusly for aur lives are
anly of the seeds of dreams, forgetting the cruelties of ruthless emperors who
carved peaceful edicts an blood-red rock, forgetting cur groans ard cries, the
grells of gmsmcke arnd smoldering flesh, forgetting the tactics and strategy
that led to the fouding of the infinite distance inside cur watery skulls’.
Relationship 10)

Here he identifies himself with these ‘artisans of stae’ who huilt the
beautiful S Tenple at Konark. They are ndble souls who have forgotten ‘the
cruelties of the ruthless enperor like Ashoka the Great who killed thousands of
Oriya soldiers in the great kattle of Kalinga an the bark of the river Daya .
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Immediately after this in the same section, he introduces his other
ancestors: ‘those maritime ancestors /who have vanished in the Black Bay
without a trace/ that anly live in the sourd of waves/ flinging themselves an to
the dark fringes/ of the land from Chilika ot Ghandipur’. (Relationship p. 10)

The crestive artist wants to reveal the sufferirngs ard the grest sacrifices
they have made to meke Orissa a land of great Culture, Art, Religion ard
History . Then the poet is restlessly moving back and forth to find cut the mouth
of the Mother Earth to hear their story framher: ‘as I cotime walking back and
forth/ not knowing whether the earth would let me find finally its mouth/ anly that
the stanes were my very own/ waiting as mother or goddess or witch/ as though
o empty dugs of sorcerous thought’ . ( Relationship p.11)

Thus the poet tries to mix his persaal grief ard agony with the agaty
of his naneless bromn ancestors: the soldiers killed in the war of Kalingg, the
twelve hindred artisans in stane and the neritime ancestors guarding the Eastermn
coast of Orissa who lost their lives in the Black Bay during the reign of th Ganca

Dynasty Kings.
Here we find how Jayaenta Mehapatra follows the creative experiment of
Walt Whitmen who says in his ™ Song of Myself ” : I do not ask the wounded

person how he feels - I myself becore the wounded person.’ ¢

S, in Relationship persaoal grief , agony and the romentic agany of
the imagined ancestors mix and mingle-so do History and Autdoiography of the
poet. The dranstic setting created for those ancient, nameless warriors, soldiers
ard sailors gives this poem a dramatic quality. Those characters begin to
speak like the Canterbury women in T.S. Elid’ s Play - The Murder in the
Cathedral.

On the eve of his acoepting the National Sshitya Academy award for
Relationship the poet uttered those words: “To Qrissa, to this lard in which,
my roots lie and lies my past, and in which lie my begiming and end---- I
acknowledge my debt and relationship’ .

Jayanta Mahapatra with his ‘sharpened sensibility and powerful
imegination’ creates a dream -like world of his own in which ‘his ancestors’
begin to reveal their agaty before our mind’s eye.

Like S.T.(Mleridee, he builds ‘thet dare inair’ ( Kibla Knen) . The gloricus
past of Orissa. its lard ard its peple, its aulture, history ard traditions becare
alive in his dream world - Relationship.

Mahapatra’s synpathies are with those nameless brown ancestors who
auf fered under the ruthless aerperors like Ashoka.
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Though Ashcka the Great was filled with remorse ard suf fered a change
of heart after the bloody kettle of Kalingm, the poet does not forgive him. He does
not show ary regpect for the great edicts of the Buddhist Enperor Ashoka.

Tt is hard to tell row

what opened the skies

how the age-old proud stones

lost their stragth ad fell

and how the waters of Daya

stank with the bodies of my ancestors;

my eyes close now

because the fear that moves my skin;

the irvaders walk alang the anly road they know

that leads to their bloody victaries. (Relationship P. 14)

Here the poem which began with the personal agony rises to the level
of universal tragedy of Markind. Then begins the spiritual crisis of Jayenta
Mahapatra in this poem.

Burden of your peace father

Theme- song of my life that burns my tongue

I want to finish my prayer that began

like a thin rustling in a mergo tree,

a prayer to draw my body

aut of a thousard years

ard reflect the earth’s lost arplitudes. (Relationship pp. 18-19)

In section seven, imeges of Christ and Buddha appear before us as if
surrournded by a dense fog. Then the agany of his soul is revealed throucgh the
following lires:

‘the wooden soldiers marching , not knowing where,

in my thick insomia to beat the drums

heralding the periodic invasians of the enemy

into the varquished city’ . ( Relationship p. 25)

The cruelties of the emperors appear to him in his recurring dreams
‘like the wooden soldiers marching not knowing where’. The army of wooden
soldiers symbolically represents the lot of comon men ( the puppets in the
hards of their rulers )like his ancestors under the ruthless kings and emperors.

His sympathy for the comon men ( proletariat) and his wrath against
the emperor Ashcka ( the establishment) reveal Jayanta Mahapataa’ s Marxist
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attitide to histary. The Emperor Ashoka represents the ruthless power that
crushes, poor, helpless hinen beings all over the world. They are mere puppets
( the wooden soldiers) in the symbolic dream.

Jayanta Mahapatra ends this great poem with the following lines. We

find the poem has gien him a kind of relief from the crisis with which the poem

began:

Years of ny quilt, I bid you farewell.

Is anything beyond me that I can not catch up?

Tell me your names, dark daughters.

Hold me to your spaces

In your dance is my elusive birth,my sleep

that swallows the green hills of the lard

ard the crows that quicken the sunlight in the veins.

and the stone that watches my sadness fly in and cut

of my deaths, a spiritless scul of mamory.( Relationship P. 33) []
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Jayanta Mahapara - A profound thinker and reformer:
An appraisal of his select poems
* Dr. S. Abika

Ido - Eglish poets see things with clinical clarity and present their
findings with razorblade finish and sharpness. Like the poets who write in the
various regianal languages, the Indo- English poet too has loved India almost
idolatrously , he has thirsted for freedom, and after freedom came, he has also
been aautely omscious of the evils in aur political, ecaomic ard social life.
Mary an Indo- English poet is agonizingly aware of the humen predicament in
India, and he swears by men more then by God, and swears at the exploiter, tte
shivker ard the perverter .The humenism of Ezekiel, Moraes , Ial, A.K. Ramanujan
and Jayanta Mehapatra has given us eyes and ears, and imported an edge and
tane to Indo - English poetry.

Jayanta Mahapatra began writing poams rather late in comparison with
his comtemporaries. His early poams dealt with love arnd love’s selfisimess.
They celebrated not anly passion, the body’ s spacicus business, but onsistently
evoke a melancholic atmosphere rent with absence, fears, foreboding and
sufferings. But in his later poarns we find Mehapatra slowly ard steadily releasing
himself from the fabric of love ard irwvolving himself more with the humenistic
aspects of life and death and other succulent dhanters of living. As a creator of
an intensely meditative, introspective, dialectical hyper - sericus poetry,
Mehapatra can certainly be called the second generation of modermn Indian poets
writing in Bglich.

Mahapatra’'s poetic muse is his individual world and the poet is
unrepentant, as he feels that his poars are for himself ard then for the reader,
As he himself says, “I wanted to meke sense of the life which lay in fragrents
before me, I was urged to sesk answers of myself, testing my feelings by striking
them against the fabric of the poem I knew I must write” (5). Herein lies
Mehepatra’s tantalizing appeal in shaping his individualistic thought process.
His poems seldom extiaust themselves as verbal iomns translating into multiple
layers of meaning. Mahapatra presents a constantly changing skyline in his
poems and he creates a poetic cosnmos that is umistakably Indian.

Mahapatra is a skilled and consciocus craftsmen who churms out his

POELLY enNnNanCITY N1Mn TO EXPreE EVEll UIX NEXDIE ) [l d C1Qa Waly €
% teaches Fglish at S.T. Hindu (llege, Nageraoil, Tamilnadu, hrdia.
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is a prime and poignant symbol that reigns through most of his poans. Silence
is symbolic of cur alienation from humen cancems. Our selfish activities impose
silence an us. In consequence we tum into ‘traitor and beggar’ and disappear
from the face of the earth ‘naneless, faceless, voiceless atmosphere’ .

Mehapatra uses silence as his natural device to cawey the actual
message as it of fers unity of mesning in spite of its unlimited sogpe. Ayyappa
Panicker notes in this camection, “Silence, incidentally, is a wad thet gets

endlessly separated cne might say consecrated, in Mahapatra’s poems” (103)
. Mahspatra’s poan “Hrger” is the best exanple of where just ane word ‘silence’
sums up his entire agay:

My mind thumping in the fiesta’s sling

Hope lay perhaps in buming the house I lived in

Silence gripped my sleeves; his body clawed at the froth

His old nets dragged up from the seas. (191)

The poverty and humen degradation both of which shocked him at first and
saddened him and had later silenced him most eloquently.The word ‘Hunger ’
itself symbolizes and exposes myriad mesnings to the readers. It stands for the
sexual hunger, materialistic hinger ard of course, spiritual hunger .2s a sling
supcorts a fractured amm the instinctive feelirngs of the skin helps the poet to
fight back the apprehensians of the mind. Redamption fram his sins perhaps lay
in buming the house that he lived. Panikar avers tlhus, “The young men does not
speak; even the fishermen spesks in a matter of fact tone which has the
anincusness of silence” (132). The fisherman’s net had froth from the sea.
Perhaps it may be symoolic of the fact that wrong doings may leave apparent
traces behind. Being a sensitive and keen doserver of the society the poet
poignantly brings aut the societal ills ard illusions through this poam, which
exposes the atrocities of the illegal avernes of flesh trade canters where morality
is compromised by poverty.

Mahapatra uses ‘silence’ to avoid camouflaging and his moral anguish
firds full exoressiom in ‘silece’ to intensify his mesning. As the poet himself
says, “A silence of inevitability which could ke more eloguent, more meaningfu
to the writer of words” (10). His poem “ Rain Sense” suggests the value of
huren irwardness thus, “Through the habitual possessiveness of a pointless
silence/ You leamt aily to impersanate” (95) .

Apart fram being a proford thinker, Mahapatra also showcases himself

to be a true deep ecologist, who is always oconcermed about the symbiotic
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relationship between man and nature. His “Rain Poems” vividly exposes his
kelief in this mystic band. Rain symoolized clarity and wisdam. It is a symool of
an eye qoaer to the reality of ar existexe, “Piled w to their silences / It
quietly goens the door” (184) . Ayyappa Panikar points aut the significance of
the rain synbol thus, “In Mahepatra’s schame of sin ard expiation, it is rain that
seams to work aut the hoped for expiation. The process of purification is also a
rain of rites” (133). Nature’s healing power is revealed in his “Rain Sense “ where
the poet aopares water to, “ a layg tapue of tireless priests / that will not fail
to lick your palms / of guilt and atcnement” (88) .

Landscape and locale form another important aspect of his poetry that
adds local colour to his words. Places like Purdi, Konark, Cuttack, Bhuleneswar
form as it were a quadrangle in the lardscape of his poetry. His poem “Dawn at
Puri” is ane such poem that focuses an the importance of Puri, the sacred place
of Lord Jagareath, the presiding deity of Orrisa. Despite his Qwistian udoringing
ae can identify his impartial and dojective perception with which he viewed the
Hindu nmyths and rituals that runs beautifully through his descriptions, carrying
a deluge of thought for the readers:

Endless Crow noises

A Skull an the holy sands

tilts its enpty comtry towards hinger.
White - Clad widowed women

pest the caters of their lives

are waiting to enter the great Temple. (190)

Mehspatra’ s picturesque description ard poetic exploration of the places
to which he belags, tum aut to be a search for the self. He identifies himself
ard his peetic craft so close with his place as he says in his “Sarewhere, my
man” :

A man does not mean anything

But the place

sitting an the river kank throwing pelbles
into the mddy current

a man becomes the place. (176)

A humenist to the core, Mahapetra fails not to portray famle figures in
their bare reality in his poems. Women care through suggestive forms and
df ferat figues like wife, daghter, beloved and whore in his poetry . Jdmn Oliver
Perry traces the transformations she undergoes in the early volures:
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She appears deeply transformed as a “you” who neither self nor other,
reither actual nor merely ineginary — a darkly disappearing, persistently
female phantasm who takes symbolic and suggestive forms from passing
prostitutes ar dosent ard silent divinities. (60)

Women are often portrayed as silent, distant, tortured, enigmatic and
deceptive beings in his poans. 2And through them the poet leads us to a silence
of quilt and burden. His poem “Hurger” pictures the poverty- stricken, uder -
nourished women being exploited for money by their own kith and kin.

I heard him say: My daughter, Se’ sje fif teen

Feel her. The sky fell anme, ard a father’s extausted wile
Long and lean, her years were cold as rubber.

She opened her wormy legs wide. I felt hunger there. (192)

From prostitution the poet moves an to talk about murder and gang
rape effected by heartless men where women become helpless victims. His
“Bewildered Wheat fields” mekes it explicit, “Now a men knows anly two ways
/ for dealing with a stray waren / he rapes her ard he kills her” (38) . In ancther
poem “Slum “ he poignantly portrays the pathetic condition of women being
exploited for the sexual hinger of men, the ‘pain and plain despair’ of them thus

Ard I tum arourd
to avold my fiery eyes in the glass; there stards
aily a laely girl, beaten in bettle, all mire,

Sadly licking the blood from my crazed smile. (195)

Mahapatra is overwhelmed and he bleeds as he witnesses the curse
that has befallen on young women waiting to get married, in the form of dowry.
As a result she has been destined to end up her life ard being a true reformer of
social evils, Mehapatra in ane of his poans “Temple” explodes thus:

Between the cynical smile
ard the half - dremn stare,
she leams to chasten the vision of her death,
surrounded by the rough noose.
She sinply fuses into a pale, thick smile,
a faceless ghell ard a beach. (197)

Mehapatra, thus focuses an the need to sensitise the readers to the
frustrating subtleties of life ard tries to uwavel its mysteries to them. In his
article “Piercing the Rocks: Silence to Poetry” he says, “ Life teaches us much.
Yet a 1ot of life rammins unovered. The fundamental question of why 1life becen;
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wy it is going to die, is wat we are firally left with’ (13) .The greatress ad
ingeruity of Mehapatra’s poetry thus rest an his systematized orchestration of
authenticated experiences through the exact palpability of imeges, the sincerity
of harping an the ‘feel’ and ‘thought’ of the experiences ard of course, a the
ridmess and sophistication of his language. []
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A SPECTRUM OF LANDSCAPES IN THE POETRY OF
MAHAPATRAAND DARUWALLA
* Ir. R. P. Lokhande

The 1970s witnessed the arrival of K.N.Daruwalla, Shiv K. Kurer,2dil
Jussawella, Jayanta Mahapatra ard Arun Kolatkar .These poet s presented Indian
lardscapes, sare times in a highly persanalised or at the other times focusing
a specific regians and comunities. The antenporary socio-political realities
also figure in the poetry of these poets, with which they omstruct their omn
idetity . The assertion of Indian identity seems to be the mejor theme in the
poetry of the seventies. This maturally refers to the cultural moorings. The poetry
in seventies is urben in dharacter, with the exception of K. N.Daruwalla and
Jayanta Mahapatra.

Bruce King (1992: 128) comments on the trend of the poetry in 1970s
and 1980s: Indian poetry in the later 1970s and 1980s begen to take some
more representative, larger anbitions and go beyad the individual self to a
greater aoncem with its envirament, with the poet’s comurnal identity and its
place within the ratianal culture. There were more poens about gpecific locales,
poems about the coommnity in which one was raised, poems which took matters
a cultural heritage or were criticism of the aoncem with the self ard its way of
perceivirg reality .

In the light of the above cament, it is interesting to study the poetry of
Mohapatra and Daruwalla as it deals with specific locales and the poet’s
comumnal identity.The present paper mekes an attempt to explore the theme
of landscape handled by these two poets.

Jayanta Mehapatra is firmly rooted in the Orissan soil. Places like Burd,
Konark, Cuttack, Blbaneswar etc. find mention through several of his poems.
Legends, history and myths associated with these places immensely interest
Mahapatra ard form the nerve centre of his poetry. He wrote a muber of poems
o Puri (the great place of Lord Jagarmath, the presiding deity of Orissa) ae of
the four great sacred places of pilgrimege of the Hindus of India.

In these two poars titled, ‘Dewn at Puri’ ard ‘Main Temple Stxest, Rrd’
Mehapatra uderlines the importance of Puri and what it means to Hindus in our
country. Widows layg for bresthing their last at BPrd lest they should attain
salvatio. As the poet putsit:
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her last wish to be cremated here
twisting uncertainly like light
a the ehifting sards.  (1976: 28)

Since the tenple of Lord Jagarmath at Purd ‘points to wending riythm’,
dying in this place will take ae to Silence, the ultimate desire of a lumen being
which will engble him to attain nirvana . In ancther poam titled ‘The Temple Road,
Puri’, Mahapatra describes the ‘Stream of common men’ m the roed to the
teample ard the form of their prayer.Thus the poet says:

Later,

as the drire’s of ligt

slowly close their eyes,
something reaching into them
fram that place they leam to bear
the lame lamp post

to the huge temple door,

the sacred beads in their hands
Feping

at the human ground. (21)

The devotion to the deity makes the devotees hunble as they seem to
hear his message and begin to understand it. Sense of universal brotherhood
overwhelms them and the heart gets purified. Mahapatra’s poetic exploration of
the places to which he belags tums aut to be a search for the self. A sense of
belaging to the places of his lard of birth and to the landscape of his state
urges upm the poet to relate it to his poetic craft as is shown in the following
lires:

A man does not mean anything

But the place

Sitting on the river kank throwing peldoles
into the muddy current,

a man becomes the place. (1976: 42)

There is as it were, a correspondence between the landscape of a region and
the religicus faith of the pegple living there. The larndscape of place aroud the
poet is the parameter of his life and faith and perhaps unalterable as his own
body . Thus the landscape is in a way an extension of a person’ s gysical self.

Like Puri, Konark, Bubeneswar and Cuttack are also important places
for Mahapatra as they erbody the tradition of ancient Orissa and her heroic
past. Poems like ‘Indian Summer Poem’, ‘Evening in an Orissa village’,
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‘The Orissa poens’, ‘The Indian Poams’, ‘the Indian way’ reveal his typical
Irdian sasibility. Mahapatra hes rigitly stated his view while receiving the
Natianal Akademi of Letters Award in the following words.

To Orissa, to this land in which my roots lie ard lies my past ard in
which lies my begiming and my end, where the wind knees over the grief of the
River Daya ard where the waves of Bay of Bengal fail to reach out today to the
twilight soul of Konark, I acknowledge my debt and my relationship.’

As V.A. Shahane (1984: 144) has doserved that “the main focus of his
poetic creativity seams to be centered an the ‘nsked earth’ ard the mythological,
synbolistic or aesthetic structures fivmly rooted in thet ‘neked earth’ of which
Orissa ard India form a significent part.” The search for roots is a tred in
modern Indian English poetry which Mahapatra shares with A. K. Ramanujan
and R. Parthasarathy. Mahapara’ s Central Sahitya Akademi Award Wirming
bodk, Relationship is in a way a quest for Mehapatra’s roots. “This poam is 1o
oollection of mere doservation, a place here, a character there, an unstrerucus
meditation or two, inevitable landscapes, but a determined integrated set of
selections built into the there. For the poet the Orissan lardscape is the
dojective setting of his mental evolution, the phases of which get mixed up with
the lyrical vocabulary of a humenist creed. The poem being set in Orissa
enbodies the myth and history of the lard. As the anflicting principles of men
ard nature, history and autdoiograpty and faith and suffering interact against
the vast panorane. of Orissan lardscape, the poam shows a dialectical progression
where every synthesis in further amalysis tums into a thesis.” (1986:40)

The heroic Oriya past is vividly remarbered and recalled with a sense
of nostalgia. The glary and pride of aur ancestars exhibited in the clinaric Kalincg
W ar in 261 B.C. which tumed Ashok the Great into a deeply religicus men is
row a lag lost trait in our racial deracter . The river Daya is a witness to our
ancestor’s heroic effort which has becare a sort of myth for us. Once heroic
and militant race is no more than mere menory now for its successors proved
to e umorthy of kesping the glory of their ancestors afloot and drifted away
fraom their ideals. Thus, Mahapatra notices a sharp contrast in the descending
order between the past and the present merking an overwhelming decline in
values of life in aur time. The following passage mekes it anply clear:

It is herd to tell row

What opened the anxious skies
how the age old proud stones
lost their stragth ad fell
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and how the waters of Daya

stank with the bodies of my ancestors

my eyes close now

because of the fear that moves my skies. (1982: 14)

Tre poet’s life is integrated with the heroic tradition of the lard of his
birth and as he becomes consciocus of it, his heart thrdbs and a kind of unknown
fear engulfs him. The landscape of Orissa moves him when he dbserves the
arruel migrating birds from far North Siberia to the werm waters of Chilika, a
beautiful lake in Orissa. The agany of the poet springs fram the fact that while
the birds arnd animals react naturally to the seasans of the year, leisat of fas
it were from the heroic traditians of his ancestars. He tells that ‘I can never
aore alive/if I refuse to amsecrate at the altar of my Origins’ ard thus ‘a prayer
to draw my body out of a thousand years’ . There is a sense of nostalgia which
pervades the atmosphere of the poem. Cuttack, a city of historical importance,
which had the great Barabati Fort, is now a symbool of ‘vanguished dynasties’. A
sense of belanging overwhelms the poet and in a voice charged with enotion he
tells ws:

Now I stand among these ruins

waiting far the cry of a nidght bird

from the river’s far sice

to drift through my weariness
listening to the voices of my friends

who have become the friends of others
writing poems, dbject and arxicus

in rooms which reek of old faolk,

of their sloth ard arthritis ard neglect,

like state cupboards which are going black
with the arells of the rancid fat of the past. (1982: 24)

There seems to be a need for pilgrimege to the ‘Living Oriya Past’ in
arder to reaognize the present and lead a meaningful life by inbibing spirit of the
gloriocus past and tradition of the land. Mahapatra underlines this aspect
aergetically in comrse of an article in The Literary Criterim.

In some of Mahapatra’s poems Indian landscape, seasons and
awvirament beaore the starting point giving his imegination a fresplay to reflect
on his private moments of desire, despar, gilt ad illumiretion. The poems
which belag to this category are ‘Dewnt’, ‘Village’, ‘Oldplaces’, ‘Sumer’, ‘A
Twilight Poem’, ‘Pppearance’, ‘Silence’, ‘Indian Sumer Poar’, ‘Evening’,
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‘Evening ILandscape by the River’ The Captive Air of Chandipur-on-Sea”, ‘A
Country”, ‘En Octdoer Morming’, The Wind’, and a few others. The landscape
often reminds the poet of cur past glory and the dead who had once inhabited
the place. Thus the poet writes:

The cries of fishermen core drif ting through the spray,

music of what the world has lost. (1983: 1)

This is the kind of sadness which closed the eyes.

Here the memory for faces of the dead never appears. (2)

In both these poems the past is recalled through fishermen who are
lively characters in Mehapatra’ s poetry . Lardscape is vital to the uderstanding
of his poetry, for it ensbles Mahspatra to portray the imer reality by meking
allusion to it. Reality when apprehended through the landscape not anly becores
gloomy but poignant which moves us. As the poet putsit:

Sometimes at night when all voices die
My mind sees the earth, my country

werever T try to live,

in picus pretence at Puri

ar in the fiery violexe of a revolutiaery

my reason becomes a prejudiced sorrow

And not understanding myself,

not understanding you,

like the still strange shapes of hills in the distance,
T too, listen to the far away wailing of hyeras

aware of the dying coumntryside around them,
tortured by hinger and the resk of decay in the air
after the age-old myths have been told all over again . (9)

Thus landscape has a great significance in Mahapatra’s poetry so far
as it enables the poet to search for his omn self in arder to wderstard the world
in its proper perspective. The lardscape also helps the poet to alleviate his
sufferdirg.

T would forget the causes of suffering, mine ard others,
to justify my evening’s spirit, searching the landscape
for the leafs green, the stae’s ocre,

for what I would not meke of myself. (1976: 37)
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Sun ard moon, demwn ard dusk, day and night, heat and dust, mountains
ad sea, river ard hills, sky and earth all are incorporated into the textare of his
landscape poetry in his effort to depict the predicament of modermn men in an
irreligicus milieu. He is not a ramntic post to sing sags in praise of the beauty
of nature. He is realist who sees life against the backdrop of landscape but does
not run away .

Daruwalla shows an equally sharp awareness of the landscape around
him. The entire Crossing of Rivers (1976) is landscape poetry. It isVaranasi
landscape with its socio-religicus implications as the concem of the poet and
this is brought to notice through the metaphor of Ganga which helps Indians
discover their age-old spiritial identity.To Darumalla, as to Naipaul, Hindu India
is a land of darkness and despairwith it s passivity, ftalism and meaningless
rituals; ut, nevertheless, it is certainly a real, caxrete Trdia which arerges in
his poetry ard the vision thet is projected is of the spiritually strayg ratiasl ad

Danmalla’s poetry stems directly fram life aroud him. His use of
lardscape gives typically Indian flavour to his poetry . According to the poet’ s
own admission, his poems are rooted in the rural landscape. His landscape is
usually related to the vast comtryside of North Trdia, with its widespread network
of rivers, hills, plains ard pastures. Were it is not merely decorative, it asserts
tis presence on the mind and heart of the reader.The poet (1980: 21) writes:
"My poems are rooted in landscape which anchors the poem. The landscape is
not merely there to set the soene hut to lead to an illunination. It would ke the
eye of the spiral, I try that poetry relates to the landscape, oth an the gysical
ard o the plare of the spirit.” In Crossing of Rivers, there are a rumber of
poems on landscape such as -'‘Boat-ride along the Ganga”, “Nightscape”,
“Vgrettes T, IT ad ITT”, “Ite River-Silt”, “Crossing of Rivers” ard ‘Haraneg’. The
scere is irvardably laid in Varenesi, the holy city of the Hindus and the central
metaphor is the Ganga, which epitamizes the immemorial religiocus and emotive
feelings associated with the river . The river s rythm is akin to the cyclic renewals
of life ard death, of birth and rebirth. It flows swollen with its own marentum
ard, in amsequence, beaores a fertility symbol; its function is not to lighten
the humen misery but to show it. But in and aroud it are all the signs of
fagnancy, the tansured heads, the fossilized anchorites, the tattooed harlots
and the dead who are brought to it shrouded in the ancnymity of white.

Tt is the poet’s coming to terms with the ewirament and its ancient
adlture that holds the collection together . The three pats - “The Waterfrat”,
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“Crossing of Rivers” and “In My Father’s House” in the aollection focus an humen
misery and murkiness due to religicus rituals and custans in Vararesi. The
criticiam of degenerated religicus erviron in Varanasi leads ane to self-scrutiny
ard through it self-discovery . The social ooncem rich with ivany and satire has
the purpose to present the Ganga of the past and the present. The poet is very
much concermed about the spiritual decay due to material anslaught an Varanasi
envirament.

The first poem in the ocollection, “Boat-ride alang the Ganga” exposes
the wom-out Hindu custams and rituals and their so called custodians. The
Ghet which is described here is not just a penoramic river-side scene, but a part
of the poet’s integral ‘inscape’ .

The cpening lines of the poem are evocative :

Filling into a motor-boat at dusk

We scour along the waters upstream.

Slowly the ghat-amphitheatre unfolds

Like a diseased nocturnal flower in a dream

thet goens its petals anly at dusk. (A1)
The ghat or the bank is compared to an open theatre which gives a comending
view of the perpetual drame enacted in the river. Here, the viewers are in the boat
and watch the drama an the ghats. The experience reveals the weird sights and
scenes alongside the Ganga. A kind of gloom or emptiness which is caused by
a sudden loss of sensation or consciousness develops in the narrator when a
Parda attracts his attention for the details of holy place. Pardas are self-styled
priests who act as guides to the pilgrims at holy places. But here, the Panda’s
legerd hardly interests him. The rnarrator writes:

T listen avidly to his legard-talk

Striving to forget what I chenced to see:

The sewer-mouth trained like a cammon

oy the river ‘s flak Q1)
The spesker’s attention is actually focused an the mouth of the giant-sized
sewer which spews all the city’ s sewege into the river.The Panda’s legend
hardly interests him, but it is terporary escape from the disgusting sight of the
pollution flowing into the sacred river whose waters are believed to dissolve all
sins and pollutions. His desp sense of hygiene is jolted by the wgly sidght.

Tt is ironic again that when the Parndas keep talking about the merit or
‘paya’ which ane eams, the narrator ruminates over death which is everyone’s
final fate. The buming ghats keep reminding him of his final stage of the drama
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of ae’s life. Here as everymhere else in the poam, the subjective respanses are
more daminant than the actual sights described. It clearly indicates his sense
of irvolvement. Everything seams to lead ultimetely to self-discovery and self-
analysis. The imeges- the buming pyres, the heat-haze, the dojects shinmering,
and finally the flesh and substance buming behind a veil of fire-seem to work out
the spiritual disillusiament of the spesker.

The ending of the poam is significant. The poet iranises the social reality
ard thus mekes the Hindus aware of the spiritual quality of the place Varanesi.
He writes:

Dante would have been confused here

Where would he place this city

hparadise or Purgatory, ar lower -down

Where fires smoulder beyond the reach of pity?

The concept of the goddess baffless you-

Ganga as mother, daughter, Irice.

What plane of destiny have I arrived at

Where corpse- fires and cocking fires

bum side by side? (@)
Wat we get here is the explicit expression of the vision of degpair which is
indicated in the begiming of the poem. The place has the dharacteristics of
neither Purgatory, nor even the buming hell. Even Dante would have fourd it
diffiailt to categorize a place like this. The spesker has little belief in the nyth
of Ganga being a goddess who has the power to wash away all sins and redeem
merkind. The ugly sights which he sees an the banks of the sacred river lead to
disillusiament with all the grarnd imeges huilt of the Garga by the age-old
myths ard legernds. Here, the strange juxtaposition of the fires of cremetion and
aodkirg fires baf fles the gpesker . The Ganga ghat is a place where cooking fires
carot be 1lit if there are no corpse fires, for the pegple live an death, eaming
their livelihood by assisting those who have to cramete their dead. Both in this
poem and in the sequence, Daruwalla has pictured Varanssi as an awe spiritual
city now reduoed to a prototype of all corrupt cities. He brings to notice the
religicus rituals associated with the river ard fits present degenerated cadition
of these ritiels. All this lesds to self scrutiny, self-discovery of the poet ard the
Irdians in general. Dodbtless the jourmey erds in disillusiament, but leads to
discovery of ae’s comtry and ae’s ae self.

The city axe again cares in for severe criticism in ‘Nightscape’ :
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As the night grows older
... flesh tumms to carlbon o the ghats

risirg ait of the mists
ar a city of the dead
brooding over a ghostscape? 1)

Statiaed in the holy city of the Hindus, Varanasi, and rowing over the
river Ganga, the poet keenly doserves the night, the dawn and the day and the
dusk changing their faces. The impression of decay is progressively evidenced
by such pictures as “flesh tuming to carbon an ghats”, the river being “dark as
cargrere”, “strained necks of tarples rising above mist-scarves”, “tarple-spires”,
“cypress-dark radering the waterfrait ethereal”. The imegery of light ard darkness
effectively helps to show how the entire city is tumed into a necrgeolis popalated
with ghost s Thus Vararesi, the city of God the creator, is seen also as the city
of Death the destroyer.

Further, the three “Vignettes” present striking imeges of death, disease
and destruction, although “the Ganga flows swollen with hyms” (16) . These
“WVignettes” are oaceived as three stages of the voice within. ‘Vignette F is
aarposed of a serdes of imeges interpersed with reflectians an the city of Varanasi
ad it s loly river . The sad 1ot of hlumenity colours the poet’ s imegination “grey”
ard he notices a sort of vacuity in humen lives :

Tre river is a voice

In this desert of humen lives

and again:

Beggars hoist their deformities

As boatmen hoist their sails 1)

At the Ganga’s bank assemble beggars and lepers-poverty and disease
adding to the misery of cur pecple. The Ganga does not mitigate huen miseries
ar sufferirgs. Tt aily “shows” tham, exhibits them to puidlic caze. Tn “Vigrette IT'7,
the sights and sourds are no lawer pleasant, as they formulate a aollage of the
tansured head, spider-thread rituals, the pinddans, kites harging in the air.The
poet laughs at the rituals. The spiritual disillusiament is worked cut through
the imeges - ‘chanting of gayatri’, ‘shaved head and the pinddan’ and ‘sandal
paste ard mentra’ . Even a visit to the ‘Panchtirth’ does not help ane sheke acut
stupor .Ad the poet iranically says:
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Woren do not take off their saris
As they enter the water;

Men leave their clothes behind
The dead leave the bodies (18)

That the dead leave their bodies as men leave their clothes behird is an
accepted Hindu thought. Man's soul never dies; it sinply changes its form. This
soiritual philosodty is placed iranically alag with a very metter-of-fact detail.
The poet’s inpression of the river is:

Only the river doesn’t spesk here.
Fe is thoght itself,
A sourdless interior monologue  (17)

Thus the river Garnga is a cament an the present degenerated spiritual
fagnancy . The poet rightly point s aut how the river Ganga is drif ted away from
its original sanctity and now snared by the nere rituals ard mentras. The persaal
respanse of the poet develops through the mite river . The poet uses the river as
a symbol of human predicament. The poem shows Daruwalla’s return to the
mainstream of Indian way of thinking and Hindu Philoscphy .

In “Vignette II”, the poet points aut the fact of camercialisation and
corruptio at places of pilgrimeges ard Varanasi are patdfit. The scene opens
as:

In the street of the Lord

the sepia teeth of pandas.

In the street of virginity

the raucous laughter of whores (19)

This is the reminder of the young women of Khanddba in Arnun Kolatkar s
Jejuri, a mrli whisking of £ a pilgrim-cum-prospective custarer.The same is
true of Varanasi. Here pandas, the priests explait the pilgrims. This spiritual and
physical corruption creates anguish in the mind of the poet. Vararesi, is a
synol of all cities in Idia:

All cities are the sare at night
When you walk barefoot
Across their blistered backs. (20)

All the cities have “blistered backs”. Here, the moderm conscicusness
is directed to reassessnent of the Hindu spirituality, the holiness associated
with the Ganga. The metaphor of Ganga exposes the worn-out Hindu customs
ad ritels. All this has a pupose to reamstruct the Hindu identity with its
sacred dimensions.
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The self-discovery of the narrator is firther traced in “Ihe Dip”. The
protagmist in “Jejuri” ard in Demmella’s “Waterfrant” reacts to the religicus
place with iranic tane it in a widely dif ferent way . Darumalla’ s protagmnist is a
practising pilgrim. He is enotiamlly involved with the envirament. Kolatkar's
protaganist remains an iranic alien at Jejurdi while Deruwalla’s pilgrim basks in
the rare experience of shaking off the shackles of sin, fear and disgust. There is
a reassuring feeling of having been accepted by the Ganga, the mother:

I who came to feel her frozen paws
fird myself in her warm, dark heart (25)
This self-discovery strengthens the Tndian identity of the poet.

The poem “Mother” reveals the poet’s tender sentiments towards the
Mother Ganga. Flowing through the ages she has grown old, brown, unglossy
ard has develaoed “a cataract” in her eyes. The poet feels her flow within himself:

Sleeping on your banks

as you flow by

I fird you flowing within my body (29)
Here, the poet gives expression to every devaut ITrdian’s hoest religicus sentiment
which, through such identification with the mother India, endows him with distinct
matianl identity. Mother Ganga, the veritable Lokmata, the mother of the folk,
has always been identified with India. R. Parthasarathy presents Vaikai in the
similar adoring way .

River for Daruwalla also serves as the preserver of racial memory.h
“"River-Silt”, Derumalla claims that the ‘collective layers of my psyche sleep
here’ ard thet the skulls will revesl to the fubure of the Irdians “the racial mamory/
of a natim preserved here.”

The poet is here referring to the aollective uamscicus of the Trdians
which has Mother Ganga as a pervasive archetype. The earth-brown sacred
river is linked up with the hoary history of the lard. Though at present a sight of
ugliness and squalour, it rgoesat s the continuity of the Indian racial mamory .
“Waterfrant”, despite the critical, ironical tane, awekens the Indians to self-
discovery in the rich heritage of Hindu spirituality and the holiness of the Mother
er.

“Crossing of Rivers” contimues to be a hym sung to the Ganga in
general. The enphasis changes from extermal description to imwardness and
reminiscences. The traditiaal tane of Bakti for the river Ganga contimues. The
river landscape develops as the poet expressed his personal respanse to the
charnging course of the river. River seems to form an inseparable part of the
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poet’s life, cotinuing to cradle him in her waters from his childnood, through his
early youth:

You row to the farther kank

a1 a shell-boat

paddling away with your father’s arm.

And when young blood

courses alayg the heart-floor

you take the pluge (37
Then follows the symbolic narrative of a men who takes a sudden plunge into
the undercurrents below the Ganga’s placid waters, ard a girl rescuing him
followed by, an elaborate ritual performed an the banks of the river:

Wy installing a mistress

is like installing a ceity in the louse! (40)
On the banks of the Ganga everything is ritualized. The men installs the women
like ‘a deity in the house’ . Afterfif teen years of surfeit of senses while living
together she begins to live the life of a in. She whom he had ‘deified’ and who
had “descended from the hills” and mingled with the waters of the Ganga in her
onward march disappears from the scene in a most detached mamner leaving
behind her past and companian. As she has been a vagrant child of Nature, she
does not want to ke tied down to damestic and social responsibilities. That’s
how the course of life an earth is corpleted, ut that’s also how the etermal life
cycle keeps on. This is suggested in the use of ‘In every seasan/ ocares a
crossirng of rivers’ (37, 44) at the begiming ard the close of this layg poem. The
“crossing of rivers” synbolically refers to the crossing of lives- the pgiysical ard
the spiritual, the latter having precedance over the famer- which is cantral to the
Hindu way of thinking. The metaghor recalls to us the rich Indian aultural herdtage.

Daruwalla’s landscape develops an physical, humen, and also spiritual
planes. R. Parthasarthy (1976:12) rightly doserves that there is “an dovicusly
Trdian elarent in Demmalla’s verse, especially in his use of the landscape.” His
social criticiam is dovicusly directed at the realisation of ailtural, spirdtual
regeneration which today’s India needs very badly for reintegration and
recanstructio.
Thus the varied landscapes depicted in the poems of these two poets

rightly unfold the himen cadition with its typical regiael coloar ard sensibility .
They perceive the imer reality of life against the backdrop of landscape. The
landscape themselves are not merely to set the scene, but to lead to an
illuminatian. The superb handling of the aspects of larndscape have offered brosder
dimensian to their peetry. [[]
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Jayanta Mahapara’ s Influence on Meena Alexander
* Deva Kumar Mahanta

Jayanta Mehapatra is ane of the best known poets in the field of Indian
English poetry. He also writes in Oriya. He was bom in 1928 in Quttadk, the city
in which he gpent the most of his life ard time. He taught Physics at Ravenshew
llege, Cuttack ard retired in 1986. Though old, he is still active in his Cuttack
home.

Mehapatra has authored eighteen books of poems. His important poetry
volumes include Relationship,Bare Face ard Shadow Space. Eeisthe first
Indian Frglish poet to win the prestigicus Sshitya Akademi Awerd for Imdian
English poetry in 1981 for his megmm opus Relationship (1980) before stalwarts
like Nissim Ezekiel, Ramarmujan and others were honoured with the award by
the Rkademi. Making a false start as a dhart stary writer, Mahapatra hestily
tumed over to poetry ard since then he has been developing in style, tedmique,
theme, imegery and vision. His best works have been edited by P.P. Raveendran
in 1995 as a collectim entitled The Best of Jayanta Mahapatra . Over a pericd
of more than thirty years from 1971 to 2008, Mahapatra has been writing volures
of verse amsistently. His bocks are Close the Sky, Ten by Ten (CGlaitta:
Dialogue RBiblicatians, 1971), Swayamvara and other poems (Glatta : Writers
Workshop, 1971), A Father’s Hours (Calautta: United Writers, 1976), A Rain
of Rites (Athens : University of Georgia Press, 1976), Waiting (New Delhi:
Samkaleen Prakashan, 1979), The False Start (Bombay : Clearing House,
1980), Relationship ( New York: Greenfield Review Press, 1980), Life Signs
(New Delhi : OUP, 1983), Dispossessed Nests (Jaipar: Nirala Riblicatians, 1986),
Selected Poemg (New Delhi : OUP, 1987), Burden of Waves and Fruit
(Washington DC : Three Constant Press, 1988), Temple (Sydney, Dangarco
Press, 1992), The Best of Jayanta Mahapatra (Calicut : Bodhi Publishing House,
1995), Shadow Space (Kottayam : D.C. Books, 2001), Random Descent
(Bhubaneswar :J.E. Communications, 2005), etc.

In the first three collectias of poetry, Mahapaxa' s chief concemns are
earth, life and language (Mchan 31). The ancestral fear, the awkward despar,
and the inadequacy of language to express the emotions have been the chief
doservation of the poet in these works. The forty nire short lyrics in the fivst
volure of poams, Close the Sky, Ten by Ten (1971) are expressive of laeliness,
love, absence, farewells, momentary impressions and generalized moods. Some
titles of the poams are also expressive of the theres, e.g., Death of Boy, The

x teades Hylishat Kekojan Gollege, Kakojan, Dist-Jortet, Assam, India.
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Indian Eye, The Sanctuary, The Farewell, The Passing of the Friend’' s Wifg
Sailing Back, ad Tnertia, etc. Thirty three poarns of the secod book entitled
Swayamvara and other poems unravel many fold humen relationships and
suffering. The chilly effects of laeliness, the fear of death arnd mery marentary
impressians like the omtents of the poams entitled “Moming”, “Intimecy”,
“Banes”, “Faith” and “Betrayal” dilate on the meany fold associations or
relationship ard their resultant reactions. Mehapatra’s early poetry enshrines
the thares of the rature of childhood, his relatianship with his father, his seqality,
his separateness from Hindu tradition and envirament, an increasing social
oontent (King 1986:10) and the place by which he closes the sky by a square of
ten by ten (i.e. the deep rooted sense of belanging to his place of birth, which
became his constant preoccupation) .

The next four volumes of Mahapatra’s works entitled A Rain of Rites,
Waiting, The False Start and Relationship form the middle phase of his poetic
growth, where the inscape of his vision depens into the solidity of his awareness
of the race and place conscicusness. Thus here he chiefly meditates on the
tragic vision which emerges out of his surroundings where the stone made
monuments crumble and crack. Many personal and other moments or events
drag the persona into moods of despatr. Hinting at the theres of the poams in
the collection, A Rain of Rites, the blurb of the book contains the comrents.
“This is a collectim of poamns aut of India by a voice authentic enough to survive
from a land where everything endures while everything changes. Many of the
poems deal with the deeper immer world of mysterious symbols, of people who
settle down peacefully into a desp rooted undergrord tradition of their ancestors.
Others are tradition of their ancestars. Others are about life renewing itself inan
exdlessly reaurring cycle. There are poans about year’s first rain that enters
peple’s lives like happy ritual and poams about rivers and villager that are
charged with a quite, sacred, content. In the poers of the bock nuns a graceful
sense of motion. Of progpective and of time is revealed. The inpact of time
agpinst timeless, of the sharply located present against the past, of weking
against dream is depicted and behind the poem, a search for wholeness and
identity which takes poetry into the realm of vision can be sensed.” The poet’s
attadment to his land of birth is solidly projected in mery of the poans of this
allection. The poems like “Main Temple Street, Puri”, “The Whorehouse in a
Galadtta Street”, “Demn at Puri”, ‘n the Bark of the Ganogp, ITndia’ and references
to places like Dhauligiri, Calargute and Annapurna. Gods and Goddesses like
Black ikans (Shiva Linga), Kali, Clay Durga and Temple doors, Fair Bralmin
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priest, dead grard father’s face, expose sare of the dosessions of the poet in
this collection of poars where poet’s chief notive is to acclimetize the English
larguage to the Indian soil. The next collection of poams reveals his increasing
aaxem with aontarporary reality with all its social and political aoloars (1979,
Blub). A tragic conscicusness pervades the poans in the collection. Here the
poet is more meditative upon Puri, Konark, Bhubeneswar, and Qittadk- the
religiaus, political, ad ailtural catres of Orissa.

A deft experiment with the varied imeges of the lard, this volure of
poems presents multiple visionary traces of Mahapatra’s poetic quest. In the
False Start the poet meditates an chiefly the previcus theres of place and race
amsciocugness, father’s death, rain and door or window (which synbolizes faith,
belief, tradition and knowledge) . His megrum gous Relationship (1980) built am
myth, history, ad vision, relates the post to his lad of kirth, its past and
presat. Relationship is a product of dreams, which has made the poet speak
of the deamerds of a pilgrimege - a pilgrimege threatened by the living Oriya
past, by nagging hinger ard persistent sexuality. Here Mahapatra irvokes the
myths arnd the history of the land to find meaning in the present life. The poetic
flight of Mahepatra in this bodk ranges fraom the time, Lord Buddha, sat in
meditation under the peepal tree and Kalinga war to his birth at Quttack where
stands the great Barabati Fort, now a symbol of vanquished dynasties and his
life there.

The later period in the poetic career of Jayenta Mahapatra shows
develgarent in style, tedmique, visian, theres arnd imeges. From a disillusianed
raventic (Dutta 1986: 277) he develops into a career in writing in the post-
modemist trend. During this period eight collection of his poams and two volures
of selected poems have been published. Life Signs (1983) exposes desp tragic
amscience of the poet. The Dispossessed Nests (1986), centred an the deotic
codition of the Punjab situations and Bhopal Gas Tragedy.The Burden of
Waves and Fruit (1988), is a collection of poars about meny rivers, much rain
ard sin, lag evenings ard a few dawns. Occasianal intimate glimpses of friernds
lovers, ard a s, recalling Mehatime Gandhi, the ancestral fear ard the inherent
dosessian with the soil of his birth are the chief conoems of the poet. The next
volure of poetry entitled Temple represents a dream narrative on the theme of
the plight of the Indian woren.

Mahapatra’'s next collection A Whiteness of Bone axtains fifty nire
poems. In this collection the themes are not new but the same elegiac mood
ard his associatians with places of his lard of birth, contenmporary events, rain,
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father, the Mohanadi ard concermns of many casual moods fill in the fifty nire
poems. The Best of Jayanta Mahapatra (1995) edited by P.P. Raveendran is a
oollection of fifty eight poems selected from the twelve collectians published
before ard a prose autdoiographical fragment. In the introduction Raveendran
tries to present how Mehapatra’s poetry is a amnsistent act of decolmizing the
Eyglish sasibility.Th Shadow Space (1997) and Bare Face (2001), Mahapatra
enters a new phase where the handling of language seems more refined and
hieroglyphic. Mahapatra’s 17th book Random Descent (2005) concerns with
the reminiscence of the variety of themes and imeges chosen by the poet in his
career. In the first sectio, the poet ruminates an the same old theres as he
has been doing so far for over three decades of his career. In his qest far
mesnirg of living, he is still arrested by the indecisian, myth ard stillness ard is
hopeful of a healthy air fram it.

His mother’'s soul, palmistry ad a girl’s desires, Orissa’s starvation
twilight, stane, silence, Orissan landscape are prominent among his dosessions
and oconcerms in his poetry .Af ter several years Mahapatra spesks in a mystic’ s
tae for finding a sirgle transparent meanirg of life:

If T seck an answer to aur life

It is because I see myself everywhere,

all the time.

But there is the hard old boatmen

Watching over the utter desert

of his waters.

The river flows without fram intangible

Ard when island an the share that isnot. (2005:75-76)

This is how Mehapatra in his poetry now-a-days tums a mystic against
the tradition of Indian mysticism and several trend of mysticism of the land of
his birth where flows a river of the caglareration of varicus religicus mysticisms.

Mehapatra is also a distinguished editor and has been bringing aut a
literary megazine, Chandrabhaga from Cuttack. The magazine is named after
Gandrabhaga, a prominent river in Orissa. Besides being ane of the most pooular
Indian poets of his generation, Mehapatra is also ae of the trio of poets who
laid the foudation of Indian English poetry . He shared a special band with A.K.
Rareruijan, ane of the finest poets in Indian English poetry tradition. He has
meneged to carve a quiet, tranquil poetic voice of his omn distinctly different
from those of his contemporaries. His wordy lyricism comboined with authentic
Indian themes put him in a league of his own. He was conferred the Padma Jwi
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in 2009 and was awarded an honorary doctorate by Ravenshaw University on
May 2, 2009.

Jayanta Mehapatra occupies a pivotal in Indian English poetry by
influencing a runber of poets of fame like Meera Alexander (1951), Biblu Padhi
(1951), Niranjen Mchanty (1953-2008), Prabhanjan K. Mishra (1952), etc.
Mehapatra’s influence an tham is seen in their use of imeges. There is similarity
in the af finity and visionary mood of Mahapatra and theirs. Meena Alexander
(1951) is an intermaticrlly acclaimed poet, scholar ard writer. She was bom in
Allahabed of a Syrian Christian family from Kerala, South India.

Alexarnder has been influenced specially by the Indian poet Jayanta
Mahapatra. Ina letter Mrs. Alexander writes “He (Jayanta Mahapatra) is avery
fine poet, was a great inspiration to me, in my formative years as a post.”
Meena’s confession of Mahapatra’s influence on her in her formative pericd
cawinces us that in sore ways she was inspired by Mahapatra’s art. Even in
her River and Bridge (1995), Mahgpatra’s influence is discemible. In 1976,
Alexander met Mahapatra at his Qittack residence. As she writes in her chapter
“Language and Shame” in Fault Lines, she leamt from Jayanta, a poet’s baxd
with place ard also the tragic visim of relating the ruins of the lard ard the
ravages of time (1993:127). In Fault Lines, che says, “Throuch Jayanta, who
hed 1lived his whole 1life in Quttack, I leamt to understarnd the poet’s bad with
place, leamt to wderstand how the elegiac voice could gather sustenance from
the landscape around, leamt, too, how to accept the ravages of time”.

To trace Mahapara' s influence on Meena Alexander, her following
publication of verse may be concentrated. The Bird’s Bright Ring (Galautta:
Writers Workshop, 1976), River and Bridge (New Delhi: Rupa and Co. 1995) .
Like the other bocks of Meera in her first and the recent puiblication Mehepatra’s
influence is evident in themes, imeges, symbols and vision. A tregic vision ard
surrealistic expression pervade Mahapatra’s poans. The ruins of Konarka, the
river Daya ard the Kalinga war, the cruel enperor Ashoka tuming into a kind
lover of the humenity, fatter, mother, son, daughter, contemporary event s and
situations have been the main themes in Mahapazra' s peetry. ‘Stae is catral
to Mahapaza' s cosmogony”, says Meena (1986 : 132) . River, lidt, bae, reed,
cradle and ruins recur as images and symbols in both Mahapatra and Meena’s
poetry. Like Mahapatra, Meena writes very precisely arnd surrealistically.
Sometimes her symbols seem to be inexplicable because of her precise
expression and swiftly changing moods. (Srivastava 1992 : 178) . Meena has
lived axt side India for a lag time, but India thrdos in her heart even today . Like
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Mehepatra she was perhaps not influenced by the charms or beauty of a particular
Trdian river but the river inege rears in her poetry. Described as a long poem by
the poetess herself, The Bird’s Bright Ring is dominated by a sad, melancholic
strain, ard it sings of the devastation of mortality ard is carved aut of “oaurr
breathing lamentatian” (ibidem 25) . It is Meara’s expressianist experiment which
is quite successful in capturing the timeless misery of menkind symoolized by
the mother image of the poem (Srivastava 179) . The following lines show the
use of bane imege in The Bird’s Bright Ring:

Baes of light

meke cradle

with the eyes

of the pecking bird (10)

A female speaker, who may be identified with the poetess himself,
narrates her random reflections an humen conditions in the chactic world of
today and the reminisoences of her relatianships with the supposed mele listener,
the ‘Cactus men’ . The ‘Pecking bird’ may be a symbool of dominating or exploiting
humen being. Cradle as a traditiomal symbol of seat or resort is used merty
times in the poam.The following stanzas show the use of river and mother imeges
amtaining flowing lyric grace ard idiosyrcrasy: “He shows me / a river / of
crystal / flowirg / at of te trae /of e lab /- --- - - - / my mother / lrd1liant
mother / he knows / I crawled / in the pitch / of the warb / feed e / with the
rivers / of crystal / flowirg.” (13)

Like Mahapara’ s poems on women and poetry, Meena addressing the
waren of Delhi writes :

Women of Delhi

You do not see how centuries of
dream are flowing from

your larnd

and so I sing knowing poetry, toke
like reed. (19)

These lines show Meena’s rootedness to India. She likens poetry to
bread. ‘Centuries of dream’ stands for the Indian treasure of knowledge which
has been flowing to other cantinents of the world. The Indian winter surrourding
has been described by her with personal note of intimacy.

Yesterday a winter af ternoon
we sat in the lag

grass wet with light

under the shadows of the
old ashoka tree (ibidem).
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As Mahapatra writes about the British cemetery at Balasore (1980:70-
71), Meera also in section XT of The Bird’s Bright Ring writes about the British
soldiers and the Sepoy Mutiny of 1857.

It wes here the shadow fell

the shadow of the British soldiers here
they dragged their guns

a the slope to the deft of the Ridge
1857 a cold bad winter and they
brcke our backs (19).

Expressians like “Stone mouth”, “Red Stones of Kashmere Gate” (21),
“Uncounted the stones / of that still city” (22) show use of stae imeges. The
imeges of sorrows, sufferings of mother or mother-land have been given in the

fallowing lires:

And she sings:

With the veins of my hand

Tfeel

the voices the mother

camntless voices / ringirg in / the dark (23)

Sing / O Singing Tree /
inro the devastation of mortality /
For those born of the bruised mother (24)

Indian myths of sorrow of Sita, Kurukshetra war, the enperor Ashoka
alang with the western myths of Icarus and Ixion also have been enshrined in
the section XV ard this again reveals Meera’ s mythopoeic vision similar to that

of Mahapatra :

Course course sorrow of Sita
Salt in the open wound of heaven
Icarus

Xim

Patlipitra

City of Ashoka

City without sorvow

Chariots race to Kurukshetra. (29)

Meena’s River and Bridge shows her better craftsmanship.
Comenting on the poems of this volume, Jayanta Mahapatra writes “In these
poems, dream and memory seem to be afloat in the unexceptional drift of things
— a drift that effortlessly becomes the major concern expressed in poem
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after poam. The poet’s corpassian for the welfare of her fellow beirngs is evident
in this larger view of the warld. She dhooses to portray ard “a tight aotrol of line
ard imege she exhibits, serves to reveal her deep wish to contribute to literature”
(blurb) . Even in these recent poeams of Meena, Mahapatra’s influence is more
axnspioxous. Lines like “ordittle megnolias 1ift petals from aberdoed traffic island’
(3), an cld stae wall / father's father raised (4), my mother’s head in a sack /
ard ren three days ard nights / through a rice field (6) echo Mahepatra’s voice.
In the poem entitled “Moloyashree” an Indian scene has been described with
the imeges exposing a tragic expression at a paltry loss an a day:

I see stanes ard sticks

a child ships over

a woman beats a pan

scraping cut bumt milk

stogps behind a tom curtain

crying, Ram, Sriram, Ram

Crickets flash in mounds of wheat (20)

Another tragedy takes place in her poetry in an animel world and here
she takes the tragedy into her world of stane ard her menory of the place of her
race, i.e., Corarendel rock.

One Summer’s day

I saw a heron

smell ard grey

blinded by an eagles claw

it dashed its head

against the Corarandel rock. (63)

Like Mahapatra’s poetry of late 80’s enshrining contemporary happenings
with telling imegery, Meena’ s poams also give a picture of contemporary Indian
tumoil as the following:

Hundreds of hacked to death in Ayodhya
in Ram’s golden name

the fragile dares to Babri Masjid
beaten down as massacres begin (%)

Now a days Meena is writing on New Yark City, Nxth American scenes,
er. As an Irdian English poet writing under the influence of Jayanta Mahapatra,
Meena has used maxinum number of visual images in her poetry. She writes
an varieties of theres ard is very nostalgic of India as a Diaspora writer.[ |
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Indian Ethos in the Poetry of Jayanta Mahapatra
* Dr. Kamala Prasad Mahapatra

A s amejor force in Indian English Poetry, Jayanta Mahapatra owes his
poetic cauvre to his native land India more specifically to the State of Orissa,
where he is born. Cuttack, Puri, Bhubaneswar and Konark form a quadrangle,
as it were, in his poetic larndscape. Mahapatra’s strength lies in his profoud
understarnding that his creative persaee is the byproduct of the socio-cultural
rerit age of the lard of Orissa. The State of Orissa has unique Qultural tradition,
that has made substantial contribution to enrich and glorify the Indian Qulture.

Two aspects of Orissan Culture seem to stir Mahapatra’ s poetic
saeibility. The event ful and glariaus histarical past, menifested in chivalry,
heroiam, art, architechure, saulpore, religian, patrictismard the tribel adlture,
agrarian economy, poverty and deprivation strike the irmermost chord, at the
rockbottom level of Mahapatra’s heart. In Mahapatra’s poetry we enconter the
picarre of a static and apparently unchanging society, thet draws its sustenance
from the ageold traditons, myths and legends.Mahapatra says, Orissa is a
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lard of repose, of faith and dream, basking in the tropical sun caressed by the
wird ard the rain, its precicus tramguility aotained in its sangs ard its stanes
and pervading its social and ailtural faoric. Each season unfolds the earth to its
way of peace and the earth reveals its secrets again and again. Never and
nowhere does Orissa meke ane feel alane. For agriculture is so closely bound
to religian that it must needs give the people a parpose of life. So they can face
themselves to bring them back to their earth (Orissa P-8).

Mehepatra’s Poetry is unique in its dimension ard is strikingly different
from the poetry of his contemporaries in respect of theme. His contemporaries
deal with themes of aliemation, rootlessness, shattered beliefs and faiths. But
Mehapatra’s creative arena stems from his native land and its ethos. The land of
Orissa is so passianately depicted in his poetry that it eventually becores a
potent symbol of matareality in his poetry. Mahapatra is proud of the glaricus
past ard rich legacy of Orissa and of ten regret s about the dismal State of the
Present. He attempts to strike a balance between the past and the present and
gratefully acknowledges the debt of the past that renders richness and
significance to the present. Mahapatra is exicited about the vast treasure of
natural larndscapes, the flora ard faua, rolling river valleys, sesbeach, coastal
plains, dense forests, dharging cycle of seasas, dark clods, lightning flashes,
deafening thunder, incessant rains during the monson, farmers labouring in the
Paddy fields the chants of mdoile begogar, Bralmins in the summrer, the white
saree clad widows thronging Puri Jagarmath tenple in the month of Kartik for
salvation, the smke curling up an the thatched roof of clay walled huts of
famers in rainy seasm, the aram of earth after the first rainfall duwding the
mnsoa, the muiltifaricus nomedic birds in Chilika lake in the Winer, te
contless temples and religicus festivals. Orissa known as Kalinga Desa in
ancient times had stretched its geographical boundaries from the Ganges to
the Godavard ard established itself as a farce to redkn with, inmeritime activities
ard the sea trade extended to Srilanka, Indmesia and the Phillipines.

A favourable seaccast with prominent ports such as Tawalipti, Palora
ard Pithlunda helped Kalinga in the establishment of a rich meritime trade.
Ctrol of these ports ard trade routes aould easily have been ae of the reasans,
why the emperor Ashoka irvaded Kalinga....

The year 261 B.C denotes a bloody landrerk in the history of Orissa. It
is impossible to forget the camage, the waters of the river Daya turing gory red
with the blood of the dead. Ashoka silent about his canpaigns ard the fate of
the royal lineage of Kalingg, has given vivid accomt s of the horrars of the war, n
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which ane lakh ard fif ty thousand were taken prisoner, ane lakh were slain ard
mey times that mumber killed in the ensuing famine and pestilence. One can
not but be moved, when one reads the Rock Edict scf Ashoka- not merely as a
historical record it a dreadful tragic epic. (Orissa P- 12-13).

Mahapatra’s poetry contains may references to this bloody war and
Mehapatra lives that horrible experience, as if he were both the cogueror ard
the conguered. This instance of history descends into the poetic conscicusness
of Mahapatra as in intensely lived experience. Besides this, the Sun temple of
Konark and the Lord Jagarmath tenple of Puri, the two mommental creations of
superb architectural spledour ard artistic mervel, evolving as peramial synbols
of man’ s destiny, mndl its rich camlexity in the poetry of Mahapara. The
traces of the mystericus ancient tribal culture, especialy the ‘meria’ or humen
sacrifice, the tantric ault ard rituals too becore an integral part of Malapatra’s
Tndian ethos ard typical Ordya sensibility. Mahapatra’ s acute awareness about
the socicreligicus tradition of India is exhibited, when he mekes reference to
the prevalence of Beggary. Beggary is udadotedly a social evil but the religicus
sanctians behird it, legitimizes it in India. Giving alns to the nesdy arnd deservirng
is omsidered a picus act, sacred duty. Legerd has it that, even Lord Shiva had
to go begging in retribution for having pludked ae of the five faces of Lord
Brahma. Moreover monks and ascetics live on charity and the begging bowl is
an inseparable part of their lives. But of late the poet laments beggary is
degraded uder the cover of a “safe parasitic condition”. The beggars, who are
dependent on charity are considered as parasites, Even the donors no longer
possess the religious feeling ar ndoility of heart. Tranically dardty is practised
often to cover up the illegal means employed in amessing wealth. Mahapatra's
Poetry shows urnmistakable evidence of religious symbolism, which develops
into mataphors of men’s etermal quest into the mysteries of life and Nature.

Orissan Culture has been influenced to a considerable extent by the
aboriginal and it is comon knowledge that folk and tribel elements are an
integral part of Hindu ritual ard living (Qrissa P-32) .

So the socicaultural heritage of Orissa is the driving farce of Melepetra’s
Poetry ard it helps to wravel the mysteries of his postic creation. Tt has been of
course a 1lag, untiring but an equally rewerding Jourey towerds self-revelatian.
This experience takes Mahapatra not anly through the landscape of Orissa but
to its very being , where beats the pulse of all that Orissa means ard stards for:

My Romance with Orissa should have begun with my birth but I have
little recollection of those early days. The period of my lang memory begins an
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a warm aftermoon, when I was five: my father rushing into the house to hoist me
into his arms and carry me to safety to the open grounds beside the ‘Nanda
Deula’, the neked tample by the Kathajodi river, as the ruble of the earth
slowly subsided. From then an my life has appeared to echo with the river’s
murmurs and the tenple’s bitter sweet bell. (Orissa P- 38).

If we sericusly lodk into the backgrourd of Jayenta Mehapatra, it appears
as if he is twice renoved from his immediate surroundings. First he was lbom
into a Christian family in a predominatly Hindu society and secand he wrote in
an acquired medium, English, which was cowentionally considered inadequate
to encompass the alltiral spivit of Tidiia. Yet the themes which dominate
Mahapaa' s poetry are related to such stark realities of India as hroer, poverty,
myths, rituals, sexmlity, spivitielity, the self ard etemity. His poetry, whether
describing the locale, its ervirans ard lardscape or the relatianship of his self to
his land attempts to reflect an awareness of this milieu, Mahapatra evolves his
fom and vision of his poetry in the perspective of the locale, in terms of the
imeges drawn from the geographical, social and cultural sources of his native
lard of Orissa. The place with all its ethos ard myths, its lives ard beliefs,
superstitions and transitians has been the goverming factor of Mehapatra’s poetic
vision and perosptians.

Unlike Mahapatra most of his contemporaries such as Nissim Ezekiel
a the other hard, ramains an alien throughout, Ezekiel is aware of the fact that
his Jewish background mekes him a ‘natural cutsider’ in India, though he has
core to accept India as his ‘hore’. Ezekiel’s popular poem “Night of the
Scorpion” is a pointer to the poet’s nautral doservation of the incident, althoch
the victim of the scorpian- bite is none other then his omn mother :

The peasants came like swarms of flies
and buzzed the name of God a hundred times
to paralys=e the evil ae...

May the sins of your previcus birth

be bumed away tonight, they said

may your suffering decrease

the misfartunes of your next birth, they said...

My mother trusted through and through

governing on a mat.

my father sosptic ratiamwlist

trying every curse ard blessing

powder mixture herb and hybrid. ©ight of the Scorpian)
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One wonders whether the poet’s nonparticipation and noninvolvement
in the psydhological mekeup of daninant Hindu beliefs, like the theory of Karma,
the gycle of birth, death, puoptarial suffering arnd salvetiom etc. is due to his
ract s not being in India both geographically and religicusly .

Surya Nath Pandey quotes Ezekiel:

I am not a Hindu and my background mekes me a natural outsider:
Circurstancs ard decisians relate me to India - I camot identify myself with
TIndia’s past as a conprehensive heritage to reject it as if it were mine to reject.
I can identify myself with modem India. ( Pandey) .

Ezekiel’s attitude reflects the typical regpmse of an wanised elite ut
lacks the vitality thet sorings fram the fortain heed of an ancient civilization, as
it happens in case of Mahapatra.

h'Relationship’ Mahapatra attempts to explore the whole spectrum
of sccicaultural histary of his land in arder to establish a mesnirgful bad with it.
His own destiny is inseparably linked with the destiny of his lard:

My existence lies in the stanes
which carry my footsteps fram one day into another
domn to the infinite distances
I know I can never core alive
if T refuse to amsecrate at the altar of my arigins.
( Relationship)

In this context Rabindra K. Swain’s cbservation sounds quite
appraoriate:

“The element of subjectivity helped him to relate himself to his milieu
ard lardscape in a delicate way never done before in Indian English Poetry.The
exploration of the imer self is intricately woven with his childhood experiences,
as much as with the Oriya fairy tales, myths, legends and the great Indian
eipcs. Alag with these sources close to his locale, he updated himself with a
voracious reading of moderm classics of the world as well as ocontemporary
writing in scores of established periodicals like * The Kenyon review’ ) The Times
Literary Supplement”, Gdtical Quarterly, Roetry, where he himself has published
profusely. If this aggmintance with modern Anglo- American and European
literature shaped the form and partially the aoxteat of his poetry, it is the dya
sensibility as well as the lyrical quelity of traditiasl Qriya poetry, which provides
charm and grace to his poetry. The tidt knit family life, the rites ard ritials
associated with the cyclic agricultural seasans, the rich tradition of arts ad
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crafts and an easy quiet pace of life are sare of the major Orissan elements
that recur in terms of imegery, metaphor and symool.” ( Swain P- 14) .

Mahapara' s concern with the locale emerged gradually, as he realized
the need of an indiom, that would transcend passions and sensucusness into
an awareness of the self in search of an identity. For Mahapatra his rative lad
Orissa becomes the meeting place for the past and the present. He bathes in
the glory of the past, crystallised in rock-aut tenples of Kaark, Puri and
Bhubaneswar, which stand mejestically as finest wittesses to the aultural
history of the land, Rabindra K.Swain in his critical essay “Uncovering Lost
Rossibilities” remarks:

Jayanta Mahapatra gathers colossal ruins of Konark, shapes them into
a body ard calls it his poetry, Rx its supporting pillars he has Puri and
Bhubeneswar (these two along with Konark meke a triangle, geogrephically and
religicusly in Orissa) ancther is Quttack that stards aloof, head erect, backed
by a proud history guarding the poet. ( Swain, P- 265) .

Mahapatra is also simultanecusly aware of the merciless massacre of
thousands of Oriyas in the bloody Kalinga War. Mahapatra describes:

How the waters of the Daya

Stank with the bodies of my ancestors. (Relationship) .

This bloody Kalinga war wes a tuming point in the 1ife of arperor Ashok.
Ashok’s heart was overwhelmed with pity and he truned from Chandashok to
Dharmeshok, from the ruthless to spiritual Ashok. Adhok the great left his rodkat
adicts of peace “ahimsa’ s whinpers” for posterity.The present, for Mahapatra is
a “mysterious inheritance” of that splendid past of broken erpives and of
vanquished dynasties, where the conqueror and the conquered stood on an
equal footing, as they both amtributed their mite, each in his o way to the
birth of a new damn of peace. Mahapatra hints at ae of the finest ironies wrought
by history, where bloody wars resulted in long intervegmms of peace and
tranquility in the badkdrop of the Kalinga wer . Hmperor Ashok was deeply moved
by the ravages of the war and trnuned to the compassionate teachings of the
Buddha and made earnest efforts to promte Buddhism in the far East. Society
always moves forward by the dynamics of history, which always leaves its ircelible
merks an the lives of men and matter alike without offering a choice between a
willing acceptance ard an autridght rejection of its consequences. Any healthy
or significant change or reformetion precedes an urpleasant past or painful
histary. New awareness, profound wisdom, pragmatic values stem like the
proverbial phoenix from the ashes of pain, sorrow and misery of the past.
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Mehapatra perhaps had the acute realisation about the relevance of the past.
Past is very much relevants to the poetic conscicusness of Mahapatra, Past,
present ard future are like a continuum, a revolving circle. Man takes lessans
fram the past and mmitors his present, so as to get a gloricus future. Mahepatra
aanstantly digs up the graves of history and attenpts to give voice to history’s
stifled cries in a serdes of poetic encomters with the ghost s of histary . For him
history is not merely a diricle of the past, but it contimally balkbles arord
us ard becares an integral part of our social existence.

Thus Mahapaza’ s postry justifies T.S. Elidt’ s views “a poem should be
able to commnicate before it is understood”. His poetry may not be simple or
sensuous but it is certainly evocative, oantemporary social life and indigenous
ethos amstitute the bedrodk of his poetry. Mahapatra attenpt s to relate hinmself
to his rative province Orissa, his contry Tidia, its landscape, lifestyle,poverty,
spiritualism, religia, superstition, nyth, legerd, rituel, milien, custam, traditiom
and ritual etc. to his poetic consciousness and writes wonderful poems.
Mehapatra doserves about his native land:

By the ligt of wet Fireflies

your silence my land, grows

with an old petrified laeliness

and your bronze youth
overwhelns with an unheard cry of the infinite

that ance blazed

the red sarndstane walls

of Konark, Bhubaneswar and Puri

with the terrifying passians

of solitary beirgs —( ds=' - Waiting P- 19)

Mahapatra laments about the dismal state of progress, and abysmal

misery of India in the poem “Sag of the River”.
There is no sag of India
words of the stone
lie across the dead valleys in a trance
a sacred river grows silently in my mind
The rhythm of dark waters only comes and goes
(™ Sags of the River ”, Waiting P-21)

The poem “Konark” harps on the popular myth of Dharama’s sacrifice
to save the life of twelve hidred artisans after fixing the crest of crowning slab
of Konark temple :
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Kanark, black in sleep
oold beacmn of my silent land
messenger of death
Here the little boy in a dream
waved to the Man once
and death hung its peace
an indifferent time of stae
marks the burmout funeral pyre
ard the sunrise.
that Jourmeys again and again
to call this grief of M its omn.
(“Kaerk’- Waiting P-22)
Iegerd has it that the crowning slab of this 13th Century Konark
tenple of Sun god could anly ke fitted by Dharama, the 12 year son of the chief
artisan Bisu Maharena. If the King had known the fact that the herculean task
of fixing the crowning slab was done not by the 1200 artisans headed by Bisu
Maharana but by 12 year old boy Dharama, he would have awarded them capital
punishment. So Dharama in his bid to save the honour and life of 1200 artisans
Jumped into the sea from the finished peak of the temple and died.

Mehapatra describes about the craze of the pilgrims to have a glinpse
of the round-eyed Lord Jagarmath (Chaka Zkhi), the Lord of the Uhiverse, in the
poem “ Taste far Tomorrow” :

At Purd, the crows
The ane wide street
lolls axt like a glant tague
Five feceless lepers move aside
as a priest passes by.
Ard of the street’s erd
the Crowds thronging the temple door
a huge holy flower
swaying in the wind of greater reasms.
(“Taste far Tamorrow”, W aiting-6)

In the poem “Bhubaneswar” Mahapatra expresses his anguish about

the ruins of tearple ard pale ard evil srelling water of Bindusagar:
Staone is the theme
arnd the endless forbidden temple wall
goes from lighted shadow into shadowy light
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by the west kank of the stale and futile Bindusagar
tired of ceremoy,pale ad evil arelling ard still
tying the wom out voages of the bronzen sunset
Easy on the eye the ruins of temples every where
defeat the tale of memory and dream
caught as spiders in the dawn’s afflicted light
this mining of time
where stones have been lost and won
to resppear inside our separate births
perhaps it is a weary World
that pulls me also to the shore
we build the stone that has overcome men
until the fate thet dwods us as a fog.
Bresks free of its omn river s quiet hope.
( ‘Bueneswar’ - Waiting- 80).
Mehspatra is emotiaally rattled by the silence of his native land, Orissa :
Your silence my land grows
With an old petrified laneliness
and your bronze youth overwhelms
with an whesrd cry of the infinite. Waiting P-19)
In the poam : ‘Dhauligiri’ the poet laments about, the ravages of the
fierce Kalinga War:
Afterwards,
when the wars of Kalinga were over
the fallow fields of Theuli
hid the red-smeared voiceless bodies
As the earth burrowed into their dead himger
with its tortured worms
gquided the faxes to their linp genitals.
(Dadligiri’- Waiting- 24)
Mahapara' s poem “The Whorehouse in a Calcutta Stet” is a sd
comentary an prostitution in India:
You fall back aggpinst her in the dp light
trying to learn something more about women
while she does what she thinks proper to please you
the sweet, the little things, the imegined
until the Statue of the men within
you have believed in throughout the years
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cares back to you, a disdbeying toy

and the walls you wanted to pull down

mirror anly of things nmortal ard passing by:

like a girl holding o to your wide wildemess,

as though it were real, as though the renewing voice
tore the menbrance of your half woken mind

when like a door her words close behind

“Hurry, will you ? Let me go”

ard her lonely breath thrashed against your kind.

( “Ihe Whore house in a Galautta Street”, A Rain of Rites P-17)

God-fearing nature and spiritual austerities of the Indian Hindu widows
is reflected in the poem “Demn at Puri” :

white clad widowed women

pest the cantres of their lives

are waiting to enter the great terple.

their austere eyes

stare like those caught in a net

hanging by the dawn’s shining strands of faith.
(“Demni at Pri” - A Rain of Rites -28)

Mahapatra depicts about the appalling poverty in India, that drives the
parents to forget their self- esteem ard introduce their daughters into the filthy
arera of prostitution in the poem “Hrger” :

I heard him say; my daughter, ¥’ s just tumed fiftem...

Feel her. T will be back som, your bus leaves at nine.

The sky fell on me ard a father’s exhausted wile.

Lang and lean, her years were cold as rubber.

She opened her wormy legs wide. I felt the hinger there.

the other ae, the fish slitherirg, tuming inside.

(‘Hroer’, A Rain of Rites P- 44)

In Mahapara' s poetry, thepast evolves as a conscious presence and
he gratefully acknowledges his indebtedness to such a past, which shapes
a¥e's life :

Between innocence and experience

A pain flashes in my head as I acknowledge my past

like an unseen boatmen’s sang floating. ..

o the river’s face like that dragging shadow

now shuddering with Spam’ scf ligt. (‘Way of the River”, W aiting 11)
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Mehapatra’ s poetry resaates with silence, the reverberating silence is
rerdered qualitative, because it guides both the poet and the reader to meditate
o the quality of humen life. Hence Silence is not a state of speechlessness,
but becores creative and meaningful. Sitakant Mahapatra, the Oriya poet too
gpeaks of the brooding silence that echoes throughout the landscape of Orissa,
fran the influences of which no sensitive writer can escape:

A visitor to Orissa can go to the Sun Temple at Konark, the Raja-Rani
at Bhubaneswar and many other exquisite temples at Bhubaneswar, Puri ard
elsewhere in the state and listen to the voices of silence speaking from the
staes. A dladas tradition of at least fif teen centurdies of plastic art spesks
through them . ( Sitakant Mehapatra, P- 109)

So silence becares the landmark of an integrated Oriya sensibility.
Jayanta Mahapatra expands the soope of silence by infusing his personal sense
of loss, despair and agay, which camweys his estrangement from the cultural
metrix of the Orissa, he desperatrely tries to relate. In this cotext the doservation
of Prof. K. Ayappa Paniker sournds appropriate. :

The poet achieves his eloquence through silence. Silence incidentally
is a word that gets endlessly repeated, ane might say oansecrated in Mehepatra’s
poems. ( Paniker)

In Mehapatra’s poetry silence represents what is lost in a culture by
the anslaught of modemity and also the mystery of the past. It also reflects,
what carmot be retrieved in the flux of time. In his poem “Bells” Mahapatra
describes:

Spring freezes an the widow’s lips
These which rang like bells ance
assumed silence.
Eells - Svayamvara and other poems.P-16)
In another poem “Main Temple Strest Rrdi” Mahapatra writes:
Ard that sky there
claimed by inviolable authority
harnging an to its crutches of silence
( "Whin Temple Strest Rrdi”- A Rain of Rites P- 16)

Spring is the season of flowering and lush greenery, B here it “freezes!
as in winter . The next imege is of a ‘widow’, who can not flower and hence spring
has 1o relevance in her life. But the expression spring, “which rang like bells
axe” strangely suggested the axe vibrant merital life of the warmen, full of
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hope, excitement, fun and acconplishment, which now stands silent. Hence
Sprirng ‘freezes’ an the "Widow’s lips”. The mamory of a full -blooded, thrddoing
Spring now silenced, anly intensifies our sense of what is lost permenently.
Seasans are fourd to change cyclically but here Mahapatra apparently rejects
the changing cycle of seasans ard hint s at the perpetuation of winter. However
the lifestyle of nual Orissa with its agrarian backgroud is closely monitored by
the changing cycle of seasons. But here Mahapatra has revealed about the
simple superstitians ard rustic lifestyle of the Orissa peple, where in widowhood
with an irrevocable finality seals the fate of a women beyod redemption. A
sophisticated uren feminist would cutsightly reject this premise that there is
1o life after widowhood; for sare it could even be a begiming of a new life free
from social bandage. But the context in which Mahapatra’s poem is placed, it
does not admit ary such possibility.This is a glaring instance, which proves
how Mehapatra truly identifies himself with the ethos of his larnd, Orissa.

In the poem “Main Temple Strest Rri” Mahapatra meintains thet the
tenple of Lord Jagarmath ( Bada Deula) is a living momment of a culture and
also the epitare of religicus beliefs. It also represents the mysterious ard the
inexplicable in the history of humen civilization. The vast expense of the sky
seamns to hold the key to this secret. But men is not allowed to unravel that
mystery, because the sky is crippled ard is supported by “Crutches of Sil 4
This meiming of the sky is highly symbolic, as it points to the gradial erosion
of vitality in the aulture of that bygae era ard its weskening power to support
ard sustain those values enshrined in that culture. But fortunately the sky is not
altogether incapacitated. It can still linp, hanging an to its crutches. However
this sky over the Puri terple wields an inviolable authority an the life of every
Oriya. Commenting on his poem “COrissa” Mahapatra says:

Here is centred to the culture of the Oriyas : in Jagarmath lie the sinple
passians ard intimete beliefs of the people. No important event in the life of an
Oriya goes by without a consecration to the Round- eyed ane. ... .. “Whatever e
the will of the Lord” appears to ke the solutim to ary prdolam that irks the
common Oriya.

Mahapatra uses English language in a subtle way and modulates its
rhyths, so as to suit to the needs and ruances of Indian experience. Mahapatra
tries to care to terms with Hindu mythology and its celebration of the belief that
the Universe is bordlessly variaus, that everything ocours similtanecusly, tet
all possibilities may exdst without excluding each other . Frark Allen doserves:

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.'2011/P.145




“Religious ceremony to the contemporary west, largely synonymous
with dubiety arnd self-denial, evckes a peace that passeth understanding. To
use it, the poet must struggle to free this syntolism fran aultural prejudice and
fatasy. Nt =0 far Tiia. The Hindu ethos has given all diverse humen impulses,
o matter how anarchic, undignified or bizarre, a valid ard accessible place in
itskeliefs’. @Allen- P-335).

Religious ceremony, as it is understood today in the West is
fundanentally different from Indian ooncept, which takes it as an intermal synbol
of timelessness. Apart fran concentrating an beliefs and rituals, Mehepatra

also mekes use of he current situation in contenporary society to give his
poetry a distinct Tndian flavour ard create a new ITndian Fglish idian. It is in this
aspect that Mahapatra is in the corparty of Nissim Ezekiel, Shiv K. Kumar, R
Parthasarathy, Kamala Das and O.P. Batnagar, who uderlire this typical Indian
sasibility in their postry . K Ayyappa Paniker ‘s doservation sourds quite relevant
in this aotext.:

Indian poetry in Eglish necessarily refers to two parameters: Indian
ard Erglish, ‘Indian’ mey mean, either written by Indian citizens or written aoout
TIndian sibject s or even expressing Indian sensibility . This inplies thet there is a
sensibility that is identified with the lard ad the peple of Imda. Netiawl
sensibilities are ultimetely based an racial and cultural factors, whether they
are inherited or acquired is another moot questian. (Panikar P- 122).

Most of the poetry collectians of Mehapatra such as “Waiting”‘'A Rain
of Rites”‘*Relationship’,“Life signs” “Burden of waves and fruit” ad
Temple’ display typical Imdian sensibility that immediately arrests ae’s
attention. History, myths, legads, folklore all go together to give a distinct
Indian identity in these volures. The Publisher’s Note to “Burden of Waves
and Fruit” highlidhts this aspect:

“There are meny rivers in these works, much rain ard sun, lag evenings
ard a few dawns- occasiarlly there are intimate glinpses of friends, lovers and
a sm. India is every where and nowhere”. (Publisher’s Note)

The award wimming poetry collection “Relationship” is a remerkable
poam, that celdorates an Indian sensibility through the creation of an Indian
English idiom. The background of this poem is indigencus and Mahapatra has
woven the history and myths of his land into the texture of the poem. This poem
gives a respectable identity to Indian Erglish poetry by adapting the indigencus
tradition ard exploring the myth and history of India.
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The first sectiom of the poam “Relationship” harps an the mystery of
life ard evckes the heroic past of Orissa with a sense of pride.
Time
and the boat
ad the initiation into the mystery of pesk
the sailing ships of those meritime ancestors
who have vanished in the Black Bay without a trace
that anly live in the soud of the waves
flinging themselves into the dark fringes
of this land from Chilika to Chandipur. (Relationship)

The first section of the poem serves as an exposition, as it mekes
reference to the Mahanadi, the Konark tenple and the ancient harbours like
Chilika and Chandipur. While recalling with a sense of nostalgia, the glariaus
heroic past of Orissa, Mahapatra laments that aice heroic an militant race is
now no more than a mere memory.

Bruce King mekes the following doservation on Mahapatra’s poetry
bodk *‘Waiting?

“ Omsisting of short lyrics with a few lager poans, “Waiting” (1979)
at first appears different from Mahapatra’s previous bocks. The poams describe
the Physical World ard social realities before noving an to the imeginative, the
languace is plainer, the sytax less ambiguous, there is more punctuation and
less fragrentation”. (Bruce King, P-12)

In the poetry collection “Waiting” Mehapatra puts emphasis on the self
and exhibits his intense pre- occupation with ruances of amtion, althouch the
prdolems of biculturalism, lack of faith and alienation from traditon have now
becore the favourite, themes of his poetry.Although a Cdstian by birth,
Mehapatra is unable to ignore Hindu culture and appears to accept its World
view. Like the Hindus, Mahapatra endorses the concept of cause ard ef fat, the
theory of ‘Niskane Karme! (doing the work, without expecting the resut in retum) ,
the theory of salvation, reincamation, redenption and purgation. Mehapatra is
also foud to ke tradvled by Qristian guilt amd his divided interitance. Mahaparra’s
preccaupation with his relationship to his past and Indian culture ard the
rearrence of specifically Indian soenes give ‘Waiting’ a wnity of vision. Trhe
titles of the poans included in the collectio also smack of Indian Origin. The
titles of the poams included in the poetry collection ‘Waiting’ are “A Country
Festival”, ‘Bubeneswar’, ‘e BEaithy, ‘Qrdsss,’ ‘Kyerk’!, The Teample Road Puri’,
‘Leaming to Flow Free in the Chardot Festival at Puri’, ‘At the Buming Gramd’,
‘Shrines’ . ‘The Irdian Way’, A Poem to Mahatma Gandhi”, .
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While going to comment on Mahapatra’s poetry GN Devy dbserves:
“With Mahapatra’s emergence as the leading Indian English Poet, the

usual critical debates abaut the relevance, rootedness, significance and status
of Indian Frnglish Poetry seem dated. In him, we have a poet whose work easily
admits and even demerds critical standards applicable to great poetry alane.
Since he has created a body of poetry, which is aut s anding in it s consistency
as in its quality his pectry conpares well with the best of the poetry in Tndian
languages as well as with World poetry. (Devy- P- 141). []

10.
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REPRESENTATION OF WOMEN IN
JAYANTA MAHAPATRA'SRELATIONSHIP

*Dr. Santosh Kumar Padhy

Jayanta Mahapatra’s Relationship is indeed an intimete relationship

with his omn lard, the retivity, teracts, people, place, myth, mythology, ailtbire,
tradition, seasms, climates - that is his motherlard - Orissa the soul of Trdia.
Orissa remains as the seed-bed of his flaurishing art since he begen writing
poetry in his late thirties. If we discuss this 1981 Cantral Sshitya Akademi
Iward wiming volure from a particular argle - that is the representation of
waren, we can easily firnd the highest of the higher values lie therein ard the
rarest of the rarer lardscapes attach to it. Side by side, what this paper intends
to focus is all about Mehapatra’s famle dharacters in this volure. By carrying
a few women, this volure in twelve sections tries to gather Mahapatra’s cozing
of love ard going into the past. His past experience and latter exploration in
representing woren not anly deliberate his use of sound and forceful imeges,
symbols and metaphors but also authenticate their true meanings higher than
their implications. The fleeting moments of time has undoubtedly changed the
role ard attitude of women but Mehapatra’s attempt and representation of them
are seemirgly rare and unique. In other words, this peper aims at analysing

Mahapatra’s enlightenment of women among other characters seems to be
lorly, Inely, thergpeutic and hierarchical.

There is a Sarskrit version - Janani Jarmavumicha Swargadapi Gariyasi .
Both mother and motherland are greater than heaven. Both of them celebrate
Mahapatra’s poetry and they occupy the central position more valuable than a
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reader understands. The intimecy and closeness that the poet tries to share
with his mother are the shares of distant refrains dwlked across the white
terraces of childhocd. It is a mamory takes a road vague with the distance of
self laeliness for which the clouds shift with the tears of wourded pools of his
living. The poet understands his own duty towards the piocus lady with many
memories but does not know what to do now. One thing seems very clear that
the poet while searching for her mother recalls his childhood ard tries to bridge
the gap between the dead ard living, the past and present in the cpening lines
of section two:

Today I watch through the window

the grave that is my nothers,

watch the old inmpulses in red and yellow

chalked across the white terraces of childhood (12)

How babies are inclined to their mothers always haunts the poet in his

latter years. Then his quest for mother seams erdless in section three :
So we would go on
readirg the epics in the lanp light
sucking our mother’s dry and drooping breasts, (15)

Yet in other lines in the very same section, the poet’ s recollection of his
mother is anly the repetition of section two in which the poet not anly moums for
the past and passirng years but also tries to relive in the asscciation with his
mother : the window looking out on to my mother’s grave

defends my dream
ane which T have never understood through the years (15)

A nother ramins unforgettable all the time for her children. She is in
broader sense, not anly the mother of her own children but also a mother for
other children. Her love and affection for owmn children and neighbours children
sanction her an inexplicable joy and feeling when she gets the sogpe of rearing
and even feeding breast to neighbour’s children. Mahapatra paints pastorals
scenes in a real marmer that it seems exception to the use of words ard the
meaning retains its higher value as there is no substitution of mother arnd her
breast feeding :

and which resembles the unexplained feeling of a mother

when she gives her breast to her dry neighibbour’s bewling child (30) .

Like mother, daughter is ancther incamatian of waren. In arder to bring
all the family menbers together, Mahapatra sings also of father and daughter in
section two. To him, poetry remains incarplete if he does not deal with hore,
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family, ad familial relatianship. Here the poet’ s sense of joy is bourdless when
he harps on his daughter because she is not only a woman character for his
poetry but also ane among his blood relationships.
as I facet easily
my old village’s pelt, glistening with rain.
ard the stillness of my gentle daughter’s skin,
farget the desire (13)
In attempt to forget the desire doesn’t meke the poet desireless. Then
he sees more relationship. For Mahapatra, his wife is yet another women
character who is also inmeculately, sketded in section eight. The role of a wife
isqite dif ferent from mother and daughter . The relatianship the poet draws with
his wife is of blood and near ard dear anes. In case of Mahapatra, his wife
becares a theme song of conjugality in which he never fails to decorate her
appearance as the female body is a tree :
Where there swills about us
the gpaciocus body of women, the fruit ard the flower,
the gentle leaf, the folded belly
ard the sweeping fire,

like the warm waters arourd fish,

like the velvet down about the floating breath
of fledgyirg (26)

These are perhaps all about Mahapatra’s age old experience and
relationship with his wife. Other then familial feminire dharacters, certain utgpian
famle entities also usher in this volure that Mahapatra can be labelled as a
leading feminist who brings correlation between natural and supermatural world.
In this section, while distinguishing ominous destinations of the real ard
imegined, the poet lims :

the bronzed gazes of mermaids

acpinst the infinite blue of the sea, (27)

Neither mermaids nor Gondharvas are restricted to their regians but
Mehapatra more interestingly capturing them from a different world cites in the
lines of this volure because they correspond to the dark abyss of an absent
dimensian of the blood. Mahapatra’s camection of both in and autside the ethereal
bad is meant for persanl satisfaction as Yai ad Linga both stand for fenale
and male union represented as persanifications to take rebirth with myth and
mythology ance again in this high-tech age. The last two stanzas of the same
section materialise the poet’s sulking years of dreams :
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For now I touch your secret order,
embarrassed Yau;

before me lie the sulking years of drams,
the stricken purposes of the muscles,
the violent splashes of sunsets

in the fibres of the beirg.

How would T pull cut

of the centurdes of fallen stae ?

How would T hold the linga in the eye
util the world is mede all over aggin ? (28)

Delivered by the myth which exhorts the poet’s slesp and standing
amag the wion ard reunian, the birth and rebirth with the srells of the rancid
fat of the past, Mahapatra locks for mystericus inheritance in which roots stick
aut and provide accelerate happiness when he mentions the last but not least
incarmation of women - the Goddesses in autum every year. She is Goddess
Durga, a symbolical and mythological woman of strength, power, energy and
prospeerity . Gttadck, the birth place of the poet is famous for worshipping Goddess
Durga every autum. Mahapatra in highlighting sacred shapes of women
artiailates his birth place, Qittack in Section Nire :

and the town of Cuttack where I was bom,

its lanes scarred by ruts form whose clay

the goddesses take their sacred shapes

in autum every year, (34)

To conclude Jayanta Mahapatra’ s Relationship and the female
characters in this volure, it is clear that the poet has left nothing. e thing he
wants to experience what he yet to be experienced is death which is also
delineated as dark daughters. The dark daughters in their various shapes ccme
dancing before the poet, for which he writes: “Tell me your names, dark daughters
/ Hold me to your spaces” (38) . It is Mahapatra’s invocation to death that mekes
the poet as hard as stane and a spiritless soul of mamory. In this way, his firel
desire in this volure is also associated with the ferele selves. []
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Social Atrophy and Melancholic Representatian:
A Study in Jayanta Mahapatra and Pradip Kumar Patra
* Jitumeni Goudhury

Jayanta Mehapatra (1928) needs no specific introduction today; he is
wndoubtedly the torch-bearer of moderm Indian English poetry. He has provided
a quite matured camotation of modem Indian ‘life’ through his poems and thus
made a legacy. Jayarta Mahapatra is a axscicus doserver of society, of traditdon,
custan, and of changing humen behavior in a fragrented world. He projects the
consequences of gldoalization, consumerism, western science and philosophy
a social amstruct ard value system of Tndia. Apart from the westem influences,
Irdian political system arnd caste as well as class discrimination have laid a
crucial impact an the social amstruct initiating a search for idatity. I his
poens, there is a prevailing note of irany and melancholy which reminds us of
metaphysical deviation from our exdistential root. Mahapatra portrays the facts
related to sacred soil of Orissa, the reality that he perceives aroud society . B
his doservatian does not anfine to or represent anly Orissa; his poetry represents
the changing perspectives of modem Indian society. His poetry provides a precise
concept of the psychology of modern man who emphasizes more on the
westemization than an traditianal values of their own. He juxtaposes tradition
and modermnity and thereby demonstrates a contrasting picture of sordid
civilization. About Mahapatra, Pradip Kumer Patra says in his article, “ ‘Random
Descent’ : “Ire still, sad music of hurenity ™ in the Poars of Jayenta Mehepetra”
So far as his thoughts are oconcermed, these turmn cut to be decentred and
intellectual more ard nore. Just like an artist giving shape to his imege, he
gives a finishing touch to his thought upon which his poems are based. As a
poet from Orissa, he is definitely influenced by its artistry visible in the
architecture, painting and sculpture of this land of myths and legends. (90)

Pradip Kumer Patra (1966) is another flourishing Indo-English poet from
Orissa who has given enphasis an the exploration of ‘self’. By exploring the
diverse aspects of individual ‘self’, Patra provides a critical assessment of the
wnitary self or what we call collective self of moderm India. His poams are a
rendering of life, reality and truth in which his atological and philosoohical
gpeculatians are got illustrated. What Dr. Patra says in this cotext in the
Preface” of The Rain Speaks ispertirat .

The best introduction of a natim, race or etlnicity ae gets from poetry .
A retion ot just exdst s gysically. It is amstituted of shaved menory, literahre
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ard art. Hence, it promtes aesthetics and humility. If the matim is an ocesn
the poets ard artists an it are the vessels novirng towards their destination

Sare of them tunble forth, some of them drown . It is the artist, in a broader
sense, artiaulates ard fills it with mesning. Every body is an artist in his or her
own way. He may be a scholar ,politician, intellecigl, adtivist, sciatist ar a laymen.
They may be wnacknowledged. But it is their cotribation that really comts. (viii)

He has permned seven anthologies of poems viz. Panoramic Shillong
(19%6), Summer Implications (199%), The Winding Path (1997), Denouement
(1998), Dewy Morning (1998), Midnight Divinity (1998) and The Rain Speaks
(2009) . The poars neke a jourey fran meterial reality to spiritual reality, fram
darkness towards light, from vagueness to enlighterment. Like Mahapatra, Dr.
Patra also speaks about the predicament of modern men, social atrophy and
purports to damlish the artificial constructs appeared to be natural . What mekes
Mahapatra complex and dbscure is his use of matured and ambiguous symbols
that inply his adroitness in poetic craftamenship. Both the poets project the
predicarent of modem men, disintegration of social set-up, loss of valued adltural
heritage of Orissa as well as of India. Both the poets purport that the massive
charge that cares to social and aultural life is owing to the gradsl infiltration of
bourgeois culture which has controlled and replaced the mass culture. They
show how the whole of mass culture becares a capitalist bafflement of social
ad ailtural reality. For thamwaer is matural is, in fact, an illusory reality mesnt
toveil the real sructure.

There prevails iranic and melancholic overtane in the poems of Jayanta
Mahapatra. He uncovers the ‘assumed reality’ with melancholy and thereby
denounces the false codes of social structures based on bourgeois culture.
Mehapatra projects ethical fall of modem men in the harnds of a materialistic
and consumer culture. Mahapatra writes in ‘Huger’ (Twelve Modern Indian
Roets) :

I heard him say: my daughter, de is just tired fifteen...

Feel her. I'11 be back som, your bus leaves at nire.

The sky fell onme, ard a father’s exhausted wile.

Lang and lean, her years were cold as rubber.

She opened her wormy legs wide. I felt the hinger there,

the other ae, the fish slithering, tuming inside.

[‘Horoer']

The stanza explicitly reveals the loss of moral ad social values of
Orissa as well as of India. It provides a antrasting imege of traditiamal Orissa-
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thet is highly spiritial, ethical, ard rich in aultural heritage . Pradip Kimer Patra,
too, speaks about ethical fall of modem men throuch his poetical works. He
depicts the sorrows and sufferings of modern man being fragmented and
disillusioned by materialism. He writes in ‘Camposure and Detachment’ ( Dewy

Morning ):

My soul goes aut to the sky

at of frustratim.

I'm fed wp

with the cagestion of the earth.

Tt is not the cagestio of rature ard air
but of anbition and desires.
[*Composure and Detachment’]

Zgpin he writes in ‘Wam-aut Idatity’ (The Rain Speaks ):

I didn't wart to live with

awam aut identity;

I wanted to absorb myself

in the night and e forgotten forever.
['Wom-aut Idatity’]

Both the poets, though their presentations vary, depict the plight ard
oadition of contenporary India under bourgeois meterialistic culture. The rapid
growth of industrial and political scenes, powered by the capitalist class, creates
tension among the common men facilitating the hankering after West and
cansequently the erosion of values. While Mahapatra speaks about menipulation
ad loss of gloricus aulture leading to mupture in the social system, Pradip
Kumar Patra speaks about the disintegrated self of modermn men, his agory and
suffering who prefers death than life. Death becores an ecstasy that comes
from earthly owes. The entire social set-up undergoes such a rapid change that
men has forgotten their exdistential roots. Both the poets tlus deal with the
existential question of moderm men. Mahapatra writes in this context in'‘Winter
inthe Gy’ ( Random Descent )

The paraplegic boy starnds like a cross,

shivering in the cold sesping throuch his fingers.
Tireless corporate offices

keep thundering with a sense of wholeness of life.
Siberian geese are already skinming the lake
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between the reeds, not taking more than what they need.
Here in winter I brood for no reasm.

I dn't have to be good, ard fail.

It wouldn’t be bed at all to be

a meaningless figure not trying to get sorewhere.
['Wirter in the City’]

Mahapatra symoolically represents the issues of social atrophy and
exdstential prdolem by tracing three different himen worlds: the poor class, the
business class, and comon people. Here the boy represents the helpless
poor class who is at the bottam of hierarchy, les to tolerate all the ills of society .
The poet throws light on the prdblem created by bourgeois capitalist class and
tis adverse influences on middle class and poor class of society. Here the post
speaks about the clash of these three classes ard their ideologies. But he
wants to kesp himself away from this comtroversial issue and tries to ke a
meaningless figure. Mahapatra’s soul seeams to be resting in the comon pecple
both in urcen and rural areas . Rural imocence is in sharp omtrast with the
urken caorplexity .He in this omtext says in Door of Papers :

T am reminded of our omn rural villages in Orissa that have been ravaged
by rain and floods, by droughts and famine. Kamala Markandaya’s village could
easily ke mine, or yours. Ad in this thoght lies the everlasting quality of her
bock. ( 121)

The poam ‘Winter in the City’ uncovers the disturbed city life as well as

Similarly, Patra also points out the existential prdolem of modern man
acting as a pupcet. He projects the tortured life of men who digresses from
spiritual ad ethical values ard thereby mekes their life a dhaos. He writes in ‘A
Feeling of being Extinguished’ (The Rain Speaks ):

I am in the frantier of my uroe and

my sense of restraint, I try to visualize
my ailing soul that ultimately resenbles
the cyclane victim of Orissa.

['A Feeling of being Extinguished’]

The fear of being extinguished is owing to the ignorance of traditiawl
values, culture ard ethics. This ignorance leads men to metaphysical emptiness
ard attachment to worldly pleasure. Both highlight this metaphysical emptiness
throughout their poems that change the entire speculation of humen beings;
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hence Patra says about ‘ailing saul’ . The social foundation of Orrisa is centered
round Lord Jagannath and bhakti darshana. But gldmlization and westem
materialistic ailture decentered the entire social formetio initiating emptiness.
Melepatra’s satirical presentation of this sick society is well fooused in the
following lires in ‘Grass’ (2n Anthology of Indian English Poetry ):

It is just amnar

marching away solemly with me, luring

into an ancestral srell of rot, reminding me

of secretes of my own:

[‘Grass']

Dr. Btra’ s poetry insists o the projection of self realization ad a

spiritual quest as men cares to know about the deceitful nature of westem
civilization distancing us fran ar on roots. He writes in ‘Locating the ‘I'7

Denouement ):

I vert to ke lost not in the worldly activities
but in the process of my own spiritual quest.
when should I find an affinity

between the two worlds of

body and spirit?

[Tostirg the '’ ]

Thus, both the poets explore their comitment towerds their society
by revealing the erosion of glorious values of Orissa, and creating awereness
amayg the Oriyas of their prestigicus past ard self purification. In each and
every poem of Jayanta Mahapatra and P.K. Patra there is an irical, satirical
and melancholic overtane by which they have focused aon the reality of society
ard individual. Both the poets have a reformist speculation that explicitly
dominates their poetry.[[]

REFERENCES :

iR A Board of Editars. Ed. 2An Anthology of Indian English Poetry. Orient
Longmen: Delhi, 1989.

2 Arvird Krishna Mehrotra. BEd. Twelve Modern Indian Poets. Qxford U.P:
New Delhi, 2004.

3 Mahapatra, Jayanta . Random Descent . Third Eye Communications:
Bhubaneswar, 2005.

4 Door of Papers: Essays & Memoirs . Author ‘s Press: Delhi , 2007 .

Patra, Pradip Kumar.The Rain Speaks . Sarup Book Publishers Pvt.
Litd: New Delhi, 2009

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.’2011/P.157



5 Dewy Morning.A Writer Workshop Publication: Calcutta, 1998.

6 Denouement .A Writer Workshop Publication. :Calcutta, 1998.

7. “Rardom Descent” : “The still, sad music of humenity “ in the Poems of
Jayanta Mahspatra”, The Indian Imegination of Jayanta Mahapatra, el
Sarargi, J., Jm , G.S. Sarup & Sans : Delhi , 2006 .

ke

Themes and Techniques of Jayanta Mahapatra’ s Poetry
* Shickna John Wary

Jayanta Mehapatra is ane of the nost praminent Indian poets writing in
English. He may be placed in the series of A.K. Ramanujan, P. Parthasarathy,
Nissim Ezekiel etc. Althouch a physic professor by profession, he has fourd a
niche in Indian Bglish literature. Mehapatra’s poetry has elevated Trdian Fglish
poetry to the status of world literature. His talent of huilding rich and carplex
imagery and imaginative power mekes him stand out as a poet of matured
sasibility .

. Pradip Kumer Patra, another Oriya poet writing in English, who in
merty ways is conparable to Mehapatra, says in this context in his Preface o
his omn collection of poams, The Rain Speaks : “Roetry is as old as the universe.
A feeling that poetry as a form of art has ro inportance in present time is
baseless. It is just like saying that we do not breathe regularly because we're
too busy. It cares as a fried when ae is most alae. It is always there as a
subtle feeling whether in joy or sorrow.” Poetry is mede up of language which is
primerily used for comumication. The omstant use of the language for its
primery purpose not anly enables men to achieve perfection in its use but also
gives clie to the secret of its power and ef ficacy. This is as ratural as the
develogrent of a housemeid’'s skills in cocking or a weaver’ s expertise in meking
beautiful falrics. So poetry is a byproduct of axr 1ived life just as are arr allture
ad tradition. It is a pert of axr life that gives substance to arr existence.

Jayanta Mahapatra is a modermn poet. His love of English language has
enabled him to campose poetry of high standard. Poetry is basically a language
gae; althouch it may sound a bit derogatory, it is a fact. Since postyy is a
written art, the poet nmust have sense to the soud, structure, and subtlety of
the language to become a good poet. Jayanta Mahapatra uses monosyllabic
picture words to build his imeges; His passion for the twist ard tum of the
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phrases of English language, soretimes, dbscures his poem; his important
concern seems to be abstract imagery.The imagery of swans sinking wordless
into the carpet and the gulls crying everywhere becores an important example
of his attenpt to cavey his experience through complex imagery.

He is an Oriya poet as he likes to identify himself. He caweys his
mnique experience as an Oriya; in his state, as elsewhere in India, he has seen
adltural collusian: the tension between tradition and modemity, his attenpt to
reaoile with Gristianity ard the native tradition largely influenced by the Hindu
trdition. As he was brought up in a Gristian family surromnded by Oriya culture,
he at times feels being alienated. But his empathy with his fellow natives upm
their aif ferirgs far illiteracy, ignorance and other similar reasons compensates
his mind to becore a respansible voice through his art. His beooming a Chiristian
in a predominently non-Christian culture situates him in a unique situation which
gives him an edge to doserve his surrounding with dispassionate and sharp
perspective. So his feeling of being alienated does not necessarily gives him
disappointment, but it enables him to becare more focused on the prablems of
his native people. In an interview with Vivek Jha he says,

“[My] main source of inspiration: my land, my pecple, my place,
wat T see, wat social imjustice I see, ard political imjustice. I shauld
like to write about the hinger . T think Orissa is the ae of the very, very,
very, very poar state, very poor.You oo inside the villages you will see
they dm't have the place to live in. They dm't have roof over their heeds.
They don’t have cne meal a day.They dn't have rice also to eat. And
anly politician can fird aut which things are there. During election time
they do visit the villages axe ard next five years nothing hapeens. The
same poverty, they sell their children to kesp their own starechs.
Mothers sell their daughters, fathers sell their daughters. Even today
it's hapgpening, egpecially in Orissa ard interior of Irdia.”

His acute awareness about the sordid candition of the society and the plight of
the poor pecple becomes a rich background. . We see elements of sadness and
embarrassment hovering around in his poetry.

The second important feature in Jayanta Mahapatra is his feeling of
weasiness with the faith in which he has gromn up. In an interview Jayanta tells
the history of how his parents enbraced Christianity. He calls the fact of his
parents enbracing Christianity as an accident of time. The uneasiness despened
as he was trained as a science student ard later as a Physics teacher. However,

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.’2011/P.159



he has never been able to shake off his faith and walk cut into the freedom of his
fatasy like other westem writers such as Shelley, James Joyce etc. Shelley
ot anly rejected his faith ut also tried to dellenge its relevance to the modem
men. Similarly novelist James Joyce, in the process of his disengagement fram
his faith, tried to prove that his catholic udoringing worked as a bog against the
develogrent of his artistic freedom.

The diffidence of Jayanta Mahapatra perhaps arises cut of his deeper
realization of the mysterdes of life ard the met aplysics of eschatology, because
he knows that human experience can not be categorized as this and that, and
arty attenpt to put it into a neatly labeled box of category is sure enough to
throttle it. The following stanza from The Road clearly indicates the diffidence
and even apprehension of the poet in trying to take the unknown road:

The one I have taken now

Appears to £ill me with purpose and strength.

But I do not know if it is the hagpy ae.

Even little children walk through its chaos enchanted,
Protected by it s purposeful air.

Nobody stops them.

Here T watch them never lose their way,

T Dewn at Puri Mahgpatra builds an imegery thaet is the result of his life
experience. The imegery of skull-like coccaruit shells, half suk in the sard,
and the widows being tied to the temple to the degree of enslavement cpens up
coplex thoughts and issues difficult to resolve but worthy to be pondered
upm. The title of the poam tums aut to be iranic as the vocabulary like crows,
skull, net, frail, ruined, leprous shells, etc. huild an atmosphere of gloan and
SOrTow.

The early light of the day does not suggest any ray of hope; rather it
catches the ruins of his aging mother’s dead body which is being consumed by
the funeral pyre. The widows hanging around the tenple gate to e cramated at
their death seems to suggest that they have been foroed to acoept their fates as
inevitable. The idea of fataliam thet is ingrained in Indian philosodiy of life
overshadows these enfeebled widows whose life experience has been truncated
mickay at the death of their hudbands. Gogealed in the frost-bitten life experience
they seem to await eagerly the early exit from their mortal frames. The poet
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seems to synmpathize with these wretched creatures at their predicament, and
this becares evident when he builds the image of his mother being consigned
to the flare in the sards of Puri. In this poam the poet is at ae with P.K. Patra
who writes in ane of his poans in The Rain Speaks:

T have anly had the experience of death
Throuch my retributian;

Life is just a shadow of death,

As I near the end, the shadow

Goes an increasing . (15 )

It is significant to note that while Patra cares fram literary badkgroad,
Mahapatra has no such background. He writes with his inbom creative talent.
Moreover he began his literary career late. Despite this, Mahapatra has proved
himself as an accorplished artist; his keen sense of doservation and great
sensibility have helped him to rise to a seared positio in Indian Bglish literatre.
His knack for constructing vigorous phrases enables him to make abstract as
well as conplex imagery, which saretimes frustrates the reader in understanding
his poars. Iraly, wit ard other similar elerents lend Mahapaza' s poetry delight fii
oonstruction, ut they alane can not be comted as merkers of his greatness;
he develops them within the context of his personal experience.

Patra, an the other hand, depends on the descriptive mode that is
simple ard elegant. A poet who takes recourse to the mode of a plain language
hes a dif ferat logic. All the rarentic poets tried to sinplify their language as
much as possible for they gave priority to their thought s ard feelings. Abstract
imeges and far-fetched imegery, as used by the metadysical poets, were strarge
to them, because such imegery may distort the spontanecus flow of feelings
and thoughts A language full of abstract imeges and baroque style may be
pleasing to the sensibility of the reader, but it may not be able to comumnicate
the authenticity of experience of the poet. In this camection Jeffrey Wairmright
says:

However, every experience with languages teaches us that
comnication is frequently less transparent than we would wish.
Disappointment at the failure of language to be clear, adet it s capacity
to mislead and sway us into deception, has marked our thinking about
larguage for centuries. Ambiguity, double meanings, egquivocation
intended ard not intended, all marmer of  -speak’, results fram, ar eglait,

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.'2011/P.161



the potential anarchy of language. Often, it seems, ‘words run away
with themselves’ and takes us with them.

Patra is aware of this limitation of language. So like the roventics of
the 19® century English literature he deperds an the sinple and plain language
that promises more intimacy of feeling and thoughts. Jayanta Mahapatra and
other poet slike A.K. Ramerujan prefer phrases full of tums ard twist s, it this
mode has also its limitation arnd the danger of being trivial if they are enployed
merely for the reason that they can be done so. It is not always good to stretch
language too much. Niranjan Mchanty, another poet fram Orissa writing in Fglish
also shares the same view when he says:

I'm aware of the fact that larguage is a limited medium. It doesn’t
accurately represent the hidden muances of feeling always. There
remains a sustainable gap between what cne longs for and what one
achieves. Through my poetry I try to minimize the gap between the first
hand experience and the expression through the creative medium. The
degree of success rests an how my readers/researchers ‘read’ the lines
of my poems, and reach the core.

Jayanta Mahapatra always casts a shadow of gloom or depicts an
atmosphere of aridity in his poetry. His approach to the problems and
predicanents of the society follows the method of a modemist or postmodemist
post. His poetry expresses a sense of being paralyzed when he tries to articulate
sorething and this oconsequently leads him to end up in despair; there is a
feeling that the cherished values have been drowned in men’s pursuit for instant

Disjunction of collocation is ancther feature of Jayanta Mahepatra’s
poetry. Many contemporary poets adopt this method to puncture the language
for a variety of reasms. The gwases ‘polite fictiay’ ard ‘besk of tears’ in the
following lines are sare of such rurerous disjunctive collocations foud in
Blue of the Sky and other poems of Mahapatra.

At times even the sinple flight

of a pigem is polite fictiom

The sky’s blue waiting sinply
To ke carried by a bird’ s besk of tears.
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Mehapatra has done it deliberately in order to represent the brokemess of the
world in his poetry. Secondly he might be mocking at the language, and by
doing so he seems to set his own autonomy of creative framework liberated
fram the colanial legacy. In fact arestion of ae’ s omn variety of English is a
comn feature of meny writers of Indian English literature.

Patra and Mahapatra use the real landscape of Orissa to write their
poans. Their imegery of landscape is capable of enphasizing the tenor of their
feeling in a very powerful way . While Patra depends an the descriptive imegery,
Mehapatra uses variaus types of imegery from aoncrete to abstract to amtrasting
one; we see Mahapatra creating imegery of metaphysical types. Mahapatra’s
imegery sametimes even tums to be elusive, or rather synbolic. Patra’s sinple
imagery belags to the school of Wordsworth, while Mahapatra’s to Eliot or
Dome. The collusion of his contrasts sometimes becores shocking.

Mahapaa' s background as physic teacher moulded his sensibility,
although his training in ghysics has little to do with his writing poans. But the
fact that he belongs to science background makes Mahapatra more detached
ad, at times, cold ard ratiawl like a scientist wo is expected to restrain his
emotion. Mahapatra is more concerned with perfection of his craftsmanship,
while Patra is transported into the world of his creation. Patra is very much
involved in the creation of his poetic imegery. He ance said that “to know him is
to read his poeams.” Moreover Patra has strong cowiction on the power of
imegination. He says “for a poet imeginetion is authentic. It is as authentic as
arr o existence. It is never short-lived. It is never away fram a poet’s omn
reslization.”

His faith an the power of imegination reminds us of WH Auden’ s Lok,
Stranger! Auden’ s intense feeling an the seascape leads him to believe its
authentic ef fect upm the stranger. He insistently request the stranger to pay
attention to the “egping light of delight” that he believes would give the stranger
sare sort of noral ard spiritual ealtation.

Pradip Patra writes confessicnal or personal poems; his concermn is
besically trying to uderstard the self. It seams that he wents to capture the
experience of life in fragments of momentary awareness. On the other hand,
Mahapara' s poems lament over the stagnancy, ignorance ard illusion of the
society and its people. He coweys these ideas through imeges after imeges
aanstructed aut of the raw material of Oriya larndscape ard its pecple. India is a
lad of diversity, it the featires of poverty, prejudice, suyperstition ad explaitabidn
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etc. which are camon and visible across the length and breath of the contry.
So what he sees in Orissa is equally relevant to other pats of the comtry.h
this sense he isasrrudlanlrﬁianpoetasheisanOriya.D
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THE MAKING OF MODERN WORLD AND ITS
ANGUISH REFLECTED IN MAHAPATRA’S POETRY

* B.J. Geetla

Mehapatra is a keen doserver of contemporary life and situation and
does not mince words in describing socio-political scene that diminishes
humanity. Irany becares his forte. Like a Nissim Ezekiel her and a Derek
W alcott there, Mahapatra tries to core to terms with reality. He reminds us of
T.S. Elict inhis The Wasteland days when the latter spoke of ‘the horror and
boredom of 1life, devoid of glory’ . Mehapatra is a frank ard candid in describing
the comtry and the world around him in realistic terms, He ‘sees life steadily
and sees it whole’ . Violence and lawlessness in contemporary society seem to
disturb the poet. The disgust of the poet is clearly discemible in a rinber of
poems in his recent works. In a poem titled “Aftermoon” Mahapatra expresses
his disgust and anguish at the rape of girls and waren that is reported frequently
in the newspapers of our country . He writes:
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The harsh aftermoon skin of the sumer sky
Lies in flakes o the dry river bed.

There, the raped and dismembered body

of ancther thirteen-year ald girl, stilled,

beyand the trenbling of the sands.

Late afternoon I saw a young widow

strip herself neked by the water.

Just dark brushes allover her fairkody (Aftermomn)

Mehepatra though wrote sare ‘subjuntive’ texts, he excels in ‘irdicative’
tets As a humanistic poet, he wrote about what happens around the world.
Poams like ‘Defeat’, ‘The Quest’, ‘Bazaar Scene’, ‘Heroism’, ‘the Unease of
Quiet Slesp’, ‘Bbout My Favorite things’ ard a few others in his latest bodk of
verse, Shadow Space are exanple of ‘indicative’ tets. Hence, these poems
can ke appreciated and aralysed better as aultural studies. In ‘Aoout my Favourite
Things’ Mahapatra writes about the drought-stricken Kalahandi (a place that
finds a prominent space in Mahapatra’s poetry after Cuttack, Blubeneswar and
Puri) ard the sufferings of thousands of pecple there. He was appalled by the
misery that had befallen the pecple of underdevelaoed Kalahardi district of Orissa.
The poam is based an the first hand experience of his visit to the place, Ttus,
he writes:

Last December, around Christmas

I felt I should go donn the drought-stricken
Kalahandi countryside and watch my eyes fill
with fligt

A tiny straw hut in the fallow fields locked sadly
at me.

Caught the odor of sweat and coarse straw.
Did all earth srell like thet? (Shadow Space 49)

Kalahardi is not an exosption. In other parts of the world, ‘seven hirndred
miles away’ a family were ‘burmt to death, simple because / they had another
faith’. The poet is moved by himen sufferings at Kalahandi and elsewhere caused
by nature or fellow huren beings. His heart goes to all the suf fering humenity .
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Tt is in this agpect that Mehgpatra reminds us of T.S. Elict and nearer at hore,
Nissim Ezekiel whose heart go for the suffering himenity and who wish menkind
well in their later poars. As Mahapatra advances in years, he feels more for the
auf fering lumenity . The things which he could not notice during his youth and
middle age, now becores crystal clear to him and his heart bleeds for hinenity .
In a poem called ‘Defeat’, Mahapatra speaks of child labour ard the plight of a
boy who worked in the blacksmith’s shop. Thus, he writes:

A oy sat smiling, faming the flames,

T did not notice his eyes then, misty with pain

Or his hands as he worked with the bellows,

a finger braken, sores an his thin wrists.

And what is worse is that lunger and sufferings go hand in hand. The
blacksmith’s shop is o more but the suffering of the child labourers has worsened,
giving rise to hinger ard deprivation. Hence, in a tane full of pathos, the post
records:

The blacksmith’s shop is gone now
and childhood sits in shadow
like an eye in a face that is dead (Shadow Space 37)

Poverty, s arvation and human suf fering go hand in hand. In a poem
titled; ‘Bazaar Soare’, the poet spesks of a three-year old girl child who had
stolen a rotten mengo fram the fruit vendor’s basket arnd given it to her ‘crippoled
brother slumped an the road side’ . The plight of the undermourished child and
the poverty-stricken mother moved the poet. Thus, with a voice marked by agaty
the poet asks:

If the world weeps, are you moved?
Will it show you where to go?
Does the world grow according to its own needs?

Mahapatra is good at cultivating humen relationship. One is moved by
his concem for fellow poets and love for his contemporaries as is evident in a
poem titled “A Day in Marburg on-the-Iahn” (Written an the desth of AK.
Ramanujan) .

The poem, ‘March’ in Shadow Space indicates the mood of the poet
who is deeply disturbed by the wentaon violence that erupts all aroud us. The
failure an the part of humen beings to see the darger that threatens our very
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existence an earth mekes the poet feel sad. BAs a true humenistic poet, he is
disturbed by senseless violence, rape and wanton killings that have becore a
pert of axr dadly rastire life. He writes:

Men here build cities,

Cities work their way

Into a maze of stordes

from where man’s mind

fails to see ahead...

And another murder

Of a raped girl an the sea beach

all these are provisiael. (Shadow Space 81)

The poet is concermed with the fate of hurenity here in cur comtry as
well as in the warld. And hence, any form of nuclear weaponry is unacceptable
tohim. The whole atmosphere is threatened by nuclear holocaust. As he put sit:

The cloud I saw too, bent on suicide

Ard the underground test, pilgrim of a new world

Carrying easily over the distance between us.

(Shadow Space 75)
Using ‘darkness’ as a metaphor for ignorance, which is akin to absence

of knowledge, the poet reflects an the colanial past and turboulent present, ina
poem called, ‘Darkness’ (published in Himel August 12/8, 1999, p.49) and asks
for a way aut.

From a window here and a door there

Darkness lifted its head and locked

who would show it the way?

It slipped past reason and knocked on the
Minister’s heart

It flanted its depe.

Trhe ‘hostile history’ refers to the aolanial past, which haunts the post-
oolanial present. The ‘colanial’ system ard laws are still in gperation. We have
interited the British Administration and judicial system and thereby, kept the
unbilical cord intact. This reminds us of his earlier doservation, “It is thus the
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odour of a captured comntry lingers’ (‘Life Signs’) . Mehapatra is meking a wole-
hearted ef fort to decolanise Indian English Poetry.

In course of an article, “The Decline of Indian BEglish Poetry’, pblished
in The Jourmal of Indian Writing in BEnglish (Jan. 2000) Mehepsatra outlines the
role of a poet in the amtenporary society.

Poets are expected to meke sense of life. If they find life today in
fragment s, they must not leave it thet way. Perhaps they should have that desire
to produce poetry that transcerds the ills of modem life rather then poetry that
helplessly mirrors them. It is easy for me to say this when I know I amguilty of
such writing. But I am afraid this is a diffiailt task to achieve.

This statement is amply borme cut in a poem called, “Possessions”.
Here, e talks about the poets who merely describe their private and pdblic life,
ard write about the socio-political scene with a sense of empatly . The public
expectation of the poets is very high. The realization of the poets’ predicament
is brought cut in an wanbigucus note in the following lines:

In Pin perhaps
they stard inside, but carmot
yet slam the door of their voice.

Ministers care and go. Wives pretend illness to atterd to their ailing
husbands. Husbands and wives know that they are lying and yet they don’t
‘tum their eyes away’. Politicians assure power and meke speeches but
thousards of children ‘go hungry again’ . There are meny things in the world that
happen around us but we do not compreherd them like a little girl who fails to
urnderstand “why the wind keeps crying in the telephone wires / and there, how
it mekes the stars trenble too!” Poetry fails to core to terms with contenmporary
reality . Thus, the poet says,

Qur poars lock to the right and to the left,
and then tum to tormment in meek expectation
And always the waiting, a lhindred years hence
the poams will still be hwrdicus

hiding their impotent hatred

for the warld’ s uresurrectable life.
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Having said this, the poet tries to implore uypm the readers that individuals are
not very inportant and what is more, they live not for themselves but for others.
The poet asks:

Wiy is it so hard to realize aneday

that you are meaningless? That cne

is not even living for ane’s o sake?

Individual poets too come and go ard are ‘silenced by the shapelessness

of life alive’. The prdolem baffles us. The poet asks a rhetorical question:

would the prdblem disappear

if one puts oneself beyond the judgement of men?

(Shadow Space, 1997:25)

The desire to rebuild the society and reassess life from a new angle
wderline the message contained in the poem, ‘possessions’. Merely telling
about life is not enough, ae hes to face it and live it to the full, the poet sears
to say. The optimism expressed in the life, ‘There is always a door cpen
sarewhere’ of this poem, is umistakable.

Mehepatra’ s poetry clearly shows thet he is ae of our best post-colanial
poets. The desire to write about an indigencus tradition and culture ard establish
an identity indeperdent of the colanizer in the recent history, inmediately puts
him on the forefrant of post-colanial poet s in ar caantry . To reed his poetry is to
acguire a kind of erpathy with the contenporary life. Mehapatra has successfully
decolanized his poetry and mede it a vehicle for the expression of Indian socene
in the post-colanial era. The caxem for himenkind arnd perticularly for the poor
and suf fering people is umistakable in Mahapaa’ s poetry. Mahapatra as a
poet “sees into the life of things’ ad mekes the reader feel for the suffering
humanity. [7]
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The Aesthetics of Silence and Sound: Robert
Frost and Jayanta Mahapatra.
*Dr. Bishnu Charan Dash
‘Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard are sweeter’

(“Ode on a Grecian Um” - John Keats)

The dialectical clash between * heard’ and  unheard’ nusic, between °
sourd’ ard ‘silence’ has been a subject of serious aoatemplation in carparative
aesthetics, and poetry, being the kesis of all the five fire arts ( the oter for
being: painting, music, drama and sculpture) is dovicusly no exosption to it. In
Indian aesthetics, it is enjoined that a dytlmic movement forms the basis of
crestianee it artistic ar Netural - ad thet ot of the silence of Etemity, tde
Sarkttya philosodhy enjoins, the three primordial principles (Sattva, rajas and
tamas) of Nature (Prakrti) tock an orgenized way, and the creation emerged out
of ‘movarent’ (sound) when Prakriti, bereft of her equilibrium, came closer to
Burusa, the spiritual Principle!. While subscribing to the Sarnkiya viewpoint
that movement (spandana) oonstitutes the begiming of creation, the Saiva
philosophy however doesn’t distinguish ‘Matter’ and ‘Sprt as two separate
principles, but recognizes them as two sides of the Rosolute, who fivst created
‘' Power of Creatian’ (Sakti); and aut of her ‘desire’ ard ‘novarent’ for creation,
was created, ' somd’ (nada)- the primordial sound (Omm) The Sarada Tilaka?®
states the secret of the Nada theory in that soud emerged out of the unian of
Siva as ‘solid point’ (vindy) ard Sekti as his power (vija) . The entire wniverse is a
sourd which is audible not to the ordinary huven ears but to the meditative ears
of a man of contenplation, who initially hears cacophonies, and who, in course
of his progressive development in contemplation/meditation (dhyana), hears
rhythmic souds of seas, clouds, springs, bells and drums-until the sords
beaare subtler like hunming of the black bees in a state of complete absorption
(samedhi) in which the individal consciousness is entirely lost in the Universal,
the source of Etemal silence and sound.

The Nada theory can be correlated with the divine theory of origin of
poetry, ad the Agni Purana’® eulogizes both poetry and poet s in thet the poetic
world is limitless, and that the poet is as much powerful a creator as the lord of
crestiom (Prajapati) amstantly shepirg, twisting, dissolving/ dissipating ard then
producing a peerless wark of art by virtue of his creative genius (pracilde/orajra) .
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In Indian aesthetics/ poetics, the poet has been accorded a divine status in the
sense that he possesses enormous potentialities by virtue of which he can not
anly create a new world aut of nature, hut also trensform pain into pleasure,
silence into soud, ard all earthly soud(s) into divine sound(s) . Rdoert Frost,
the famous 20%® Century American poet, and Jayanta Mahapatra, a celeorated
name in post independence Indian English poetry, were essentially meditative
poets of the ‘blessed mood’ in which they, like William Wordsworth, heard the
‘uheard music’, saw ‘life into things’ in the warb of silence, and realized the
‘still sad nusic of henity’ inhours of ‘tranguility’ or ‘serene-silence’ in the lap
of Nature. The present paper purports to establish both the poets as seasoned
singers of silence ard sourd which enrich the structure ard texture of their
poetry.

Rdbert Frost, often acclaimed as a ‘master poet’ to be judged by world
fandards, was, in the words of Rdcert E. Spller*, a metapghysical poet in the
tradition of Hrerson and Enily Dickinson for whom poetry is essentially a joumey
from the comon place world of observed reality to the unconmon abode of
mystery and mystical significance. In course of his jourmey, the poet goes in
quest of the skull beneath the skin, the ‘unseen’ behind the ‘seen’, the souxd
behind the silence, ard the manifold silence behind the cacophanies. Like his
crestor, the Frost proct egmist is a laely striker, arider, an apple picker, a swirger
placed in the backdrop of isolation in a oold and callous universe. Like the
reacer (s) of Frost! s poetry, he is also caught between the tenptatio(s) of silexe
ard sourd, of action and aotenplation, of ideal and real, of life ard death, of
the sinple fact s of mmndane existence and the ‘deep-dark woods’ of mystery.

The tension in Frost’s poetry often puzzles ard betrays the casual
reecer wo fails, at the first sight, to lomate the intricate aesthetic desion ad
symbolic pattem built upon a camplex cooweb of suggestive meaning. Frost’s
simplicity is deceptive because there is always in his poetry, a meaning within
a meaning and that is precisely the reason why, he himself proclaims: my
poetry begins in delight and ends in wisdaom®.And the kermel cores out of the
hisk like a flash of illumination at the end after the enactment of the drama of
silence ard sourd. In Frost’'s schare of things, poetry is conceived of in terms
of a jourmey which is udertaken with the wings of silence ard sourd, and every
time the jourmey takes a progressive turm, poetry becares a revelation, ard it
ocozes out endless drops of meaning for the delight as well as knowledge of the
reader, just as a big piece of ice m a hot stove melt s into drops
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Like Frost, Mahapatra is also a meditative poet who subscribes to the
tenets of Indian poetics/aesthetics in that poetry is essentially a meditative
endeavour rather that a flamboyant propaganda. Ananda Vardhana, Mammata
and Abhinava Gupta hold that ardgirality and crestive pocentiality (Pratibda) are
the root cause of poetry, whereas suggestive nuances/meanings constitute its
soul (‘dwvenir atme kavyasya') . ¢ A poet without the gif t of Pratidsa is like a play
without the prince. Rabindranath and Sri Aurdoindo on the other hand emphasize
the meditative and spiritual aspects by recognizing the fact that poetry is
incantatory call from within which has nothing to do with high sounding words
and adorrments because the jingling omaments drown the ‘whispers’ and mar
the suggestive meaning ard the silent working of the aesthetic structure of a
poem. ’ The true poetic sensibility is shaped by sinplicity, intesity of feslirg,
purity of thought and a meditative search for apt metaphors, synbols and imeges
in silence, and Mahapatra, the silent sadhska of poetry, is a professed follower
of this peetic principle. His poetry is an eloguant expression of the eterral silaxe
of the unknown. Mahapatra writes:

Meens For me a poem is knit together by an inconceivable silence, which is
intangible substance, of which words are but menifestations: words which can
build the poem from a silence and to which the poem must eventually return.”®

The alove remark by the poet himself justifies that Mehapaaa' s poetry,
like Frost’s, is grouded upm the aesthetics of silence. He cares closer to
the Nada theory when he says that this silence has its seat within the heart,
ard that it waits to burst aut from the mysterious silence of the self with a ‘child
likepang’ (signifying sinplicity) in arder to shape the larnguage of a poem. And
here Mahapatra cares closer to Tagore’ s aesthetics of creation which envisages
‘poetry as the cry of a new bom child’, ard ‘gif of poesy’ as ‘an instrument of
expressian delicately respansive to the breath that cares from the depth of my
being’ °. To Rabindranath, as it is for Frost and Mahapatra, a poet should not
survey the world superficially, and the poet as a seer should lodk into the life of
things and should catch the white radiance of etemity behind the dare of mery-
alored dlass of life . And each ard every sag of “Gitarjali” provides the reader
with an intuitive ard revelatory inspiration that ensauls his mird with the sight of
the self, the imemost reality of things. Paradadcally, Mahapatra experiences
this silence within and it opens cut a ‘thousard menories’ which in tum came
into being in his poems. He attempts to express this elogquent silence through
apt symbols, metaphors and myths.
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In the first poan of his first volure “Close the Sky, Ten by Teny” (1971),
wer the title of “Loneliness”, Mahapatra evinces his keen interest in and
comendable capacity for molding the ‘language’ like ‘clay’ and mekes his
imegist experiment so as to present the wwsual silence as an aesthetic that
forms the ‘structure’ which overpowers the ‘texture’ . Bruce King™® doserves that
in the first volure, the poet ‘experinents with form, language, imege’ ard herein
‘sord' prevails over ‘sense ' (awctian), the ‘structure’ over ‘texture’ . The very
title of the poam “Laeliness” reveals the strategy of the poet to express isolation
through seven different imeges that enrich the aesthetic of silence. Loneliness
is located in the silent activity of the ‘wings’ moving uowerd to ‘catch the fire of
the sumer-sun’, in the swift movarent of ‘air’, in the ‘wheels gripped amid the
aogs of other wheels’ signifying the queer silence bom aut of the stop of the
sording ‘wheel’, in the regular clidkdng soud indicated by ‘tidking time’, in the
‘ashes upm the veneering table’, in ‘the breath of reputed exo’, in the silent
reticence of a wimer unexpectedly losing the game, in the silence of graves
and weges, of nameless faces and atoms, and finally in the ‘flames fram the
pyre of plundered secads’ pertaps pointing to the frustration of the tomenting
past life already pludered away by Time/Etemity.A skdlful practiticer of the
montage teclnique as he is, Mahapatra has presented a mosaic of situations/
dojective correlatives to stage the dominent drame of silence with the help of a
cluster of imeges that are at ance haunting, evocative, forceful and finctianal.
The aesthetic of silence is very aptly discovered fram the silent and laboricus
crestive suffering of an artist/crestar/actar wo, in a state of indecision, artiaulates
ad struggles silently with words in arder to give birth to his beby crearion. It is
here that poetry becomes a matter of meditation and aesthetic contemplation,
ard the aesthetic coil of silence, often disturbed by the formidable presence of
sourd, finally terds to achieve the organic unity/structural finish which
Mahapaza' s poetry is so famous for.The use of unusual images in the poem
wder question lends a mysteriocus glow/ mystical meaning to his creation and
in this respect, he cares closer to Rdoert Frost.

Much before Mahapatra set to writing poems, Frost had already
established himself as a powerful poet presenting the paradox of silence and
sourd. Yet, both of them are considered as modem poets, dealirg with the
decadence, disintegration of values and humen relationship, isolation and
alienation of the modermn men. From the society/ erviromment, nature and the
cosmic mechanism which is more often than not, presented as cold, callous
ard irdifferent to humen suffering, the tension / dichotany in his poetry between
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silence and sourd, between ideal and real is nourished by the very fact of his
being a poet kesping two feet in two different worlds-ane clashing ard finally
reaociling with ancther . He began under the cloud of the Romentics and became
a realist to the core. He is a Victorian in as much as he shares the 19% century
religious doubts and distrust of science, and yet he is modem in his mood and
manner. Likewise, Mahapatra is a modemist, a ‘new poet’ of experimentatio
and vivid presentation of contemporary reality and conscicusness, and yet in
his magmum opus “Relationship” (1981) which won him the prestigious Sahitya
Academy Award, one locates Mahapatra' s search for roots, his feeling of lcss
ard deprivation, ard his desire to omsecrate the cultural past of Orissa- her
religion, rituals, traditions and myths. Through the merriage of silence ad
sourd, the poet appropriates his accosptance of the past ard the present, of
tradition and modermity:

“T know I can rnever aare alive if T refuse to aasecrate at the altar of my
origing/ where the hollow horn blows every morming and its suburban sound
picks it way/ throh the tangled moonlight of your lazy slesp.” ™ (“Relatianship”)
The aesthetic alacrity of the stanza rests an the happy merriage of the two
otraries—silence and sound- which is indicated by the expressians of ‘hollow
hom blows’ and ‘suburben sound picks’ . The sacred silence of the morming is
both roken and enriched by the blowing of hom in the nural lardscape of Orissa,
whereas the ‘suburban sound’ of the evening representing cacophony
dheracteristic of Orissan city life is set agrinst the silent momlit night and ‘lazy
sleep’ . Viewed from the aesthetic standpoint, the joumey in the stanza is fraom
silence (hollow) to sound (‘hom blows’) and from sord (‘suburken sound’) to
‘lazy slesp’ representing silence acpin. A similar such pattem is followed in the
poars “The Lost Children of Arerica” (included in the volure “Life Signs” (1983)
ard “Silence” (A Rain of Rites, 1974).

In the poem “Silence”, the mood in ane of deep meditation, and the
poet not anly watches but reads the mysterious silence of the dawn that ‘dances
across the land’; action and contamplation, silence and sourd are intertwined
50 as to edify the aesthetic framework of the poem. The poet watches silence
passively; tlrogh a sell laely window it ‘grows’ so actively that it ‘danxes’,
‘hrts' ard firelly ‘aresps’ into bed like a ‘furtive child’ . Mehepatra herein expresses
eloquently the suzerainty of silence, with the help of persmification, ard the
poem progresses fram silence to sound (dance) and finally ends in the etermal
silence of the unknown:

‘I have reed the silence
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That dances across the land at dawn
I have watched it grow
From a small lonely window,

It hrts

The hundred thousand eyes

When I try to et oer it

Tt cresps into bed like a firtive child.’  (“Silexe)

Throughout his poetic career, Mahapatra proves himself to ke a philosooher of
silence. He watches it, reads it, feels/experiences it, enjoys its dance ard
ceaselessly dases after it even though the latter behaves like a ‘furtive dhild’.
Though the poet is critical about religiocus rites and rituals, he is nevertheless a
sirger of solitide ard a ritualist of silence:

‘Sitting together quietly is a ritual locking at stars .......... (“A Ritual”)
Ard this ritual of silence is discemible in quite a good runber of his poars:
‘dead silence’ (“Arriculun’), perscnified solitude ‘stretching lag hards’ (“Ihe
Farewell”), silence capturing humen mind (“Smekes”), ‘silence of cur sanity’
(“he Mom Larding”), the ‘rock-faced silence’ of father (“Ihe Bride”), the wet
silent night of a crow (“Dawn”), ‘silence’ as ‘distance behind the
wheel’ ("Kaarka”), ‘sards’ blind solitude’ (“Relatianship”), ‘dry river bed wragped
up in a shroud of moonlight (“Dispossessed Nests”), dawn’s bone-white land’
(“Burden of Waves and Fruit”, 1986 and 1988), ‘shadows can never cpen their
mouths’ (“Shadows”). The menifold ritual of silence as detailed above is
meticulously doserved/executed by the poet with the ritualistic ingredients of
persanification, symbols, metaphors and images - auditory, vigel, tadtile,
olfactary ard kinesthetic. In coarse of his ritualistic worship of silence, he
encounters paradaxically both the silence ard sourd of the ‘self ’, of sociey, E
Nature ard of Etemity signified by death ard slesp, ard in this respect, he
seems to be sharing, with Rdcert Frost, the progressive aesthetic jourmey form
silence to sourd, and from sound to sleep epitamizing Etemity. The whole
process starts with silence of the visible world and erd in the etermal silence of
the unknown. Mahapatra dbserves:

“For, this silence is a sourd I will ramarber always, as it seems to
move through my days and I feel it like an armour.... to protect myself from the
artsice warld.”

The sound of silence not only reminds him of the cacophony of the
world of decay and disintegration, but also prampts him towards intense self-
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realization ard realization of the Etemmal silence, ard in this camectio, the
poet’s conversation with Normen Sinms is noteworthy:

“Life is painful, the process of writing a poem is painful, and then poetry is going
into and finding the centre of yourself...... It souds quite anbiguous, but you
are always aware of the silence which occupies your ‘soul’ or whatever, ard
words anly go an to meke us more aware of this silence which suspends all life,
keeps you hanging in space as it were.”

In Mohapatra’s scheme of things, ‘words’ are ingenicusly used to serve the
alma mater of silence, to constantly remind the reader of the border between
the understandeble ard the un-understardable, the visible (sourd) ard the invisible
(silence), between life ard death, ard it is this metaghysical mystery through
the secret working of words/imeges that brings him closer to Frost.

For Rdoert Frost, life is a complex and arduous jourey, and every
hmen being is a laely traveler, asiitary soul alienated from men, society,
Nature and the callous cosmic mechanism. For both Frost and Mahapatra,
isolario is ot a peauliar Arerican or Orissan/Indian phenorenon; it is rather
an extended metaphor that stands for the precariocus condition of the ‘modern
man’ bom and reared in a war-prone and poverty- ridden society.Zrd that is
perhaps one of the reasons why both Frost and Mahapatra withdrew from the
caaxpdhay of the externmal world to sing the sayg of the ‘self’ in silence. Like
Mahspatra’s poem “Silence” and “Loneliness”, Frost’s “Mowing” (“A Boy's Will”,
1913), “After ZApple Picking” (“North of Bostan”, 1914), “Acguainted with the
Night” (“West Ruming Brook”, 1928) and “Stopping by Woods an a Snowing
Evening” (“New Hampshire”, 1923) are classic poems in which the amipresence
of silence is felt by the reader . The poetic persona in “Mowing” is a lonely mower
busy in a field by the woods with a lang scythe in his hand. The poem begins in
a hushed-up mammer in the backdrop of paramount silence and cut of the wonb
of silence ererges a single sound - the whispering sound of the scythe - that
unfolds menifold vistas of mystery and meaning — tension between silence and
sourd, the silence of soud and the sourd of silence ard the cosmic significance
of soud reminiscent of Mehapatra’s etermal silence of the unknown. For Frost,
as it is for Mahapatra, silence and sound are interchangeable. On the ane hard,
the lag scythe simply whispers to the groud, and an the other hand, the
mower, being the owner, doesn’t know what does the scythe whispers:
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‘There was never a sound

Beside the wood but one,

And that was my long scythe

Whispering to the ground

What was it whispered?

T knew ot well myself’  (“Mowing”)
The expression ‘there was never a sord’ signifying the reign of udiluted silence
is dialectically comtered by the anly soud of the scythe that conbines both
silence (whisper) and sound - humen, nature-bom and cosmic. It is cosmic in
the sense that the mower does not know or fails to know what the scythe
whispers! ‘Irdividual silence’ here merges with ‘ewviramental silence’ and cosmic
silence. The clash between silence ard soud is clearly indicated, and the
cogmic significance of the ‘scythe’ is evident from the way the poet defines its
‘soud’ in terms of the ‘heat of the s’ ard ‘lack of solid sord' :

“Perhaps it was something about the heat

Cf the sun,

Samething, perhaps, about the lack of sound -

And that was why it whispered and did not speak” (“Mowing”)
The scythe is increasingly mystified, and unlike humen beings who work for the
sake of ‘reward’, the scythe is an umearied worker in detachment and hence a
singer of etermal silence of the unknown. The mower too has becore wise
whose pleasure and wisdom aansist in his unalloyed devotion to work in silence
ard in his ggoreciation of both the beautriful and ugly aspects of the farest signified
by ‘bright green snake’ ard pale orchise which reinforce the clash between
silence and sound - the snake symbolizing sound and orchises, indicating
silexe. As in Mahapara' s “Silence” ard “Laeliness”, silence is held high in
Frost’s poem under question ard it ends in/with a mystericus note justifying the
efficacy of the sord of silence.

‘My long scythe whispered and left the hay to make” . (“Mowing”)
It’s not cacgohany but “silent’ working and meking hay in ‘quiet’ thet metters. Tt
is the soud of silence, the symphony of the woods that dawns upon him the
highest wisdom: “the fact is the sweetest dream that labour knows” (“Mowing”) .

As in “Mowing”, the poet withdraws himself from the din and bustle of
the external world in search of the silent symphony in the poem “Acquainted
with the Night”. Terribly sick of the horvor ard boredom of city life, here is a
laely city dweller who wishes to acquaint himself with the dark and dead silent
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atmosphere of a rainy night. As in Mahapata’ s poetry, the persanm is here ina
meditative mood surveying the dead silence of the Night (‘the saddest city lard’) .
The aesthetic framework is built uon the coil of silence that interweaves all the
stanzas through the silent walk, acquaintance and encounter of the persona
with ‘nigt’, ‘rain’, ‘city ligt’, ‘saddest city lae’, ‘whistle’ of the watdmen, the
ae ‘luninary clock against the sky’ and ane interrupted cry fraom ancther
street. The mystery and overwhelming supreracy of silence in the poem clashes
with the whispering sourd of rain, the whistling of the watchmen, the soud of
the city-walker’s feet, the interrupted cry of ancther street ard the lumirary
clock agminst the sky. Individual laneliness coupled with enviramental silece
of the night culminates in cosmic silence paradoxically indicated by the
mysteriocus sourd of the ‘lumincus clock’! meaningfully stationed at an unearthly
height against the sky.The city walker ‘s wish to merge with the cosmic silence
by transcending the terror of night and oocasiawrl sord(s) however fails because
of the cold indifference of time. The desire to hear the uheard music remeins a
desire because in Frost’s poetry a humen being is essentially a lanely figure
bom to be pushed and pulled between the dichotany of 1life and death, ideal and
real, silence ard sourd, ‘heard’ and ‘“unheard’ music.

If “Aoguainted with the Night” is essentially a poem of meditative silence
in which the power of sourd is mede subservient to silence, “Onoe by the Pacific”
("West Ruming Brook”) is largely dominated by sound which is evident from the
‘terrible rcar’ of the Pacific Ooean. The silent doservation of the poet an the
beach of the Pacific can be contrasted with the careless onrush of the waves
which cauld eat up the shore itself. The night of dark intent aonspires with the
ocoeen in fury how to call for the ‘doars day’ that synbolically points to the
dying down of all cacophaty there by leaving room for etermal silence. The dark
intent of Nature to erd the World is reiterated in yet another poem (“Fire ard
Ice”) inwvhich the visual imegery of ‘fire’ ard ‘ice’ work in comivence how to drew
a dlose for the Creation. Though ‘fire’ ad ‘ice’, ‘heat’ ad ‘cold’ are as such
opposed. to each other, they represent the drama of silence. The former burms
glatlyadits flame goes upward, where as the latter nelts into drps secretly .
Yet, like the whispering soud of scythe and unlike the rcaring waves of the
Pacific, both fire and ice represent the ‘soud’ of ‘silence’ — ae enriching the
cther — the sourd of sufferirg indicated by ‘fire’ firally merges into etemal silence
signified by the oold clasp of death (ice). Like Mahapatra’s “Laneliness” arnd
“Silence”, Frost’s “Desert Places” aarbines auter silence with the immer silence
of the narrator which is more terrifying than the silence of the landscape or

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.’2011/P.178



cogmic silence. An atmosphere of isolation is developed in the gpening stanza
with tarifying intensity . It is a wintry evening and the poet merks the laely face
of nature which is evident from falling snow, cold night, withdrewel of animels to
their lairs, darkening woods and desert places. The aesthetic framework of the
poem, reminiscent of Mahapatra’s “Silence”, is built upon the uncamry and
parenount power of silence that nns through all the stanzas, ard that progresses
fram extermal silence of the deserted larndscape to the immer silence of the poet
(‘the laeliness includes me wewares’) ard fram the terrifying irmerd laneliness
in a state of climex, it teds towerds cosmic silence signified by the ‘enptiness’
of the desclate ‘stars’:

“The woods arourd it have it — it is theirs,

All animals are swthered in their lairs,

I am too absent-spirited to count;

The loneliness includes me unawares”. (“Desert Places”)

The aesthetic contemplation of both Frost and Mahapatra progresses
fram a tiny graspable world (‘a smell lanely window’ in “Silence”, and ‘snow
fAalliry in a field in ‘Desert Places”) to the limitless perighery of Etemity. Like
the Indian poet meditating an silence through ‘watching’, ‘dancing’, ‘growing’,
‘hrting’ ad firelly ‘cresping’ into bed like a ‘firtive child’ farcing the poet therdoy
to oo in eternal quest for the ‘child’ (silence), Frost too follows an elaborate
‘ritual of silexe’ irnvolving ‘watching’, lodking into the ‘snow falling’ ard ‘night
falling’, the darkening woods, the enpty face of the wintry landscape blanketed
by snow and the desolate stars:

“od laely as it is, that laeliness

Will ke more laely ere it will be less

A blanker whiteness of benighted snow
With no expression, nothing to express”

(“Desert Places”)
Frost, like Mahapatra, is here a dedicated devotee of silence for whom the
unheard music and the etermal quest of the uknown remain an irresistible
metaphysical preoccupation'. Both of them have their own ‘desert place’ -
loneliness of mind - where the clash between silence and sound continues
farever . The highest message they seem to deliver is that men must try to
oconquer the cacophany of the world on the one hand, and the desert places/
desolate sidnt s of Mind/Nature an the other . Kowing it fairly well thaet they have
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their own desert places, humen beings should accept the reality that men is by

nature laely, and that the mystery of silence is as much fathomless as the

crespirg of a furtive cidld. []
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Jayanta Mahapdara: A Humanist par Excellence
* Nityananda Pattanayak

T'he artist arrives at the sumit of his/her art when dealing with issues
and problems confronted by fellow human beings s/he has arcused the love,
adniration by the ‘faithful representation of life, beauty, pain ad virte' . Jayarta
Melhepatra is ae such artist who has endeared himself by capturing authentically
trials and tribulations, pains and pangs of men, woren and children, and
highlighting the imjustice meted to them. To a question about what are the strang
themes of his poetry, Mahapatra replied, “One of the themes would be a theme
like the Gujarat prablem. I wrote a series of poams an this issue. Many of these
poars were published in little megazines. Victimization and injustice are the
subjects that occupy me nowadays..Human relationship(s), of course.” *

Mahapatra’s concern for fellow human being is seen nowhere better
then his depiction of the poverty of his land. He is pained to see the shameful
economic condition of his country even after fifty years India achieved
Trdeperndence. Pathetic aondition of the pegple stirs his poetic sensibility which
erupt s to air his voice agginst ecanomic inequality, eqglaitation and oppression
afflicting the lard. The voice is gauiine, it is sincere since it wells aut from the
core of his heart as he himself was a victim of hinger due to faulty economic
system in the comtry. In “Grendfather” he says how his famine-stricken
grarndfather had to change his faith aut of hunger for food durirng the na-anka
famire in 1866. With a sense of agaty and disgust he directs a wolley of questians
to his grardfather, aily to reflect in the end an the ciramst ances of the change.
He asks,

What did faith matter?

What Hindu world so ancient and true for you to hold?

e feels that it is not praper an his part to hold his ancestor resoonsible
for the dernge of religion. He even regrets for fixing respansibility an his
grardfather earlier;

We wish we knew you more,

we wish we knew what it was to,

acpinst dying, to know the dignity” (Grandfather)

x teaches English at A.D. P. College, Nagaon, Assam, India.
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In “Village Evening” Mehapatra depicts the hard economic realities faced by
village widows ard children, who, devoid of financial security, swvive an alms.
Ahalya, the widow with her seven year old son earns her living by begging. She
..caresses the rupee
her seven-year-old son
has brought home from his day-long labours
dreaming of day-break
ard suffers from a sense of guilty when she feels how miserably she fails to
provide her son the pramised food:
as Phalya goes back to bed,
guilty lok an her face,
her pranise to feed her son
morning milk-curds another faraway dream.

Mahapatra has heard the whine of hunger-stricken pecple, seen the slum and
squalor where children scour frantically the dimped leftover plates in hotel
dustbins for a morsel of food. He has read the reports of starvation deaths or
parent s selling their kebies for mey. His discovery of the debased humen
codition arising aut of poverty shocks him. He fures at the fact that this land
even after fifty years of its Independence inherits the suffering and aotirues to
be poor, comon pecple remain the worst sufferers, the victims ramain the
sane while the faces of the perpetrators of oppression have changed. As the
poet walks through his town the dichotomy between oppressed and oppressor
becore more perceptible and he muses that starvation is not new to the Indian
peple ard it is a known history. He writes:

Between the friezes of two bogged rivers (..)

The past was there when T set out, (..)

I have walked here so often that I know

the unending demands the old tales make upon us, (...

because T can still feel the catch in my throat, (.)

the destiny T carry within myself

omspires with my past to bear witness to my failure (..)

a country’s air of sagging sick aowhide

grasping the morose trachea of my hopes, (...

I nove with the delirium of the past,

applaud with the lean, withered dawns of my hands,
to set my lips an shy white jasmines
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that harden into the stone breasts of Konark dancers.

Ard slowly I retumd...)

as though in anticipation

of the brutality of the gooressor

wunable to escape the trances

of my place, my endurance

simply creating gestures of megnificence.” (44-46)

(™ Stand By Memory” Burden of Waves and Fruit)
The poet thought of going to drought-hit Kalahandi comtryside to see in his omn
eyes abject poverty, sub-humen codition in which pecple live. He is shocked to
see

A tiny straw hut in the fallow fields lodked sadly at me.

It was to keep aut the cold, they said;

the for-by-for frail pyramid of straw

could easily hold ten men warm

through the near-zero winter nights.

I want in, lay downn

caught the odor of sweat and coarse straw.

(“Roout My Favourite Things” Shadow Space)
He is aghast to see the govenment apathy, hreaxratic irdif ference, the violence
caused by intolerance. He says

Indefinable, like life, with the govenment wrag,

the thinking wrang, the world wrang.

(“About My Favourite Things” Shadow Space)
Mahapatra in his poem “ Hunger” shows excesses of hunger that can negate
filial love, ignore social castigation, force one to compromise moral
axsideratians. Here he recalls the life of a fishermen who in arder to satisfy his
hrger far food arters his fiftemn year old daughter’ s virginity by inviting a strarger
to have sexual gratification fromher. We hear the old men say

... my daughter, g¥' s just tired fif teen...

Feel her, I'l1l be back som, your bus leaves at nine.
The protagmist feels

The sky fell oan me ard a father’s exhausted wile.

Lang and lean, her years were cold as rubber.

She opened her wormy legs wide. I felt the hinger there,

the other ae, the fish slithering, tuming inside (“Huger”)
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The natian’ s despatr,t s deprivation and sorry state of af fairs is reflected in the
poem “Deaths in Orissa” @A Whiteness of Bone) where the poet brings the
picare of a typical village life:

Faces of tree-bark and grief(.)

Nothing but the paddy’ s twisted throat

exposed an the crippled blesk earth,

nothing but impotence in lowered eyes,

nothing but the tightening of the muscles

in Bhyagabati’s neck which her cutcast mother

would herself have liked to have throttled to death,

nothing but the cries of shriveled woren

cracked against the bloodied altar of Man.

It is in India that pecple reel uder the twin yokes of hinger ard goporession. It is
... like the decapitated old temple by the river,
its mouth goen ard staring,
dlit s bewildering hunger bom into sorrow.
(YA Dark Wind” A Whiteness of Bone)

Mahapara' s mepping of the contours of his land with hinger, ogpression and
aif ferdrg aotinues in “ A Walk of WildRet” ( Random Descent) where he says
how starving miltitudes live on “ powdered dry mengo seeds” and “wild roots
plucked in the forest” ard firds it diffiailt to believe that the warld hes either ©
alar, light or hope”. His anguish despens further and he questions the meaning
of Freedom. He says:

At times, as I watch,

it seems as though my country’s body

floats down somewhere on the river(...)

Not to meet the woran and her child

in thet rawte village in the hills

wo rever hed even a little rice

for their ae daily meal these fifty years

(“Freedom” Bare Face)

Mahapatra extends this scene to his poem “ Bazar Scene” where he subtly
depicts the pathetic cadition of half-starved children, the contrasting scenes-
a ae side jubilation and an the other struggle to live.
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“Where did you get the mango?” the mother
asked the excited three-year old, taking

the soft fruit into her palm,

knowing exactly where it came from

the rotting pulp already staining her fingers.

It wes a time of Jubilation for the derdict festival.
Trdlifferently T watched the little pig-tailed girl
ruming down the road with a solitary mengo

she had stolen from the fruit vendor’s basket
and given to her crippled brother slumped

on the roadside. The child locked so undernourished

his large eyes seemed ready to weep.

This abject poverty not anly drives girls to prostitution ar children to oo far beogirg,
it also drives youths to join extremist groups. He is bewildered to know why a
muber of young men and women suddenly disappear from their villages and go
to join the Naxalite movement:

However much I provoked and curse

I am unable to force an answer cut of you

(A Coatry” Life Signs)
Everyone knows about this dichotomy between rich and poor, prosperity and
poverty yet pecple have becore insensitive to this inlumen condition. He feels
sorry for his nation and people and in the same poem he says:

a lard of fluctuating shadow and sunlight

trapeed in the roots of that very mengo tree,

Avoice thet is silar, fighting the poverty of fate.
Fram remorse he tums angry and pities the haves for their insensitiveness.

Pity is aily felt far ae

whose eyes are blind to the ways of another

with those eyes

I carmot walk barefoot here. (Bazar Scene)
From local he goes intematianal when he hints at the future of the raven-eyed
hrngry Somelian children who depend an other’s help for survival.

the world’s future in World Bank’s loans

and in the enormous eyes of Samalia’s children,

1992, Shadow Space)
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It's the world acgin

that must not take one unawares,

a world where hundreds die

of lunger in Somalia and elsewhere-
(The Stordies in Poetry Shadow Space)

The poet is not complacent anly in depicting the pathetic economic condition of
his land and its people, he also describes its consequences upon them.
Inpoverishment and deprivation reduces human beings to an empty stomach,
causes loss of selfhood and dignity takes aut the sparkle fram their eyes. ITna
rueful mood he says:

Always, someone somewhere

is denying sameane else his dignity.

Samecne’ s porcelain face is always laughing.

Sameone makes the dead walk in the night.

(Denials, Shadow Space)
Contemporary happenings-Khalistan movement, Nellie massacre or Bhopal gas
tracedy- thet tell tales of senseless bloodshed, brute murder, gory incidats
have not escaped the sensitive mind of the poet. He is deeply moved by the
sudden tum of events in the first half of 1980s when Independent India begen to
bleed and was beset with loss of humen values. He expressed his self’s
unhappiness over the events when he says India is his native lard:

where a men easily kills his neighbour

in the poem of God

while he moves

with a false face ard sag.

(Waiting for the Summer of 1994 Shadow Space)
As the poet sees the raging violence, growing religicus intolerance, narvow
parochialism and govermment indifference in tackling the melaise, he displays a
universal concermn for humanity rising above mere political and social
conscicusness. He writes:

when the memory appears again over a land

with that air of a mother which mekes us sinply

clutch ouar hearts in grief, (.)

which will anly interit

aur mother’ s gpirit of sacrifice bringing freedom in death

(Dispossessed Nests)
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Depicting horrors of Khalistan movement when some misguided youths hijacked
the Flight 405 to Lahore, the poet says:

shakuni skies

uder a merciless sun (where) angry masks barter faith

with the golden litany of the Punjab (Dispossessed Nests)
Mehapatra’s anguish contirues seeing the violent protests in Golden city of
Anritsar in the aftermath of Qperation Bluestar and he writes:

Darkness stalks the streets somewhere (...

Only shadows

pick wp the reigns of reality in Aritsar

shadows
of layg ard suprare lives. (Dispossessed Nests)
He re-enacts the scene when he says:
A black bile of med urest (..
They wave their moist hands of red blood
For this is the hour when the evening once more
denstrates it spassianless mediocrity . (Dispossessed Nestg
To describe another macabre scene he writes:
Around
a slender waist
a petticoet stirs
in the wirnd,
locking absurd
the tarso
locking about
for its missinghead. (Dispossessed Nests)
The poet is not anly concermed about the present but also about the future
fearing that how and to what extent the present events would be exploited by
mytlmakers to shape the future relation between commities. Describing the
background of Indira Gandhi’s assassination by her two bodyguards belonging
to Sikh commity he writes:
A men stands there afraid of what She is,
the blossans of revenge ablaze on his face.
Bringing up the pest is part of the gane,
his ominous dark patina of poetic justice. (.)
who knows what kind of myth this is going to
meke in a lindred years? (Dispossessed Nests)
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Mehepatra is horrified to see intumen set-up in the Punjab violence, persanifies
it in the procession of the erencipated cows led toward public slaughter house
“with their feet sleeping, / their eyes following the vague light into silence.”
(A Monsoon Day Fable Life Signs)

Mehapatra’'s sensibility is disturbed by the narrow regionalism ard religious
intolerance that put humen lives at stake. In the heyday of six years Assam
movement a brute massacre was comitted at Nellie which claimed more than
seven hundred human lives and caused thousands homeless. Describing this
he writes in “Wirds of Spring 1983” @Burden of Waves and Fruit)

death in the tranpled paddies(...)

the pleasure of slicing through
the tender flesh of those graceful victims.

He continues the enactment of this savagery in “Summer 1983”
an insane mother cradles her child’s head
thet Hes withot its body,
ard tries faking death-anly to die. Burden of Waves and Fruit)

This incident so bewildered the poet that he like a pendulum tried ™ his utmost to
replace the senseless refrain of hate by the amazement to be alive”
(Dispossessed Nests)
Mehapatra expresses his bittemess at the growing religicus intolerance in India
where in the name of religion “others” are maimed, decapitated ard killed. In
“For Days Together” the poet has expressed his shock at the killing of an
Australian missionary with his two sans by sare fanatics in a remote village in
Orissa. The poet outhbursts:

This poem becomes a girl growing up

while keeping her legs pressed chastely together,

locks arourd shyly

as another set of Janwary deaths

when a father and his two children were bumt alive

(Just because they had another faith) .
At the same time the poet expresses his helplessness, helplessness of his
poetic art in checking this madness and violence. In “ Progress” Bare Face) e
writes:
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& was there, fried, this poem

its hards folded, eyes dhut,

locking down at those three charred corpses

of a father and his two young sons

in the middle of a layg joumey to nowhere

what it saw tumed to secret dust.
Mahapatra is deeply moved by the plight of women and children who fall easy
victim to chauvinistic patriarchal cocspts and discriminations, who have ™ a
bruised presence” in the society.The women falls always into male gaze and
seldom rises above the primordial concept. Lucy Irigaray believes that a waren
becomes thirgified since her role in the society is viewed as that “represents a
sense of “place” for men. “ She finds herself defined as a thing’.? Many of
Mahapatra’s poems while expressing sympathy and concern for the women
ard children strive to create a space ard fird recoognition for them. In “Dewn?” A
Rain of Rites) he says that in India a waren is “piled up to her silences, waiting
for what the world will anly let her & ard questians:

Where are things called homes

sticky with toil; need after need

tempts the fate to touch them,

trap the horely, embarrassed hurt.

Year af ter year

like anions and herbs hing out to dry

their hearth heavy

the quiet too lag

what do they live for (..

They seed, though. They close their eyes

everywhere

to that ed

arising the poise of a flower.
For Mehapatra there is no mitigation to the suffering of waren in India ard their
condition has remained unchanged from time beyond history. This age-old
suffering of the waren is beautifully presented in “In a Time of Winter Rain”
Bare Face) when he writes:

In the writing on ancient rock, young women

bound and gagged, etch the grey walls

with their dead brown bellies, their joyless eyes.

On the pages of palm leaves they dance,
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laelier then ever,

stone-bodied courtesans swaying to the dark water.
This suffering contimies even to-day when yourg and beautiful brides are bumt
alive by dowry seekers, ard the poet hears:

The silent sdb from the dying girl

set an fire sinply for the wlaor television

she did not bring as part of her dowry

(“Ihe Uncertainty of Golor” Random Descent)
and the memory of these unfortunate girls haunts him always:

our mouths camnot change the noises of our memory

of the night befare

where a waren felt that her death by fire

was definitely easier

than death through constant beatings and torture.

("Ite Uncertainty of blor” Random Descent)
The women are very often seen as dojects of pleasure. When denied this, males
show their bestiality by forcibly falling upm them in the name of patriarchal
authority . This senseless violence perpetrated upon women has robbed man of
his conscience and the poet quite poignantly recreates such a ghastly incident
in the poem * The Lost Children of America”.

In the Hanuman Temple last night

the priest’s paraded jean-clad son

raped the squint-eyed farteen year fisher girl

an the cracked stone platform behind the shrine

ard this moming her father fourd her at the police station

assaulted over and over again by four policemen.

Further he exposes man’ s insensitiveness toward woren ironically.
Now a man knows only two ways
for dealing with a stray waren:
he rapes her
ad e kills her ¢Dispossessed Nests’
The authoritarian patriarchal mind does not show any sympathetic attitude to
the traumatic experience of a raped women. Rather she is locked down upon
ard jeered at publicly with a mixture of voyeuristic pleasure and abhorrence:
The odour of a raped woman through the wetness
sacked and consigned to the poison in her blood,
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Ard the irrelevance

of people waking past in silence.. (June Rain)
A male-dominated world restricts the movement of a women and she is compelled
tobe lef t alae anfined to the four walls, forcing emotiawl laeliness an her.
Mahapatra writes:

On most nights there’s a woman

who just lies in her bed, open (.)

The walls keep their close watch

over her laneliness; and not even that

can go wrong here..”

2nd the women of sleepless nights hears

the footsteps of her laneliness slip aut of her back door

through the trees to a garden she has never been.

(On Most Nights)
Even a girl child never escapes the mele gaze, she is locked lustily. Mahapatra
in his poem “Awe” captures this vividly

“ . . . there goes Iakslmi down the roed,

swirging her tigt little hips in wism. . .”

The poet is deeply saddened to see such atrocities comitted against women.
He is at a loss to understand why such acts are ever conmitted. In the poem
Her Hand” he writes:

This little girl les just her raped body

for me to reach her

The weight of my guilt is unable

to overcare my resistance to hug her.
While writing about the violence committed against women Mahapatra uses
appropriate and effective imeges. Tn “A Whiteness of Bone” he evokes the imege
of a rape victim by the word “slaughter”.

Last year her murder and dismemberment

made us understand some what

the trenbling in the eyes of cows we see

being led meekly to the town’s slaughter house.
The “slaughter house” evckes a sense of fear and helplessness and the brutality
to which these rape victims are suoject to. They are so terrorized that they fail
to identify and expose the perpetrators of crime. The analogies between the
“trenbling in the eyes of the cows” and the rape victim, “slaughter house” and
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the patriarchy dominated world are gporooriate. In this context Iaxminarayan P.
Bt says “ The fear, the anguish, the helplessness, the shame, the agaty and
the pain of the rape victim are powerfully commnicated in the analogy:”® The
miserable condition of Hindu widows in Indian society touches the poet most.
He is moved by their predicament and in ™ Dewn at Puri” he terms them as
prisaers of social custars ard tradition. They are devoid of all aolours in life.
Havirg lost all drears in life they await for death since their life after the death
of their husbard is anly an extensian of lifelessness. In “Wirdow” (Shadow Space)
the poet pictures the inhumen suf fering of a widow. Mahapatra says:

Silent white walls of forbearance sit up

ard begin to clinb the stairs

of her layg inauspiciocus laeliness.
Not that anly the mele world tums the life of a widow miserable it is also her omn
sex who subject widows to varicus humiliations and vilification. In the same
poem he says:

Like jackals, malicious women around her,

sniffing the arell of leftover death

feed on her scandalous intestines.
(hild abuse prevalent widely in aontenporary India has not escaped the attention
of Mahapatra. Like William Blake he expresses his abominated hatred toward
the practices like child labar, child beating, and keeping them hingry . Tn ‘Defest”
(Shadow Space) he says:

As a child in my way to school

I watched the fire crackle in the blacksmith’s shop

A boy sat, smiling, faming the flames.

I didn't notice his eyes then, misty with pain,

or his hards as he worked with the bellows,

a finger braken, sores an his thin wrists.

Jesus when asked who are the greatest in the kingdom of Heavens, He said:
Truly I say to you, unless you
Turn around and become as young
Children you will be by no means enter
Into the kingdom of the heavens. (Mathew,18:3)
Mehspatra hates fram the core of his heart child exploitation and child abuse. In
“Dispossessed Nests” the poet writes how a fourteen year girl Yashoda leamt to
expect, “lies ard tears ard fidghts a little rice ard vegetables” in excharge of “the
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bites of huren beings”. She is joined by another, a thirteen year old girl ramed
ILakshmi who is forced to abort nine times to erbrace death finally on the
“messy verandah of Intensive Care”. Seeing all these abuses and atrocities
committed against children the poet questians the justification of India celdarating
its Independence. For this messy situation he holds the govermment respansible:

" Beneath the blocdied walls of history

nothing can happen more dreadful

than stanes turmed to gods through prayers

stones, whose eyes have had no expression in them

stanes, like govermments, who have no honor at all

stanes, whose lang arms easily batter and kill

a young woman accused of adultery.

(“The Staes” Random Descent)
Mehapatra never creates a utopian world in his creative works. He is a poet of
the comon men, of the marginalized section of the society. Tt isbecause of his
close doservation of men and things ard his desp concerm for the suffering lot,
who are oppressed and suppressed by the dominant powers of the state and
society. His axstant fight ageinst hierarchical structire presents him as a
great humanitarian. As K. Satchidanandan says “Jayanta sings not with the
murderer but with the murdered arnd shares the bread of his poverty not with the
cuming mester but with the silent slave, the hapless orphan, the half-starved
dller, the helf-aweke nural craf tsmen, the tenacious survivor of a thousand
calamities.Mahapatra’s whole ceuvre reveals his extreme sensitivity to the
larger issues that oocermn merkind in general ard o society in particular”. (]
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Irony in the Poetry of Jayanta Mahapatra
*  Sanjeeb Kumar Sarma

The term ‘iraly’ owes its arigin to the Gresk ‘eiran’ In Greek drama, the
‘eivan’ was a character who, inspite of weaker than his ogponent, the braggert
alazon, nevertheless defeated him by misrepresenting himself in some way®.
Trayy is a literary ar rhetarical device, inwhich there is an incogruity disaordence
between what cne says or does and what one means or what is generally
wderstood. It is a statement that, when taken in context, mey actually mean
the agoosite of wet is written literally .According to W.R. Goodmen, irony holds
in suspense two levels of meaning - ae is explicitly stated ard the other is the
wder lying mesning of which the reader is aware. Iraly as a teclnique is implied
by several moderm Indo Anglian poets, of whom A.K. Ramerujan, K.N. Daruwala,
Arun Kolatkar, Syed Amanuddin, Shiv K Kumar, Kamala Das, Nassim Ezekiel
and Jayanta Mehapatra deserve attention for discussion in this peper in which
special enphasis is given on Jayanta Mahapaa’ s poem Tdal Solar Eclipse,
Again. One day walking by the River, Dawn at Puri etc. Bom into a typical
(hristian Family (could be called a ‘rice Grdstian’ because in the tine of famine
ard starvatio his grandfather sought refuge from a Gristian Mission ard in the
process adopted a new faith for himself and his family) Mehapatra accepts
TIrdian reality and his poetry portrays the social aspect of Indian soene with a
henistic strain.

Jayanta Mehapatra lends a special charm to the periphery of Indian
English Poetry. Irawy is all pervading in Malepatra’ s poetry and the poem ‘' Tad
Solar Eclipse’’ describes with iranic overtaes a special day in Purd - the day of
tral salar eclipse i.e. an the 16® February, 1980 as meek and submissive as a
frightened child. The poem also reveals the superstition of hanging a barmer of
humen skin on the top of the Jagarmath temple in order to warm pecple of
possible dangers that might overtake them. The opening stanza of the poem

VTt was the dromn-aut cry of day
that left behind ro edo,
day that became meek as a frightened child.
A bammer of pale human skin
fluttered an top of the terple of Jagarmath'’
Continuation of irany can be noted When the poet says that people
living in the localities near the Jagarmath tenple were groaning in distress since
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they were feeling panicky on accomt of what had happened to the sun. Looking
at the aarpletely darkened sin with unstable minds, these pecple felt miserable
like himted dogs:

“Fraom the maze of alleys

that lead down to the giant tenple street

the souls of simple men

groaned in the harsh voices of ash,

afraid to reveal their baodies,

peering here and there like himted dogs.”

(Tqcal Solar Eclipse)

Besides, irany is embedded in the fearsome Bralhmin priest’s belief that the
darkness caused by the total solar eclipse is an aren of the displeasure of the
gods (‘using darkness to ke a portent of the gods’)
“Again, One day, Walking by the River” written by Mahapatra is an Inegist
poem wherein we can witness irany here and there. M ironic instance lies in
the poet’s statarat thet at two o' clack in the afterom, it is the heat of yesterday
that still sticks to the cld wells of the huildings aroard. The hest clings to the
walls in the same way as salt may cling to a persa’s skin, causing him sore

“Tt is two in the aftermom, ard

the heat of yesterday still clings to the old walls

like hersh salt an the gkdin.”

There is an iraty evident in pacple’s fantasies about the deformed lepers

who walk helplessly in a clumsy way towards their homes. The poet says,

U SO SO USSR < S e o 38 o

the mergled lepers will shuffle alayg, going hore,

their helpless locks

drawing fantasies on the town square.”

(Again, One day, Walkirg by the River)
Tt is diffiault to dany thaet the lepers deserve paople’s inmediate helping attitude
a, at lesst, their synpathy towards them. Irany is again very pungent when the
poet says,

"I can’t remember hearing anyone

saying he will mourn for me when I am gone.”

(Again, One day, Walkirg by the River)
In Mehapatra’s philosophical poem entitled “The Exdle”, that is partly imegistic
ard surrealistic, the protagonist regards himself as an exile, who is brdken,
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pysically, mentally and morally, ard so he gives utterance to his feelings of
distress and frustration. This grave poem appears to bear a single instance of
iray pertaining to a lag-haived priest. This priest, wo lodks after the shrire of
the goddess Kali, steals jagmines from other people’s gardens in order to offer
them to goddess Kali early in the moming. To put the poet’ s potatt lines:

“The lag-haired priest of Kali

who still packs stolen jasmines

into a goddess’ s morming eye;”

Mahapara' s “The Whorehouse in a Calcutta Strest” is a realistic poam
in which there is a glaring exanple of iranry.The custarer thinks that he would
learn something more about women by going to a whorehouse and by meeting
a prostitute he can have sare intimate talk with. But the custarer feels shocked
when, in the course of the sexual act, the prostitute says, savewhat harshly
and mechanically: ‘Hurry, will you? Iet me go. “ These words of the prostitute
seem to ‘thrash’ the custarer because he was expecting sare kind of emoticnal
response from her while she, being professianal, wents to get away from him as
quickly as possible and wait for the next custarer and the next payment.

To conclude, the Indo-Arglian poet discussed in this chapter have
resorted to the tedmique of irary for the sake of driving hare their viewpoints,
doservations or perceptians in an ef ficacious mammer. For these poets, iray,
irany is a positive mode as it mediates between the sericus ard the Indicrous,
between the tragic ard the canic. They carprehernd reality in a larger perspective
and attempt to present things as they are. They uphold the gap between the
agparant ard the real, betwean the ideal ard the trivial. The irmist is a realist ar
a metarealist at the core. Wayne C. Booth writes :

“Before the eighteenth century, irany was ane rhetorical device among
many, the least inpartant of the rhetorical tropes. By the end of the Rarentic
period, it had because a grand Hegelian concept.....c.e.e.e.e.. L

Mahapatra’s poem evoke melancholy notes while childhood memories
occupy a cansiderable space in his poetry . His comitment to ard identification
with Orissa because a reiterated repeat theme in most of his poem included in
the aforesaid discussion and ane of his most celebrated poem “Dawn at Puri.”
‘Irawy”’ as a metter of fact, respansible for the refinarent of Mahapatra’s poetic
idiom and vision beyond his exhaustive use of image and symbols. It gives him
the freedom to accept the good and the evil with equal temper and attitude.
Sensibility moulded by Oriyan landscape and irany distinguish him from other
Trdian English poets. Iraty is present fram the very begitming, though it becares
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more profound in the aforementioned poems. No other Indian English poet has
shown the remarkable ability to organize his pen Indian experience into words
as competently as Mahapatra has done and he has also displayed matchless
aoility to give his poars a certain fimality of form. In coxclusion, it mey be
opined that irary fortifies Mehapatra’s thought process ard his vision of life
posing questians beyand the thoughts without providing answers. In other words,
it strergthens the delicate ties between life ard creative imegination, ard finally
allows the poet to shape a vision that aarpreherds reality in all its uknoweble

immensity.[]
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Tmegery as a poetic device in
Jayanta Mahapatra’s Poetry
* Ir. S. S. Biradar

Jayanta Mehepatra is a bilingual peet writing in both English and Oriya,
his mother-tangue. He is ane of the leading Indian Frglish poets. His poems are
widely read ard sericusly studied all over the world. A grest desl of critical
writings an his poans is being piblished regularly in ae or the other part of the
glcee. Ttus, his poetry has been sufficiently and universally recognized.

Some of Mahapaza’ s poems can be described as Imagist poems.An
Imegist poem is short, and contains a series of imeges which are precise and
sharply etched. An Imegist poem just of fers a munmber of imeges or pictures
without even establishing arty comection between the variocus imeges.

A close study of Mahapatra’s poans indicates that he has used symbols
ard imeges quite affluently to express his ideas, thoughts, actions, emotians
and meanings. His imegery covers a wide range. This imegery is gripping too. It
“grips us by the sleeves”, to adopt a phrase which occurs in ane of Mahepatra’s
poems. Imagery seems to come to Mahapatra refrally. He does not strain
himself to provide the apt imegery; his imagery seems to flow into his pen from
the very theme and from his treatment of the theme.

W e fird the varied and realistic imegery in Mahapaza' s poetry.The
poam entitled Events may be mentioned in this camection. Each stanza in the
poem contains vivid imegery . Welewe, in the first stanza, pictures of the tomn’ s
dusty streets, the moolight falling upm the roofs of houses, and a distant
whistled soud imparting sadness to the night. Here, in fact, we have an exanple
of adio-visual imegery by virtue of the reference to a “distant whistled tire.” In
the last stanza we have sarewhat surprising imege: “A rape penetrates the
perighery of the jugle”. Here a rape has taken place autside, or close to, a
jugle. In or corntry rapes are takirng place in daylight in big cities, in aottages,
in houses, in lanes ard by- lanes.

Symbolic imagery, a kind of imegery, is an integral part of sare of
the poeams of Mahapatra. We have a mixture of the literal and symbolic kinds of
imegery in the poans entitled the Exile and the Moon Moments . h Mahapatra's
poetry we core across a highly suggestive and startling imegery.The poem
called The Twenty-fif th Amiversary of a Republic has the following suggestive
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images: the jungles have become gentle; the women have becore restless;
ard history reposes between the college girl’s breasts. Mahapatra in his poeam,
Sanctuary’, suggests the imeges of sky, shape, home and absence. Read for
exanple:

Now I close the sky

With a square ten by ten

The roof essential

Hides the apocalyptic ideal

The space sings

Where I live at hore

To hyperiole to sky-tasted love

For the blessings of absence

Is its essence.

The image of “Nature” occurs recurrently in Mehepaaa’ s poetry, btit
starnds as distinct from the universal ethos. He uses fresh imeges of mountain,
s, city and factory in his verse. He writes in his poan ‘The Mountain’, thus:

In the darkness of evening
Silence and pressure only
Miltiplying, adding, subtracting
In the abyssal heart.

In Mahapatra’s poetry the city ooccupies a principal place. The imege of
city, like the image of darkness, is always lumped with urbanization,
industrialization, capitalism and cormuption in modem humen life. The city imege
is very predaminant in a poem like ‘Snow in Iowa City’ . See, the following lines
from the poem:

Here the arnguish of the old is hidden
Under the gentle slopes of bearded com fields.
But you can hear it in the footsteps.

The woman is yet another imege in Mahapatra’ s verse. As a symbol,
she is closely associated with the “umented things.” She is often projected as
a sexually oppressed by the male dominated society and utter poverty. The
imege of the waren has been vividly exhibited here in his poam “The Whorehouse
in a Galcutta Street .” Witness, for exanple:

Dream children, dark, superflucus;
You miss them in the houses dark
Spaces, how can’t you?

Even the woman don’t wear them-
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Like jewels or precious stanes at the throat;
The faint feeling deep at waren’s centre
That brings back the discarded things:

Tre little tuming of blood

2t the far edoe of the rairbow.

Hunger is yet another very powerful poem where we care across imegery
of both sexuality and poverty . Here, in this poam, sexuelity is closely interlinked
with poverty . The hirger is evidently two-fold, there is hinger between the legs,
ard there is hinger in the belly above.

Noteworthy also is animal imagery in Mahapatra’ s poetry . An
ar & anding exanple is to be met with in the poem entitled Tdral Solar Eclipse.
The behavior of aninels during the solar eclipse has realistically and vividly
been pictured in this poem. The adora slides alayg the hill; the hyena sniffs at
the sudden ool air; the wultures tum away fram the still-werm belly of the sky;
sparrows assenble over the shaking gulmohar; and the crocodile moves more
cautiocusly in the waters.

Marty of Mahapatra’s imeges assure the shape of symbols in his poetry
of such recurring imeges; mention may be made of lumen failures, nature, a
process of disillusiament and majestic height. While discussing the poem
‘Mountain”, we have seen the gpplication of the imeges of disillusiament, which
usually derotes the etemity, facing the process of growth and decay .

Images and symools come to Mahapatra as naturally as leaves to a
tree. He, therefore, uses imeges ard synbols quite often in his poans to express
men’s laeliness, his search for identity and roots. * The Pregnancy of Silence’,
‘Shattered Faith’, ‘Movements of Sexual Desire’, ‘Dreams and Imeginations’,
are articulated with imeges and symbols.

Anple instances of Indianness are seen at their best in Mahgpatra’s
poans, where the thirking of the local ard the regianal is raised to the level of
wmniversal (gldoal) . His poams such as Orissa landscape, Evening in an Orissa
Village, Dawn at Puri and the Orissa poems are Qriya first, ad therefare, Tndian
two.

The images that Mahapatra uses in his verse acguire the symbolic
overtanes. They are slightly tinged with sorrow and nostalgia. The religious and
cultural ambience of Orissa bestows a special quality upon his poems.

Here in Mahapatra’s poems, simile and metaphors are beautifully
artiaulated together . He depict s the dream children as a matter of withering the
emotion humen kindness. The same kind of imeges has been traced in Ezekiel’s
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poetry, to. The tension and pain of being cut of nelody is gpparent in the
poems like “Lost” and “The Mountain”. The temple town of Puri, in “Demwn at
Puri”, is wanderfully depicted with imeges and symbols. He writes, thus:

At Purd, the crows

The ane wide street

Iolls aut like a giant tague

Five faceless lepers move aside

As a priest passed by.

To sum up, Mahapatra is a skilled and amscicus craf tsman who uses

imegery as a poetic device and chumms out his imeges and symools thought fillly .
Thus his verse is pretty rich with beautiful imeges and sparkling symbols that
are carefully selected ard artistically enployed to dencte a distinct meaning to

. 0] W e ‘;“‘4\‘ g pr = ,_r"‘
The Editor inaugurating the July-Dec. 2010 issue of Rock Pebbles
in Mayurbhanj Sahitya Parishad’ s Armual Function at Baripada,
Mayurbhanj, Odisha, India
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Surrealism and Jayanta Mahapata’ s
“ Whorehouse in a Calcutta Strest”

* Arattrana Panigrahi

S wrrealism is an aporcach to artistic and literary creation thet emerged
has identifiable movement coincided with the publication of Andre Breton’s
Manifest du Surrealism in 1942. Influenced by the unomscicusness of Freudian
valarization, is the surrealiam, which imediately precedes it, argues for aarplete
artistic freedom, and the abendament of all restrictions might be imposed an
the creator of art. The artist then relinquishes all the conscicusness aontrolled
and respanded to the irrational urges of the deep mind or unconscicusness at
its premises. Hence the bizarre, dreamlike and nightmerish quality of surrealistic
writing conbines seemingly incompatible elements and violate all traditional
artistic, philosgohical, ard moral norms and canans. As a movement, surrealism
flourished in France, Spain ard Iatin America, corprising such artists as
Salvador, Dali, joan Miro ard Mex Emst. After the Second World War, it also
influenced Averican writers like as Frank O'Hara, Kemmeth Koch, Jdm Ashebery
and Bdb Dylan. Surrealism also greatly influences the contemporary Indian
writing in English. Poets which often changes mode and theme of the poets.
Jayanta Mahapatra is cne among them who has an aptness to deal with various

themes in his poetic progress and conscicusness. His occasianal shift leaves a
di1ly-dallying thought ard inpression in the mird of his reader that it is rather
df fiault to judge Jayerta Mahapatd s poetry . This paper interds to lock into his
poam ' A Whorehouse in a Calautta Street’’ in reference to surrealistic aporoach
ard its application. because particularly and nmore in interestingly this poem
bears essence ard the testimony of such an approach. ‘A Whorehouse in a
Galatta Street’’ is such a poem that Prof. Ram Narayan Panda while editing
gives a remark: ‘A typical Mahapatra poem is plotted around a thing or moment
in life, hut what gives the poan its power is the dorupt shift into a world that is
amesl’’ .

The poem begins with an introduction to the visitor of whorehouse so
that he can reach there easily at whorehouse in Calcutta Stxest. A whorehouse
is a house where sex workers weit for visitars all the time . Their intentim is to
provide them sexual pleasure instead of money. Perhaps Calarta is such an
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attractive place ard it still remains anbiguous for the readers where the narrator
is a visitor or not. Because if ane reads poams of Mahapatra, ane can not guess
how he is charmed to write such a poem either incident or experimental. The
begiming of the poem gains much confidence about the narrator:

elk rigt in. it is yours.

Where the house smiles wryly into the lighted street.

Think of the women

You wished to know and haven’t. (207)

Mehapatra’s persuasion of the readers to think of woren is a general
tendency ard attitude: it can also be a kind of appeal to lock into this sericus
oncem who are irvolved in flesh trading. Another view can not be denied that
holy land like India always worship women, however a section seems to be
neglected and to be domn trodden in this largest democratic contry. Mahapatra
while comparing similar theme looks down upon other categories of women like
role models, female characters of small and large screens known as stars and
actresses now- a- days. They too attract audience large in rumber. For them
all, he writes:

The faces in the posters, the public hoardings.

Ard who are all there together,

those who put the house there

far the startled eye to fall uom,

where pasts join, and where they part

The sacred hollow courtyard

that harlbours the promise of a great conspiracy .

Yet nothing you do

mekes a heresy of that house. (207)

Mehapatra has hold a strong that each house is scared. But if we
compare the whorehouse to other houses, we can find the courtyard is hollow.
Because it lacks the decorum of a family and patriarchism. Again Mahapatra
presents the whorehouse as ‘' that harbours pramise of a great conspiracy”’’
(207) .Perhaps the oonspiracy of that house is heertic. The heresy of that house
is uwdodotedly of luring the visitors. However, a grest amspiracy is chiefly
attempted what Mahapatra guesses related to meke the visitor a permanent
customer.

The third stanza begins with the visitor’s experience, which Mahapatra
prefers to remind the readers of ‘‘the secret moonlight of the waren’’ (207).
Perhaps it refers to the naked physique of the woren. Mahapatra intends to
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gpesk ot about an irdividial it the ‘woren’ in plural form indicates the visitor's
experience with a lot of sex workers. Another inpression of the women that is
“'their false datter '’ to the visitor to mould them to becare a pert of the
whorehouse ard to lock after children and hore. The lines sustain similar theme:

Are you ashamed to believe you’re in this?

Then thing of the secret moonlight of the moonlight

left behird, their false detter

perhaps their reminding themselves

of locked-after children ard of hore:

the shooting stars in the eager darkness of retum. (207)

How a visitor retums fram the whorehouse with a lot of aspirations in
the dark cooweb of his mind is delineated and what Mahapatra wants to speak
about children of that house is never superflucus. It seems Mahapatra to acospt
the children as ‘‘dream children, dark superflucus. His intention is very much
clear that the children are the most neglected and down trodden neither locked
after by their mothers nor arty body else. They have no identity of own which
mekes their life suotle to live an. Later Mahapatra doesn’t hesitate to detail the
visitor’'s sex experience at a waren’s centre. Mahapatra elaborates:

Dream children, dark , superflucus;

you miss them in the house’s dark spaces, how can’t you ?

Even the women don’t wear them-

like jewels or precicus staes at the throst;

the faint feeling deep at a woren’s centre

that brings back the discarded things:

the little tumming of blood

at the far edoe of the rairbow.

The very begimming lines of the last stanza is a depiction more about
sex and about women, which Mahapatra likes to focus about the sex education
for the readers those who dm't have this kind of experience, partiailarly, te
students of higher education. Here Mahapatra’s role both as a poet ard a teacher
is hidghly agoreciative. To conclude this poem Mahapatra writes:

Yaou fall kack agginst herein the dnb light,

trying to learm something more about women-

while she does what she thinks proper to please you,

the sweet, the little things, the imegined;

until the statue of the men within

you've believed in throughout the years
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cares back to you, a disdbeying toy-

ard the walls you wanted to pull down,

mirror auly of things mortal, arnd passing by:

like a girl holding o to your wide wildemess,

as it though it were real, as though the renewing voice

tore the membrane of your half-woken mind

when, like a door, her words close behind:

‘Hrry, will you? Let me oo,

ard her lanely breath thrashed against your kind.

A nortal is never away from sex. It is a desire in humen mind and
equally a passion that stimulates both men and women. Having such an
experience is different but not having similar experience as shown by the poet is
educative who reads this kind of poem. Having experience of sex leaves a new
kind of experience in the mind, mekes him the imegined ever for a lag time and
the experience is also a flash back in the memory to meke ane wakefulness in
his half-woken mind. What Mahapatra wents to highlight in the last lines, are
about the detail experience and cawversation between the visitor ard the whore
during ard after sex experience. Thus the poam sanctions a kind of approach in
reference to surrealism. The techniques used by Mahapatra is both the
consciousness and un-consciousness mind providing imeges of dream vision-
all are designed to subvert aestheticism ard precipitate a fundamental to change
in o uderstanding in reality that a surrealist is delighted in paradokical imeges
which mocks at the process of rational thought and perception. The aim of
surrealism is to chenge the world, partly through social revolution but more
centrally through a revolution in a ooscicusness, Mahapatra as a poet, is
exoeption to these entire characteristic in this poam. D
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Discovering Orissa:
Reading Into the Pure Poetry in The Lie Of Dawns

*Dr. Kalikinkar Pattanayak

The Lie Of Dawns (Poems 1974-2008) by Jayanta Mahapatra is brought
ar by the AuthorsPress (2008) which contains pieces of pure poetry that reflect
Orissa, the motherlard of the poet. The epithet ‘pure’ is added to the poetry,
here, because Mahapatra, unlike many modem poets, doesn’t merufacture poetry
with the help of words; he pours aut his feelings, gemiine and powerful, in the
poems. Borm and brought up in Orissa Mahapatra develops special attachment
for this state which glows in between the lines of poetry. While receiving the
Central Sshitya Akademi Award in 1981 for his mesterpiece Relationship he
uttered these soul-stirring words:

To Qrissa, to this lard in which my roots lie ard lies my past, ard in

which lies my begimming and my end, where the wind keens over the

great grief of the River Daya and where the waves of the Bay of Bengal
fail to reach aut today to the twilight soul of Kanark, I acknowledge my

relatianship. (Mehanti 1986:11)

The intimate relationship between the poet and his motherland has been
spelt cut. When the relationship between men and his place is very close
language that the man speaks gets surcharged with over-flowing emotions. The
reference to the grief of the River Daya and the waves of the Bay of Bengal and
the twilight soul of Kanark mekes the point clear thet Mehepatra’s love for Qdisha
is profound; he not anly knew the rivers, the sea and other natural phenarena
intimately but also admired the art, architecture and saulpture of ancient Orissa
in the core of his heart. Hence to read into the master poars of Mahapatra is to
discover Orissa, its anciatt glary ard the gradial deteriararion of art, architectire
ard sculpture as well as lumen values. But Mahapatra’s choice of English as
the medium to give vent to his feelings is not without justification. He acquired
competence in such a language because since his school days he has been a
voracious reader of Fglish texts. In an interview with Jaydesp Sarargi he reveals
his feelirgs :

J.S.: Do you take pains to transmite your thoughts into an alien language?
JM.: No.
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J.S.: Do you believe in the aoospt, poetry is the criticism of 1ife?

JM.: Yo carct ignore the world you live in. I have been living here in Qrissa,
so the pradblems of my pecple are mine. One writes because cane feels,
and ae sees. I live with my eyes and ears goen. So, Irespad to things
that happen around me. It's not criticism, but my owmn respanse to the
warld T live in. (Sarargi & dha: 190)

In this interview Mahapatra mekes it clear that he doesn’t lack
irmerdness with an alien language like English in order to express his
despest arctians. He states it categorically that the poet ard the world can’t
ke separated. Basically he is an Orissan. He falls in love with Orissan climete-
tisair, water, pegple ard none the less the language. But he chose to write in
English in the begiming of his poetic career because of his aulture. Here is a
passage an Cuttack, the cultural city of Orissa where the poet was bom and
brought up:

Here

in the dusty melarial lares

of Quttack where years have slowly lost their secrets

they wander

in these lanes nicked by intrigue ard rain

and the unseen hands of gods

in front of a garish tenple of the simian Harumen

alang river banks splattered with excreta and dung

in the crowded market square among rotting tomatoes

fish-scales and the moist warm odour of bananas and piss

passing by the big-breasted, hard-eyed young whores

who frequent the empty space behind the local cinema

by the Tomn Hall where aorrupt politicians still

go a Celivering their pre-election speeches

and on the high road above the town’s burming-ground

from which gluttonous tan smoke floats up

in the breeze, smacking of scorched marrow and doubt.

(Mehapatra:30)

This is the goening passage of a brilliant poem The Lost Children Of
America published in Wordloom; £ pictures Quttadk, the old capital of Orissa
in a language which testifies Mahapatra’s irmerdnesss with Bnglish, his doservant
eye, retentive menory the capacity to expound. In the above passage he not
aily gives the picturesque description of the city,ts melarial lanes, crowded
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merket square, the garish tenple, the local cinare hall, the Ton Hall, the river
kank and the buming ground but also sketches the characters like prostitutes
and politicians . He creates the atmosphere of unhealthy living which is the
s ark reality. The stanza also sheds light upm the religicus faith of the city
dwellers, the corruptible rature of the politicians. The foul srell of the merket
place ard the river bark is real because the poet gives the justification for it. The
rhiytlhm  of the passage is appealing, the description agppalling. It seams
Mahapatra has mastered style unconsciocusly which Eliot uses in The Waste
Land. Mahapatra emerges as the sensitive citizen of Orissa and the conscicus-
point of his o tines.

Mehapatra also delves deep into the past. In the poem Dhauli he nd
only pictures the bloody battle between the warriors of Kalinga
ard those of Ashok but also depicts the transfomstion in the heart of Ashoka.
The opening stanza of Dhauli reads as follows:

Afterwards,

when the wars of Kalinga were over,

the fallow fields of Deuli

hid the red-smeared voiceless bodies . (18)

In the above passace the poet paints ‘the horrors of the war’ in suggestive
ard alliterative words like a ‘fallow fields’ and ‘red-smeared voiceless bodies’ .
The concluding stanza is thought- provoking:

the measure of Ashoka’s suffering
does not appear encugh,

The place of his pain peers lamentably
from among the pains of the dead.. (18)

The word ‘pair? is mesnirgful. The painaf Ashoka is due to repentance
but the pain of the dead warriors is due to patrictism. In such poetry Ashoka as
well as the warriors emerges as the herces. Adhcka tums hero in the true
sense for the transformation of his heart (from Chandascka to Dharmascka) ; the
warriors leave inprint an the minds of the Oriya readers because of their sacrifice
of their lives in order to protect Kalingg, the ancient name of Orissa.

Aoout the river Daya which was a witnesss to the bloody battle the poet
writes 11 Shapes by the Daya:

Time rests its terrible quiet a the river.

2nd the wind blows everywhere, and words dance

like the ghastly remains of lang-dead men

by the light of a cold mom,

in these skies

as though they were a fearful place to be naked in. (P.28)
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The word ‘shapes’ that figures in the title of the poam acquires meanings
in the progress of the poem. Daya has provoked marny sensitive souls to carpose
poem(hence ‘words dance’) . But truth about Daya is terrible; hence, the last
words of the last lirne(‘a fearful place to be rneked in’) are quite suggestive. ITn
this context the poet’s statement is worth-quoting: “A poem mekes me see.in
all directians like a siewe, ad I am alnost relieved at thet all inportant
thought . ” (Parthasarathy 59)

(hittaranjen Mishra in his article, Return Of Native: Oriya Poetry Of
Jayanta Mahapatra mekes sare fruitful doservation about the bilingual poet:
“He thinks of the subaltem, the marginalized, the working class pecple whose
stories are never foregrounded in our mainstream narratives.” (Sarangi: 185) .
Here is a stanza from The Lost Children Of America:

In the Hanuman Tenple last night

the priest’s paraded jean-clad son

raped the squint-eyed fourteen-year fisher girl

an the cracked stone platform behind the shrine
and this moming

her father foud her at the police station
assaulted over and over again by four policemen
dripping of darkness and of scarlet death. (P.33)

Tre rape of a fisher girl by the s of a priest ard the beating of the
rapist by the policaman leading to death have been pictured through suggestive
visual imeges like ‘jean-clad’, ‘squint-eyed’ ard ‘scarlet desth’. The atrocities of
the policamen the lust of the priest’s s, ard the helplessness of the figher girl
highlight the degeneration of humen values in contemporary Odisha.

Mahapatra not anly dwells on the present and past but also he
thirks over the future gotimistically. In a short poem Taste For Tomorrow the
poet visualizes an age of reason and enlighterment:

..the crowds thronging the temple door:
a huge holy flower
swaying in the wird of greater reasms. (P.35)

The poet is hopeful that by the grace of Lord Jagarmath the attitudes of
the Orissans are likely to change; they will act in accordance with the dictation
of higher self, which Mehapatra calls ‘greater reasas’ .

In the poem A Monsoon Day Fable the poet disausses the furility of
blank rhetoric and plagiarism of cur poets:
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I pick up the moming newspaper and see

how a natian goes an insulting itself

with its own web of rhetoric. And remember how

sare of us poets had participated at the Silver jubilee

Celebrations of the Sahitya Zkademi in New Delhi,

ard with plagiarised smiles ard abstract talk

canvinced curselves that in harmony there was

o deception. It seams so strange looking at ane ancther

ard finding aurselves go into the distances of our eyes;

even my wife does not lock as if she belonged to me, (P.42)

Malgpatra, a bilingual poet, is critical about the poetry that is corposed

inside and autside our state. He dodots the sincerity of enotian, authenticity of
staterent, appropriate use of rhetorics and above all the cordiality of relatiom
among the poets to be unacknowledged legislators of the society.The poets
have a tendency to marufacture poetry with a view to striking the headlines of
the newspaper. In such a situatio he ironically says that his wife doesn’t lock
as if she belangs to him.

Hunger is a powerful poem by Mahapatra where he dwells upon the
poverty: ecananic,aesthetic and enotiamal. The biological urges of this speaker
lust for sex ard the fidhemen’'s laging for bare necessities of life ard his
permission to the daughter to sell her body have been delineated with superb
gkill) . ‘I’ in this poem represents a sex starved Orissan young men who needs
nm-vegetarian diet like fish ard the flesh of a youg girl for enjoyment. The
poem is camposed in a dialogic situation; the dialogue takes place between the
fishermen and the lust ful rervatar . The firel stanza of the poem reads as follows:

I heard him say; my daughter, de’ s just tirred fif teen....
Feel her. I'11 back som, your bus leaves at nine.

The sky fell onme, ard a father’s exhausted wile.
Lang and lean, her years were cold as rubber.

She opened her wormy legs wide. I felt the hinger there,
Tre other ae, the fish slithering, tumirng inside. (P.46)

These lines remind of Gandhi’s ramerk an his first visit to Orissa: “If
you want to know what poverty is, then come to Odisha”. (Guru:11)

The Sprouting Grass is a fine poem on a poor Oriya women and it
depicts how a poor waren lives .The poet mekes a penetrating doservation into
her way of life ard livirg:
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Ramachandrapur could be the village’s name.

Ard in there, a daughter-in-law

of ae family, among many.

..Those days of hers

like hard kot s in her kelly.

Those beatings from her drunk husband

fraom time to time.

Ard in the leftover days of her ageing in-laws,

She keeps a kddoing spiritlessly.

But then,

when the children sit aroud her

for their last meal of the day

in the cil lanp’ s frail glow, they fesl

as if grass, green ard tender,

kegins to spraut fram her tived, dirty linbs.
(Mahapatra:181-182)

Ramachendrapur is a place in Orissa. It is situated in ane of the dark
corers of Orissa. The poet visits the village ard notices her life style. The
woman starves very often. She gets beaten from her drunken husband. The
children are the source of pleasure and solace to her; hence she lives. The post
uses a symbol ‘grass’ which stands for freshness and strength.Woman grows
strager when ghe sits in the midst of her children. This is the real plight of
working- class poor woman.

In this paper an attenpt has been made to show the life style of Oriya
pecple living in a city like Quttack as well as in a ramote village like
Ramachandrapur.The sensitive poet in Mehapatra doserves, ‘big- breasted hard-
eyed young whores’ and ‘corrupt politicians’ (Mehapatra:30) in Cuttadk; he also
doserves the movement of lepers arournd the tample of the ‘goddess Chandi’ (P.30).
The same poet in Mahapatra notices the sad plight of a working women in the
village Ramachandrapur-her drunken husband and apathetic in-laws. In this
context ane gets reminded of Seamus Heaney who discovers the relation between
the geograpghy of the place ard the feelings it ewvdkes in the sensitive sauls like
the poets. Heaney writes in Preoccupations:

It is this feeling, assenting, equable merriage between the geographical
country ard the country of the mind, whether that comtry of the mind takes its
tane unomnsciocusly from a shared oral inherited culture, or from a consciously
savoured literary culture, ar from both, it is this merriage that amstitutes the
sense of place in its richest possible menifestation. (1980:132)
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In this article the focus has been given an a neglected village like
Ramachandrapur, a thidkly pepled city like Qittadk , the religicus place like
Buri, the histarical place like Thauli, the touarist place like Kyark: the aulture of
each place is different and unique. Mehapatra, the poet is able to capture the
soirit of adlture if by ailtire we mean the art of living. The poet has the ability to
identify himself with the place he visits.

The Indian Way erbodies exquisite poetry an the relationship between
the lover ard the keloved; even if the title of the poam irdicates thet the poet is
dealing with the Indian way, infact he is sheding light an the Orissan way . Orissa
is the lard of ILord Jagarmath; here the beloved ar the wife, at firvst, is cooeived
of the spiritual partrer of men. The poet wnomscicusly feels it. The poet takes
recourse to the imeges from rnature in order to depict the premarital relation
between the lover and the beloved.

In the goening stanza the poet delineates the soul’s craving for unian-
the spirit of the hills laps for the touch of the rain.The relationship coars at
spiritual level. The poet prefers the imege of lotus to be used as the gift for the
beloved-a sacred gift indeed! The following lines focus an the argurents between
the lover and the beloved which is suggested through movement but arguments
dm't lead to bitter relatianship. The firal stanza is Maalisa’s smile. Here the
lover says :

You know

T will ot tauch yay,

like thet,

Until our wedding night. (P.29)

Thus the harmonious relationship between man and woman is possible
anly when they open thenselves; at first they will bare their hearts, then the
mind and lastly the body-this is the essence of conservatism.

Relationship which won Central Sahitya Akademi Award in 1981has
been set, the poet views, in the ‘state of Orissa’ (Mahapatra:78). Twelve pieces
of fine poetry that this volure embodies deal with the Orissa’s glorious pest.
Here are sore words which speak eloquently of those maritime ancestors:

Time

ard the bcat,

ad the initiation into the mystery of peace;

the sailing ships of those meritime ancestors

.of this larnd from Chilika to Chandipur. (Mahapatra:60)

The alove passage sheds light upn the adventures life of ancient meriner
of Orissa. They could endarnger life for the sake of prosperity.
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The poet pictures the deadly disease of Orissan women and children :
.like virulent boils of pox an dead women and children. (P.60)

The poet is a lover of nature: humen as well as external . The cancluding
passage of the poem No. 2 Relationship reads as follows :

as I farcet essily

my old village's pelt, glistening with rain,

ard the stillness of my gentle daughter’s skin,
forget the desire

ocozing aut of the hewn stones of Konarka,

ard the voices of frogs

bending the white-wet moonlight into embraces,
through the strange fires that carried him down
fram the trarguil hills in the rain. (Mahapatra:62)

In the above passage there is orchestration of sourds: the sounds of
rain and the crosking of frogs correspad to the sounds of the words in the
passace. There is a symphaty of movenent. It is a fine piece of brilliant postry
because it pictures the fundamental desires of man carved an the hewn stones
of Kanarka which correspad to the rainy weather that arcuses the basic instinct
in men for the wnion with gentle waren. The desire for the union with the
menber of the opposite sex is so powerful and mystericus in humens that the
poet uses the expression of the ‘dark daughter’ inst ead of ‘gentle daughter in
the concluding poem, Relationship:

Is anything beyond me that I cammot catch up?

Tell me your names, dark daughters

Hold me to your spaces

In your dance is my elusive birth, my slesp

that swallows the green hills of the land

ard the crows that quicken the sunlight in the veins,

and the stone that watches my sadness fly in and cut

of my deaths, a spiritless soul of memory. (Mahapatra:77)

The words that lend beauty to this passage and stir imegination are
‘eeyad', ‘derk daughters’; ‘elusive birth’, the ‘sunligtt in the veins’, ‘spiritless
soul of mamory’ . The way the daughters of Kalinga-the fair girls of ancient
Orissa could stir imegination and arcuse passion is mystericus. The word
‘dark’! is suggestive of mystery of the waren’s heart... The elusive birth is
suogestive of diffiailt bivth-the birth at a time wen the fire arts (danee, ardhitecore
ard sculpture) reach the zenith of glory. Once upn a time Utkal, ane of the
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ancient names of Orissa, was famous for fine arts-the activities in which the
Orissans could create the things of beauty (pinting, poetry, sculpture and so an)
which was the source of joy for ever. Sunlight in the veins is suggestive of
alertness; when men awakes he achieves excellence in every field; he also
enjoys the beauty of mature. The poet feels that his ancestors were highly
spirited souls capable of meking and enjoying things of beauty but their
descendants are weak and ‘hollow man’; hence this poem ends with a phrase of
‘spiritless mamory’ . The expression ‘my death’ in the concluding lines of the
passace is quite suggestive. In the poem Making No Secret Of Death the post
writes:

This death is a darkness in which children keep playing and

Shouting

.when my childhood nolonger exists (Mahapatra: 163)

In the above stanza it is clear that death to Mehapatra is ignorance and
loss of imocence. Life to Mehapatra is creativity; hence he says in the poem
The Plot:

How can I live with the birds who can’t sing (P: 162)

Thus death happens to Mahapatra when creativity becares a casualty.
In the quotations from the master poems of Mahapatra, as analysed above,
point to the fact that he dreans of Odigha which will reach the zenith of glory in
arts, architecture, saulpture ard so an. The Ordyas should exercise their creative
faculty rather than develop a die-hard materialistic attitude. Mehapatra mekes a
reference to the sacred deity of Lord Jagarmath at Puri cryptically in the phrase
of ‘grotesque dawn of wildermess wood! . (P.&0). The deity is mede of the wood of
a neem tree chosen fram the dense jungle in every twelve years. Lord Jagarmath
is the symbol of fatherhood of men and therefore the cult of Lord Jagarmath
spreads the message of the brotherhood of men, sisterhood of women and
neighbortood of pain At Puri there is Swargadwara (the gate of heaven) . The
Oriyas believe if someone is cremated at Swargadwera he gets liberated. The
cremation of dead bodies at Swargadwara echo in the years of the poet-‘the
deep roar of funeral pyres’. (A Sumer Poem:39) . In the lyric Dawn at Puri he
pictures the last wish of his mother to be cremated at Swargadwara:

ancky blaze of a sullen solitary pyre
that fills my ageing mother:
her last wish to be cremated here
twisting uncertainly like light
an the shifting sards. (p:21)
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Death like the course of life is upredictable. The expression ‘twisting
wncertainly’ is quite suggestive. Death clutches a men without ary notice.

Deaths in Orissa  is a heart-touching poem. In this poem the poet
laments over the untimely deaths of women at the hands of their in-laws. The
poet pictures it in cryptic languade:

nothing but the tightening of the muscles

in Bhagyabati’s neck which her cutcaste mother

would herself have 1iked to throttle to death,

nothing but the cries of shrivelled wamen

cracking against the bloodied altar of Man,

nothing but the movent of fear

when they need a God who can do them some good. (P.138)

Suicide or murder of woren is not a tough task now-a-days. If a waren
loses the sense of belangingness she hangs herself; if she is aggressive she
gets muirdered by her husbard, the possessive lover or in-laws. Mahepatra shares
the sympathy for the dead or the mudered. He ‘harks like a dog’ at the
murderer (138) .

To conclude, Mahapatra is kesically a Oriya poet. Agreeing with K.
Satchidanandan it can be said that ‘he sings not with the murderer but with the
murdered’ and shares the bread of his poverty not with the cuming master but
with the silent slave, the hapeless orphan, the half-starved tiller..(1999: 226-
227) . Infact Mahapatra touches the humen issues in general and issues of
Orissa in partiadar. In the title of the article two pwases are inpartat :
‘discovering Orissa’ arnd ‘purest poetry’. ‘Discovering Orissa’ means knowing
and experiencing intimetely what is special about natural phenorena, art,
architecture, sculpture ard above all, aulture of Odisha. ‘Pure poetry’ inplies
the sincerity of emtion as well as expression of the poet that is experienced by
the readers while reading or analysing a poem. Poetry is a thing of beauty and
purity in poetry is nothing but the percsption of beauty of things and beirngs that
the poet doserves and pairt s with words. A perceptive reader who langs to know
the speciality about a state called O'disha whose ancient name is Kalinga
should read into the poams in the volure of The Lie Of Dawns kecause in this
volure the poet explores the greatest truth which lies in where the lie lies. Ina
word, here, the poet discovers ‘the skull beneath the skin’ ard translates Yest g s
words into reality-there is ‘more enterprise in walking naked’. []
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A CRITICAL STUDY OF
JAYANTA MAHAPATRA'S POEM HUNGER
* Iad Nikuyj K. , Tandel Reepa A
& Chaudhary Dipa F.

Poverl:y is drawback of our comtry. Unfortunately % part of Tdians are
livirg in poverty, aif fered a 1ot by st arvation and the same leads to the issue of
hunger. ‘Hmrger’ is the inseparable part of huen life. Always, humans have
df ferent types of hinger. Rx irstance: hinger for food, hunger for feelings,
emotion, the hunger for physical pleasure, hunger for happiness, hunger for
money, ec. In dort, esically, huren is a hungry social animel.

Jayanta Mahapatra, a wirmer of Sahitya Akademi Award, the translatar
of Oriya poams into English and the writer of verse collection of poems, needs
no introduction, who very circumspectly handled and delineates the theme of
hrnger in his poetry ‘Hunger’, dragged aut from his aollection of poans called A
Rain Of Rites. It =ts domn the callous picture of life. Beirng a father, te
fishermen in this poam fights kadk with the utter poverty by offering his omn
daughter to the speaker.That shows his wulnerability towards life as well as
towards hunger, who has to serve to the whole family.

* Tecturers in the deptt. of English at Govt. College, Damen
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The poem focuses on the helplessness of the fisherman, who is the
representative of Indian poor camumnity, who are not able to camect two poles
of the life, for that saretimes they are ready to do things which are morally and
socially inplausible. One of them is hunger. Without ary feeling of grief, anhis
face, without any vacillation, he offers the gpesker his daughter as if the daghter
is a kird of mesns to get food for his family. In the wards of T.S. Elict: le is
“Shape without form, shade without colour, /paralyzed force, gesture without
motian; 7 L1-12)

The speaker, who just has a good amount of flesh and blood in his
body, is laddrg faor sexsl gratification, reoresat s the hinger of sex. He is not
able to indentify the expression an the face of the fishermen, as he needs
physical intercourse. Or we can say that being a yougster, he avoids the
helplessness of the father. He tums too hollow to underst and. In the begiming
because of sexual hunger, he tums his back to the father ‘s miserable situatim.
He does not feel ashamed of his purpose. It also signifies modermnism, the naked
truth of upper class.

‘It was hard to believe the flesh was heavy an my back” © . “I saw his vhite
bone thrash his eyes” 9. These two lines in the first stanza of the poem give
clear picture of the father ard the spesker who has dif ferent surroundings socially,
pliysically and even economically.The phiysical appearance of the fisherman,
whose pale eyes gives idea of his severely beaten life, which carmot budge the
speaker from his purpose. When the father of fers his daughter to the spesker,
ke is too careless as if he is doing the holy thing. But behind that there is a
father, who ignores to see the real fact ard tries to escape fram the situation in
arder to feed his family . This partiailar thing suggest s that how lunger is higher
than the relatianship. Even in Mahabharata, there is a reference, towerds the
end, when all the Kauravas died, though being a mother, sad and anguish,
Gandhari felt hurgry at that tine and didn’t fird ary souree to fulfill hinger. She
gathered the dead bodies of her own sons like a heap and climbed on that to
reach that tree ard firally she satisfied her hinger . The incorplete line in the
farth stawa: * ‘I heard him say: my daudghter, g’ s just trred fif teen...... ’ /@9,
has an immense echo of his pain as well as helplessness.

The description of his hut throws light an houses of poor inhabitants,
wo survive for the wole life. The oil lap, the wind; that just quakes the roof of
that hit is the reality of life of poor pecple. Even the watch, which is alresdy
stopped, suogests the deadness of their life. Their life is also motianless. Nothing
new happens in their 1life as if the time is stopoed. He is not able to bresk the
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cocomn of the social terms, conditions and canventions because of his poverty .
Ard because of that there is no improvement and progress in his life. He is
aarpelled to live in such situatian, where there is o space for two pecple to live
together; there ten pecple use to live. Even rich pecple amsider them as curse
of the Gd.

The poem signifies that money tum as the God for humens. For which
the father is ready to sell his omn daughter. But at the end of the poem, the
speaker felt ashamed of his own thinking. When he perceived a girl, who just
turmed fifteen, ut her age dose not meke her lock like a yourg girl but mede her
a kind of thing made by rudoer . Wo is just sitting in the comer of the hut and
waiting for the hinger, hager of food. * 'In the flidkering dark his lesn —to qoened
like a wourd. / The wind was I, ard the days and night before” (11-12).

The lines suggest that the ane glance at that girl made the spesker to
feel day and night together in frant of him. As day is aut side the hit, the nigt is
inside the hit as well as in the heart of the spesker. When she opened and
widened her legs for inviting the spesker to fulfill his parpose. At thet tine; not
the gpegker but his good imer self said, “The sky fell an me, ard a father's
exhausted wile” ® .And he was taken aback and feels blameworthy. He feels
that this is the hiunger for food that led the father as well as the daghter to sell
her body . This pathetic soene mede him to forget his carmal desire. Plain face of
that father and daughter made him think as if the spesker is too despicable in
his inteatim. As T. SElit’ s ‘The Hollow Men’ says:

We are the hollow men

We are the stuffed men
Leaning together

Headpiee filled with straw .Alas!
Qur dried voices, when

We whisper together

Are quiet and meaningless

As wird in dry grass (1-8)

T.S. Elid’ s this poem signifies that how we, modermn pecple are hingry
for money, power ard aur selfish desires. The world totally tums meterialistic.
Being a humen, we do not have any feelings for each other as the above lines
are inplying. We are really hollow, in the sense of love, brotherhood, mercy
etc., means we are absolutely empty.

Even when the father said, “Your bus leaves at nirng” *” .These words of
the father shows utilitarianism, and also proposes that he knows the nerves of
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the speaker but life is too hard for the fishermen, who could not stunble an any
aer divection far srvivel . As life mede a kird of circle ard trapped him ard his
daughter to find ocut ane comer to escape. But at the ernd of the poem, good
imer self of the spesker finds a way to leave his desire ard that place, but still
the hinger is there in the circle of life of the fishermen and his family who have
to struople at the cruel reality of life ard thet is Hrger. [
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Jayanta Mahapatra’ s Random Descent :
An Ecocritical Study

*Dr. Chittarenjan Misra

An ecocritical reading of literary texts takes into amsideration the
relatianship ketween adltire ard reture. It dellages the aultiral amstructedness
of reality ard highlights the general physical presence of mature as a fact and ot
a amespt. Eoo-criticism that began in USA in late 1980's ard in the U.K. in the
early 90’ s draws its inspiration from the ecoconscicusness of American
transcendentalism and British Roremticism. Nature-worship and cosmic-literary
ineginatim is the basis of Idian sensibility thet antinues till date despite threats
from colanial foroes ard tedrologization of society. Jayenta Mahapaa' s postry
written during the last forty years has amsistently reflected an ecocentrism. An
eo-critical study of his poams enrich our underst anding of his poetry . Since his
poans irvoke the natural as goposed to built envirvament they need to be studied
en-critically.

Mehapatra’s poetry not anly glorifies nature through a mystic mode but
mediates between human and non-humen worlds pitched against an ethical
measure. Nature for him becomes a medium for settling a balance between
mystery and contenporaneity the inmanent grace perceived through nature and
the lack of transcerdental mesnings of the gldmal cultural cadition today . This
forging of a balance through subtle movement of images between the social and
the natiral hints at an ethical aoxem that ecocriticiam is groping for at the
* teaches English at BJB Autonomous College, Bhubaneswar, Odisha.
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morent. The paper attempts at exploring his vision and aesthetic sense eco-
critically with referaxe to Random Descent because this is the fifteenth poetry
oollection of Mahapatra that merks a mature phase in the evolution of his poetry .
The dedication page of this book contains:

The wait’s begun again

The lag wait for the angel

For the rare, random descent

The desocant points at the waiting of the earth for sare angelic arrival, a
transformation. The title of the ocollection suggests this descent as a random
ae. It relates the idea of random descent, the theory of evolution of Derwin.
Instead of being anthropomorphic the title is inplicated in the idea of “the rabural
world” which “far from passive and compliant to humen intervention, is indeed
intractable arnd respansive in upredictable ways.” (Abraham 2007: 181)
Randomess of events in the human and the non-human domains is

natural ard eludes ratiaal explanation. The poet believes that the carplexity of
behaviour seen arournd us, such as mechanical device, an electrical circuit, a
wild life migration, a ricting crowd, an atmospheric storm, or natianal econany -
it seams anly plausible that these are govermned by a miltitude of independent
factors or subject to random influences. Prysicists lock for cmplex results.
Ard the only way they ocould see a solution was to assert that chaos was an

integral part in rature. (Mehepatra 2007: 187)

Mahapatra’s poems in Random Descent are inplicated in this twuth of
chaos, unpredictability and mystery of rature. They do not subscribe to the view
that non-humen world exists for humen welfare. The ecologically degraded earth
by techmological intervention is not a triumch of men over nature but a werming of
chaos and apocalypse where all huren delusion of victory is defeated and
denolished. Mahapatra seeks answers to all his questions and realizes that the
answers are hidden in natural phenomena. In Things That Happen he writes:

But those things that happen

have always begimings that carmot be seen.

It is the body T thirk I've carried all alay,

forcing me to wander fram secret

to secret, mirage to mirage,

puaping up halftruths into a reality I never lived.

Random Descent 73)
The key to understanding of the world lies in nature. For Mehapatra the

dichotamy of human and non-human dissipates. The power and working of nature
is all pervasive. He laments :
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No more do men go cut cnto the earth
to ke close encugh to the mountain’s quiet
ard wait for an answer.

(Tnid 42)

Not anly the silence and vastness of the mountains arnd seas but natural
dbjects becare metaphors for humen situations in most of his poems. They are
used as a touchstane to interpret the social huren world. The imege of stane in
many poems of Random Descent gives us a clue to Mahapatra’s vision.

T A Mask he writes:

The faces of rice are stay
its fists seam clendhed all the time
(Inid 41)

This stawy quality is real for the people wo live with hinger . The stone
wall kerirg the letters of the Asckan Edicts of 261 BC becomes a reminder of the
lust for power ard violence in men who go an repeating the brutal killing of a
hindred thousand pecple like that of the Kalinga war :

These things can happen all the tinme.

Memory has drained us,

ard an ancient stone wall

inscribed with nules

is not what it appesars

Somecne’ s rotten blood has gone into the stone.
(Tid 51)

Like stane, the dojects of non-humen nature get heavy with weight of
meanings inscribed on them. The inposed meanings change the face of nature.
Tre reslity of dojects is “oaged in new interpretatiay’. (Tbid 51)

The poem The stones reveals this more concretely:

The house T have 1ived in all these years
has forgotten the stane it was made of
(T 47)
Wt ails the poet nore is the aultiral axstruction of staes in religion,
politics ard sex:
Beneath the bloodied walls of history
nothing can happen more dreadful
than stanes turned to gods through prayers
Stones, whose eyes have had no expression in them
Stanes, like govermments who have no honour at all
Stanes, whose lag ams easily batter and kill
a young woman accused of adultery. (Iaid 47)
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What does the poet want the stone to be for men? He seems to be
restorirg the ‘staneness’ to the stanes - to lok at staes as stanes and not
gods. Nature undergoes carplex distortions through cultural production of
meanings. When the distortion leads to boost the unethical, the poet is not at
ease. In this poem Mahapatra highlights how humens are mede to feel that ‘hate
ard power is real’ afraid of being face to face with the truth of their omn nature.

The poet tries to bare the thingness of things and so his poers contain
the contradiction between ecology and textuality . Bit the paradox is that he has
to eqress the ‘extra - lirguistic’ reality through larnguage, through words of poetry .
T J. Abraham doserves: “Ecocriticism came up, ane recalls as a reaction against
the debilitating excessive textualized view that anly “The word grants being to a
thing” (2007 : 180) . Mehapaa’ poetry shows the reader a world beyad textuality .

Wt his poetry aspires for is an identification of being with the thing,
the doserver with the doserved. It is like Whitmen’s “I” cottaining miltitudes ina
reverse way. He says :

If T seck an answer to life.
It’s because I see myself everywhere.
(The Shore 75)

The collection is full of such utterances edhoing this line of thought.
“Desire ard earth nmove in out/of me, clinbing the old loneliness” (Random
Descent 53) in the poam Ligt .1 One Evening, e writes.

One Evening
I was a mengo tree with a clutch of trodbled, reluctant leaves
arnd the stormy wind suffered my tremors and tears,

(Tnid 38)

He does not bother about preconceived notions ut assures the position
of a silent witress: “T acoept wat I see thvouch the goen windows.” (Of starytelling
54)

Tha lyrical essay etitled Freedom as Poetry: The Door Mahapatra makes
his stard clear:

“... apoet’s business is to see — which he should do, listening to the
voice of his imer self. Iet the poet not bother about the anscience of the world
- sinply ke the water thet flows, firding its o level, even if it is sceked by the
earth, with no trace left behind.” (Mahepatra 2007: 6) In the sane essay he says:
“. .. surrounded by my own words which crowd me down, I try to escape, thinking
of another kind of freedom. He asks: who will whisper the whisper of the sumer
breeze? The politician or the poet?”

(Idd 5)
The aspiratim to fird aeness with mature is to enter into an wnintelligible
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domain of camumnication of birds, beasts, air and water unaccessible to humren
larguage. Mehapatra is neither a deep ecologist nor a ‘light green’ but his poans
incorporate an ecocentric aaxem in a holistic way.
Tt can be presured that in Mahapatra’s poems nature is not reduced to

a anoept but accepted as a real existence. There is a cmscious struggle at
repudiating the omstructedness of rature in cultural practices ard that is the
reasm why he celeorates rature : in resanance with that wnity of being / nature
anly knows how to brace. (Dence of Fire Files 57) . The poem The Uncertainty of
(olor n Random Descent offers clue to understand Mahapatra’s green visian in
the aontext of nature culture amtroversy . The studoom 1ife-force of rature that
impulse of men as a species through different phases of time:

The grass whispers in its rooted being

That its stuldbom green has come

From world to world where nothing matters there

but men marching on ahead (23)

Mehepatra does not shy away from socio acultural reality of present times.

He is much grieved by issues of poverty, vidlexe, social irjustice, ad victimizatrion
of woman no matter wherever they occur.Random Descent abounds in these
issues diffuse in a metaphoric frame of imeges of nature. The poor pareplegic
boy in Winter in City is described agpinst the bitirg aold, fluttering leaves, migratary
birds of the seasm. The oy is a the roed with every possibility of dying, but
even though he “cammot carry his broken body, hasn’t stogped loving himself.”
(14) . Tre zeal to live is as retiral as the inevitability of death ar a seasay’: If he'd
die, it would anly ke a natural death.” (14). The poet refers to hunger in neny
poams in this collection. Hunger, he uderstards as “the new narrative of cur
civilization.” (37) . He relates hinger ard brutality metaghorically:

Hunger lends each ocne a mask
ad it srells of trapoed beasts. @)

The ‘mask’ of culture ard ‘beasts’ of nature build up the imeges of humen
state, of starvatio ard struggle for srvival.

When he refers to a raped sixteen year old girl ard gropes for justice he
brings in the imeges of darkness: “a large owl burrows desp into its steamy air”
(Ihe Portrait 61) .Agpin helplesaess at the site of the raped bady of a little girl
in the poem Romance of Her Hand he seeks sarething to hold an to release his
vain empathy: “blood goens that terrible door between us” (63) Myths, rituals,
tarples, priests, corporate offices, city degpite their proclaiming of varied
metaghors for life and truth camrot prevent suffering, injustice, death and ageirg.
The boat is fated to sirk into the “lethal calm of the sea” (62) . Lodking beyad
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misery is like lodking “at a jasmine’s sad, swest smile.” (21). “The strange grief
of the blue of in the sky peers down at me” (25), he writes at the end of the poem
Sign. The weight of grief is the weight of the wknown, the weight of the
impenetrable nature and that buries him. One is reminded of Wordsworth's line
“the still, sad music of humenity” while going through such lines of Mehapaetra.
Jam Barnie has aptly doserved: “... The differences between the two poets
(Wordsworth and Mehapatra) are profound, yet in one sense at least the
aonperisan is just, for few poets in our century have evadked “the still sad music
of humenity” so movingly as Mahapatra.” (Barmie Jomn 1984) .

Mehapatra privileges extermal nature against all intellectual and
oanoeptualized views of nature. He knows that the silence shrouding all dojects,
the silence of the process of birth, death arnd decay is a different languege of
mare. To feel thet silaxe is a path to freedom. He writes:

I aonly went to renew myself

like this ald river's quiet

that has emerged victorious
over a hundred layers of religians
in the airlessness of the dead

(The Land That is Not 70)

With Mehspatra ane cores to believe in the claim of eco-criticism that
nature is not “reducible to a amcept which we aomceive as part of or cultural
practice” (Barry Peter 2008: 252) . Nature is not what we meke out of it even
though literary theory believes in everything including nature as socially and
limuistically axstiucted. [
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AN INTERVIEW WITH PADMASHREE JAYANTA
MAHAPATRA, THE INDIAN ENGLISH POET
ON 3157 MAY 2011 AT CHANDRABHAGA, TINIKONIA BAGICHA,
CUTTACK (ODISHA), INDIA
* Ir. Kusha Chandra Pradhan
** . Krushna Chandra Mishra

(Questians asked in an informel setting in the ambience of the poet’s drawing roam
when he came ocut from his newspaper reading session with a broad smile welcoming
the inter viewers. The poet was 82 at the time of interview)

KCP & KCM : Why and how did you care to choose to write and publish poetry
in Bglish?

JM : There are two things here : About my choosing to write. Lock, I never
intended to be a poet in the first place. When I was twenty-two, I'dbegun writing
a novel, which still lies in those three exercise bocks sarewhere. Then there
were sare stories I did, but when I sent them out to publishers and editors,
these came back with rejection slips. I knew then that writing wes not forme. As
to why I chose to write, I have no answer, Who knows why one does these
things? Or why ae does anything, for instancs? T can't say Axdety, inedequacies,
uhappiness, these could lead ane to writing. Perhaps I am talking to myself
wen I write... .Then there is this subject of Eglish, and the answer is sinple: T
wrote in English because it was the most natural thing for me to do. My studies
in a missionary school where English was mendatory; we had to speak English
in school, no other language; and the urging of my Principal, who liked me much,
ard instilled in me a love for the English language — these were factors which
led me to use English for my poetry....As you are perteps aware, I started writing
poetry when I was approaching forty, at an age when most poets would have
finished with their stragest work. But sare things hageen in life and reasans
are not always easy to find. T sent my new, finbling creations to pericdicals ard
found they were accepted — which gave me the mich-needed incentive to write.

KCP & KCM : Did your training as a Scientist and profession as a researcher
ard teacher interfere in any way in your developrent as a poet? If it has helped
yau, please elaborate o the kind of cotrilbution your training ard your profession

have made to your growth as a poet?
JM: I dm't thirk there has been any sort of “interference’ that you talk of between

* Principal f Aanchalika Mahavidyalay, Swampatra, Dist. Kearjhr, Odisha
e teaches English at Govt. (ollege, Banmdila, Arunachal Pradesh.
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a scientist and a poet. There is no dispadty I fesl. You can’t do away with the
element of struggle in the meking of a poem ar in the process of scientific research;
for without that we wouldn’ t be able to arrive at any caclusians af ter all. However,
I feel ny scientific training taght me a kind of discipline which I could use
effectively in the meking of a poem. Poetry is a kind of science, a science of the
hesrt’ saf fectians. On the other hard, science is also poetry, but a poetry of the
mird. T could put it like this: I use my intellect for science, but when I wrdte
poetry, my heart nuns ahead of my intellect.

KCP & KCM : What has been the course of your poetic jourmey when your vision
as a poet has all alag been with you in your agoreciation and critical autlock of
the world arournd you? What has specifically been your inspiration in commenting
on your surroundings in the ways the comments crowd and crown your pages of
poetry?

JM: It is hard for me to talk about my work. ILet me ke clear an this: I never
wented to be a ‘poet’, because I didn’t read any poetry. Fiction was what I was
interested in. The limits of ny stupidity lie in the plain fact thet I hed ok, ever,
thought of reading Tagore ar Elict ar Nenuda; they did not metter tome at all! And
here, at faty, I was into poars, I wes locking arourd the world, ard into myself.
Maybe when I started aut writing poetry, I thought I wes the oater of the universe,
which was absolutely wrong. My early poems were exercises in a way, wdtten
mainly to please myself. These poems were more fused in themselves, and they
tended to be abstract. My mind was more to me than my heart, which is not right
when it comes to poetry. I am sure you will agree. Critics wore dissppointed
when my first two books of poeams were published. And it hurt me. But I wented
to go on writing, so I begen reading contenporary poetry, mainly the Eurcpean
ard ILatin American poets whom I consider to be the greats...I thoght I dould
write sinple understandable poans, to silence my critics in India. And which I
did, although it wes very diffiault. The anly thing inmy favar rested in the larguece,
the English, I had leamt, ard the words I could use in varicus ways through my
omn reading over forty years. This was a great help in writing poetry in Eglish.

KCP & KCM : Do you recognize any change in your vision as it has moved from
work to work produced over so nerty years of your active enrichment of poetry in
gereral and Indian literature in particular? What would be the proper and perfect
symol for your vision at work — the vision that has resisted change even vhile
accepting changes in its senblance?

J M: When acadamics ard interviewers talk about ‘visiay' in ae’s work, I gererally
slip away fram them. I dm’t understand much about vision. Frankly,Isarted aut
fram being a sort of pghysicist and went into poetry: pegpole always insist they are
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two goposite poles of the earth. I dn't know.2nd I don’t agree. My begimming
poems spoke about myself and the people around me, they were seemingly
persaial, because I was not aware of a larger world that existed arourd me; it
was my pain, my love, my relationship which mettered. It tock time to see things,
feel tham, it tack time t© bring ocut in my poetry the myths that have shaped me,
from the dheos of history and tradition thet has always energized my lard, Orissa.
T had been aware of all this very much, but to have them becore a power in my
poetry wasn’t easy. One of the reasons might be that I hadn’t read much poetry
ard did not know how to write. And there was ncbody to help me. Writirgall by
yourself in this renote tomn wes a great disadventage. But I persisted. I wrote
and wrote. Good poems perhaps, mostly bad poems. I did not give way. I'dlie
to quote fram the writings of the distinguished French playwright and poet, Jean
Coctean: "Wy work devours me, begins to live, ard it is I who die”. A perfectly
geruire statanent totally unfargettable. Well, that’s how it is...stacks and stadks
of poars an my shelves which I haven’t revised ar rewritten or sent for publicatim.
Zrd all these poars are rooted in this land where T live, and doose to live. It's
strange that I can write here when I am in Orissa, nowhere else. Most of my
colleagues, peoets like A.K.Ramanujan, R. Parthasarathy, Meena Alexander
stayed behird in the USA; even Dilip Chitre was there for several years, but I did
not let myself be hypnotised by the affluence of the West. I am happy when T
touch the shoulder of my rickshaw puller or my dentist-friend; those things metter
to me. If you ask me what I weant, I would answer: I went to be believed, the
hesty of my poams to be believed. I dm't wish to sit in a glass house ard talk
about the plight of our pecple in Kandhamel, I went to be there and see, and
touch them. I was doing this a few years ago, my visits to remote villages in
Thuamulrampur in Kalahandi and Barakamura in Mayurbhanj showed me the
ooulence in which I live, ard it tortures my weking hours. But this is how my
poetry has changed through the years: and I would like my poem to be a kind of
worship, fram the experiences T have... If T was well and mbile, I'd move from
place to place ard see things for myself. I can, truly, aily write out of myself and
my Orissa, ard this is what I have always done, the last 45 years. And today,
there is a sense of degpair in what I see around me. My conscience hurts me.
Ard if whet T write is not true to nmy amscience, what use is there in writing? T am
not referring to social or political comitment; I am talking of my own slespless
night when I can sleep cn a full stomach and my neighbor, even though he lives
in a remote village in Koraput, is hirgry and naked and lives without a roof over
his head.... I think this answers your question sarewhat, I carmot say.

KCP & KCM : How do you fird the times that have brought you the turoulent urcge

to express yourself changing with the recent restrictions that age has imposed
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oan you ard your movements and mobility in social circles?

JM: The urce to express ny thoudghts is there, it hasn’t changed. I still have the
nesd to write. . .But the new violence bothers me. I feel safe within the anfines of
my hare. T was never a social persm, I prefer always to sit thirteen rows behind
when I am at a meeting, and can only answer to questions which others might
pirt tonme. And my age, and an immmne setback has made things a little worse.
But I try to participate in poetry readings; I wes in Delhi an the 8th May reading
my poems on the occasion of the 150th anniversary of Rabindranath
Tagore. . .Frarkly, I try to avoid social gatherings, they meke me feel uneasy.

KCP & KCM : How does the poet keep the world informed and advised to face
the great disaster - explained in tems of natural laws ard immoral social practices
ard irregpasible political decisians worldwide? Do you think this forms part of
yaur persanl respansibility when your writing is a prized heritage of the humenity
and you have transcended the limitations of birth and place?

JM: I suppose you try to speak to the world through your poems — in my case
that happens — and these poems are fixed, almost always, in Orissa ard its
special landscape. I write albout what I see and hear ard feel; maybe what I dm't
wish to see, those immoral social practices and political aberrations arourd me,
tum into traumes which beocare the stuff of my poens. But this is not deliberate;
it’s the anguish of pecple T camct face. So T will write about: such things, like far
exanple, the Kalingerager tragedy where twelve tribals were killed in police
firing ard their palms aut off; how could T just sit back and farget the wole issue?
So this anguish goes into a poem. The same sort of thing happens when you
reed about a famer’'s suicide, ar a terrarist killing. No, this is ot a persasl
respsibility, and you shouldn’t expect all poets to write about such atrocities.
I would sinply say: I am respansible, yes, but respansible to my aonscience. If
my oonscience says a wrang is being done, I should write about it. Maybe a
good poam does rot aore aut of it, still.., the moral responsibility shouldn’t ke
put asice.

KCP & KCM : How have the awards and honours coming your way left you
delighted and disturied in the course of your poetic progress? Please elaborate
with examples and anecdotes?

JM: Well, the first ever award I got for poetry was way back in 1970, when I wan
the secad prize for an intematiaal poetry aotest held by International Who's
Who in Poetry in London, UK. The award was for a poem titled “The Report
Card” ard I had sent it for this omtest from Balasore in 1969. The news of my
wirmirg the prize, raturally filled me with joy. Here, I had just begmn to write
poars 3 yvears back, and I'd won a prize! It was uibelievable; I was literally
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sitting an top of the warld. And T realised there was no going back then, I had to
write more, I hed to write better .Igarted to read contemporary poetry and write
with more eamestness. Perhaps the years 1970 till 1976 were the anes I struggled
hard with my poems and sent them cut to very prestigious jourmals in USA, UK,
Canada and Astralia. Awards and hanors kept coming in; a meruscript of poetry
I had submitted to the University of Georgia Press; USA, wes the wimming
menuscript among many submitted that year. It was piblished in 1976 under the
tile A Rain of Rites, and all the poams dealt with my land, Orissa. I wouldn't
wish to speak of honors and awards that came later. My resume should tell you
all this....Bit twice inmy writing career, once in the USA, when I was reading my
poens to an intemmatianl gathering, a girl sinply wept and left the hall hirriedly
(ghe was a Brazilian) ! Then again, at the internmatiawl ACLALS Conference in
Hyderabad seven years ago, the same thing happened, when a Canadian poet
rushed aut of the reading hall with tears in her eyes as I was reading my poams.
These two separate incidents mede me feel myself in a way I’'ve never experienced
befare. There was both delight and despar, and I consider those two morent sto
hold more weight than arty awerds I have got for poetry.The poignancy hits me
still; it came out of the words I used in my poems, and that was more than
enough. ... But today awards don’t mean much to me; as a matter of face, they
don’t bother me at all. Not even the Padmashree, which was recommended by
the Sahitya Academy, New Delhi, and not by the Govermment of Orissa. Today I
feel satisfied that whatever I have dxe in the field of poetry, I have done myself,
without taking aryane’s help. If I owe anyane, it’s tomy wife, Jyotsna, who was
my great sugeort, who was ready to die for my life.

KCP & KCM : How do you lock at your recent chosen change over to prose and
Oriya Language writings while still being increasingly read ard appreciated as a
poet writing in Bglish?

JM: I have not been able to faret thet T am the inherditar of a rich traditio, a
culture ard a language that meke me proud of my being an Oriya. If my schooling
and early childhood years would not have been in the medium of English, and if
my British headmaster would not have made me love the English language,
perteps T would not have used English. Tt was not a deliberate choice, T wrote in
Bglish because T could not write in Ordya. Today perhaps I love the larguage
English more than I Love Oriya, but my roots have dragged me into the earth
which gave me birth. Years of writing passed by, and even Odia fellow poets
thought of me as an out sider . Things hirt. Ad it is hard to farget the insults one
has been subjected to. Life is reminiscence, and menories become the shadow
you carrot throw off.. So I tumed to writing in Oriya even when I had established
myself in Frglish. In Odia I feel T can ke more intimate with my readers; when I
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read aut a poam in Odia, I can see the light of understanding flash in the eyes of
the audience. This doesn’t happen in BEglish, here in India. But aoroad, it is in
Eglish, that T comnicate easily... The added factor in Qdia, for me, is that T
use simple words, and a comonly used colloguial idiom, both for prose and
poetry . Today I enjoy writing in Odia arnd wish I could have used Odia in my

KCP & KCM : How do you react to our understanding of your poetry as basically
related to humen relationships of all hues and those including nature?

JM: Well, you are prdosbly right when you say that relationships, mostly huen,
or with nature maeke up much of my poetry. May be if I were a doctor, I wouldbe
more ito humen relationships, the experience in that area seems unending.
You write about your mother, your father, and inmy case, I amalways floating in
the sorrowful past of my grandfather. But, I have also written about pecple who
have hovered around my life, and perhaps used nature which helped me to see
more then I see with my eyes. I am talking of a poem like “Dance of the Fireflies”
which came aut of a two-day visit in the jungles of Similipal, in Mayurdharj.

KCP & KCM : Do you agree that your poetry despite its surface sinplicity leads
to philosophical depths and contenplatians an life and its struggles in adverse
situations? Does your poetry aim at comforting and inspiring the struggling
humenity to hopefully keep the spirit of living high?
JM: I dn't thirk I can give an answer to both your questians. I feel kird of
satisfied when my poems appear simple an the surface, I'd like to begin a poem
with straidht forward images. In a poem “Again, cne Day, Walkirng by the River” I
start with the lire :

The same river, the same Sun, the same town.
But what the poem achieves as you proceed to the conclusion of the poem is
sarething else lying behind to apparent sinplicity. If the poem represents a
movarent through life, it will meke sare sense of life; ard this movement inplies
a meditation or a thinking an life. There are other poans too which lock quite
sinmple on first reading, but the process of the poem goes beyond what you see
or measure. I sugpose you can'’t measure arything by its face value, arnd that is
very very true in the case of a poam. ..... I dn’t know how to answer your secand
questin, I can anly write about what I see ard hear ard feel, but whether it can
canfort others I carmot say. I dm't thirk I have solutians far the ills thet plage
axr peple, ad that is not a poet’ s jdo. A poet is an doserver, kesically. He ar
she shauld leave such things to others, to a politician perheps.
KCP & KCM : What is your view an the answerability of poet to the humenity?
What would ke your guiding advice to the poets writing in English now — in terms
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of subject metter, peetic style arnd ideology?

JM: Let me gpeak of myself first. When I begen writing poetry, I presured I was
writing just for myself. So whatever I thought I put it down, without thinking if
anyone understood it or not. I wes totally wrong, stupid. Poetry should
comunicate, should relate to the reader, to ancther humen being. And we have
a secad important point - about the answerability of the poet. Why should a
reader read abaut the persanl life of the poet all the time? Or, about the myths
that are a part of our living scene? If the poet is answerable, which he should be,
he should be solely answerable to his conscience. His conscience is his
respasibility, to try to show in his poem the ugjust things, the violence, the
creelty, as dif ferent from what should be the real goals of our society.® s ot
easy to write such poetry, but in a way we are respansible for what we say in our
poems .

I have 1o advice to give my fellow poets writing in Fglish in India. I dm't kow far
myself what I should do. I'd say : Place your hand an your heart and let your
heartbeat s quide you. And read the great poets, begiming from Shakespeare. I
am sorry, I have rno knowledoe of literature to give any kind of advice.

KCP & KCM :Though you may not like to comment an individual poets writing in
English fram India, please put in your persawl doservation an the trends of
Indian Poetry in English and your assessment of the future of Indian Poetry?
JM: Yau are rigr. There are no absolutes in poetry.A poem which appears
relevant to me might not ke appreciated by ancther poet or by an editor. So many
kinds of poetry are being written today, ad the tradks are far critics to tak
abaut..... I would love and to write poetry which touches. Thet’s inportant, isn’t
it? you might be interested to know that I have just edited an anthology of Tndian-
English poets, and many of the poets included there are new names. The anthology
axtains poems of ten poets ad is titled sinply Ten. I efjoyed editing this
anthology of new poets and hope readers will have an idea of what is happening
in the field of Fglish poetry in Tndia. The book, Ten, should ke aut by the end of
2011

Your secad question : Poetry is going to ke written in English in our country
whether pecple like it or not. English is being used more and more in Indian
homes, more and more among the younger generations, so the emphasis on
English speaking and writing cammot be overlooked. Iet us not talk of poetry
readership. Readers of poetry are a small mmber, they have always remained
arell, limited.
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KCP & KCM :Alagside your personal favourite “ HINGER “ poem, what other
poams from your favourite oft-read pieces? Please include anly a few of your
most loved poems that you have 1iked to present at poetry work-shops and poetry
festivals.

JM: “Huger” is a short, narrative poem which cares aut of a true incident. I read
it axt because T like it, it rot at all gatherdrngs of postry . Reading a partiailar
poem wauld also depend upan the type of audience it is read to. To your questian,
sare poens I would like to read out could ke :

Grardfather

The lost children of Arerica
Relatianship

A Missing Person
Possessions

Rice

Deaths in Orissa

Generally, I read newly-written poans at festivals/ aonferences.

KCP & KCM: How do you feel at your being awarded the Allen Tate Poetry Prize
2009 for the finest poetry published in the Sewanee Review, the prestigicus
Arerican Jourmal? Does this bear any hope for the Ndcel Prize for the poet and
does this award put the Indian poetry in English at an enviable height now?
JM:The Allen Tate Poetry Prize did bring me a sort of fulfilment. Forty years of
writing poetry, and I could not help myself thinking that my poems were as good
as sare of the best poets writing in the world. But it also brought a feeling of
alaneness to my mind; what would I do next? Poetry writing is not easy at all. T
keep thinking : How will I write my next poem?

The second question is redundant. Please excuse me for saying so.

KCP & KCM : Does your choice to write your autdbiography in your mother
tague Oriya aim at ingpiring the creative talents in Odisha to boldly step in to
pdblishing in Bglish and wrging upm the critics in Odia literature to take note of
your intematiaally acclaimed contribution in the field of poetry writing? Do you
ot thirk this 2011 piolication of the autdoiograghy Part-I (BHOR MOTIRA
KANAPHULA) keeps your intemational readers and admirers deprived of the
ooportunity to have a view of your life ard times?

JM: The doice to write my autdoiogragdty in Qdia could ke mine; still, I feel it
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was somehow not mine. To attarpt to write a aansiderable body of prose in Odia
was never something I could have dreamed of a few years ago. Poems were
df ferent things. But, when I begen writing in my own colloquial mermer, IfEET
could write about happenings in a more intimate way. No warkr it’ s called your
mother tongue. And the Odia culture came cut in wnimeginsble lines. T can’t
explain this, I can aily reiterate that it's exciting to write in this new-foard medium
for me. T do not know about the consequences of my writing in Odia. Rationally,
when T think doaut this, I ghould have written in Bglish for my established readers.
And T am asked the same question : Why in Odia? How are we ever going to
know what you wrote about your 1ife? But then, I have no answers to give them.

Aot critics in Gdia literatire, I can't say. Do I have critics who coment on my
bodk? I say this because not a single review or notice has been published on my
bodk, Bhor Motira Kanaphula as yet. I have friends, yourg readers, wo like
my book, and that is enough for me. Perlaps a translation of the bock into
Bglish can help BEglish knowing readers to know a bit of my life. I haven't
thought about that. I believe in things taking their own course, ard I have never
been anbiticus.

T hope these answer your questions to some extent. Thank you!

KCP & KCM :Thank YouSir !

MAY GOD SHOWER HIS CHOSEN BLESSINGS ON THE POET TO KEEP ON
CONTRIBUTING TO THE WORLD OF POETRY FOR LONG WHILE RECEIVING ALL
THE GREAT RECOGNITIONS THAT ARE DUE TO HIS MIGHTY TALENT AND
HUMANITY[ ]

. A

Jayanta Mehapatra in his Library
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THE POETRY OF JAYANTA MAHAPATRA:
AN APPROACH THROUGH INDIAN POETICS.

* Ms. Ranjita Barik

Jayanta Mahapatra who was honoured with central Sahitya Academy
Zverd first time for poetry in 1981 is a sensitive Indian poet even if he tock
recourse to English as a medium of expression. If his poetry is amalysed in the
light of Trdian poetics it affards greater aesthetic delight then an aralysis of his
poetry through comon sense or westem stylistics. Basically Mahapatra deals
with Indian themes in Indian English. In his poetry ane discovers the beauty and
bonty of Indian rivers and lardscape; the custans, practices ard rituals of
Indian religians, the attitude of the Indians towerds issues like love, merriage,
social and economic prablems, poverty and so an. Reading Mahapatra is to
discover Irdia : to read him with the tools fram ancient Indian aestheticians is to
enrich cur intellectual horizan and despen our aesthetic pleasure.

Poetics refers gererally to the theory of literary discourse, especially
the theory of poetry. Irdian poetics refers to the Sanskrit poetics - the criticiam
that develgped in India an the theory of poetry in ancient times. Sare of the
autstanding schools of poetics are nanely: The Rasa (aesthetics of pleasure)
theory of Barat, the Alamkaras (the figures of speech) theory of Bhama, the
Dhvani (suggestiveness) theory of Jagarmath & Anandavardhana, Vakrokti a@tfi
expressian) of Kuntaka, the Auchitya (propriety) theory of Kshemendra and
aoove all, the Riti (style) theary of Vamena. In this paper a modest attempt is
mede to analyse the poetry of Jayenta Mahapatra in the light of these theories
arnd place him before the Indian readers as an cutstanding Indian English Poet.

Let me quote a few lines from the last section of Relationship:

Tell me your names, dark daughters

Hold me to your spaces.
In your dance is my elusive birth, my sleep
that swallows the green hills of the lard
ard the crows that quicken the sunlight in the veins,
ard the stane that watches my sadness fly in and ocut
of my deaths, a spiritless soul of mamory.

(Section: 12 / 38)

In the above passage a perceptive reader feels the symphany of sounds
as well as the synphaty of ideas. The lines are quite suggestive; words radiate
mesnirgs. The alliteration is fourd in the exoression of ‘dark daughrers’  (repetition
of initial soad / d/), ‘sleep thet swallows’ (repetition of / s/ sard), ‘crows thet
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quicken)’ (repetition of /k/ soad). ‘Dark daughters’ irmdkes the spirit of the black
stone Devdasies of ancient Orissa. The devdasies knew how to dance and
entertain the anlockers. They represent the glory of art of an ancient Orissa.
‘The slesp that swallows’ has metagorical foroe; it refers to indolent rature of
the speaker to enjoy the beauty of nature. The crows, here, are the messerngers
of the new day which gets reflected in the lire ‘the crows that quicken the sunlight
in the veins’ - the harmmious relation between nature and creature is brought to
light; ‘stae’ refers to the glory in architecture ard saulpoure in ancient Qrissa.
The ‘death’ has also metaphorical foree; it doesn’t refer to ghysical death but
cultural ard spiritual death; hence the caxluding phrase of the poam is ‘a
goiritless sodl of mamory’ is highly suggestive. In the passage there is an implicit
oantrast between the glory of art, architecture ard saulpture in the past ad
degeneration of life and decadence of culture in the present times:

a brilliant passace to be studied in the ligt if dhvani and alamkara
thearies.

Radhakrishna Myth has been used to depict ideal rarence. Here is a brilliant
passage an the relation between Radha and Krishna which can be analysed in
the ligt of auchitya theary (@aoriety) :

Radha, still standing

n the right of warm mists,

abandoned, and yet boundless

With pain arnd desire;

Krishma, far away,

Like the silence an the river,

Secretly always victor.

Orissa: waiting 18)

The relation between Radha and Krislmna is platonic. Here there is no
pisical passion. Kridha is far away from Radha ‘like the silence of the river’;
but he has secretly won heart of Radha in such a marmer that Radha experiences
the agaly of separation. The simile, the conparism of silent lover like Kriglma
with silent river is striking. The river flows; the desire to be united with Kridha is
very much strong in Radha; hence her pain is boundless. The poem set in the
1ap of mature in Orissa is aporopriate for evdking right enction at right place.

Mehepatra’ s pictuare of love is striking. In the poem Love he uses postry
as a metaphor:

LOVE'

Like postry

leave thought alae

to fird the meaning

love: Close the sky,Ten by Ten)
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Poetry means ‘sorething of great beauty, ewtion of imeginatian’.
(Maamillan.1087) . Love is very deep; it is a profound ard sublime emotion. The
lover like the poet gets absorbed in the dojects or the ideas that erbody beauty
ard stir imegiretion. These lines can be befittingly stdied in the ligt of alankara
ard dhwveni theary .

Living in Orissa is a beautiful poem in which language has been
surcharged with emotion:

Sarething here, perteps fatal sprit.

Sarething that recalls the centuries of defeat.

To live here,

antlered in sickness and disease,

in the past of uncomprehended totems;

ard the spilt blood of ancestors

ae would wear like an amuilet.

Somecne goes on dancing

at the doars of indifferent temples.

Carrying pain in an eyeless face.

(hadow space. 1)

The passage evokes ‘karua rasa’ - the sense of pathos. The Orissans
have been ruled by the foreigners over the centuries because they are not
aggressive in designs but religicus by rature. They believe that the deities
worshipeed inside the temples would protect their freedom: political and social
but ironically tenples beaare indifferent. If this passage is studied in the light of
the thearies of alamkaras (figures of speech) ad dhveni new meanings well
ererce fram tine to time. The expressian ‘fatal sprit’, ‘antlered in sickness ard
disease’, ‘eyeless face’, ‘indifferent tenples’, ‘“unconprehernded totans’, ‘spilt
blood of ancestors’ lend beauty and mystery to poetry. The stark reslity gets
presented in an iranical vein.

The tantalizing nature of ghysical passian has been beautifully depicted
by the poet at the anset of rains:

Somewhere, a woman’s body knows.

Rain is her mother,

a fitful time of swest ard fears.

Quietly she dies of ghosts of love

She found among the water and grass.

Bare face, 28)

Tre relation between water ard grass is vital. Grass grows if it is watered.
Similarly a waren develops physical love which grows through ‘sweat’ and ‘fears’.
If the erd of poetry is to stir imegination and emotian, the passacge does it to a
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great extent. The expressian ‘ghosts of love’ is artistic and suggestive. The
Propanents of the schools of dhvani ard vekrkti will ansider the passage as a

Mehapatra sheds light an the fossilized life style of men in a languace
that is apt, colloguial and suggestive:

We would return again and again

to the movement

that is neither forward nor backwerd

making us

stop noving, without regret.

Waiting, 44)

Men is bom to this world; he grows old in a rnatural process ard falls
victim to disease, decay and death. He doesn’t aspire to create sarething new;
hence he lives a stagnent life. Mahapatra focuses an the natural laws of the
wiverse. His lines are more cryptic and suggestive then those of T.S. Elict:

Birth, Copulation arnd death

thet is all, tlet is all, thet is all.....

Several expressions in Mehapatra’s poetry are aphoristic. For exanple
on “Time” he has made several remarks:

“Time has no mouth”.
Relationship, 10)
The absence of mouth refers to the quiet passage of Time.
“Time is just a pilgrimege”. (Life Signs 32)
‘Pilgrimege’ is suggestive of sacredness associated with Tinme.
“Time is a green mango”. (A Whiteness of Bone 17)

‘Green mengo’ 1is a substitute expression for rosy dreans.

“Time, our stragest possession bleeds”. (Shadow Space 25)

‘Bleeds’ is associated with suffering. Time causes suffering.

Thus Time has appeared to poet as a powerful and mysteriocus entity.
Hence he has used various alamkaras (figwes of speedh) to picture it.

Mahapatra has used variocus figures of speech (Alamkara) far ‘poar
ard poetry:
Poem, my mother, how
Pain has made you cross
The divide between past ard future.
Bare Face 44)
Poam is the product of creative pain; it can bridge the qulf between the
past ad funre. It is as regpectable as mother.
2opin the poet uses a serdes of figures of speech just to define a poam:
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The poam is like a lost child wailing
near a lamp post, wnoomforted by the coin
et irto it s fist by a passer by .
Ibidem 39)
Poem enbodies fears as well as hopes. Tt is difficult to write ard criticize
poetry which is a thing of mystery.
Aoout his relationship with poetry he says:
My life is awmll,
And poetry might deceive me later.
(Tbidem)
Roetic truth is different from practical truth; the poet agoreharnds that
poetry might deceive him.
The poet feels that poetry is soretimes perceived to be an cut-dated

thirg:
The poem’s fate hangs like an old calendar
On a nail on my conscience’s wall.
(Toidem 38)
Poetry puzzles the poet as well as the reader.
The poet sourds paradaxical about the nature, structure ard function of
postry.

To sum up, Jayanta Mahapara’ s ITndian Engilsh Poetry is unique in merty
respects; its uniqueness can be brought to light tlrough the gpplication of Indian
Poetics. Kalikinkar Pattarayek in his article, “Critical Interpretation Through
Trdian Poetics” says:

The dojective of the study of Indian Roetics is to sharpen the resder’s
perosptians in the art of interpretation ard gopreciation of literature. The
distinguished aestheticians of Irdia: Kantaka, Vamana, Anandavardhan, Bharat,
Derdi ard so an erghasise an the fact that literature should be studied in such a
mermer that there will e revelation of meaning ard illumiretion of idea in a flash.
In other wards a piece of literatre is ot to be dissected in ader to arrive at the
meaning but the meaning is revealed through right perosption. (Souvenir: 15)

F.A. Inamdar holds that Mahapatra attenpt s to express the inexpressible
through symbols (1986:259) . In Mahapatra’s poetry symbols change, flash and
dlitter. Hence to perceive Mahapatra ketter a resder should rely an principles
proponded by the aestheticians of ancient India. The brilliant passages that
have been quoted and analysed in this paper reveal that Mshapatra’s poetic
larguage is artistic, emotive and suggestive; the meaning of his poetry is mot
fixed; it is revealed through different perosprians by different readers - here lies
the justification far the soudy of his poetry thragh Indian poetics. [
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THE VOICE OF JAYANTA MAHAPATRA
AND THE POETICS OF SILENCE

*Dr. Bikram Kumar Mchapatra
e-mail : bikramkumar@yahoo.com

Every Creative art presents the synphany aporcach to the socio-acultural
milieu of the tine in which the artist lives. A twe artist presets the human
cadition through symoolic representation. The psychic candition of the pecple
arord him is perfectly displayed with the mep and geography of their mind.
With the artistic flavorr a tre artist brings farth the irary of sittation and deals
with the iray of fate. In the comrse of presantation the follies of the moratts are
explared with a better possible visian of healthy living.

In creative expression Frglish has beaare a vital language in India for
the writers who started writing in Bglish as well as in their mother tague. Inthe
metrix of their thought a new taste of art ariginated being coined as Indian English
writing. In such writings there is a better syndwranization of mative thought in
foreign medium of expression. It created an arom, a gldmlized literary
phenaorena, the cult that springs fram the accepted norms of life which may not
challenge the ardginal Eglish tradition. It has its own space to nove in.

As a genre, Indian English poetry has core through a layg way of
experiment and evaluation. Much before Jayanta Mehapatra (1928), poetry has
bloared with its delicate flavour sustainirng the boamning spirit of Indian English
literature. Mahapatra has becore ane of the exponents in contemporary Indian
Bglish poetry alag with the amstellation of poets lie A.K. Ramanujan, R.
Parthasarathy, Nissim Eziekel, Shiv K. Kurar, Pritish Nendi, K. Derwwalla, D.
(hitre, Arun Kolatkar and Kamela Das etc. As the most celebrated poet of India
Jayanta Mohapatra has received the much coveted central Sahitya Akademi
Zverd far his bock Relationship in 1981. In 2009 he has also received Padreshree
award for his autstanding aotribution to literatire. He has published 18 volures
of poetry, 8 bocks of translation, a bock of essays and memoirs, a bock of
staries and a bock an Qrissa, the picture gallery of his mative lard. Like all other
Irndian BErglish poets, Mehaptra presents the true accounts of Indian scenario
ard the Indian mind-set through his own poetry. More truly he broods over his
native lard Orissa, searchirg his own identity, where lies his root s The medium
Erglish has helped him to transcend his thoughts in to the excellent art of writing
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ad to offer the intermatiarl audience in expressirg his roots in particular ard
Indiamess in general, K.R.S. Iyengar doserves:

Indians have written — and are writing - in English for commicating
with ane another ard with the autside world for achieving self-expression too,
artistically using Bglish if necessary in Indian way . @)

Larnguace of the colanizer has not distanced the Indian writers to set an
authenticate local space in their expression, however it has brought wnity in
diversity to establich the pictire of the most artiailate root thet lies in the
mythological, social, adltural ard aesthetic traditians. It is ro douote thet the
poetic orgenizations of Jayenta Mehapatra spring fraom Oriya sensibility ard he
rightly prefers English as the medium of expression to reach a larger audience.
In his article “Of the Lowly potato: Indian Bglish poetry Today” he writes:

My omn writing has always reflected an Oriya sensibility and I have felt
myself to be on Oriya poet who happened to write in English. I supgpose our
saaibility, the ITndian sasibility, is different from the westem ae ard this fact
stard in the way of the westem reader. @)

In his creative quarter Mahspatra sustains the transition of two spaces
that origimates from Ordya sensibility and merges in Indian sensibility. He
establishes his relatianship with historical past for the aerergence of his creative
necessity.

Being a cawerted Ghristian living in a Hindu dominated society he goes
desp into the root s, his insignificant past and searches his identity. Once up an
a time this identity was secured ard was in euphoric celebration. The fragrented
time during the terrible famine of 1866 mede a potent strain an this identity and
ultimately the identity was charnged. In this Poem “Grardfather”, Mehapatra
recollects the vemacular whispering notes from the old yellow pages of his
grardfather Chintamani Mahapaa' s diary .

In a retrospective measure he stumbles to hear the cranped cry in the
situation. But after a wide generation gap, when he spesks with his son about
that famine, it appears prominent but “neneless as stae”. In the stir of
conscience he doserves:

A cansciences of years is between us. He's yourng.

The whirls of glory are breaking down for him before me.

Does he think of the past as a loss we have lived, our own?

Out of silence we look back now at what we do not know. (29 - 32)

Present has beocare the point of oscillation between the meaningful and
meaningless history. He amalyses his omn place, people, his own self with the
aarpulsian of the irmers need to establish the identity in the disoriented real life
situation. He concludes:
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We wish we knew what it was to be, against dying

to know the dignity

that had to be earned dangercusly,

yaurr last dhence that wes blirdly terrifying, so wnfair

we wish we had to wake up with our smiles

in the middle of sare social order. (39 — 44)

‘Grardfather’ camotes the ancestral status of sare past unforgettable morents
arnd at the same time it has becore the metsphor for an umwented distortion of
origin for a necessary change. Mahapatra does not compromise with the change
rather he prefers that it would have better if such a situation had not care in to
beirg.

A lingering shadow of defeat with the horrifying pest creates a penic
space in his heart. With a retrospective measure he locks back from a layg
distance of time ard situation, thinks abaut the lost culture ard religion which
appears to him as forbidden ard as a closed door. Despite the shadow space in
his heart he describes the significance of his place ard pegple arord him. He
is greatly indebted to the place where he is bom. In an ecstatic ard jubilant tae
he expresses his relationship with his own place at the time of receiving the
prestigicus Akademi Awerd. Nirenjan Mehanti collects

To Orissa, this lard in which my root s lie ard lies my past, ard in which
lies my begiming and erxd, where the wird keens over the great grief of the River
Daya ard where the waves of the Bay of Bengal fail to reach out today to the
twilight soul of Kaark. I acknowledge my relationship. )

Even with the urden of history and ultimete dejectian, the poet develoes
a grest sense of intimecy with his region. A better spivit of art ramins with the
Iulling sanity in his creative comer for his place, surrounding and lardscape far a
significant exoression. He is inddoted to his omn circle for his craftamenship. The
places like Aittak, Puri, Bubaneswar, Konark, Balasore, Chardipore etc take
the vital positias inhis poem. Melgpetra is grestly attracted to Rurd far its spivitiel
significance. He has dissected so many events exploring the unique moments
aoxeming Puri, the hib of Hindu religicus life in Orissa. The poans like ‘Main
Tarple street, Puri” “Dawn at Puri” etc express his inclination towerds the
importance of this place. To sustain a sardid partrait of certain event s he never
lags behind his effort. His aporoach beaores powerful anly because of his honest
eplaatiomn. The first poam, “Main Terple street, Puri” provides a valuable
gotagrach of the place with certain posture of activities. Here the children are
wayward, “contimue to laugh away at cripples and mating mongrels”. Naoody
bothers but “The temple points to wnending rytln’. The ‘rhythm’ may be the
rhythm of spirituality thet has the werding flow fran the dhrine. Despite the mm-
bothering attitude of sore pecple the sionificance of the place ard the benevolent
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etermal flow remein intact. The poam gets its height when Mehapatra writes:

Ard that sky there,

claimed by inviolable authority,

harging an to its crutches of silence (9-11)

Mahapatra takes a philosophical tum in his depiction of the umatched
respectable athority that lies in the silence of the sky over the tenple. In ‘Dewn
at Puri’ he establishes an authentic local space, the inportant ardya sensibility
for the larger Imdian, English space with an attenpt of universalization. Purd is
the holly place, a seat of ariya culture with the terple of Lord Jagarmath as the
point of foaus. Maheptra is very mich sincere poset living in Orissa of using such
truth as imege, symbol and notif in his poetry. In this poem he handles the
uwsual sourd ard picture of a deserted geographical situation:

Endless crow noises.

A skull an the holy sards

tilts its enpty cantry towards hnger (1-3)

The strange noise of the endless crow has the evil association with the
Hindu mythology and the skull which has becore the symbol of decay and
decadence. Mehaptra projects ‘hunger’ as the outconre of frail ecanxany of Orissa
where death and decadence core as the sequel. He is dbsessed with the
poverty and hunger, the rearrent vision of the fatal event of histary that hant s
him again and again for which his base or origin has already been changed.

In ancther doservation Melepetra portrays a significant view of the middle
aged white-clad widowed wamen those are waiting to enter the great Tenple.
They have lost everything in utter hopelessness. They are widows having the
living dead bodies without having the lustre ard oolor of life, hence they are
white-clad bereft of all dreans. Lord Jagarmath has becare the rucleus of faith,
the centre of solace, who can provide salvation to these destitutes. Mahapatra
has borrowed this idea from Hindu philosophy and metaphysics and rightly
projects the truth for a ketter poetic structire.  The last six lines of the poam
express the subjective doservation as he says it “suddenly bresks out of my
hide” for a laely funeral pyre. Genetically desp rooted Hindu psyche mekes a
point that a persm gets salvation, the beyad state of death as he or ghe is
cremated here. The last wish of poet’s mother seems to originate from the
social space of Hindu psyche. Mahapatra’s poetry can be assessed as a silence
bord pilgrimege. There is a pervading force of silence in the imer meaning of
his poams despite the repeated use of the ward, silence. In this regard Paniker
doserves:

Silence, incidentally, is a wad thet gets endlessly repeated ane might
say consecrated, in Mahapatra’s poems (103)

Mahapatra develops a saintly doservation of silence, either by repeating
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the word or by creating an atmosphere in the poetry, which appears as the poetic
device for the unity and strength of meaning. The poem “Silence” provides a
better explanation of the truth that he hardles for the canm of his thought and
poetic idiom. The whole poem is shadowed with sombre atmosphere with the
presence of rain:

Rain all night

capaciocus, like the body of a waman.

Ard the heart, intolerable.

A cow lows once. (14)

The poet ansciocusly brings aut the uninterrupted solitary situation where
the water runs from the feet towards the nameless place and the mountain rests
a the earth’ s body with it s etire weight. At that time the poet gives the chance
of silence:

Tre saints are all silent inside their o truths.

Mess broods silently in the cracks of the stae.

Four year old patric is silent inside his screars. (10-12)

There is the garden spider, it is silatly spimirg its web. The sich is
also curls up here ard lies aslesp an a mat in the darkened room. Such is the
aaditio of silence here. Innost of his poars this cadition plays a vital role to
meke a new dimension to his thought and expression. The poems like “Rain
Sense”, “Hunger”, “Evening landscape By The River”, “An old country” etc. are
rightly situated with the state. In “Rain Sense”, silence suggests the hnen
imwardness but in “Hunger” it has becore the clue to sum up his imer self
depravity . The poverty and humen degradation both are reflected in the medium
of silaxe of thet situatio. Silee, virtuelly nears, a state of dolivian. Melepetra
desls with this state systematically and in a balanced marmmer. It stragthes
his poetic device, as he explains:

So, for me a poam is knit together by an inconceivable silence. Silence
which is intarngible substance, of which words are but menifestations, words
which can build the poem fram a silence ard to which the poem must eventually
reum ).

Silence springs from this catenplative nature and further it hightens
the philosoghical growth of his poetry. His grief, sense of loss, aporeciating
nature, deprecating history and social stigra are well balanced throuch the
gpolication of this significant poetic tool. In his rain poars, like “ARain”’, “ADay
of Rain” ar even in his “A Rain of Rites” he develaps a kind of thought that is
very much fit for the sitatias. The sense of silee is glarified ridtly with the
elements of nature ard rature is goporeciated with esoteric feeling in silence.
Mehapatra acospts it as his poetic process, the catharsis for his new poetic
mode.  Rain has becore a generative force in his early poetry but later an it
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becomes a symbol of burden or spiritless dream.

Melepetra’s poetic exploration to the soil, he belags, insists the search
for his self. The influence of his place of birth has deped his sensibility by
creating a fire layer in his works. The irndebtedness lies with a sense of belaging
to the place of his birth ard to the landscape of his state urges upmn the poet to
relate it to his poetic craft” (Das, 18) moreover Bruce King doserves:

Mahapara’s poem often records a distance between himself and the
custars of his surrordings. There is the sourd of the tenple bells, the prayer
of prists, the fureral pyres, the uncarplaining acceptance of the past representing
a possible reality ar a mentality of which he is not a part  (201)

Such renewal is very much familiar in Mehapata' s poetic jourey. He
supports Bruce King's doservation in his poetic tane:

A man does not mean anything.

But the place.

Sitting an the river bank throwing pedoles

into the muddy current.

A man becomes the place (Somewhere my man, 1-5)

Lardscape has becare a smoother carvas for his art craft like the
rarentics. But unlike the ramentics he irvolves himself with nature recollecting
the memory and expressing the present agony. In his poetry he has given
importance to the places like Puri, Konark, Blubeneswar, Qitack, Balasore
etc. with their vibrant lardscapes, like the river kerk, the hill side, evening
lardscape by the river, seashore. In each poetic shot he establighes the iraty of
hmen standard. Though nostalgic returmn enhances the spirit to search the
roots remaining amidst the place and event, Mahepatra hardless it as the mystery
of humen existence. He consciocusly celebrates his private moments of desire,
desparr, guilt ard illumination in mery of his poams of Indian Lerdscape, seasas
ad evirament. The poams like, ‘Evening larndscape By The River’, “The captive
air of Ghandipur an Sea”, “Village” ‘Demrt’ ‘A Summer 2Af termoon”, “Twiligt” “ald
places”, “Sumer”, “Indian Sumer” “Country”, “A Day of Rain”, “Octdoer Moming”
etc. recort a kird of visiaery trait. He derdves the crestive thought from the
mative aulture, place ard history. Most of the time his present is gloomy arnd
unsatisfactory. He has the sympathy for the dead who had inhabited the place.

Here the memory of the faces

of the dead never appears

(Evening Landscape by the River)

Or

The crises of fishermen core drifting through the spray

nusic of what the world has lost.

(The Captive Air of Chandipur on Sea)
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Landscape has becore an allusion for Mahapatra to explore his own
self. Variocus synbols like Sun, Moon, Dewn, Evening, Circle, Sea, River, Sky
ard Rain play vital role to ewdich his poetry. Moreover he has great devotion to
love, time ard death for the interpretation of his poetic vein. Inmost of his rain
poems he develops the desire for sexual wnion. He also accepts it as the hope
for better tamorrow. Similtaneously rain has become a metaphor and symbol
for wisdom. It evokes memory and symbolizes the innocence of man.

The af ter ef fect of rain arestes self - realization. Again the passion for
love elaxptes with a yeatsian zest for life and laging for love. Love remains
wmnfulfilled and brings dissppointment when it is remenbered. In “Love Fragrent”
the poet brings forth the pale and worm cut state of hinger and darkness where
love and dream remain umaterialized.

There is the ciraular motion of time in Mehapatra’s poetry having three
prominent points to realize, past, present ard future. Mehapatra seems to have
been influenced by T.S. Elict far the thare of tine. It is how the linear develqarat
that possesses straidght in the directim of past, preset ad fubre. 2s Elict,
Mehapatra also relies an the paradax, that time can be conquered anly through
time. In most of his poems Mahapatra celdarares the lost glary, the lost ecstasy
of the culture of his land. In “Buleneswar” ard “Main Temple Strest, Bri” he
sustains the imeges of ruin ard silence. Roars like “Dhaulagiri”, “The Abandoned
British Garetery at Balasare” etc. recollect the glaorified past. Through the ruins
the poet recollects the beauty and charm of the past. But the status of modem
men is fixed in aliemstion thet results in a sart of aguish. V.A. Sahare rightly
doserves in this regard:

Jayanta Mahapatra’s constant preoccupation with the naked earth, the
favorite places such as Jagarmath Puri, Cuttack, Blubaneswar in Orissa and
part of Indian soil dominates ane permenent layer of his work. He has a poetic
exploration of earth which he belangs as much as it equally becores a search
forsslf. (145)

Myth plays a vital role in Mehapaa' s poetry. Mainly he broods over
Hindu mythology. His myths are linked with the world of history ard sculpture.
Also he has handled different legends to deal with the Shakti Cult, the
represent atian of waren for divire farce also fall in this category. Mahapaza' s
finest volure of poers, Temple is huilt a several myths. In the note to this
wvolure he clarifies about the myth in Shekti Qult:

Him mythology states the ultinete aanscicusness ard divire farce are ae ard
the sae [....]. The Sektd QUlt hes been prevelat in Idia from anciet time.  darndi
ad Kali are menifestarion of Darcp.  The fierce ad all destroying aspect of the goddess
mekes her a total waren, Shekti the divire farce which arerges in tines of nesd (56)

Myth is trapeed by the truths and ramains in the closed door as an old
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men locks himself in due to the condition of umented prevalence. Mahapatra
explares it as the solace at the time of defeat. In his ‘Burden of waves ard Fruit’,
he writes:

Would we go on gnawing at our old Myths;

arguing with the vital organs of body and mird,

to approach anly the rear entrance to the page

surrounded by the expensive air of defeat? (38-41)

Malgpatra tries to recollect the mative tradition and myth of the land with
its recurrent synbols in his poetry in order to reproduce the past in modem
terms. The hub of religious activities in Purd ard the spantanecus synpathy for
the temple ruins in Orissa draw him towards the path of regressians, the point
where his root lies. But regardirg the tenple ard the imege inside it he says “I
can't explain”. Tt mey be a question that whet is that thing in Mehapatra which is
felt in his skin after experiencing the touch of a huge hand? What is thaet thing he
is unable to explain? Qovicusly it is the attadment of Hinduism that flows fram
gereratio to grerarian, fromhis grard father ard befare. It is his root which is
reverberated again and again in his memory. In his poem “Myth” Mahapatrapits
such a question to answer these questions.

Vague grieving years pit against the distant peaks

Like a dyirg hutterfly

As a bearded, saffron - rddoed men asks me, fivmly:

Are you a Hindu? (21 -25)

With regard to history Kaark also has a very significant place in his
poetry . The ruins of Konark remind us in the lane of own memory about the past
glory of ar “weritime Ancestors”. Such racial memory haunt s the poet wrging a
comeon root. He declares such conception in his most discussed poem
“Relatianship’.

It is my own life that has comered me beneath the stanes

Of this tenple ruins in a blaze of sun.

S - lion, standing against the steps

Whose retum to life are you waiting for (Eigt -1 -5)

It happens as the sequel, the poet declares:

Only that stones were my very own,

Waiting as mother or goddess or witch,

As my birth feeds on them

As through on the enpty dugs of sorcercus thought.

(e, 65 - 68)

In the process of search here he finds his omn self and o identity. The present

pysical warld provides a different kind of imeges those are subsequently modulated

in this psychic state far a better poetic ot let. His thoghts are related to the
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situation and event as the dojective co-relative. His later volure “Random
Descent” explares a significant artistic cowentration with the bled of more
intellectual modulation of the variety of decent thares in randam selection with
the recurrent themes and imeges. Here he speaks of genesis, palmistry, bhecdf
the sky, rain, shadow, freedm etc. in the heading of ‘0ld viclins of legerds’,
ZAnother Ruined Country 2002’ and ‘Shores of Darkness and Light’. Mahapatra
is also very mxch faratic in poetic artiaulation of portrait. His poars like ‘Mother
Teresa” and “Wadhurd Dixit” in this volure present a kind of met aphor for peace
and dream respectively. With a profound sense of expression he touches the
spirit of himenity ard joy. The magnitude of character sustains an esoteric but
dominating reality in profound pghilosogty. In ‘Muther Teresa” Mahapatra spesks:

This bride

Of a haunted land

Whose veil of white

Merely disburdens her flesh and bone (9 -12)
She has becare the epitare of freedom, stigma less personality an angel of
truth in the great himen history. Like that his another portrait poem “Wedhri
Dixit” also amtains the metaphor of dream, love, fearlessness, and feminine
z=t. At the aut set of the poem he depicts the persam in hyperiole with the
spirit of praise ard leaming.

You are a coutry

A man can breath deeply

Tre clesn air of earth ard stane after rain (1-3)
He talks at love, dream in miraculous heart, and conpares with the mythic
characters like Radha and Menaka. Aggin there is a gharp aotrast of the ecstasy
in beauty and decay or destruction that cares through the hidden cruelties of
ageing womenhood. In the concluding lines of this poem Mehapatra ironically
projects the ephemeral humen condition that can not be compromised with the
ever lasting lust, love ard ecstasy. Everything is subject to decay, he writes:

Then how will you love, Madhuri?

For we do not have light in our bodies,

We men have anly fire in our flaming nests

rd we will forget the faith that moved us

We will foroet (64-68)
Such a passiaate feeling gets its closure with the inevitable condition of men.

Thought and language in Mahapatra’s poetry are very much reciprocal
those care from a long way of examined truths. Language may be spontanecusly
claurful that cares from the most amscicus state of mind. Mird is the workshop
d feelimgfrlife. The fountain of feeling caves fram histary and society. Mehapatra
sustains such powerful feelings with the fitting language for his poetic dictiom.
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Inhis Door of paper: Essays and Memoirs he affims:

To get to the fundamentals, poetry does not meke things happen. That
is what language does. Poetry is about meking language happen. It is we who
push our language to do things in all spheres of our lives. (199)

Jayanta Mehapatra is certainly a prominent voice, a promising craftsmen
ard a profourd poet in post modem Indian English literature. His joumey of
postry aares through the silence boud creative pilgrimege. His vision gets its
strergth from the camouflage of creative silence. His identity is revealed not
anly as a blessed s of Orissa but also as a prominent voice in Indian English
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POETRY

Jayanta Mahapatra

* H.K. Mahanta, IWA

Like Walt vhitmen in America
William Wordsworth In England
or W.B.Yeats in Trelad
Jayanta Mchapatra captures
the ancient Odissan landscape
aulture ard history

in the Indian subomtinent
depicting Kalinga War

Samrat Ashoka

ard his change of heart

fram cruelty violence and war
towards peace and kindness
unto Buddha,Dhamma and Sangha
three essence of Buddhism.
through Relationship

his masterpiece

ard his vision

of anciet Kalirgg,its religion
ad spiritelity

has been very lucidly
illustrated ard the readers

can savor the old

anaectodes of

Konark, Chandrabhaga

and monuments that

TIrdia boasts of within Qdidgha.
Although a men of science

his mird rilliantly

captures the legacy

of Quttack the ancient

capital of Cdiswa

where he was nourished

and brought up.

A poet known and adored

all oer the warld

is also ko for his sinplicity
In the lard of Lord Jacarmath
where Buddhists, Jains, Sikhs
Muslims and Hindus

all mingle together harvesting
universal brotherhood and peace
has very nicely been

a pan Indian identity indeed.

Mn architect of letters

very riicetly translating the dreams
and essence of

of Bishu Maharana

who ance built the Konark
Asia’s Black Pagoda

and world’s ane of the most
beautiful momument

in his depictim of deracters,
symbols and metaphors.

No doubt Jayanta Mohapatra
will be remembered

in the history of ITndo-Arglian
poetry for many times to come
like the Pyramid of Egypt

o Eif & Tower of Paris

* Mr Mahanta edits a bi-amual literary
Jorrel - The Etemity.

Jayanta Mahapatra
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Some Poems of
Jayanta Mahapatra:

Madhuri Dixit

Y cu are a cantry

a man can breathe deeply

the clean air of earth ard stae
after rain

Yau are a free city
a child can walk around
without fear

unlike a goddess’s ane-faced
domain,
fram sight-seeing into pilgrimece

These are surely drears we will die in
Dreams full of dancing and crowds
laughing and stamping

Dreams that watch you with your
akle-bells

and voiceless poets

Dreams that stand by the side of
the rcad

ard stare at the heart in despair

Dreams that wade through fallen
leaves and damp dark grass

util they grow still ad become tie
earth

Dreams of the sound of you sinking
yaur teeth into an apple

until they walk through the white
carvas and black paper

of abeautiful surreder

This phiysical poem I move through
is a poam of the saul,

a poam striving toward the light
sparked fram the heart of Krishma
this is a poem worshipping the sun
in the ancient terple walls of your
eyes,

a poem drinking the moon

of yarr lips

It is a stranger’s wards
exuding from memory”’ s mirrors and
huven destinies

where brightly coloured snakes
devise in endless notion

a poem made to the size of my
dream -

How could I know I am a cry of
apprehension

thet falls gpart at the taxch

of a raindrp?

How could I know that your face
ard feet,

shoulders and hips, are wind-blown
grass ard earth?

How would I know you are river and
vaterfall,

a stary of the tide playing with
abandon

in the five estuardes of the Idian
dream?

Tt is a pity you camct see what we
see;

that in you is the etermal, ard over
you

the world keeps on moving,

as it has befare-

perhaps Radha, perhaps Menaka,
determining
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the limits of India’s prodical
imegiratian;

your worb in happiness,

shame and pain

is a truth we will not understard.

It’s your body we see, March’'s
fickle weather,

behind which your untold pasts and
futures lie abendoned

like a pit, a it ar stae. Not muxch
else.

You are a hunger

among bronze peacocks,

your uncertain nights tom

by strange flutes from stranger
pests.

Miraailaus is this heart:

how do you love, Madhuri?

How take in the fine state

of exgoria,

the hift of sky an your little firger?
How do you play without playing
yaurself?

I waste paper, savouring

poetic traum,

push through the growth

that words had made poems,

and close my eyes in daydream
to pidk art

the way you laugh at stars ard
memories

left for the rain to ary . Som this
poem too,

will be wam ait by life,

as you already are.

With arr hidden cruelties, we will
wait, Madhuri

until your pain assures

a brazen shape we can see,

until the day before yesterday

is the day after tarorrow -

until your ageing womenhood
becares pregnant with youth,
leaving behind a body that had lost
its horse

ard riders, breasts hunbled,

in taal silaxce.

Then how will you love, Madhuri?
For we do not have light

in aur bodies,

we men have anly fire in cur flaming
nests

Ad we will forcet the faith

that moved us.

We will faret. []

Winter in the City

The paraplegic boy stands
like a crcss,

shivering in the cold sesping
throuch his Firgers.

Tireless aorporate offices

keep thundering with a sense of
woleress of life.

Siberian geese are already
skimning the lake
between the reeds, not taking more
than what they need.

Here in winter I brood for no reasm.
I dn't have to be good, ad fail.

Rock Pebbles/Jan.-June.’2011/P.253



It wouldn't ke kad at all to ke
a meanirgless figure not trying to
get somewhere.

The boy who carmot carry
his broken body
hasn't stogped loving himself;

he would not hurt God ever.
If le’'ddie
it would be anly a ratural death,

when he imagines the world
auside of himself.

From afar I see the smoke
of gmall wood fires

where the poor are warming
themselves;

the ghape of a cat is tucked in
by the boy’s side.

The cold rolls arourd my feet,
ad bites,

tiny leaves flutter an the trees
like shadows:

if this is just a plan far ancther
T wouldn't notice the boy,
or drag my ancestors around.

Perhaps the leaf, the cross,
the death

that lures me auxt, the fire ad
smoke,

ard the motes swirling in a swathe
of anlidt

are all stiffenirg in the garde,

misting the answers we are afraid
to ak,

still healing thoee flaws of life itself
we do not know.[ ]

A Brief Orissa Winter

A puidle of fire by the roedside.

W arming hands of passers-by.
Elsemhere, a schoolgirl gets ready
far class,

flagoing her wings like a bird

abot to take fligt.

Both pecple who live ane or

a hundred 1ives

rinse their bodies with

No more do men go out

ato the earth

to be close enough

to the mountain’s quiet

and wait for an answer.

No more does amny one who
tries to talk of loe

defeat death with his certainties.

Already the ash has leapt aut
of te fire

that 1lit the darkness of a savage
winter night,

ard the ground beneath it

is ready aonce again

with its mysteries.
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The schoolgirl does’t want
an answer;

she just wants somecne
to agree with her.

The sun is now low in the sky.

So much science, so much prayer,
ard in this darkness that has
invaded arr lives

a bird whistles by,

down the mountain

to where the clowds floated alayg,
floating past the way

they always had. []

One Day,
Standing in a Cormer

O ne day, s anding in a comer

of a strarce city,

I felt I wes blird to the resl mesning
of whatever I had dae all alag
tomy life.

I remenbered the wide world

I kept tenpting

to imocence, the past arnd

the fubare

that lusted for my death,

and the magic

of the day thet gave a dry little sdo
and sighed.

There was this poison my blood
would carry

to my heart, those dreams

and desires

as they kept being fulfilled

in the warld,

carrying enormous humen costs
with them.

This poem of mine, which was
NEeVer an answer,

shook the surrounding darkness
like a kell

ard quietened, shocked at finding
Iteelf

lying abot my life. All the poem
could do

was to close its eyes

ard feel the breeze

ad the sn in its face.

Tt disrecprded

the hour between night and dawn,
when

most of us die, and my
sleeplessness lay there,

waiting for the fear of the woleness
dflife.

That day,sanding in the comer
of a strarnge city,

the world spcke to me

in an wninteligible language.

The silence of history rang with
noiseless trumpets

and echoless drums; my history
became

my own skeleton that intruded
like an alien

inside my flesh. Was there a voice
a all?

Pecple were all around me,

and we were

all alive at the sare tine.

Qr reglities

were different and our heroisms
were lies.
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My blood had gone naked so long
that my veins decayed

into saltiress,

ad reality wes a soft,

perfured bridal bed

with a scarlet sheet that wes a
potential merket

for a contry used to live m
without memories.

It waa't clear if the fate of the
people was mine,

whether the key to my life had been
handed to me by a blind man who
was not

blird at all at the ed of this
marathon;

ard that revernge, loosened

of its moral aode,

was to be revelled in

as an assurirg feat -

the past of the land was an parade
ard the faces of traditin

were defying masks.

I was suddenly aware nothing could
erer

repair things, napalm could flower
an the breasts

of a yourg girl to give democracy
its wings,

my mind a dead leaf caught by a
lazy autum breeze.

Like a dying man confined

to his bed, paralyzed

bt aware, was poetry itself,
watching the aes he loved pilfer

The Sounds of Freedom

Somewhere someone
is clinbing the wall of lost tine.

In my room I awake
in darkness to the silence
of earthworms.

Oxe, I thoght T had leamt
the myths of the secret
udergrourd. river:

how naked and cbvious

our freedom looked,

the distances between us drifting
to the river bottan.

Today this evening is old,
grelling of ashes.

Ard a wird of irrepressible grief
settles everymhere.

I fird myself lying about my life:
T carmot call my freedom targible
ard intense.

Only my sanity sits at the doorway
like a blind men watching the world

9o by.

Tt hears those watery noises
freedom makes,

like shadows that move without
flsh. []
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