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FOREWORD

IN undertaking the present adventure of publishing, on the
occasion of the 8oth birthday of Rabindranath Tagore, a Special
Number of this Journal, the editor took upon himself a responsi-
bility for which neither his competence nor his experience quali-
fied him. Enthusiasm made him bold and encouraged the hope
that the appeal of the occasion would not fail in response from
the many competent writers and scholars, whose co-operation
alone can make such an undertaking worth while. That hope
has been, to a large extent, justified ; and if the readers discover
any merit in the present Volume, I trust they will give the credit
to where it is -due, namely to the talented and learned contribu-
tors who have so readily and generously responded to my
invitation, ‘The time at their disposal was very limited. Owing
to the Poet’s recent setious illness, we could not finally make up
our mind and announce the decision till late in March last. The
publication of the Number has thercfore been delayed for which
I offer my apologies. For this as well as many other short-
comings which they may notice in going through the following
pages, I crave their indulgence. To the learned contributors and
to my esteemed colleagues at Santiniketan who had generously
placed their advice and co-operation at my disposal, I acknowledge
my deep gratitude.

As far as possible the articles have been so written and
arranged as to enable the reader to gain a better understanding of
the many-sided achievement of India’s greatest creative genius.
The bibliography at the end of the Volume will, it is hoped, be
useful to all those who are interested in a setious study of the

' Poet’s life and work, while several articles dealing with particular
aspects of his thought and literary expression may help the reader
in such study.

Most of the articles are by distinguished scholars whose



iv

embody it! “He is a master, a master I” cried Turgeniev, at
a loss for adequate words to describe the genius of Tolstoy.
Even so one is dumb-founded with a mixed feeling of wonder
and joy at the magnificent outflow of Rabindranath’s creative
activity.

Versatility, vitality, unceasingly creating new modes of
expression, “as old and new at once as nature’s self”’—this is the
outstanding impression of Rabindranath’s genius. These are
qualities which by themselves are sufficient to place him in the
rank of the world’s greatest mastets of creative expression. But
he is more than the mere maker of beautiful forms, more than
the mere saki of the spirit’s immortal wine. He is a great teacher
as well, a great lover of humanity, a great crusader on the side
of truth and justice. Like Plato he has brought heaven and
earth nearer each other, but, unlike Plato, the earth he loves is
the habitation of all mankind and not of one particular race or
tribe to which he happens to belong. The religion he preaches
is the religion of man, the renunciation he extols is not of this
wotld but of those baser passions of cupidity and hatred which
distort man’s life on this planet, the freedom he fights for is not
the freedom of one people to exploit another, but the freedom of
the human personality from all that stifles it, whether it be the
tyranny of an external organisation or the worse tyranhy of man’s
own blind passion for power. All his life he has pleaded and
striven for social justice, for the right of the poor to material
well-being, of the citizen to self-government, of the ignorant to
knowledge, of the child to natural development, of the woman
to equal dignity with man. The wotld has reason to be grateful
to a writer whose genius has been so consistently dedicated to
the good of " humanity. A great Gardener of the spitit’s finest
floweting, a great Fruit-gatherer of his people’s culture, a great
Sentinel of human rights and values,—may many more birthdays
find him still active and resplendent !

THE EDITOR



TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER
THE VISVA-BHARATI QUARTERLY,

May—OQOct. 1941I1.

CONTENTS

Rabindranath Tagote Ramananda Chatterjee 1
Rabindranath as Vedantist Hirendranath Datta 31
The Poet in Philosophy and

Affairs James H. Cousins 45
To Rabindranath Tagore

( Poem ) Chen Li-Fu 52
‘Tagore’s Songs Dhurjati Mukherjee $3
Old Memories Indira Devi Choudhuri 6o
Tagorc as Seer and Prophet of

Arya Dharma S. K. Maitra 67
Tagore at Eighty Annadasankar Ray 83
A Poet’s Sight Amiya Chakravarty 89
The Social Philosophy of

Rabindranath Tagore Radhakamal Mukherjee 9
The Poetry of Rabindranath

Tagore Buddhadeva Bose 100
Rabindranath—The Dramatist ~ P. Guha-Thakurta 110
Rabindranath’s Wit and Hamour Pramatha Chaudhuri 11§
The Drawings of Rabindranath

Tagore Stella Kramtisch 117
My Remembrance of Poet .

Tagore ( Poem ) Lin Shen 120
The Novels and Short Stories

of Rabindranath Tagore S. K. Banerjee 122
To Rabindranath Tagore

( Poem ) Tai Chi-Tao 116



vi

The Short Stories of Rabindra- Diwan Chand Sharma

137
nath Tagore
Tagore—Poet and Seer Nolini Kanta Gupta 143
Tagore’s Childhood Poetry Humayun Kabir 149
Rabindranath and Bengali

Prosody Prabodh-Chandra Sen 153
Rabindranath Tagore’s Drawings Henty Bidou 170
The Genius of Rabindranath

Tagore Vidhushekhara Bhattacharya 174
Rabindranath Tagore K. R. Stinivasa Iyengar 197
The Political Ideals of

Rabindranath Tagore Sachin Sen 184
The Toilers ( Poem ) Rabindranath Tagore 191
The Faith and Philosophy of

Rabindranath S. N. Dasgupta 193
Gurudeva Gurdial Mallik 223
The Poet as Educationist K. R. Kripalani 22§
The Genius of Rabindranath—

Its Character and Lineage  Kshitimohan Sen 235
A Tagore Chronicle 257
Rabindranath Tagore Ezra Pound 293
An Indian Mystic Evelyn Underhill 305
Bibliography 311

Bengali Books 312

English Books 319

List of writings in the

Visva-Bharati Onarterly 324
List of writings in the
Modern Review 329
Books written on Tagore e 336
Who's Who

339



IL

11

1v.

VI.

VIIL

VIIL

IX.

XI.

XIIL

XIIIL.

XIV.

XV.

XVIL

LIST OF PLATES

Design on the cover—

by Rabindranath Tagore.

The Poet on his 8oth Birthday—

By courtesy of the Caleutta Manicipal
Gazgette.

Singing to his father—from a brush-
sketch by Gaganendranath Tagore.

In England at eighteen.

With his eldest son and daughter.
During the Swadeshi Movement
(1908 ).

In the role of Raghupati in Bisarjan
( «Sacrifice” ).

A painting (in colour)—

by Rabindranath Tagore.

Facsimiles of “erasures”—from one
of the Poet’s manuscripts.

A portrait—by Rabindranath Tagore.
Poet at the Calcutta Congress, 1917—
from a painting by Gaganendranath
Tagore. '

In Copenhagen, 1926.

Landscape ( in colour )—

by Rabindranath Tagore.

Facsimile of the poet’s handwriting—
from the MS. of a national song.

A Painting ( in colour )—

by Rabindranath Tagore.

Tagore and Einstein ( Berlin 1930 ).

XVII. With L. P. Jacks in Oxford ( 1930 ).
XVII. Tagore and Gandhi,

Frontispiece

Facing page
»
»
»
”»
»
”»
»
»

»

24
48
8o
112

116

118
128

144
160
172
184
192
208

224
240



XIX.
XX.
XXI.
XXII.
XXIIL

XXIV.
XXV.

viil

. The Poet in the U.S.A. ( 1930 ).

The Poet’s wife, Mrinalini Devi.

The Poet’s two elder brothers with
their wives.

The Poet during the VI Indian
National Congress ( 1890 ).

The Poet on the stage in Dak-ghar
( “Post Office” ).

The Poet in Moscow ( 1930 ).

The Poet as he is today—

by Nabin Gandhi.

't

»

»

»

»

256
264

265
272

273
284

304

The tail-pieces at the end of some atticles are “erasures”
taken from the poet’s manuscripts : see the two articles on
‘Tagore’s Drawings in the present Number.






R T Y T v . e — i

|
1
.










RABINDRANATH TAGORE
By Ramananda Chatterjee

ON the twenty-fifth of Baisakh of the Bengali year, corresponding
to the eighth of May, 1941, Rabindranath Tagore completes
eighty years of his life. Lives eighty years long, though not
common, ate not extremely rare either. But it is not the length
of a life but its quality that really matters. We read in the
Yoga-Visishtha :

Taravopt hi jivants, jivanii mrgapakshinah,

Sa jivati mano yasya mananena hi jivati.

“Plants also live, and birds and beasts live ;

But he lives ( truly ) whose mind lives by thinking.”

Rabindranath Tagore’s life has been eminently such a life
of thought and of action in accordance with his thought.

Within the compass of a magazine article it is not possible
to give an adequate idea of the genius, personality and achieve-
ments of such a person,—they are so great and varied. But an
attempt is made in the following pages to give some idea, how-
ever inadequate, of his personality and varied achievements, as a
humble token of the participation of the writer in the festive
functions of the occasion.

" The poet writes in one of his poems :

Do not in this way see from the outside—
‘Do not look for me in externals :

You will not find me in my sorrow and my joy,
Do not geek in my bosom for my anguish,

You will not find me in my joy, °
The poet is not where you seek him :

You will not find the poet in his life-story.l

1 English translations of the Bengali originals quoted in this article are by the

writor. Where the translation is the Poet's own, reference is made to the English
publication where it appears,
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Then there is that unclassifiable work Pancha Bhuter Diary
( “Diary of the Five Elements” ), imaginary conversations which
are like a transcript of his own talks in Bengali. Heis the
creator of some dance-plays, too. The aggregate of what he
has done for the Bengali language and literature exceeds what
any other author has done. It is remarkable that in the decade
following 1930, during the latter part of which he has been twice
seriously ill, he has produced some three dozen new books,
including primers, nursery rhymes, nonsense verses and picture
books for children, and several dance-dramas. Two books of
poems and a book of reminiscences of his boyhood days have
appeared during his present petiod of convalescence. Two more
are to be shortly issued. Many new songs have been composed
during this period. The articles and essays written duting this
period have not yet been published in book form.

All this he has been able to do, not merely because he is a
man of genius but also because he is a scholar whose range of
reading is very extensive and varied. In addition to what he has
read in Bengali and Sanskrit, and of English literature proper
and of the literature of other countries in English translations,
he has read English books, as a glance at his reading shelves
reveals, on the following and other subjects :

Farming, philology, history, medicine, astro-ph;sics, geology,
bio-chemistry, entomology, co-operative banking, sericulture, indoor
decorations, production of hides, manures, sugar-cane and oil, pottery,
looms, lacquer-work, tractors, village economics, recipes for cooking,
lighting, drainage, calligraphy, plant-grafting, meteorology, synthetio
dyes, parlour-games, Egyptology, road-making, incubators, wood-
blocks, elocution, stall-feeding, jiu-jitsu, printing.

Milton wrote in his day, when knowledge was neither so
vast npr so varied and specialized as today, that the poet should
take all knowledge as his province. Rabindranath Tagore’s
ideal has been similar to that of Milton.

Had he not been famous as a great poet and prose-writer,
he would have become famous for the range and variety of his
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studies. Yet such is the genuine humility of the poet that in 2
poem written the other day and translated as The Great Symphony,

he declares :

How little I know of this mighty world.
Myriad deeds of men, cities, countries,
rivers, mountains, seas and desert wastes,
80 many unknown forms and trees
have remained beyond my range of awareness.
Great is life in this wide Iarth
and small the corner where my mind dwells.

An impression seems still to prevail in some quarters that
Rabindranath Tagore’s genius was not recognized even in
Bengal before he won the Nobel Prize. It is quite wrong.
On his completing the fiftieth year of his life, all classes, all
professions and ranks, the representatives of the spirituality,
character, culture and public spirit of Bengal, combined to do
him honour in the Calcutta Town Hall in a way in which no
other author in Bengal had been honouted before, or, has been
since.  There were also other magnificent celebrations of the
occasion. And all this took place before the Nobel Prize in
literature had been awarded to him. ‘The fact is, he became
famous outside Bengal after winning the Nobel Prize, but was
already famous here before that event.

Some works of his have been translated into more
languages of the world than those of any other modern
Indian author or perhaps of any other author of the wosld.
Many works and some kinds of works of his in Bengali, e. g.,
those which are full of humour and wit, have not yet been
translated into English ot thence into other Western and Eastern
languages. In the translations of the wotks which have been
translated, much, if not all, of the music, the suggestiveness, the
undefinable associations clustering round Bengali words and
phrases, and the aroma, racy of Bengal and India, of the original
have been lost. No doubt, the franslations of the poems and
dramas, particularly when done by the poet himself, have often
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gained in directness, in the beauty and sublimity of simplicity,
and in the music and strength belonging to the English or
other language of the translations. But admitting all this, one is
still constrained to observe that, for a correct estimate and full
appreciation of Rabindranath’s intellectual and literary powers, his
gifts and genius, it is necessary to study both his original works
in Bengali and their English translations, as well as his original
works in English, like Personality, Sadbana, The Religion of Man,
etc. A study of his works in their Bengali originals is essential
for a correct estimate of his genius and literary achievement.

His hymns and sermons and some of his other writings
on spiritual subjects let us unconsciously into the secret of his
access to the court of the King of kings, nay to His very
presence, and of his communion with Him. His devotional
songs and other writings in a spiritual vein have brought solace
and healing to many a soul in travail and anguish.

Insight and imagination are his magic wands, by whose
power he roams where he will and leads his readers, too, thither.
In his works Bengali literature has outgrown its provincial
character and has become fit to fraternize with wotld literature.
Currents of universal thought and spirituality have flowed into
Bengal through his writings.

In philosophy he is not a system-builder. Hé' is of the
line of our ancient religio-philosophical teachers whose religion
and philosophy are fused components of one whole. His
position as a philosophical thinker was recognized by his selection
to preside and deliver the presidential address at the First Indian
Philosophical Congtess in 1925, and also when he was asked to
deliver the Hibbert Lectures, which appeared subsequently as
The Religion of Man. Both his poetry and prose embody his
philosophy.

The theme of The Religion of Man has been thus explained
by the Author -

India has ever nourished faith in the truth of the Spiritual Man,
for whose realization she has made in the past innumerable
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experiments, sacrifices and penances, some verging on the grotesque and
the abnormal. But the fact is she has never ceased in her attempt to
find it, even though at the tremendous cost of losing material
success. Therefore I feel that the true India is an idea, and not a
mere geographical fact. I have come into touch with the idea in far-
away places of Europe, and my loyalty was drawn to it in persons
who belonged to countries different from mine. India will be
vietorious when this idea wins the victory—the idea of ‘The Infinite
Personality, whose light reveals itself through the obstruction of
Darkness.” Our fight is against this darkness. QOur object is the
revealment of the light of this Infinite Personality of Man. This is
not to be achieved in single individuals, but in one grand harmony of
all human races. The darkness of egoism which will have to be
destroyed is the egoism of the Nation. The idea of India is against
the intense consciousness of the scparateness of one’s own people from
others, which inevitably leads to ceaseless conflicts. Therefore, my
own prayer is, let India stand for the co-operation of all peoples of
the world.

My roligion is the reconciliation in my own individual being
ot the Super-personal Man, the Universal human spirit. This is the
theme of my Hibbert Lectures.

Rabindranath is not simply a literary man, though his
eminence as an author is such that for a foreigner the Bengali
language would be worth learning for studying his writings
alone.

It does not in the least detract from his work as a musician
to admit that he is not an us7dd or “expert” in music, as that
term is usually understood, though he was trained in Indian
classical music. He has such a sensitive ear that he appears
to live in two wotlds—one, the world of visible forms and
colouts, and another, which one may call the world of sound-forms
and sound-colours. His musical genius and instinct are such’
that his achievement in that art has extorted the admiration of
many <“experts”. This is said not with reference only to his
numerous hymns and patriotic and other songs and the tunes to
which he has himself set them, or to his thrilling, sweet, soulful
and rapt singing in different periods of his life, but also in
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connection with what he has done for absolute music. He is not
only the author of the words of his songs, possessed of rare
depth of meaning and suggestiveness and power of inspiration,
but is also the creator of what may be called new airs and
tunes. ’

Itis said that among European musicians Franz Peter
Schubert holds the record for the number of songs composed
by him. The Encyclopaedia Britannica ( Eleventh Edition ) says
of Schubert that “He was the greatest songwriter who ever
lived.” His songs “number over 6oo, excluding scenas and
operatic pieces.”

According to a rough estimate Rabindranath Tagorc has
composed some 2,000 songs, all of which he has set to music.
These do not include his dance-plays and operas. He continues
to compose new songs, never repeating himself.

About fifteen years ago, I had the good fortune to be
present at some of the meetings in Germany and Czechoslovakia
where he lectured and recited some of his poems. To such a
meeting at Dresden I have briefly referred in my article on
“Rabindranath Tagore at Dresden.” His recitations were such
that even though the poems recited were in a language not
understood by the vast majority of the audience, he had to tepeat
them several times at their earnest request. ‘Those who have
heard him read his addresses and deliver his extempore gpeeches
and sermons in Bengali- know how eloquent he could be as a
speaker, though his delivery in years past was often so rapid and
his sentences branched out in such bewildering luxuriance as to
make him the despair of reporters. No wonder, he shines also
as a conversationalist. His humorous and witty repartees and
his improvised playful poems are unrivalled.

*Heis 2 master and a consummate teacher of the histrionic
art. ‘Those who have seen him appear in leading roles in many
of his plays have expetrienced how natural and elevating acting
can be. From the prime of his manhood upwards he has been
in the habit of .eading out his new poems, discourses, short
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stories, plays and novels to select circles. On such occasions,
too, his elocution and histrionic talents come into play.

If it is true that the credit of reviving the performance of
music in public by respectable women goes to the Brahmo Samaj,
that credit belongs in great part to the Tagore family and
Rabindranath Tagore. They have also made it possible for
gitls and women of respectable classes to act in public. The
poet has also rehabilitated in Bengal dancing by respectable
gitls and women as a means of self-expression and innocent
amusement and play. The new dances he has created, in which
he has personally trained many girl students of Santiniketan, ate
entirely free from the voluptuousness and worse features of
many prevalent dances. In the course of a letter written to His
Excellency President Tai Chi Tao on the significance of artistic
education in Visva-bharati, the Poet says :

Tonight we shall present hefore you another aspect of our
ideal where we seek to express our inner self through song and
dance. Wisdom, you will agree, is the pursuit of completeness ; it is
in llending life’s diverse work with the joy of living. We must never
allow our enjoyment to gather wrong associations by detachment
from educational life ; in Santiniketan, therefore, we provide our own
entertainment, and we consider it a part of education to collaborate
in perfecting beauty. @We believe in the discipline of a regulated
existence to make our entertainment richly creative.

In this we are following the ancient wisdom of China and India ;
the Tau, or the True Path, was the golden road uniting arduous
service with music and merriment. Thus in the hardest hours of
trial you have never lost the dower of spiritual gaiety which has
refreshed your manhood and attended upon your great flowerings of
civilisation. Song and laughter and dance have marched along with
rare loveliness of Art for centuries of China's history. In India
Sarasvati sits on her lotus throne, the goddess of Learning a.n.d also
of Music, with the Golden Lyre—the Veena—on her lap. In both
countries, the arcana of light have fallen on divinity of human
sohievements. And that is Wisdom.

Tagore’s patriotic songs are characteristic. They ate refined
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and restrained, and free from bluff, bravado, bluster and boasting.
Some of them twine their tendrils round the tenderest chords of
our hearts, some enthrone the Motherland as the Adored in the
shrine of our souls, some sound as a clarion call to our drooping
spirits filling us with hope and the will to do and dare and
suffer, some call on us to have the lofty courage to bein the
minority of one ; but in none are heard the clashing of interests,
the warring passions of races, or the echoes of old, unhappy, fat-
off historic strifes and conflicts. In many of those written
during the stirring times of the Swadeshi agitation in Bengal
more than three decades ago, the poet spoke out with a direct-
ness which is missed in many of his writings, though not in the
Kathd-o-Kahini ballads, which make the heart beat thick and
fast and the blood tingle and leap and course swiftly in out
veins.

To Andrews Fletcher of Salton, a famous Scottish patriot,
is attributed the authorship of the observation that “if a man
were permitted to make all the ballads, he need not care who
should make the laws of a nation.” He is generally quoted,
however, as having said so with respect to songs. Both ballads
and songs have much to do with the making of mnations.
Rabindranath’s songs and ballads—the former to a greater extent
than the latter, have been making and shaping Bengal to no small
extent and will continue to mould the character of heg people,
literate and illiterate, town-dwellers and village-folk, and their
culture and civilization.

But it is not merely as a maker of songs that he has taken
part in the Swadeshi movement. His socio-political addresses, the
annual fairs suggested or organized by him, are part of the same
national service. He has worked earnestly for the tevival of
weaving and other arts and crafts of the country, particulatly
village arts and crafts, and contributed his full share to making
education in India Indian as well as human and humane in the
broadest sense, and to the sanitation, reconstruction, reorganiza-
tion and rejuveuation of villages. Even official reports have
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praised him as a model landlord for his activities in these
directions in his estate.

His scheme of constructive “non-co-operation”, or, propetly
speaking, of constructive self-reliance, in education, revival of
village crafts, village reconstruction, etc., as outlined in some of
his writings and addresses more than thirty years ago, was part
of his Swadeshi-movement politics. Itis to be found in his
lecture on Swadeshi Samaj, deliverd on 22nd July, 1904, and in
his presidential address at the Bengal Provincial Conference at
Pabna, 1908. The “No-Tax” movement adumbrated in his plays
Prayaschitta ( “Expiation” ) and Paritrin ( “Deliverance” ) and
the joyful acceptance of suffering and chains by its hero,
Dhananjaya Bairigi, a Mendicant, embody his idea of what the
attitude of leaders and the rank and file should be on such
occasions. Both plays are dramatic renderings of an earlier work,
a historical romance named Bow-Thdkuranir Hat ( “The Bride-
Queen’s Market” ), published in 1884. Of these plays Prdyaschitta
is the earlier one, published in May, 1909. Translations of
some portions of its dialogues and of some of its songs are
given below.

Dhbananjaya Bairagi, a Sannydsi, and a number of villagers
of Madhabpur, going to the King :

THIRD VILLAGER : What shall we say, Father, to the King ?

DHANANJAYA : We shall say, ‘““we won’t pay tax.”

THIRD VILLAGER : If he asks, “why won’t you ?”

DHANANJAYA : We will say, “if we pay you money starving our
chiliren and making them ory, our Lord will feel pain. The food which
sustains life is the sacred offering dedicated to the Lord ; for he is the Lord
of life. 'When more than that food—a surplus, remaifs in our houses,
we pay that to you ( the King) as tax, but we can’t pay you tax deceiving
and depriving the Lord."

FOURTH VILLAGER : Father, the King will not listen.

DHANANJAYA : 8till, he must be made to hear. Is he so unfortunate

beoause he has become King that the Lord will not allow him to hear the
truth ? We will foree him to hear.
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FIFTH VILLAGER : Worshipful Father, he (the King) will win,
for he has more power than we.

DHANANJAYA : Away with you, you monkeys | Is this a sample of
your intelligence ? Do you think, the defeated have no power ? Their
power stretohes up to heaven, do you know ?

SIXTH VILLAGER : But, Father, we were far from the King, we
could have saved ourselves by concealment,—we shall now be at the very
door of the King. There will be no way of escape left if there be trouble.

DHANANJAYA : Look here, Panchkari, leaving things unsettled in this
way by shelving them, never bears good fruit. Let whatever may happen,
happen ; otherwise the finale is never reached. There is peace when the
extremity is reached.

Let us take next what passes between Dhananjaya, the
Sannyasi, leader of the people, and King Pratapaditya.

PRATAPADITYA : Look hore Bairagi, you can’t deceive me by this
sort of (feigned ) madness of yours. Let us come to business. The
people of Madhabpur have not paid their taxes for two years. Say, will
you pay ?

DHANANJAY : No, Maharaj, we will not.

PRATAPADITYA : Will not ? Such insolence !

DHANANJAYA : We can’t pay you what is not yours.

PRATAPADITYA : Not mine !

DHANANJAYA : The food that appeases our hunger is not yours,
This food is His who has given us life. How can we give it to you ?

PRATAPADITYA : So it is you who have told my subjects not to pay
taxes ? *

DHANANJAYA : Yes, Maharaj, it is I who have done it. They are
fools, they have no sense. They want to part with all they have for fear of
the tax-gatherer. It is I who tell them, “Stop, stop, don’t you do such a
thing. Give up your life only to Him who has given you life ( that is, die
only at the Lord’s bidding, but not by depriving yourselves of the food which
He has given you ) ;—don't make your King guilty of killing you ( by
allowing him to t&ke from you the food which is necessary for keeping your
hodies and souls together ).”

I do not wish to add to the length of this article by quoting
similar passages from the play Paritran, based on the same story.
Let me take snme other passages from Prdyaschitta, the other

play. . :
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PRATAPADITYA : Look here, Bairagi, you have neither hearth nor
home ; but these villagers are all householders—why do you want to lead
them into trouble ? ( To the villagers ) I say, you fellows all go back to
Madhabpur. ( To Dhananjaya ) You, Bairagi, have to remain here ( that
is, he will be arrested and jailed ).

VILLAGERS : No, that can’t be so long as we are alive.

DHANANJAYA : Why can’t that be ? You are still lacking in sense.
The King says “‘Bairagi, you remain.” You say, “No that can’t be.” But
has the luckless Bairagi come floating like flotsam (that is, is he not master
of himself with a will of his own ) ? Is his remaining here or not to be settled
only by the King and yourselves ?

( Sings)

Whom have you kept by saying ‘he remains’ ?
When will your order take effect ?
Your force will not endure, brother,
That alone will endure which is fit to endure.
Do what you please—
Keep or kill by bodily force—
But only that will be borne which He will bear
‘Whom all blows strike.
Plenty of coins you have,
No end of ropes and cords,
Many horses and elephants,—
Much you have in this world.
You think, what you want will happen,
That you make the world dance to your tune ;
But you will see on opening your eyes,
That also happens which doesn’t usually happen.

( ENTER MINISTER )

PRATAPADITYA : You have come at the nick of txme Keep this
Bairagi captive here. He must not be allowed to go back to Ma.dha.bpur

MINISTER : Maharaj—

PRATAPADITYA: What | The order is not to your liking ;—is it ?

UDAYADITYA : ( Pratapaditya’s son and heir )—Maharaj, the Bairagi
is a saintly man.

VILLAGERS : Maharaj, this cannot -be borne by us ! Maharaj, evil
will follow from it.
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DHANANJAYA : I say, you all go back. The order has been given,
I must stay with the King for a few days ; the fellows can't bear this
{ good luck of mine ) !

VILLAGERS : Did we come to petition His Majesty for this ? We are
not to have the Yuvaraj ( heir-apparent ), and are to lose you, too,
to boot ?

DHANANJAYA : My body burns to hear what you say : What do you
mean by saying you will lose me ? Did you keep me tied up in a corner of
your loin-cloths ? Your business is done. Away with you now !

Owing to an accidental conflagration, the jail where Dhananjaya
was imprisoned is reduced to ashes. He has come out.

DHANANJAYA : Jai, Maharaj, Jai! You did not want to part with
me, but from where nobody knows, Fire has come with a warrant for my
release | But how can I go without telling you ? So I have come to take
your order.

PRATAPADITYA ( sarcastically ) : Had a good time ?

DHANANJAYA: Oh I was so happy. There was no anxiety. All
this is His hide-and-seek. He thought I could not catech Him concealed
in the prison. But I caught Him, tight in my embrace ; and then no end
of laughter and songs unending. I have spent the days in great joy—I
shall remember my Brother Prison.

( Sings)

O my chains, embracing you I enjoyed
The music of your clanking.
You kept me delighted, breaking my pride.
Playing games with you,
The days passed in joy and sorrow.
You encircled my limbs
With priceless jewellery.
I am not angry with you,—
If anybody is to blame, it is I,
Only if there be fear in my mind,
I regard you as terrible.
All night long in the darkness
You were my corrade.
Remembering thet kindness of yours
I salute you.
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PRATAPADITYA : What is it you say, Bairagi ! What for were you
so happy in prison ?

DHANANJAYA : Maharaj, like your happiness in your kingdom was
my joy in prison. What was lacking ( there ) ? ( The Lord ) can give you
happiness, but can't He give me any joy ?

PRATAPADITYA : Where will you go now ?

DHANANJAYA : The road.

PRATAPADITYA : Bairagi, it strikes me at times that your way is
preferable ; my kingdom is no good.

DHANANJAYA : Maharaj, the kingdom, too, is a path. Only, one has
to be able to walk aright. He who knows it to be a path ( to the goal ),
he is a real wayfarer ; we sannyasis are nothing in comparison with him.
Now then, if you permit, out I go for the nonce. '

PRATAPADITYA : All right, but don’t go to Madhabpur.

DHANANJAYA : How can I promise that ? When ( the Lord ) will
take me anywhere, who is there to say nay ?

All the passages quoted above are free translations from
the original. It is also to be noted that the poet has named the
leader of the people in these two plays “Dhananjaya”, which
means, “He who has conquered (the desire for) riches.”
One may take that to indicate the poet’s idea of the essential
qualification of a leader of the people.

As the poet has denounced Nationalism in his book of
that name, taking the word to mean that organized form of a
people which is meant for its selfish aggrandizement at the
expense of other peoples by foul, cruel and unrighteous means,
and as he is among the chief protagonists of what is, not quite
appropriately, called Internationalism, his profound and all-
sided love of the Motherland, both as expressed in words and as
manifested in action, has sometimes not been evident perhaps to
superficial observers. But those who know him and his work
and the literature he has created, know that he loves his land

with love far-brought
From out the storied Past, and used
Within the Present, but transfused
Thro’ future time by power of thought.
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His penetrating study of, and insight into, the history of
India and Greater India have strengthened this love. Especially
noteworthy is his essay on the course of India’s histoty.

The otigin of what is called his Internationalism has some-
times been traced to his revealing and disappointing experiences
during the Anti-partition and Swadeshi movement of Bengal of
the first decade of this century. Such experiences are not denied.
But his love of the whole of humanity and interest in their
affairs are traceable even in the writings of his boyhood when he
was in his teens. And in maturer life, this feature of his
character found distinct expression in a poem, named “Prabisi”,
written more than forty years ago, which begins with the
declaration that his home is in all lands, his country in all coun-
tries, his close kindred in all homes there, and that he is resolved
to win this country, this home and these kindred.

In his patriotism there is no narrowness, no chauvinism,
no hatred or contempt of the foreigner. He believes that India
has 2 message and a mission, a special work entrusted to her by
Providence. '

He writes in “Our Swadeshi Samaj” :

The realization of unity in diversity, the establishment of a
synthesis amidst variety—that is the inherent, the samaiana, Dharma
of India. India does not admit difference to be conflict, nor does she
espy an enemy in every stranger. So she repels none, destroys none,
she abjures no methods, recognizes the greatness of ideals, and she
seeks to bring them all into one grand harmony.

Again :

In the evolving History of India, the principle at work is not
the ultimate glorification of the Hindu or any other race. In India,
the history of humanity is seeking to elaborate a specific ideal to give
to general perfection a special form which shall be for the gain of all
humanity ; nothing less than this is its end and aim. And in the
creation of this ideal type, if Hindu, Moslem or Christian should have
to submerge the aggressive part of their individuality, that may hurt
their secterian pride, but will not be accounted a loss by the standard
of Truth and Right.
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Tagore’s ideal is the same as that of Rammohun Roy, who,
he says, “did not assist India to repair her bartiers, or to keep
cowering behind them,—he led her out into the freedom of
Space and Time, and built for her a bridge between the East and
the West.”

This statement of India’s ideal is supported by Mr. C. E. M.
Joad in the following passage in his book, The Story of Indian
Civiligation, published, much later, recently :

Whatever the reason, it is a faet that India's special gift to
mankind has been the ability and willingness of Indians to effect a
synthesis of many different elements both of thoughts and of peoples,
to create, in fact, unity out of diversity.

Rabindranath is above all sectarianism, communalism and
racialism, as is evident from his poem “Bharata-Tirtha”, of which
a few lines are translated below :

No one knows at whose call
How many streams of humanity
Came from where, in irresistible currents,
And lost their identity in this ( India’s ) ocean ( of men ).
Here Aryan, here non-Aryan,
Here Dravid and Cheen,
Hordes of Saka, Huna, Pathan and Mughal
Became merged in one body.
The door has opened in the West today,
All bring presents from there,
They will give and take, mix and mingle,
Will not turn back—
In this India's great
Human ocean’s shores.

Come O Aryan, come, non-Aryan,
Hindu-Mussalman,

Come, come today, you English,
Come, come, O Christian.

Come, Brahmana, purifying your mind,
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Clasp the hands of all,
Come, O ye outcasted and ‘fallen’,
May the burden of all ignominy
Be taken off your backs.
Come, hasten to the Mother’s anointing ;
For the auspicious vessel has not yet been filled
With water from all shrines,
Purified by the touch of all
( castes, creeds and classes ).

The poet has never denied that other countries, too,
may have their own special messages and missions. He does not
dismiss the West with a supercilious sneer, but respects it for
its spirit of enquity, its science, its strength and will to facc
martyrdom in the cause of truth, freedom and justice ( now,
alas ! gone to sleep ), its acknowledgement and acceptance of
the manness of the common man ( now also, alas ! not manifest ),
and its activities for human welfare, and wishes the East to take
what it should and can from the West, not like a beggar without
patrimony or as an adopted child, but as a strong and healthy
man may take wholesome food from all quarters and assimilate
it. 'This taking on the part of the East from the West, moreover,
is the reception of stimulus and impetus, more than, or rather
than, learning, borrowing, aping or imitation. The West, too, can
derive advantage from contact with the East, different Jrom the
material gain of the plunderer and the exploiter. The study of
his writings and utterances leaves us with the impression that
the West can cease to dominate in the East only when the latter,
fully awake, self-knowing, self-possessed and self-respecting, no
longer requires any blister or whip and leaves no department
of life and thought largely unoccupied by its own citizens.

His hahds reach out to the West and the East, to all
humahity, not as those of a suppliant, but for friendly grasp
and salute. He is, by his literary works and travels, among the
foremost reconcilers and uniters of races and continents. He has
renewed India’ cultural connection with Japan, China, Siam,
Islands-India, Iran and Iraq by his visits to those lands. His
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extensive travels in Burope and America also have established
cultural and friendly relations with the pesples of those lands.
The Greater India Society owes its inception to his inspiration.

In spite of the cruel wrongs inflicted on India by the
British nation, and whilst condemning such wrong-doing
unsparingly, he has never refrained from being just and even
generous in his estimate of the British people. Therefore it is
that his disillusion has been so agonizing, as revealed in his
eightieth birthday pronouncement on the Crisis of Civilization.

It will be recalled that he was the first to publicly
condemn the Jallianwala Bagh Massacre, and that he gave up his
knighthood in protest.

His politics are concerned more with the moulding of
society and character-building than with the more vocal
manifestations of that overcrowded department of national
activity. Freedom he prizes as highly and ardently as the most
radical politician, but his conception of freedom is full and
fundamental. To him the chains of inertness, cowatrdice and
ignorance, of sclfishness and pleasure-seeking, of superstition and
lifeless custom, of the authority of priestcraft and letter of
scripture, constitute our bondage no less than the yoke of the
stranger, which is largely a consequence and a symptom. He
prizes and insists upon the absence of external restraints. But
this does not constitute the whole of his idea of freedom. There
should be inner freedom also, born of self-sacrifice, enlighten-
ment, self-purification and self-control. This point of view has
largely moulded his conception of the Indian political problem
and the best method of tackling it. He wishes to set the spirit
free, to give it wings to soar, so that it may have largeness of
vision and a boundless sphere of activity. He desires that fear
should be cast out. Hence his politics and his spiritual ministra-
tions merge in each other. Quite appropriately and characteris-
tically have the lips of such a poet uttered the prayer :

Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high ;
Where knowledge is free ;
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Where the world has not been broken up into fragments by
narrow domestic walls ;

Where words come out from the depth of truth ;

Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection ;

Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into the
dreary desert sand of dead habit ;

Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever widening
thought and action—

Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country
awake. ( Gitanjali )

Age and bodily infirmities have not made him a reactionary
and obscurantist. His spirit is ever open to new light. He
continues to be a progressive social reformer. His intellectual
powers are still at their height. His latest poetic creations of the
month—pethaps one may sometimes say, of the week or the day—
do not betray any dimness of vision, any lack of inspiration ot
fertility ; nor are there in any of them signs of repetition. He
continues to be among our most active writers. This is for the
joy of creation and self-expression and fraternal giving, as he
loves his kind, and human intercourse is dear to his soul. His
ceaseless and extensive reading in very many diverse subjects,
including some out-of-the-way sciences and crafts, and his travels
in many continents enable him to establish ever new intellectual
and spiritual contacts, to be abreast of contemporary ghought, to
keep pace with its advance and with the efforts of man to plant
the flag of the master who knows in the realms of the unknown—
himself being one of the most sanguine and dauntless of intellec-
tual and spiritual prospectors and explorers.

When Curzon partitioned Bengal against the protests of
her people, the poet threw himself heart and soul into the move-
ment for the self-realization and self-expression of the people in
all possible ways. But when popular resentment and despair led
to the outbreak of tetrorism, he was the first to utter the clearest
note of warning, to assert that Indian nationalism should not
stultify and fiastrate itself by recourse to such violence. Such
warnings have been given by him on other occasions, too.



RABINDRANATH TAGORE 21

Though he has had nothing to do with active politics for decades,
he has not hesitated to give the nation the advantage of inspiring
messages and outspoken pronouncements from the presidential
chair at meetings on momentous and critical occasions. He has
been unsparing in his condemnation of the predatory instincts
and activities of nations, whether of the military or of the eco-
nomic variety. He has never believed that war can ever be ended
by the pacts of robber nations so long as they do not repent and
give up their wicked ways and the spoils thereof. The remedy
lies in the giving up of greed and promotion of neighbourly feel-
ings between nation and nation as between individual men.
Hence the poet-seer has repeatedly given in various discourses
and contexts his exposition of the ancient text of the Isopanishad:

All this whatsoever that moves in Nature is indwelt by the Lord.
Enjoy thou what hath been allotted to thee by Him. Do not covet any-
body’s wealth.

In pursuance of this line of thought, while the poet has
cxpressed himself in unambiguous language against the use of
violence by the party in power in Russia, and while he holds that
private property has its legitimate uses for the maintenance and
promotion of individual freedom and individual self-creation and
self-expression and for social welfare, he sees and states cleatly
the advantages of Russian collectivism, as will be evident from
his book Rashiar Chithi in Bengali and the following cabled reply
to a query of Professor Petrov of V.O.K.S., Moscow :

Your success is due to turning the t:.ide of wealth from the
individual to collective humanity.

How the poet feels for the humblest of humgn beings may
be understood from many of his poems and utterances ;. e. g.,
the following from Gitanjali :

Pride can never approach to where thou walkest in the clothes
of the humble among the poorest, and lowliest and lost.

My heart can never find its way to where Thou keepest company
with the companionless among the poorest, the lowliest and the lost.
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He is there where the tiller is tilling the hard ground and where
the path-maker is breaking stones. He is with them in sun and in
shower, and His garment is covered with dust. Put off thy holy
mantle and even like Him come down on the dusty soil.

In spite of all his genuine sympathy and love for the poot
and the down-trodden, he feels in all humility that he is not one
with them. In The Great Symphony he mourns :

Not everywhere have I won access,
my ways of life have intervened
and kept me outside.
The tiller at the plough,
the weaver at the loom,
the fisherman plying his net,
these and the rest toil and sustain the world
with their world-wide varied lahour.
I have known them from a corner,
banished to a high pedestal of society
reared by renown.
Only the outer fringe have I approached,
not being able to enter
the intimate precincts.

Thirty-one years ago he wrote a poem, included in the
Bengali Gitanjali, addressed to the Motherland, referring to the
treatment accorded to the “untouchables”. Its first stanza runs
as follows ( translation ): '

O my hapless country, those whom thou hast insulted—
To them shalt thou have to be equal in thy humiliation.
Those whom thou hast deprived of the rights of man,

Kept them standing before thee, not taking them in thy lap,
All of tkem shalt thou have to equal in humiliation.

"As regards the poet’s ideal of womanhood, the passage in
Chitra, beginning,

I am Chitra. No goddess to be worshipped, nor yet the object
of common pity to be brushed aside like & moth with indifference. If
you deign to keep me by your side in the path of danger and daring,
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if you allow me to share the great duties of your life, then you will

know my true self.
is well known. But to get a complete idea of what he thinks
of Woman, many other poems and prose writings of his have
to be read. For instance, among poems, “Sabali” ( “The Strong
Damsel” ) in Mahud, not yet translated, written with reference
to the word “Abala” ( ‘“The Weak” ), a Sanskrit word denoting
woman, the seties of poems named “Namni” in the same work,
“Nari” in Arogya, ctc. Gora and some of his other novels and
many short stories enable the reader to know his ideals of
womanhood, though he writes as an artist, not as a preacher.

Regarding our unfortunate sisters, stigmatized as fallen
women, though their betrayers, ravishers, and exploiters are »o#
called “fallen” men, read the poet’s ‘Patitdi” ( ‘““The Fallen
Woman” ) in Kéhini, and “Karuna” ( “Compassion” ) and “Sati”
( “The Chaste Woman” ) in Chaitdli. These, too, have not yet
been translated into English.

A - an educationist, he has preserved in his ideal of Visva-
Bharati, the international residential university, the spirit of the
anc.ent ideal of the fapovanas or forest-retreats of the Teachers
of India—its simplicity, its avoidance of softness and luxury, its
insistence on purity and chastity, its spirituality, its interplay of
influence between teachers and students, its reverence for the
Infinite Spirit, its practical touch with Nature, and the free play
that it gave to all normal activities of body and soul. Up till his
last serious illness, whenever he was at Santiniketan he would
periodically conduct the service and prayers in the Mandir and
pour out his soul in elevating and inspiting discourses. While
the ancient spirit has been thus sought to be kept up, there is in
this open-air institution at Santiniketan no cringing to mere
forms, however hoary with antiquity. The poet’s mental outlook
is universal. He claims for his people all knowledge and culture,
whatever their origin, as their province. Hence, while he wants
the youth of India of both sexes to be rooted in India’s past and
to draw sustenance therefrom, while he has been practically
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promoting the culture of the principal religious communities of
India as far as the resoutces of the institution permit, he has
also extended a friendly invitation and welcome to the exponents
of foreign cultures as well. China’s response has taken the
concrete shape of the Cheena-Bhavana for the study of Chinese
culture. Chinese, Tibetan and Islamic studies—and, of course,
the study of Hindu and Buddhist culture and of the teachings of
the medieval saints of India, have long been special features of
Visva-Bharati. All this has made it possible, for any who may
so desire, to pursue the study of comparative religion at Santi-
niketan. He wants that there should be no racialism, no sectarian
and caste and colour prejudice in his institution.

Visva-Bharati stands neither for merely literary, nor for
merely vocational education but for both and more. Tagore
wants both man the knower and man the doer and maker. He
wants an intellectual as well as an artistic and aesthetic education.
He wants the growth of a personality equal to meeting the
demands of society and solitude alike. Visva-Bharati now
comprises a primary and a high school, a college, a school of
graduate research, a school of painting and modelling and of
some crafts, a music school, a school of agriculture and village
welfare work, a co-operative bank with branches and a public
health institute. Here students of both sexes have their games
and physical exercises. The poet’s idea of a village is that it
should combine all its beautiful and healthy rural characteristics
with the amenities of town life necessary for fullness of life and
efficiency. Some such amenities have already been provided in
his schools. There is co-education in all stages. Tt is one of
the cherished desires of the poet to give girl students complete
education in"a woman’s University based on scientific methods,
some of which are the fruits of his own insight and mature
expetience.

When he is spoken of as the founder of Visva-Bharati,
it is not to be understood that he has merely given it a local
habitation and a name and buildings and funds and ideals. That
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he has, no doubt, done. To provide funds, he had, in the
catlier years of the school, sometimes to sell the copyright of
some of his books and even temporarily, or for good, to part
with some of Mrs. Tagore’s jewellery. His subsequent efforts
to collect funds ate well known. In the earlier years of the
institution, he took classes in many subjects, lived with the boys
in their rooms, entertained them in the evenings by story-telling,
recitations of his poems, games of his own invention, methods of
sense-training of his own devising, etc. Many a day at that time
would Mrs. Tagore, who was an expert in the culinary art, regale
the boys and their teachers with dishes prepared by herself. In
those days when the number of teachers and students was small,
the institution was like a home for them all. Even mote recently
the poet has been known to take some classes. And he continues
to keep himsclf in touch with the institution in various ways.

Student self-government, unsectarian prayers and worship,
and Season Festivals are characteristic features of Visva-Bharati.
The poct also introduced the “honour system” of kecping no
watch over his students in examinations. The opportunities
which the pupils of Santiniketan have had to render service to
the neighbouring villages, have resulted in the cstablishment of
the Prasid Vidyilaya and the Pearson School for the Santals.

‘That ‘Tagore is an independent thinker in education has
been tecognised. But one of the group of institutions constitu-
ting Visva-Bharati, namely, Siksha-Satra, has not received due
public attention, and is perhaps practically unknown even to
Indian educationists. It was founded in 1924. Its origin and
principles were stated when it was founded, and re-stated by
Mzr. L. K. Elmhirst in Visva-Bharati Bulletin No. 9, Dccember,
1928, from which I make a few extracts below. *

To dig our own cave in the earth, where we could creep out of
sight, much to the disgust of the matter-of-fact gardener, to chop
sticks with a real axe, to be given a pair of boots to polish, a fire to
light, or some dough to knead and bake—these were our keenest joys ;
yet only too often had we to be content with toy bricks, toy houses,

4
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toy tools or toy kitchens ; or, if serious work was provided, it was in
the nature of sweated labour, which fatigued without giving play to
our creative instinets.

The aim, then, of the Sikshd-Satra is through experience in
dealing with this overflowing abundance of child life, its charm and
its simplicity, to provide the utmost liberty within surroundings that
are filled with creative possibilities, with opportunities for the joy of
play that is work,—the work of exploration ; and of work that is play,
—the reaping of a succession of novel experiences ; to give' the child
that freedom of growth which the young tree demands for its tender
shoot, that field for self-expansion in which all young life finds both
training and happiness.

As regards the age at which the child’s education at the
Siksha-Satra should begin, it is stated :

Tt is between the ages of six and twelve that the growing child
is most absorbed in gathering impressions through sight, smell, hearing
and taste but more especially through touch and the use of the hands.
From the start, therefore, the child enters the Siksha@-Satra as an
apprentice in handicraft as well as housecraft. In the workshop, as a
trained producer and as a potential creator, it will acquire skill and
win freedom for its hands ; whilst as an inmate of the house, which
it helps to construct and furnish and maintain, it will gain expanse of
spirit and win freedom as a citizen of the small community.

Some of the crafts which the pupils can learn are mentioned
in the Bulletin. It is stated that, *

From the earliest years it is well to introduce to the children
some special oraft, easily grasped by small hands, which is of definite
economic value. The product should be of real use in the home, or
have a ready sale outside.... In the carrying out of every one of
these orafts, again, some art, some science, some element of business
enters in.

Rabindranath has been a journalist from his teens. He
has Jften written with terrible directness. In years past the poet
successfully edited several monthlies and contributed, and still
contributes, to numerous more. He has written for many
weeklies, too. He is the only man in Bengal I know who was
capable of filling a magazine from the first page to the last with
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excellent reading in prose and verse of every description
required.

His contributions to periodicals have been copious all
along, and in such work he has been regular, punctual and
methodical. It is easy and pleasant to read his beautiful
handwtiting. As an editor, he was the making of many authors
who subsequently became well-known, by the thorough revision
to which he subjected their work.

His beautiful Bengali handwriting has been copied by so
many persons in Bengal that even those who have had occasion
tosee it very frequently cannot always distinguish the genuine
thing from its imitation.

Thete is an impression abroad that no English translation
by Rabindranath of any of his Bengali poems was published
anywhere before the Gitanjali poems. That is a mistake. As
far as T can now trace, the first English translations by himself
of his poems appeared in the February, April and September
numbers of the Modern Review in 1912. This is how he came
to write in English for publication. Some time in 1911 I
suggested that his Bengali poems should appear in English garb.
So he gave me translations of two of his poems by the late Mr.
Lokendranath Palit, 1.c.s. Of these “Fruitless Cry” appeared in
May and “The Death of the Star” in September, 1911, in the
Modern Review. When 1 asked him by letter to do some
translations himself, he expressed diffidence and unwillingness and
tried to put me off by playfully reproducing two lines from one
of his poems of which the purport was, “On what pretext shall
I now call back her to whom I bade adieu in tears ?”, the
humorous reference being to the fact that he did not, as a school-
boy, take kindly to school education and its concomitant exercises.
But his genius and the English muse would not let him of so
easily. And I, too, had not ceased to remind him that his
Bengali poems should be translated by himself. So a short
while afterwards, he showed me some of his translations, asking
me playfully whether as a quondam school master I considered



28 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

\

them up to standard. These appeared in my Review. These are,
to my knowledge, his eatliest published English compositions.
Their manuscripts have been preserved.

He has been all along very diffident in writing English,
though even when he was a student of Henry Morley in his teens
that strict judge of English praised his style and diction before
his British class-mates. 'The subject of what Rabindranath wrote
and submitted to the professor was “Englishmen in India”, who
came in for much criticism in his composition. Henry Morley
asked his British students to note what Rabindranath had written,
as many of them were likely in future to serve in India in some
capacity or other.

I have referred to his beautiful hand. All calligraphists
cannot and do not become painters, though, as Rabindranath
burst into fame as a painter when almost seventy, the passage
from calligraphy to painting might scem natural. 1 do not
intend, nor am I competent, to discourse on his paintings. They
are neither what is known as Indian art, nor are they any mere
imitation of any ancient or modern Oriental or European paint-
ing. They atre unclassed. One thing which may perhaps stand in
the way of the commonalty understanding and appreciating them
is that they seldom tell a story. They express in line and colour
what even the rich vocabulary and consummate literary art and
craftsmanship of Rabindranath could not or did not say. He
never went to any school of art or took lessons from any artist
at home. Nor did he want to imitate anybody. So, He is
literally an original artist. If there be any resemblance in his
style to that of any other schools of painters, it is entirely
accidental and unintentional. In this connection I call to mind
one interestihg fact. In the Bengali Santiniketan Patra ( “Santi-
niketan Magazine’” ) of the month of Jyaistha, 1333 B. E.,
published fifteen years ago, Dr. Abanindranath Tagore, the
famous artist, described (pp. 100-101) how his uncle Rabindranath
was instrumental in leading him to evolve his own style of
indigenous art. Summing up, Abanindranath writes :
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Bengal's poet suggested the lines of Art, Bengal’s artist ( i.e.,
Abanindranath himself ) continued to work alone along those lines
for many a day. ( Translation ).

It was my happy privilege some twenty-three years back
to live at Santiniketan as the poet-seer’s necighbour for long
periods at a stretch. During onc such period, my working room
and sleeping room combined commanded an uninterrupted view
of the small two-storied cottage, “Dchali”, in which he then lived
—only a field intervened betwcen. During that period 1 could
never at night catch the poct going to sleep earlier than myself.
And when carly in the morning T used to go out for a stroll,
if by chance it was very early I found him engaged in his daily
devotions in the open upper storey verandah facing the east,
but usually I found that his devotions were already over and he
was busily engaged in some of his usual work. At mid-day,
far from enjoying a siesta, he did not cven recline.  During the
whole day and night, he spent only a fcw hours in sleep and
bath and meals, and devoted all the remaining houts to wotk.
During that period I never found that he used a hand-fan or
allowed anybody to fan him in summer. And the sultry summer
days of Santinikctan are unforgettable !

His late serious illness and the infirmities of age have
necessitated changes in his habits. But even now he works
longer than many young men. Not long ago during Mahatma
Gandhi’s visit to Santiniketan, he had to exact a promise from
the poet that he would take some rest at mid-day.

I have all along Jooked upon him as an earnest “Sadhak”.
He is not, however, an ascetic—nor, of course, a lover of luxury.
His ideal of lifc is different. “Deliverance is not for me in
renunciation,” he has said in one of his poems.

Deliverance is not for me in renunciation. I feel the embrace
of freedom in a thousand bonds of delight.

Thou ever pourest for me the fresh draught of thy wine of
various colours and fragrance, filling this earthen vessel to the
brim,
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My world will light its hundred different lamps with thy flames
and place them before the altar of thy temple.

No, I will never shut the doors of my senses. The delights of
sight and hearing and touch will bear thy delight.

Yes, all my illusions will burn into illumination of joy, and all
my desires ripen into fruits of love. ( Gitanjali ).

The poet has been so reticent regarding his petsonal
relations that, before Srimati Hemlata Devi, eldest daughter-
in-law of his cldest brother, wrote an article on “Rabindranath
at Home”, little was known of his home life. Her pen picture
revealed what a loving and devoted husband, what an affectionate
father and what a kind and considerate master to his servants
he was andis. He has been a widower since November 23,
1902. We can here extract only a few sentences from Stimati
Hemlata Devi’s article, beginning with his ascetic experiments.

Sometimes the Poet would begin dieting for no earthly reason
with such rigid determination that the wholo family would fcel con-
cerned. ... On occasions when his dieting reached almost the
“‘starvation level”, we would approach his wife to exert her influonce
and prevent a catastrophe. She knew her husbaund better and so she
did nothing of the kind. I remember she once said : “You do not
know, he ingists on doing what he is asked not to do: one of these
days his body itself would protest and then he will take to his food.”

He is an affectionate father. He nursed his first child—a baby
daughter—with a mother's care . . . . We have ourselves seen the Poet
fooding the baby, changing her linen and making the bed.

And then this sacred picture of the poet tenderly nuts‘ing
his wife during her last illness :

Members of the family still remember the picture of the Poet
patiently gitting by the sick bed, nursing his wife literally day and
night close on two months before death finally released her from
her pain. His constant ministering to her comfort was instinet with
love and concern. Electric fans were not known in those days ; I see
& distinet picture of the Poet moving a palm-leaf hand-fan, to and fro,
fanning his wife to sleep with tender care. In those days in
affluent households it was almost a oustom to engage paid nurses.
The Poet’s house was perhaps the first exception.



RABINDRANATH AS VEDANTIST
By Hirendranath Datta

Iris, I believe, no exaggeration to say that the Vedinta is
the crown and consummation of Indian thought. As the
Rev. J. 1'yssul Davies has rightly pointed out, “no great soul has
appeared in India during the last 3,000 years_that has not accepted
the call of the teaching of the Vedinta, the spirit of the oldest
and most enduring religious philosophy, based not on specula-
tion but on real experience and summed up in three words—
Tat tvam asi, “Thou art Brahman’.”

Rabindranath is assuredly one of the greatest souls who
have appeared in India in recent times and being what he is, he
too, like his great predecessors, has “accepted the call of the
teaching of the Vedanta,”—as I propose to show in this brief
study.

Now, what is the Vedinta ? No doubt, we have hcard
of the Prasthina-Traya, the three Pitakas or treceptacles which
hold the Vedinta, viz. the Upanisads, the Brahma-Sutras and
the Bhagavad Gita. But when all is said and done, it is the
Upanisads which are the primary Vedinta—Ueddnto nima
Upanisad—and the ancient wisdom of the Rishis is truly enshrined
therein.

Why is the Vedianta so called? Not only because it
is the acme of all Vidya ( called “Veda” in the old days )—being
itself the Pardvidya—but because it is last in order of sequence
in the Vedic Canon. It has been spoken of as Sarva-Vidyd-
Pratisthd, the root-base of all the Sciences and Arts, which indeed
derive their validity from it. It is verly like a lamp in a dark
place, Ghanindbakdresviva Dipadarfanam—illuminating with its
arc-light the darkest and most dismal problems of life.

Rabindranath, as far as I know, has never made a detailed
study of the controversial aspects of the Vedinta, as we find
them expounded by the famous commentators or in such jaw-
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breaking Vedantic treatises as Advaita Siddhi ; but that he is stcep-
ed through and through in the spirit of the Vedanta, none will
dispute who has made even a cursory study of his wotks.  From
his boyhood upwards, as the son of a great Vedantist ( Maharshi
Debendranath Tagore ), Rabindranath breathed the aroma of
the Upanisads and were 1 a belicver in the Darwinian theory
of transmission of acquired qualities (a theory which the Neo-
Darwinians have wholly repudiated ), I would have claimed
Rabindranath as a Vedantist by inheritance and would have said
that the Vecdinta runs in his blood. More than that : | can say
from personal knowledge that he is thoroughly at home in the
Upanisads.

Some time ago, T had occasion to write a review of the
Ten Principal Upanisads—put into linglish by Purohit Swami
and W. B. Yeats, which book the publishers introduced to the
wortld in these words : “The translations hitherto available are
out of datc and are written in a style which fails to convey the
magnificence of the poetry of the original.”  Ycats was a
master of English and naturally the translation sponsored by him
is good—but only in parts. Ilis grcat limitation was that he
did not know one word of Sanskrit and made the translation
“as though the original had been written in common Lnglish” ;
but common English, 1 venture to think, is hardly adequate in
this case, for not only are the Upanisads mysticism and philo-
sophy, but in the words of Ycats himself they are “most bgauti-
ful as literature”. In my review, after pointing out certain
shortcomings of the translators, I suggested that if the transla-
tion was to breathe the spirit of the original, the translator should
be a poet and a mystic at the same time, and I said that the only
person 1 could think of in that connection, was Rabindranath
and I prayed that he might make time some day to undertake a
translation of the principal Upanisads, using as the vehicle of
translation, not the “common English” of Yeats but the vibrant
and sonorous English of his own Gitanjali.

When later I met Rabindranath at Kalimpong, I repeated
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my prayer to him and almost persuaded him to accede to it,—but
illness intervened and my whole scheme has, alas | ““gone agley”.

I have been speaking of Rabindranath as a Vedantist.
But be it noted that, in the words of Ophelia, he “wears his rue
( I mean his Vedanta ) with a difference”. For instance, he does
not believe in asceticism— 1 airdgya.
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“Deliverance is not for me in renunciation,

I feel the embrace of freedom in a thousand bonds of
delight.”

“No, I will never shut the doors of my senses.
The delights of sight and hearing and touch
will bear Thy delight.” ( Gitanjali.t )

So he exclaims—

wfare 5ifz 7 sty gw7 g,
A qed wify {ifsara si2 )
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“I do not wish to die in this beautiful world, ,
1 wish to live on in the world of men.

May I find my place in the light of the sun,
In these flowering gardens, in the midst of living hearts 1”

1 Wherever possible the poet’s own rendering into Engl‘ish bhas been given, and the
name of the book wherein it appears quoted.

5
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What appeals to him is
Zote YT AFICIAAT
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“When of a sudden in the evening

The nameless flower spreads out its fragrance ;
When in the early morn clusters of rhododendrons,
Swaying on the crest of the upraised branches,
Rival the glory of the dawn

In an easy abandon of pride.”

Thus in his poem “Chitta” he speaks of Prakriti in this
wise :
NS A TS fAfom gfv (2
wfx fafsaafad |
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“Endlessly varied art thou in the exuberant world,
Lady of Manifold Magnificence ! 'Thy path is strewn with
lights, thy touch thrills into flowers ; that trailing skirt
of thine sweeps the whitl of a dance among the stars, and
thy many-toned music is echoed from innumerable wotlds
through signs and colours.” ( The Fagitive. )

Maya-Vdda, which is an integral part of Sankara’s Vedanta,
is anathema to him :

7 @ fRatas e, «fx e w7,
3fz frwetz @Y, wifarsg Tt
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“Alas, my cheerless country, donning the worn-out

garment of decrepitude,

Loaded with the burden of wisdom, you imagine
you have seen through this fraud of creation.”

“Millions of living beings make up the vast fair of
this world
And you ignore it all as a child’s play 1”

More than that: for him, Muk#/ is not the slipping of the dewdrop
into the shoreless sea to be lost therein :

QT TL: TIANT: TGE
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—“As the rivers moving into the ocecan disappear, losing both
name and form.”

How then may he be regatded as a Vedantist ? Well, if
one has made a deep study of the Upanisads, he must be aware
that they are irrigated by two parallel streams of thought: (a)
the negative, impersonal, detached, indescribable perception of
the ineffable Brahman where the Absolute is spoken of as Ne#s
Neti, as the a-fabdam, a-sparfam, etc. ; and (b)) the positive,
personal, intimate, adorable orison of the Godhead, when
Brahman is regarded as a wondrous Personality, Who closer* than
breathing, nearer than hands and feet, reveals Himself as such to
the intuition of man—where He is Maban Prabburvai, Purusab :
the sovereign Lord, the supreme Person and is realised as
Love, as Raso vai sab, and as
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Ra: g K4 Frarg fa: swaeng ey |
“dearer than child, dearer than wealth, dearer than any

thing else.”

Naturally it is this latter aspect which appeals to Rabindranath,
and diving deep into the temple-cave of his own heart he speaks
of Brahman as

w7 affagw gfa A= gazta
offt WAY F7 IAW WYLT WA |
“Thou art the beautiful one, thou bringest delight to
my heart,

Thou art the garland of the flowers of paradise,
Thou blossomest as eternal spring in my heart.”

and apostrophises Him thus in his intimate way :

ez qHIY,
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“Thou dweller of my heart,
Art thou satisfied now that thou hast taken abode
in my soul ? .
In a thousand streams of grief and joy I filled your cup,
squeezing my heart like crushed grapes.”

Again—

* AN A WA gfA Itee wivT N7
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“Infinite art thou, playing thy tunes in finite modes,
That is why thy revelation in me is so beautiful.”

“Tell him, now I have known
the mystery of thee and me.
O guest, ever expected,
Thou camest time and again
stealthily as a shadow to my door.”

Does not that remind one of the Upanisadic passages—

TR el ;
£l sy ;
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“Cave-dweller is He—seated in the cavity, He is in the
heart. By the heart, by intuition, by the illumined mind
is He to be known.”

More than that. He calls upon Him—
QA 3T cotata e

“Take me up Master-Musician ! and make me thy
harp. Let your delectable fingers sweep over my
heart-strings and produce divine melody.”

For we have to bear in mind that first and foremost
Rabindranath is a poet and that good poetry, as Milton told us,
must be simple, sensuous and impassioned. Rabindranath’s
poetry has all these qualities but above all it is semsuous, which,
of course, is not the same as sensual.

The Upanisads speak of the awesomeness of God—*“He is
like a lifted thunderbolt”—

agad Tugaey ;
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wureaTg ara: oad AR gl |
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“The wind blows for fear of Him and the sun rises.

The fire burns, the lord of the Devas energises and
Death proceeds too for fear of Him.”

Rabindranath is familiar with all this—for he has seen it
and felt it—
Y| (O 7w NfY
«rAtg At cefwal
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“Q Rudra, your awe-inspiring effulgence
has come breaking through the door ;

“While your trumpet, O Ifdna, thunders. .

“What a garb you have assumed, O Bhairava,!
The serpents are hissing on your brow.
Is this the music of the auspicious morn on
. your ving ?”

What appeals to him however is not this Aifyarya but the
Madburya of Brahman—not His “majesty” but His “humility”.

1 “Rudra”, “I4ina” and “Bhairava” are names of Siva.
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So he says :
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“From afar I thought you were the merciless one,
under whose invincible sway the whole world
rocks in fear.
1 thought you to be the terrible onc,
whose tonguec of fire flames in the broken heart of
the wretched.
When the trident in your right hand rose to the
storm-clouds to bring down thunder,
when the thunderbolt in your hand was ready to
be flung down,
T took you to be mightier than I.
Now that to strike me you have come down to

my own little wosld,
You have grown small and I am afraid no longer.” -

What a fine Vedintic, or shall we say Vaisnavic, touch !

Last but not least Rabindranath is a Vedantist by his
living sense of the abiding presence of God in all things.
Like Tennyson, he also has a constant feeling “of the actual
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immanence of God in the infinitesimal atom as in the wvastest
system,”

@ witwtg #QcEa faata faatn
@ eftd-sarate aifafrx ¢1a
T2 @ltd giowiee fe-fafyay,
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Aifore gea |
“The same stream of life that runs through my veins
night and day
runs through the world and dances in thythmic measure.”
( Gitanjali. )
Again :
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“Thou didst not turn in contempt from my childish play
among dust,
and the steps that I heard in my playroom ate the same
that are echoing from star to star.”
( Gitanjali. )
In the Upanisads, we read of the Rishi who addressing all
“the sons of immottality”” proclaims that he has known the divine
effulgence beyond the depths of darkness—to know whom is
the only path to immortal life.

o A od ged agea
. At feaar ana: g |
“Verily have I known the great Purusa, the sun-hued one,
beyond the darkness.”

And the Rishi piles up salutation to Him who pervades and
permeates the universe :
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“To Him be salutation ever more—He who is in the
fire, in the waters, in the plants and in the forest trees,
who is everywhere.”

Rabindranath also has a similar vision and apostrophising the
universal Lord, he addresses Him thus :
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“Lord God of the universe !
in what form today

art thou revealed before thy eyes ! !
1 have seen thee in the eastern sky,

ever bright in clear light,
Bestowing the boon of featlessness

thy hand rises as the Himachal

in silent blessing ;
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The sea touches thy feet and washes away the dust ;
On thy breast lies at rest
the gleaming Ganga as a chain.”
( Sheaves: N. Gupta’s rendering. )

Now from this sense of the immanence of God follows
as an inescapable corollary the solidarity of man—the feeling
that we are all rooted in the One Life so that the lowest 7 the
highest—Brabma Dasih Brabma Kitabih—<God is in the sinner
as He is in the saint”, and the poet naturally inveighs against the
treatment meted out by the less enlightened among his country-
men to the Parias and the Panchamas :

€T ¢RI (W, TITHA ITIZ HANTH,
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“O my unfortunate country, those whom you have debased,
they will drag you down to their own level,
those whom you have deprived of their human rights,
who stand before you but find no room in your lap,
they will drag you down to their own level.”

And to bring this lesson home to all and sundry, the poct tells
us in the poem, (waeta fawta ( The Deity’s Farewell ).

AACHNE ©GI7 IfZTAA Wit
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«“Shrinking with disgust, the devotee cried,
‘Impure one, get thee gone I’
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‘So be it,” He answered,
and in the twinkling of an eye,
the beggar has assumed the Deity’s shape.”

To clinch the matter the poet invites everyone to the grand
‘general-assembly’ of humanity in the poem, wZIN{ar3Ix AT
QA (On the Sea-shore of Humanity) :
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“Come Brahmin, chasten your heart
and stand in line with all ;
Come outcaste, let your humiliation

be wiped out for ever.”

Note, however, that this is not merely the democratic

equality of men but something deeper and more fundamental—
for the poet realises in his heart of hearts that,

A AYIW (A ¢S coiifa efony
=t wZeE AW cotAtfa wfzm 1 wertn

“My humanity reflects the divine.
In the greatness of my soul,
He, the great Lord, proclaims Himself.”

That strikes—does it not ? the fundamental note of the
Vedinta. The same note rings out even when the poet is singing
his patriotic songs :
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ety fara—
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“Let the harp of Rudra ring out !
Those who stand aloof in contempt,
even they shall come

when the obstacles fall away

and the path is made clear for them
—to stand in a ring on the sea-shore
of this vast humanity of India.”

And in ‘Jama-gand’, in which Rabindranath reaches the
loftiest height of patriotic aspiration, he as a true Vedantist calls
upon the Eternal Charioteer to lead our Nation to inevitable
victory with the clangour of His conch-shell :

ATH-AGIT-IFA g I I 41k R
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“Eternal Charioteer, thou drivest man’s history
along the road rugged with rises and falls of Nations.
Amidst all tribulations and terror
thy trumpet sounds to hearten those that despdir
and droop,
and guide all people in their paths of peril and
pilgrimage.
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,
' Victory, Victory, Victory to thee 1”

( The poet’s own rendering. )



THE POET IN PHILOSOPHY AND AFFAIRS
By James H. Cousins

It 1s characteristic of exptession from the consecrated imagi-
nation that the complete import of its idea may be touched at
any point in its utterance. The inner life of the supreme artist
in literature may be figured as a sphere whose totality rests
on every point on its surface. I found the total inner Rabindra-
nath when, stretched on grass on a hillside in the Nilgiris
on a vacation nineteen years ago, I read his new book entitled
“Creative Unity” which had just reached me with the author’s
own delicately bold signature, dated April 20, 1922, the very
date of the writing of this article, again on the Nilgitis. In
that small but immensely significant book I found the same clue
to the entire life-work of Rabindranath, both before and after
it, as I did to the life-work of AE in his equally small and
equally significant “Song and its Fountains ten years later, and
both books sit together on my shelf in a companionship of
revelation that has in it, I believe, the possibility of a revolution
of world-values, in the art of the poet, and in the application of
the poet’s thought and imagination to the affairs of humanity.

In “Creative Unity” Dr. Rabindranath Tagore has given
to the world a volume which, by virtue of its transcendent
qualities of utterance and content, takes rank among the master-
pieces of literature ; a volume which sets the profoundest
synthetic thought close to the world’s vast problem of disease
and agony today, and out of an unflinching but compassionate
diagnosis prescribes for temporal ills heroic remedies from the
pharmacopeia of cternal Truth. He has rendered a Signal service
to both literature and philosophy by giving his unique gi}'ts of
brilliant ideas, of splendour and vividness of metaphor and
phraseology, to the expression of an urgent and world-embracing
purpose, and by releasing philosophy from the bare prison of
textualism and scholastic history, and setting it to the testing of
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the activities of life with the watning, pleading, counselling
trumpet of high literature at its lips. He has made it impos-
sible for any who have ears to hear the resonant and shining
message of this book to acquiesce any longer in the indolent
and uncritical acceptance of literature as a polite mental
and emotional libertinism and philosophy as its medicine and
penance.

The central message of “Creative Unity” is its author’s
plea for the establishment in human relationships of a unity
which, by participating in the universal function of creation,
attains peace and joy; a creative unity in contradistinction
to the present world-wide religious, racial and social disunity
which, because it is essentially uncreative, and metely produc-
tive and destructive, is vowed to spiritual abasement, intellectual
and emotional poverty and physical misery as its inevitable
sequela.

To realise the full significance of Rabindranath’s call to
creative unity in human affairs, it is necessary to understand
the implications which he puts on the words “creative’ and
“anity”. In the mind of India, of which Rabindranath is one of
the most widely heard voices, there is postulated in the universe
a creative Power, and a Substance which, in being capablc of
response to the Power, has within itself also the principle of
creation. All activity of a creative kind is seen as the making of
new combinations within limited areas of the unlimited possibili-
ties of wvariation in life, substance and their forms. Creation in
this sense is not simple reproduction or multiplicity, but the
setting up of a process which draws around a special centre of
energy certain related expressions in substance and quality, and
the “rnakmg of some new object of art that thrills both maker
and beholdet with j joy in the disclosure through things finite of the
wonder and beauty of the Infinite. Artistic creation is possible
only through acts of unification in materials and qualities : social
creation, instead of the wvast antagonistic proliferations of
today, is possible only through acts of unification in the thoughts
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and feelings, the aims and movements, of human beings. Says
Rabindranath :

We feel that this world is a creation ; that in its centre there is
a living idea which reveals itself in an eternal symphony played on
innumerable instruments all keeping perfect time. We know that this
great world-verse, that runs from sky to sky, is not made for the more
onumeration of facts ; it has its direct revelation in our delight. That
delight gives us the key to the truth of existence ; it is personality
acting upon personalities through incessant manifestations.

When a gteat seer and sayer points his finger towards “the
truth of existence”, it behoves those who have set out with open
eyes on exploration for that very Truth, to pay close heed to
all that is involved in the crucial statement that <the truth of
cxistence” is ‘‘personality acting on personalities. . . .”” This
full-minded attention is all the more necessary here because it
happens that, through the exigencies of a language in which the
mental and material solidity of the ancient Greek genius is
predominant, the only word “personality’® that Rabindranath
could find for the full expression of that ultimate Being, or Life,
or Consciousness within which “our little systems” and the
incalculable universes revolve, is commonly used as meaning the
reverse. And this workaday meaning of the word “‘personality”
has come down through two thousand years of verbal custom
from the days of the theatre of Greece and Rome, when, as in
the Noh-drama of Japan today, the actor hid himself behind a
persona, or mask ( Latin, per, through ; some, to speak ; that
through which the actor spoke ).

In the vocabulary of “Creative Unity”> the derivation of
“personality” is taken further back, from the thing spoken
through, to the living speaker ; and this deepening *of meaning
refers not only to the personalities that are as cells in the body of
the Great Personality, but also to the Great Personality Itself.
Within the totality of existence and within its details there is
consciousness, feeling, activity. No one of these terms gives
full expression to the entity in whom these functions are co-
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ordinated and given unity of life. The word “personality” is
taken as coming nearest to adequacy of meaning.

It is obvious that a mind to which this “truth of existence”
( personality acting on personalities within the “Divine Persona-
lity” that contains them, as Rabindranath avers ) is not merely
a literary idea but a statement of reality, cannot but look with
disapproval on any human activity whose tendency is towards
exclusiveness or the building of obstructions against the flow of
the Universal Life. There is within each human being the
impulse to creative unity. Says Rabindranath :

It is the object of this Oneness within us to realise its infinity
by perfect union of love with others. All obstacles to this union
create misery, giving rise to the baser passions that are expressions of
finitude, and of that separateness which is negative and therefore
maya.

Now the word “love” used in the foregoing quotation
from “Creative Unity” is not a mere evaporation from the surface
of a fluid sentimentality. It is the poet’s expression of the fact
that in the Universal Life there is a principle of cohesion through
which it maintains its identity and continues its activity. Take
away the cohesive principle of love from the Universal Being,
and it would disintegrate into nothingness—but the notion is
absurd, for Life and Love are fundamental ; you cannot get
around them, or behind them, or through them, or beyond them.
“In love we find a joy which is ultimate because it is the
ultimate truth.”

Love, too, was the ultimate truth to Rabindranath’s
immortal brother-poet, Shelley ; but it is characteristic of the
different approach of West and East to “ultimate truth” that to
Shelley lové was the means to personal liberation, while to
Rabindranath it is the cord of individual, social, national and intet-
national binding. In the ultimate both reach the same end. ‘The
freedom of love that Shelley dreamed of was freedom for love to
find its full expression and voluntarily to seek its affinities ; the
binding that Rabindranath affirms is the voluntary merging of
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the self of illuminated human beings with others through love.
‘The one dreamed of love attainable ; the other affirms love present,
and invincible if put into action. The western poet, from the side
of humanity capable of Divinity, says, “We must be free in order
to love” : the eastern poet, from the side of Divinity in huma-
nity, says, “We must love in order to be free”, and affirms the
recognition of the essential unity of humanity as the measure and
test of all movements that take to themselves the sacred name
of freedom.

This measure and test is central in Rabindranath’s message
to the world in its application to the world-struggle now going
on. The real struggle at every stage of human history, whether
between nations, as between Britain and India, or within nations,
as between the falsely rival communities in India, has been, he
says, “between the living spirit of the people and the methods of
nation-organising”; between the cxpanding soul of humanity in
India or England, and mechanical limitations that refuse to adapt
themselves to that expansion. Growth is inevitable, but “growth
is not that enlargement which is merely adding to the dimensions
of incompleteness” ; it is ‘“‘the movement of a whole to a yet
fuller wholeness”, a2 movement that implies flexible organisation
at every stage of the process ; the shaping service of a limitation
that is yet free from rigidity, “some spiritual design of life”
which cutbs antagonistic activities, and transforms apparently
incongruous groups into an “organic whole”.

This organic condition of human society implies harmo-
nious relationships. When “Creative Unity” was written, the
political leaders of Europe were seeking a false harmony through
a balance of power. Rabindranath saw that this attempt was
doomed to failure, as we see today. He saw and declareq that
the strong think only of the strong and ignore the weak, where-
in, he said, lay the peril of their losing the harmony at which
they aimed, and of collapsing in a welter of still greater destruc-
tion than that from which they were then, after the war of
1914-1918, blindly trying to extricate themselves. He summed

7



50 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

up the situation at that time in a passage that is not only litera-
ture at its highest, but a prophecy and warning whose fulfilment
we are witnessing today in Europe, and to some extent in Asia.

Politicians calculate upon the number of mailed hands that are kept
on the sword-hilts ; they do not possess the third eye to see the great
invisible hand that clasps in silence the hand of the helpless and waits
its time. The strong form their league by a combination of powers,
driving the weak to form their own league with their God. I know I
am crying in the wilderness when I raise the voice of warning ; and
while the West is busy with its organisation of a machine-made peace,
it will continue to nourish by its iniquities the underground forces of
earthquake in the eastern continent. The West seems unconscious that
science, by providing it with more and more power, is tempting it to
suicide and encouraging it to accept the challenge of the disarmed ;
it does not know that the challenge comes from a higher source.

What is the way of escape from the universal catastrophe
that was inherent in the circumstances pointed out by Rabindra-
nath twenty years ago and that is now upon the nations? An
indication of the way has moved by implication through the
book. The solid clear-edged path of constructive idealism is
under every step of the poet’s criticism. He declares that <all
systems produce evil sooner or later when the psychology which
is at the root of them is wrong.” Hec does not put his faith in
systems or institutions but in individuals “all over the world who
think clearly, feel nobly and act rightly....” For such
individuals,

the highest purpose of this world is not merely living in i,
knowing it and making use of it, but realising our own selves in it
through expansion of sympathy; not alienating ourselves from it

and domitiating it, but comprehending and uniting it with ourselves
in perfect union.

Two means at hand to this end are education and art ; in
the first, but in a different form and spirit from that obtainable
in India today, can be found a meeting-ground between persons
and groups of persons “where there can be no question of con-
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flicting interests”, but only a common pursuit of truth and a
common sharing of the world’s heritage of culture; in the

second is the means of attainment of expression, which is
fulfilment.

In everyday life our personality moves in a narrow oirele of
immediate self-interest, and therefore our feelings and events, within
that short range, become prominent subjects for ourselves. In their
vehement self-assertion they ignore their unity with the All. ... But

art gives our personality the disinterested freedom of the eternal, there
to find it in its true perspective.

Thete are other means, political, economical and the like,
but to some of us education including art appears to be funda-
mental and essentially inclusive, and we give Rabindranath our
gratitude for his objective efforts towards the establishment of
true education in India.

In an address at Santiniketan, that home of thc spirit in
which I have had the happiness of staying occasionally, Rabindra-
nath recently spoke of his approaching departure from this
planet. But whatever he takes with him, there are and will be
a vast company to whom his beautiful and sagacious spirit will
be a perpetual presence through the utterances of his mind and
imagination :

The wisdom which is wiser than things known,
The beauty which is fairer than things seen,
Dreams which are nearer to eternity

Than that most mortal tumult of the blood. . ..

as Arthur Symons wrote ; and of that company in the remainder
of this life and in lives to come I shall be one.



ON THE EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY OF POET
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

THE Indian poet, old and wise,

Is young with eighty years behind.
Like Buddha, rich in hope of life,

He breathes wotld-love to every mind.
O voice of a culture as old as mine |
Whose truth remains for us to find.
Forever, like the Ganges stream,

You sing with words severe and kind.

Chen Li-Fu

Dr. Chen Li-Fu is the Minsster of Education of the National
Government of China.



TAGORE’S SONGS
By Dhurjati Mukherjee

In Indian music, little distinction has been made so far between
composition and execution. The specialties of the system, its
nuances and nature of improvisation, were not favourable to
notation that could divide the labour. Oral tradition was the
rule here as in all other branches of learning which the Indian
understood more as techniques of experiencing than ways of
knowledge. A general feudal atmosphere was also congenial.
The immediate reason, however, was that both poetty and music
served religion. Bhaktas and Sidhakas would not distinguish
the functions of the two arts so long as their chants were the
outpourings of their devotion. It is strange but true that practi-
cally the entire corpus of pre-British Bengali poetic literature, the
Dohis, the Mangala Kavyas, the Padavalis, the Shyama and Uma
cycles were pacans of praise of gods and goddesses. But,
probably, the music of these chants, except where it was touched
by that of the courts, was not of a high standard. On the other
hand, the Pathan and the Mughal courts had taken up music
seriously, and a good deal of accessory values was shed. Not
that in Dhrupad and Dhamir ( Hori ) fine sentiments, religious
and lyric, were lacking, but the gods retreated before the
monarchs who could excite loyal feelings but not high poetry.
In Kheyal, the pieces had to be composed with an ear for
improvisation. Later on, words became pegs to hang the melody
upon. The public never took kindly to this separation. In the
country-side, the old devotional styles were popular, *though they
were fast losing their pristine quality of directness. At this tage,
composers did appear, particularly, in the South. But the pres-
tige of Durbari music was so great in the North that there could
be no equivalent to Thyagaraja’s Kirtans. Even now, ‘songs’
have a lower prestige than say ‘4lip’ with an audience that has



54 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

pretensions to musical culture. Bhajan, Ghazal and Thumri,
though they be of Mira Bai, Igbal or Kadar Piya are banned from
pucca programmes. The sophisticated audience of the North
would much rather listen to the mispronounced and half-muttered
half a line of Sadarang spread over half an hour or to a Tirana
that has no meaning and go in raptures over its execution than
waste their appreciation over the loveliest lyrics of Kabir or
Bihari. Though the state of things marked the self-government
of music as a distinct art, it could not have any future, as it was
eating up its own resources. Autarchy had to be broken in the
interests of freedom ; the development of music nccessitated
composers.  Tagore’s contribution to Indian musicis to be
primarily understood in this context of the dynamics of
growth.

Tagore’s own development as a composer has largely
followed the needs of the development of Indian musical forms.
This is as it should be. A great man cannot but repeat in
himself all the vital stages of life and culture. He pushes some
ahead and releases the energies of others. But he exploits them
all. There are at least four milestones in the history of his
composition. In the first, he was following the behests of
practice and writing poems to well-known melodic patterns.
Conformity was the rule. Even then, the earlier pieces had two
elements of novelty. They gave little scope to ‘tjns’ and
‘kartabs’. Much of this restriction was due to the Dhrupadic
structure of the songs, to the richness of the poetry, and to the
peculiar deficiency of the language as he found it then in the
matter of vowels, the preponderance of consonants and abrupt
endings of words. Besides, they would desctibe the dramatic
features of the story-element, e. g., the songs of Ba/miki-Pratibba
and Mdyir Khela. Hindusthani music also possesses elements of
surprise in permutations and combinations of mnotes, in
murchhand, chhut, gamak, etc,  Among these the first, viz.,
Kartab-tins are almost excluded in Dhrupad. So the others
alone can be used, and they were used. But, and this is the
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touch of Tagore, when these existing dramatic conventions were
not sufficient, Tagore was not averse to the adaptation of
European airs for his purpose. It was of coutrse more than
mere passive adaptation, it was an authentic act of creation.
Pluck out the words of these songs with ‘foreign’ airs, and you
get the skeleton of the Indian riga, often in a different key.
Yet, taking all the songs that he wrote befote, say 1900, the
general feature was an elastic orthodoxy rather than a controlled
heterodoxy. In fact, the musicians and the ‘cultured’ audience
had not yet cursed Tagore with bell, book and candle ; nay, his
Brahmo Sangeets were popular with the Ustids.

Gradually, however, Tagore’s heresy was peeping out.
He was blending airs, mixing up castes. From its early days,
the Indian musical system has been classified into ‘jatis’, ‘rigas’
and ‘raginis’. Thc essence of the scheme is the fixation of the
genus and the species according to structures. In the ‘thits’,
as the genus may be called, the bare essentials arc indicated in a
sequence of notes, and any aberration therefrom in the develop-
ment is regarded as an offence against basic values. At the same
time, however, latitude has always been given to admixturc in the
execution of characteristic phrases of two or three cognate ‘rigas’
or species within the same ‘that’ or genus. ‘This was at once a
concession to the physical limitations of the voice, to the inner
impulsion to cross artificial barriers and a recognition of emotive
affinities. In Darbari Kanada and Bahar the difference in
‘that’ is transcended by a fundamental similitude that comes out
in tans. The various texts ( Shastras, as they are called ) did
come to terms with the realities of the situation and recognised
these alliances with trans-frontier rigas. Throughout the 17th,
18th and 19th centuries, practising artists had been preparing all
kinds of mixtures of species. Some like Jhinjit-Khambaj became
very popular, a number like Gaud-sarang, Nat-kedar, Puriya-
dhyansti were taken unto the bosom of the elite, while others
like Bhaitron-bahar, Eman-bilawal remained to prove the unique
virtuosity of certain families. It is no exaggeration to say that
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there are few species in Hindusthani music which are anthro-
pologically pure, though the Ustids are always swearing by
purity. Tagore demolished this myth by the very principle of
the growth and the very practice of the art of music. Objectively,
that principle had remained long in the dark, and become radio-
active. In this way, at least twenty new species or Raginis have
been sponsored by him and their survival value tested.

The third period marks the consummation of Tagore’s
experiments. His choice was clear : either he would remain
content with what he had achieved in the way of new combina-
tions of melodies and wait for time to antiquate the opposition
to his novelties and be classed in future with the master-
composers, like Tansen or Thyagaraja, or he would push on to
the creation of further forms driven by the urge of newer drives.
A genuine revolutionary that he is, he could not but take the
next step forward, even if it was furthcr away from the ken of
the classicist’s approval. The drives came from ‘folk-songs’, as
they were called, but which werc highly sophisticated in their
way. Hindusthani music was always conscious of their separate
existence and called them ‘Deshi’ or ‘Artha-sangit’. In other
words, they were laden with literaty values. From one point
of view, they were- like the native states where Indians were
Indians as they would like to be known by non-Indians. ‘Their
stress was on words and their meaning, on devotiom and its
accessories, love and its aphrodisiacs, and life with its realities.
Music as such was a subordinate factor there ; only a2 means to
an end. In short, these Deshi songs had both a popular and a
collective appeal in its meaning-side. But they had certain other
qualities which the Mirga or the Durbari style did not possess.
Springing from that great protestant movement of the Middle
Ages, the Deshi-songs partook of the directness of individual
approach to the Divine, i.e. without the help of intermediaries.
Therefore, their spirit was not only congenial to Tagore’s spirit
of dissent, but his philosophy of life. Asa riga in the Mairga
style was a generic structure of notes and thus disregardful of
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individual emotions that a song could convey, its protest in the
Deshi style would naturally take the line of particularising the
generalities of classical modes through words that conveyed
specific meanings. ‘Two results ensued therefrom. First : instead
of the prolonged development of a mode, as in “4lap’ or in
‘asthdyi,” the infinite variety of the mode was expressed in
different compositions that conformed to the essentials of the
riga and yet did justice to its shades of differences. It is, as it
were, instead of Bhairavi being spread over on one plane and
over one stretch of long period, its multiplicity would be
specified in a dozen songs in Bhairavi, differing between them-
selves in moods and nuances and communicating the distinctions
through appropriate meanings in words. ‘The second result was
the birth of the art of composition as such. As has been
indicated above, the art of composition had fallen to a low level,
even in Bengal, where the poetic tradition was richer than
elsewhere and closcly allied to some form of music or other.
But in the British period, barring one or two men, and they too
insuffici.ntly, no writer of songs had cither fully considered the
musical value of words or the verbal appropriateness of musical
feeling. The heaviest rigas had light bodies and the lightest
rigas had armours of medieval knights. No wonder that the
Lady of music remained in the Ogre’s castle. ‘Tagore released
her from the bondage through the tactics of proper equipments.
His Todi and Malhar clothed dignified sentiments and his light
songs got their Khambaj and Pilu. The Bengali language
offered difficulties, no doubt, but they were surmounted easily
by the wizard who had in more than one sense created that
language itself. Here came the importance of the Deshi melodic
patterns. They demanded simplicity and directness ;'indivi«_:lual
and specific moods ; and an upsurge of feeling. Tagore
provided them with all that they wanted. If in the meanwhile
they took him away from well-trodden familiar paths, he could
quote the lessons of music’s own history in our land and refer
to that superior logic that impels worn-out forms to seek life
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from the soil or be damned otherwise. Was not Dhrupad, as
we know it, the regional style of Agra and Gwalior >—Was not
Deshi itself a classical mode ?

In the last phase, through which he is passing, his musical
genius discovered new dimensions. Throughout his long career,
he has been throwing up musical dramas in which the members
of his family, at first, and later on, the gifted members of
Santiniketan were rendering him every assistance. From the
time of Falgani, Calcutta has been looking forward evetry year
to the Santiniketan festivals in which dignified acting, beautiful
dresses, artistic scenes would be harmonised by lovely music.
India has also had her lavish share in the glory of this mosaic.
Here also Tagore’s development has been striking. What might
be called the preponderance of music has been controlled by
dance and drama into perfect proportions. The organic integrity
of Chitrangada cannot be split up into component parts. It is
something more than an opera, as is usually understoad ; the
subtlety of its sentiments and the extreme refinement of its lyrics
would in any case raise it to a higher level. Within the limita-
tions of Indian music, the drama is fully conveyed. Dance and
dresses contribute to the totality of its musical effect. Indian
music has at last cprresponded, as far as it can, to the subtlcties
of Indian life.

I have deliberately used the word ‘composer’ and ‘com-
position’ in this essay, and the reason is important. Tagore is
no mere writer of songs, as many would wrongly believe. Except-
ing some of the very early period, he has seldom written a poem
to be set to music at leisure. Poems and their musical forms
come to him complete, at onc and the same moment. This is
possible because he is an executant himself, and of no mean
order. The process of fusion has been further facilitated by the
fact that his poetry has crossed similar hurdles to reach open
spaces ; it has released similar energies in literature ; and both
have been impelled by a common urge to freedom. A composer’s
final test is thc aptness of the fit between form and content.
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Separately, the musical pattern should have as high a distinction
as the poetical. That is to say, each is valuable per se. No
appraisement of the place of Tagote’s compositions in the history
of Indian music need take away anything from theit individual
achievements cither as poetry or as musical pattern. Here I can
only point out the exquisite workmanship of the latter in the
context of the whole composition.



OLD MEMORIES
By Indira Devi Chaudhuri1

In my school days, I remember we used to sing a song beginning
with the lines :

O Memory, sweot Memory !
‘When all things fail, we fly to thee.

Unfortunately, by the time all other things fail, Memoty,
our last refuge, begins to fail also. And perhaps it is just as
well.

Some people’s lives don’t seem to make much impression
on themselves, and I believe I belong to that category. Yet
looking back, T can hardly remember a time when our family life
did not include my uncle Rabindranath, and when we were not
influenced by him, in our wotk and play, in our music, reading
and festive gatherings. T am afraid children are apt to take great-
ness for granted, and it doesn’t make much difference to them,
even when seen at close quatters. And besides, he wasn’t so
great then as to make the whole world kin. So we had him more
to ourselves.

I remember going with him to Bankim Chatterjee’s house
as a little girl, and accompanying him to meetings and guch like
places, though what I could possibly understand about it all,
Heaven alone knows. You know the way children stick to those
who are fond of them.

Another eatly memory is connected with going to Jessore
with a family party bent on seeking a bride for my uncle, and the
various houses we visited. Jessore has always been the happy
hunting-ground for brides of the Tagore family, as being a
Pirali® colony ; and I must say the selection made mostly by maid-

-1 Daughter of Satyendranath Tagore, the Poet's elder brother.~Ed.
2 Particular seot of Brahmins.
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servants in former days, did credit to their taste. Jessore happens
to be my maternal home also, and this visit will always stand out
as one of the rare occasions when I have seen the countryside of
Bengal ; and to mention another purely personal and trivial
incident, when two of my uncles taught me how to tell time by
the clock !

Music has always played and still plays an important part
in our family, and some of my earliest recollections cluster
round that magical art. My mother had that supreme gift in a
woman called centrality, and was able to gather round her the
diverse members of a large joint-family and make them co-operate
in many a private theatrical performance ; so that we almost
lisped in songs. I still remember singing a song as a mere child,
the first line of which may be roughly translated as—“Speak
to me of love no more”—which came out of one of my uncle
Jyotitindra’s dramas ( where are those once popular dramas
now ?P—Consigned to the limbo of oblivion, alas | ) and which
rejoiced in the title of Italian Jhinjhit,—much to the amused
astonishment of my listeners, I prcsume. But what can you
expect of children brought up on the love-ditties of Bhanu-
sinha ?1 Dinendranath? also put his foot into it badly once,
when his grandfather overheard him singing one of the latter’s
own compositions, not quite suited to his age. But children
are only pretty Pollies after all, and it is for their elders to mind
theit p.’s and q.’s before them |

In his eatly youth Rabindranath was not averse to singing
English songs, though he never took any special training. But
then in what subject has he ever undergone the usual training,
if you come to think of it? I r<member that, when an
obstreperous school-boy once pleaded as his excuse for failing
that Rabindranath had not passed the Matriculation, I replied :

1 Pseudonym under which Rabindranath published one of his earliest books of
lyries ( 1886 ).—Ed.

2 The Poet’s grand-nephew, who wrote the notations of most of his songs. One of
the most gifted musicians of his time.—Ed.
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“It may be that Rabindranath hasn’t passed the Matric, but not
passing that examination won’t turn one into a Rabindranath |”
However, that is by the way. My memory in this case goes as
far back as England in the seventies, when we were tiny tots,
and my uncle used to sing “Won’t you tell me Mollie darling”,
and “Darling, you are growing old” to us. Perhaps these songs
were then the rage, as “O my darling Clementine” or something
else may be now. But I had better not date myself by men-
tioning names. Later on, when I was old enough to accompany
him on the piano, “Come into the garden, Maud”, “Goodbye
sweetheart, goodbye”, and “In the gloaming” were some of the
songs he used to sing,—the old fashioned names of which will
probably evoke a supercilious smile on the lips of post-Victorian
singers, if there be any such who happen to have even heard of
them. The old songs are still there, but who will sing them now,
—or ever? Even a piece of paper, with care, will outlast the
longest life. The simple airs of Scotch and Irish ballads have
influenced his music to a certain, though very little, extent ; and he
has also set words to some of them, after the necessary adaptation.

Rabindranath had a high tenor voice in his younger days,
and his natural pitch was the key of F ; whereas nowadays D
sharp ( with a short d |—I have often wondered why the Bengali
name for that note was never considered good enough !) seems
to be the usual pitch for amateurs ; and gitls prefer a note or two
(or even three) lower than the normal middle C.* Which
reminds one of the old storty in Pamch, in which the singer
begins the song “Deeper and deeper still” in the key of C, and
ends somewhere around A flat,—having evidently taken his
wortds too literally |

Though Rabindranath has been composing songs from
childhood, yet his former output bears no compatison in quantity
with the everlasting fount of song which seems to have been
released after his return from Europe in or about 1912, and
which has been welling forth unremittingly almost to this day.
Even the stalw:rt Dinendranath was unequal to the stupendous
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task of coping in print with this unending flow of composition ;
though the pains he has taken to note down the major portion
has earned him the gratitude of all Bengali music-lovers
and admirers of the Poet. I have done a fair share of notation
in my time also; and it was one of my standing quatrels with
Dinendranath, that in the matter of old songs I refused to
admit his authority, though as far as my uncle’s modern songs
went, I was ready to bow to his decision. It is a well-known
fact that Rabindranath is forgetful and cannot reproduce his own
compositions correctly, so that a constant controversy rages
round the correct rendering and notation of his songs. Though
the gap left by Dinendranath is impossible to fill, yet it is
heartening to see that music-lovers are not wanting in Santi-
niketan, who are persevering and competent enough to carry on
his labour of love. The starting of an amateur association in
Calcutta, styled the Geetali, with the object of teaching the Poet’s
songs correctly, is worth mentioning here, as it has received his
benediction. Perhaps the tenderest spot in his heart is reserved
for hi- songs.

As the years roll on, variegated pictures flit across the
screen of memory, comprising monthly services of the now
motibund Adi Brahmo Samaj, whete again I accompanied
Rabindranath on the organ; occasional visits to my father on
thc Bombay side, including the pretty harbour of Karwar, from
where my uncle came home to marry ; and the advent of his
children, one by one. How fair his eldest daughter Bella was,
and how like a2 wax doll she looked with her curly hair and rosy
cheeks, when she came in the carriage one day to fetch me from
school, on their return from Darjeeling ! They made their home
with us occasionally, and even at Jorasanko my mother assisted
atevery childbitth, and also looked after the younger children,
when they became motherless, years afterwards. Was ever a
man so stticken in his family life as Rabindranath, and so glorified
in public at the same time ? Most of his children and his only
grandson have left him before their time, his only surviving son
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is childless, and there will be practically none in futute to catry
on his name,—that name he has so covered with lustre both at
home and abroad.

Then come at random, as we grow older, sccnes of more
ptivate theatricals, both at Jorasanko and our house, in some of
which perhaps we take part. Rabindranath of course has always
been a consummate actor, and so were his nephews Gaganendra
and Dinendra. Two plays that may be mentioned out of many,
are the oft-repeated yet cver-popular 1Vd/miki Pratibha, which
is my ideal of what an opera should be ; and the first performance
of Visarjan, held for the benefit of the University Institute.
Most probably the present members of that body are ignorant
of the debt they owe to the previous generation. The tuneful
opera Mayir Khela was also composed in aid of a charitable
institution, and its catchy numbers were much appreciated even
by Europeans. Then there were the meetings of the Kham-
kheyali Club, with its original and artistic decorations of the
festive floor. In fact, Art and Music have gone hand in hand
throughout Rabindranath’s life, and have stamped him as the
favourite child that he is of the divinc mother Saraswati. Itis a
pleasure to see his son and daughter-in-law, such worthy followers
of his, in the cult and quest of beauty.

Pleasure-trips in my uncle Jyotirindra’s steamers should
perhaps have been mentioned eatlicr, but the correct sequence of
events does not matter in rambling recollections such as these.
Unfortunately, the pleasure was short-lived, as he lived to rue
the day when he bought the first hulk as a business proposition.
But we were too young then to understand these money matters,
and the sweets we used to gorge ourselves with on board were
more in out line. I must say river-air does whet one’s appetite |

Social gatherings at the Vichitra,—that home of my uncle’s
which was home to him no longer—bring us down to compara-
tively modern days. Many of the present generation will
remember the pleasant literary and musical evenings that were
held there, and the constant stream of friends and visitors that
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flowed towatds it, whenever my uncle happened to be in
Calcutta. ‘The era of Sabyj Patral also must not be forgotten.
Bolpur then used to divide the honours with Calcutta, and it is
only when Rabindranath went to settle in Santiniketan for good,
that he became as it were public property, and more or less a
stranger to his own kith and kin. If there is a twinge of jealousy
in the above remark, it is only as natural as it is for a child to
leave his mother’s lap to become a man, and for a man to leave
his family circle to become a greater man ; and the greater the
man, the greater will be the world for him to conquer and make
his own.

Personally speaking,—and one cannot eliminate the first
person singular altogether—I shall always account it one of my
proudest privileges that some of his loveliest poems,—the triad
beginning with “This sea-girt earth that swings in heaven’s
expanse”—werc addressed to mc. And in this first and last
public tribute of mine, I cannot help associating with me that
other one? so near and dear to my uncle, who would have res-
ponde:l with such alactity to a similar call, had he not gone
before.

In the evening of his life and ours, what are the qualities
that strike one in Rabindranath’s personality, and that stand out
all the more clearly owing to this very distance ? To put it
concisely, I should say his versatility and vitality. Itis
almost bewildering to think of the manifold facets of human
intelligence and activity that have been illumined by the touch of
his genius, the wonderful zest and cnergy which refuse to suc-
cumb to the inevitable curse of old age and disease, and the firm
faith which continues to believe in the ultimate triumph of good,
in the face of overpowering odds. y

1 A literary monthly, started in 1914 and edited by the writer's husband,

Bj. Pramatha Chandhury. Many of Rabindranath’s writings of that period were first
published in it.

2 The reference is to the writer's brother, 8j. Surendranath Tagore, who was closely
associated with his uncle’s literary activities. He passed away in May 1940,

9
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So let us leave him, unimpaired in mind, if not in body,
crowned with inward glory and the homage of his counttymen.
Must such an eye and ear needs become enfecbled, such a hand
also lose its cunning P—Verily, inscrutable are the ways of
Providence. Life is at once too long and too short, too frail and
too tenacious. To end as I began with the words of
an old song, the sweet tunc of which raises it above the common-
place :

Meeting and parting, in this world must ever be,
Meeting and parting,—parting on life’s mystio sea.

May he rest in peace hcre and hereafter !



TAGORE AS SEER AND PROPHET OF
ARYA DHARMA

By S. K. Maitra

I tuank the Editor of the Visva-Bharati Quarterly for
asking me to write something for the Special Number of his
Journal, as it gives me an opportunity of offering my humble
tribute to Dr. Tagore on the occasion of his eightieth birthday.
Dr. Tagore’s genius is so many-sided that it is difficult to choose
a subject on which to write on an occasion like this. Ten years
ago, on a similar occasion, I chose as the subject of my paper for
the Golden Book of Tagore his philosophy of personality. To-day,
ten years later, when, in fullness of years and richness of spiritual
experience, he looks a perfect picture of our ancient Rishis,
I can think of no better subject than the one I have put on the
top of this page. Yes, it is as seer and prophet of Arya Dharma
that ‘i'agore appears to us to-day, and my object in this paper
is to exhibit this character of his as revealed in his writings.
As the space at my disposal is extremely limited, I propose to
confine myself to what we can gather from the volumes of his
religious essays and sermons that were published under the titles,
respectively, of Dharma and Santiniketan.

Dr. Tagore has indicated in the essay “The simple Ideal
of Religion” in his book Dharma what his conception of Arya
Dharma is. In sublimity of thought and grandeur of expression,
it is difficult to find a better exposition of Arya Dharma than
what is presented in this essay. In this essay he says that the
ideal of religion is simplicity, not complexity. It is, however,
the bane of human civilization that it renders the simplest things
most complex. This is nowhere more evident than in religion,
where by setting up what are called religious institutions, man
has crushed the true religious spirit under a heap of soulless
forms.
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Why has this been so? The reason is that instead of
outselves conforming to the spirit of religion, we have made
religion conform to ourselves. In other words, we have
employed religion as a tool, as a mere instrument for the realiza-
tion of our practical purposes. And it is for this reason that
religion, far from being a unifying force, has become a disrup-
tive agency.

How can we prevent this ? How can religion be again
made a unifying force ? The poet’s answer may be summed
up in these pithy words: If religion becomes a Dharma and
ceases to be a merc religion. What, however, is a Dharma ?
What is its distinguishing feature ? The word Dharma is derived
from the Sanskrit root dhr, to hold. It is therefore that which
holds the universe together. If it relates to a part of the
universe, if it becomes a matter for this race or that community,
then it degenerates into a mere religion, and causes the strifes
and discords, the disastrous effects of which we feel only too
palpably to-day.

To keep Dharma in its pure state what is necessary is
that we should be in perpetual contact with the infinite. We
should not erect walls around us so as to prevent the light of
the infinite from reaching us. ‘The poet gives herc a beautiful
example. He says a house is necessary for man, but equally
necessary for him is open air. If he wants to covef*the whole
space with masonry, without leaving any opening for the outside
air to enter his house, then the house ceases to be a house and
becomes a prison. So also we become merely prisoners of our
own conventions if we stop all access to the light of the infinite.
This is, m fact, what the institutional religions have done ; they
have, made ‘us prisoners of artificial forms.

A true picture of the ideal of religion we get in the Gayatri
verse. The poet then gives a magnificent exposition of this
verse which every Hindu ought not only to read but also to
digest, as the Gayatri mantra is the most sacred manmtra of the
Vedas. The verse begins with the words & qf T &, This
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pottion of the verse is called ‘vyahrti’. The word ‘vyahrti’
means gathering from all round. It means, as the poet beauti-
fully explains, gathering the bhirioka, bbuvarloka, svarloka, in
other words, the whole universe, within the mind, contemplating
oneself as a citizen of the whole universe, and not merely of this
or that country. In this way, the poet continues, the true Arya
at least once a day places himself in the midst of the sun, the
moon and the stars and realizes his essential unity with the
whole universe. And while doing so, he utters the mantra
aqEfgaded wif Ywer wwf® “We contemplate the glorious
light of the god Savitt”.! But on what principle ate we to
contemplate the glotious light ? What is the thread by which
we are connected with the Lord of the universe ? The answer
is given in the concluding portion of the verse: ey @ a:
T “May he direct our intellect 1”2 It is thercfore through
our intellect that we are to contemplate him. The poet explains
this beautifully as follows : “How do we know the light of the
sun ? We know it by the rays which the sun itself is giving us.
Similarly, we know the genecrator of the whole universe with
the help of the power of the intellect which he has given us—
that power by virtue of which T cognize myself as well as every-
thing that goes on in the outer world. This power of the
intellect is his gift, and with its help I realize his power in the
inmost essence of my being. Just as in the outer world, I
realize him as the generator of the /okas, so in the inner world,
I realize him as the constant director of my intellect. Outside,
the world, and inside, my intellect—these two are manifestations
of the same power. Knowing this, and realizing in this way the
intimate relationship of the universe with my mind and my mind

1 I bave faithfully followed the poet's translation of this line, with one ekeception,
and that is that I have translated bhargas as ‘light’ and not as ‘power’ as the poet has
done.

2 Itis ourious that neither Griffith nor Wilson translated dhiyalk as intellect.
Griffith translated it as ‘prayers’ and Wilson as ‘pious rites’. Wilson, however, has

admitted in a footnote that the word may mean also ‘intellect’. BSayana has given two
meanings of the word, as ‘karmiipi’ and as ‘buddhi’,
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with Sachchidinanda, I obtain emancipation from all narrowness,
selfishness, fear and grief.”

From this beautiful interpretation of the meaning of the
Gayattl mantra which, according to the poet, contains the essence
of the ideal of religion, we notice two things : Firstly, that the
ideal of religion can only be realized if we open out all the
windows of our being to the infinite light from above. Secondly,
that the medium through which we can communicate with the
Infinite Source is our intellect. Of course, we should not inter-
pret the word intellect in a narrow sense. It is not merely logical
reason but the higher powers of cognition by which alone we can
get access to the ultimate mysterics of the universe.

As with knowledge, so also with the practical handling of
life’s problems, the teaching of our ancient sages was simplicity
itself. wwd gff weawm gadf 3@t ¥@4, “The man who
wants happiness must place contentment within his heart and
practise self-control.” The meaning of this is that happiness is
not something to be found outside, but is wholly internal. If a
man possesses this simplicity which comes from perfect self-
control, he can be happy even under the most gloomy outward
surroundings.

The way of India, the poet says, has never been to chase
after phantoms. She never believed there was any virtue in mere
knocking about, in aimless wandering from place to place.
What she taught was that we should hold fast to that which is
inexhaustible, which is steadfast, which is simple, for it is this
which is true, it is this which is eternal. Temporary advantage
one may obtain by deviating from the path of simplicity, from
the path of truth, but India has always scotned such a temporary
advantage :’

QH R e e Ao aeaf |
o S, et ageeg R o

“The path of yarighteousness may lead to temporaty gains, one
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may for the time being prosper, one may even defeat encmies,
but it inevitably leads to total destruction.”

AFAT AT QFAT AREY AT FAHRTHT TR ST TH |

“Lead us from untruth to truth, from darkness to light, from
death to the deathless.” This is the message of India. ‘The need
which she has stressed as our real need is the need of truth, of
light, of immortality, not the need of material comforts.

This thought that salvation lies only in steadfastly holding
to the One and firmly resisting the temptation of running after
impermanent ends, runs through the Essay ‘“The One of ancient
India”. The poet takes as his text the verse of the Sveti$vatara
Upanisad ( 3. 9 ):

g9 @ e K fageds

€A QUi geRwr FA |
The One is silent, like the tree, while everything else is moving.
It is permanent, while everything else is temporary ; it is eternal,
while everything else is fleeting. ‘This One, which is the Real

behind all phenomena, is dearer than the son, dearer than money,
dearer than everything :

aRer Sa: guve S4 e |
SR STAENTY GIEATEGFATAT TZTATEAT ||

It is the presence of this One which stabilizes the universe, in
spite of its unceasing movement and change. It is this which
ensures the beauty, the harmony, the grace and sublimity of the
wotld. It is for this reason that the poet said, “When we look
at the world surrounded by a network of activity, as a whole,
we see that it is fatigueless, untroubled, tranquil, beahtiful—that
it is not tormented by anxiety or disfigured by marks or
oppressed by burdens. How bcautiful and charming its morning
always is, how sombre and still its midday, how kind and soft
its evening, and how generous and unruffled its night ! How
is such peace and beauty possible in the midst of so much variety
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and effort, how is such petfect music possible in the midst of so
much noise ? - The only answer is : ga1 ¥ € ffy Rz

The great lesson, therefore, which we learn from our
contemplation of the One is this : In the fragmentary is idleness,
in the One is beauty, in fragmentariness is discord, in the One
is peace. In fragmentariness is death, in the One is immortality.
It is for this reason that the Kathopanisad said: #J=: &
gegumfa 7 ¥ aw gw@fa.

When Yijiiavalkya wanted to go to the forest, he proposed
to give the whole of his property to his wife Maitreyi. Maitreyi
asked him whether the possession of property would give her
immortality. On Yijiavalkya’s answering that that was not
possible, she cxclaimed, ¥avE Argan &ai frme A Faty (“What
shall I do with that which will not give mc immortality ?* ).

In the Essay on Prayer,the poct shows the contrast between
the outlook of India and that of Europe. “Europe,” he says,
“is constantly demanding land, gold, power, is demanding these
so greedily, so terribly that truth, light and immortality, for which
mankind has been praying for ever, are gradually hiding them-
selves from the gaze of Europe, making her crazy. This is the
path to destruction, not a path merely, but destruction itself.”

He reaffirms in the Essay on The Preaching of Religion what
he has already stated in The Ideal of Religion. “Our Dharma,” he
declares emphatically, “is not religion, it is not a portiof of human
nature ; it is not divorced from politics, separated from war, cut
off from business, dissociated from daily conduct. It does not
confine itself within the walls of a patticular portion of society
and keep a sentry over its boundaries to prevent the encroach-
ments of recreations and amusements, poetry and literature,
science and art. The stages of Brahmacharya, Girhasthya,
Vinaprastha, etc, are so many means of fulfilling religion com-
pletely in life, in this world. Religion is not for the satisfaction
of our partial needs ; the whole world exists for its fulfilment.”

The main point which he stresses here is that Dharma is
something which pervades the whole of life. It must dominate
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therefore the whole scheme of life, educational, social, political,
etc. That is why our ancient sages called the period of education
of a man brahmacharya. 'The idea underlying this word is that
a man can only truly receive education if he seeks to realize
Brahman. Any other kind of education, any education which has
for its aim merely mastery over the forces of nature or domina-
tion over other countries or other nations, is against the spirit of
our Dharma. In Europe it is totally different. There the ideal
of education is not the realization of God but the conquest of
nature and the subjugation of other countries and races. Their
whole scheme of education, including even the games of their
children, has been organized with a sole eye to this ideal. That
is why it is said that the battles of England are fought in her
cricket fields.

In the Essay, The End of the Year, the poet says that what we
regret as having been Jost or as having departed is really not lost,
has not really departed, but exists in the eternal and all-pervasive
nature of Brahman. “Has everything,” says the poet, “only
come and gone ? I say this to-day, after silent meditation, ‘It is
not so, what has come and gone has really not disappeated, but
has remaind, O Silent One, fixed within thee ; the flower that has
withered has blossomed within thee—nothing which I notice as
passing away can ever fall away from thee. To-day in the silence
of the darkness of the evening, I feel this stability of the universe
in thee.””

In the Essay on The New Year, the poet, taking as his text the
verse of the Upanisad : Y BlqwaT@_®: WIUGTY IR ATHIN ATALY
a1 &1 “Who would have cared for the body, who would have
cared to live if the sky had not been bliss ?”’, says that bliss is the
central fact of the universe. It is the cementing force that holds
the universe together.

The realization of God as Bliss can act as a universal solvent
of our troubles and anxieties, our pains and sorrows. It will make
us understand how “misery is only a mystery of this bliss, and
death also the same.”

10
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In the Essay on Misery the poet shows that the existence of
pain and misery is no indication of the absence of bliss and does
not in any way contradict the view that the world is bliss. “Just
as,” says the poet, “incompleteness is not the opposite of com-
pleteness but is only a manifestation of complcteness, so also
misery, the invariable accompaniment of incompleteness, is not
the opposite of bliss but is 2 part of it. In other words, the
completion and fulfilment of misery is not misery but bliss.
Misery itself is ArrgEqaTaq.”’

In fact, if anything, misery is a greater affirmation of bliss
than what we call happiness. It is because mankind has realized
this truth very deeply, that it has always adored misery, not
happiness. All the great saints “have been Avatars of misery, not
slaves of the goddess Laksmi brought up in ease and luxury.”

Therefore, the poet says, we have always to bear in mind
that “the glory of imperfection is misery ; misery is its wealth,
misery is its capital. Man is man because he achieves truth
through misery. His powers are limited, no doubt, but God
has not made him a beggar. He does not get things by begging,
but he has to get them through pain.” He continues, “If we
have to give anything to God, what shall we give ? There is
no satisfaction in ‘giving Him that which is His ; we have to give
Him that which is peculiarly our own, namely, misery. ‘This
misery He will return, filled to the brim with His gnd¥da, that is,
with Himself. Otherwise, how can He pour His bliss ? If we
had not this vessel of our own, how could he have poured His
nectar ?”

The Essay What then ? is the longest and perhaps the most
important essay of the book Dharma. In it the poet gives us a
general idea of the spiritual outlook of ancient India. He starts
by pointing out a fundamental difference between the modern
European and our ancient Indian outlook. The European takes
this life and this world very seriously ; he is not for yielding an
inch of ground but to fight to the last for his rights. His ideal
is to “diein harness”. ‘To renounce the world is for him the
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height of cowardice. His whole scheme of life is based upon
the idea that this life and this world are the most real things
and that true manhood consists in making as full use of these
as possible.

The ancient Indian outlook was just the opposite of this.
It did not believe this life to be the most real thing. On the
contrary, it always wanted to remind us of the extreme transi-
toriness of this life. Its motto was: ¥t @ FAY TegAT
THmaq “Perform Dharma, constantly thinking that you are
pulled by the hair by death”.

But it is one thing to say that this life with its innumerable
relations should not be regarded as the ultimate goal of human
endeavour and quite another to express a contempt for it and to
treat it as unreal. Our ancient forefathers, although they emphasiz-
ed the transitoriness of life and the folly of clinging to it to the
last, did not show any contempt for it or advocate the renoun-
cing of it. They knew that it was not possible to ignore the
innumerable relations woven by life, and that the only way to
rise aubove them was to go through them. Any hasty attempt
to escape them would only end in disaster.

For this reason the poet says, “In fact, the spirit of accept-
ing the world and the spirit of rejecting it, bondage and renun-
ciation, are equally true. In the union of the two lies perfection.
Siva is the image of renunciation and Annaptrna that of enjoy-
ment. When the two unite, we have the joy of fullness.
Whenever there occurs in our life any difference between Siva
and Sivani, whencver bondage and emancipation are not set up
together, whenever there is a conflict between attachment and
renunciation, we have the root of all want of peace, all misery.”

In fact, this only proves that man is not te be judged
merely from one point of view or from the standpoint of one
particular end. He transcends all particular ends that we may
have in view. If we treat him merely from the military point
of view, we may make an excellent soldier of him, but we shall
be starving a great part of him. So is it if we treat him as a



76 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

machine for the production of goods. We may create excellent
workmen but the soul of man will be crushed. This message
of our ancient sages the poet has made his own, and it runs
through the whole of his writings, as I have shown in my paper
Rabindranath and the Philosophy of Personality, contributed to
the Golden Book of Tagore.

In fact, as Bhartrhari has expressed in his famous lines :

mrar: fim: awewmgaTaa: feg |
e 7 fiecfa fafgwat qa: feq
qrTigan: qutgat fntdeaa: e |
weqfeareagal aaveaa: R

all the ends for which human beings have worked so hard and
for which they often quarrel and fight among themselves, are
really nothing, compared with the supreme end of realizing their
selves. To each of these paltry ends, we may put the question,
‘What then ?° as not one of them can afford abiding satisfaction
to the human soul.

But the poet wants to impress upon us one great truth.
It is that if it is of supreme importance to us to realize ourselves
completely, to obtain perfect emancipation, it is equally impos-
tant that we should pass through a strict discipline of our lives.
Indeed, no salvation is possible without strict disciplint. This
is why our ancient forefathers prescribed minute rules for the
discipline of our lives. Now, of course, only those rules
remain, only the cage is there, the bird has flown, the end for
which those rules were framed is completely forgotten. ‘This
is no doubt a tragedy, but it is equally tragic if we only care for
the end aad fight shy of the strict discipline without which the
end ‘can never be realized. Even in Europe, where freedom is
valued so highly, people slave away their lives in workshops
and factories, in the army, the navy and the air force. The
poet therefore says, “As in Europe it is only through subjection
that freedom manifests itself, so in our country also, the path
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of freedom has been indicated through a process of strict rules
and restraints.”

At the end of the Essay he expresses his faith in Arya
Dharma in words which ought to be inscribed in the hearts of
every true son and daughter of our Aryabhumi : “There was
a time when the sages of India were engaged in worshipping
Brahman, when through the whole organization of Atyan
society—in State affairs, in warfare, in commerce, literature,
worship—the note of Brahman resounded, the spirit of eman-
cipation showed itself, through action. The whole fabric of
Indian society, as it were, proclaimed with one voice, Qg -
Tat <aif fewg 8% FA ‘What shall I do with that which will
not make me immortal ?* If we think that that voice has for ever
become silent, then why are we wasting our time and energy in
supplying materials for this dead society ? In that case, it would
be better to imitate other nations in every matter—for it is
certainly more wise to be active and to try to be something than
to carry a load of purposeless futility. But this we will never
admit. Our nature revolts at it. Even if we sink into the
abyss of misery, our inncrmost region is so constituted that it
can never accept any incomplete right as our highest gain. Even
now if some devotee sounds a note on the harp of his life which
is above everything we ask for, ot possess, in this world, it will
be resounded immediately on the chord of our heart, and we
cannot help it. . .. The power and wealth of European civiliza-
tion has charmed us, and a feeble imitation of it has given a
great push to our desire for pomp and show. It is blowing its
trumpets quite close to our gates, but he who has an intimate
knowledge of out truc life is aware that the auspicious family
conch-shell has not been silenced by the reproacte of this out-
ward pomp and glitter. When the hired martial music returns
to the fort, the homely conch-shell still proclaims in the sky the
happy festival. We acknowledge and proclaim with great energy
the efficacy of English politics, English social and commercial
methods, but our hearts are really not drawn towards them.
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For their note hurts the greatest of all notes that we have heard—
our inner soul refuses to acknowledge it.”

In the collections of sermons published under the title
“Santiniketan”, we find the same high note, the same deep respect
for Arya Dharma which inspired his earlier book Dhasrma. But
we notice one difference. There is a growing influence of
Vaisniava thought, and the poet is more and more drawn towards
the principle of Love. We notice this most strikingly in the
sermon on Prayer ( Santiniketan, First Series ), where he gives
an interpretation of Maitreyi’s famous saying from the standpoint
of the principle of love, which is very different from the inter-
pretations of it which he has given in Dharma. In this sermon
the poet says, in regard to Maitreyi’s saying R4 ARIAT €AW
frmeg 87 A, “Where do we find the touch of immortality in
things mortal ?  Where therc is love. In this love we get a taste
of the infinite. It is love that, casting the shadow of the infinite,
keeps the old perpetually young and does not acknowledge death.”
He further says that it is significant that this enunciation of the
principle of love is put into the mouth of 2 woman.

This principle of love animates also his sermon on Dowb?
( Same Seties ). In a remarkable passage of this sermon he says,
“When the cry of doubt becomes a truth within us, that day we
cannot rest content with the views of sects or the arguments of
philosophy or the word of the Scripture ; that day we reglize in
a moment that there is no way for us save that of love; that
day our prayer becomes, ‘O Lord of the Universe, make thy
appearance in the light of love’.”

There are certain other aspects of religious life also, not
dealt with in the eatlier work, which are discussed in Santiniketan.
One of these is renunciation (tyaga ). In the sermon on Renuncia-
tion ( First Series ), the poet says that renunciation is not a bate
negation, not a mere void, but the fullness of power. “When the
minot has not attained majority, he has no power of gift or sale ;
he has only the more trivial right of enjoyment, not the greater
right of renuncialion. When we are in respect of any property
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in that condition where we have the right only to save and not
to distribute, we have really no right to such property. It is for
this reason that Christ said that it was very difficult for the rich
to obtain salvation. For whatever wealth they cannot renounce
binds them—and the greater this bondage, the greater their
difficulties.”

. Love, again, is the theme of the two sermons, Love ( First
Series ) and Love’s Right ( Third Series ). In the latter sermon
the poet says, “That man wants to make love to God—is this also
a sign of his supreme madness of excessive ambition ? An indi-
cation of his uncontrolled arrogance ? But there is no trace of
arrogance in it. He who is mad with love for God is humble ;
he stands behind everybody and considers himself blessed if he
gets the dust of the feet of those who are courtiers in God’s
court of love.”

In the setmons on Emancipation in the World and Emancipa-
tion in Society ( Fourth Series ), the poet introduces a2 new idea,
namely, that what man wants is not emancipation but bondage.
Emancipation, in fact, leads to newer and newer forms of bondage.
In the sermon on Emancipation in Society the poet expresses this
very beautifully : “If 1 say that man wants emancipation, I shall
be telling a lie. Much more than emancipation, man wants
bondage. He is ctying for the privilege of being in bondage to
that which will give him unlimited bondage. He says, ‘O
Supreme Love, you ate dependent upon me, when shall 1 be
dependent upon you ? When will there be a complete union of
dependence with dependence. Where I am haughty, proud, in-
dependent, there I am sick, there I am futile. O Lotd, save me
by making me dependent, humble’ ” ( fourth Series, p. 48 ). This
is the Vaistava ideal, the ideal not of emancipation but of
bondage to God.

In the sermon on The Dzﬂcreﬂulm ( Fourth Series ), the
poet deals with one of the most difficult problems of the Vedinta,
namely, that of the passage from the differenceless Brahman to the
infinite variety of the world. To explain this difference as being
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due to Miyi is really begging the question, for the same diffi-
culty arises in connection with the origin of Miya. The poet’s
solution of the difficulty is as follows. “The Upanisads have
solved the problem by saying wa=graas afearfr ganfa sra=R
‘From the bliss of Brahman all that exists has arisen’. It is his
desire, his bliss, not any external force. In this way, after finish-
ing the path of difference, when we reach the Differenceless, that
is, Pure Bliss, out path curves and comes back to the differences.
But we then see these differences in and through Bliss, and there-
fore there is no bondage. Action then becomes the action of
bliss and is saved by discarding all desirc for fruits—the world
becomes a world of bliss. Karma then ceases to be ultimate, the
world ceases to be ultimate ; only bliss becomes ultimate. Thus,
emancipation leads us to union, non-attachment takes us to
love.”

In the setmon on Two ( Fourth Series ) the poet takes for
his text the verse of the I§opanisad :

kuma\gmmvlq |

seniR EAaTa i |
TR ST, ST DA SR ()

and points out that there are two main 1dcas in this verse, indi-
cated respectively, by the two verbs STy and sqgarg. The
first conveys the idea of Being and the second that of Doing.
Being and Doing are the two significant ideas about God, and
His nature reveals itself in the constant oscillation from
Being to Doing and from Doing to Being. His aspect of Being
is mdlcated by the neutral adjectives ¥, 3I®TAY, etc., and that
of Doing by the masculine adjectives &, wefifi, 'I'ﬁal ctc. As
with the twofold aspect of God, so also with the twofold aspect
of man. We have also a side of being and a side of doing.
“We also are and do. The more our being becomes free from
impediments aud perfect, the more will our doing become
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beautiful and appropriate. What gives petfection to our being ?
Sinless purity. ‘Through non-attachment, be free from the
bondage of desire—be pure, be unaffected. In that realization
of Brahman the mote your being becomes perfect, the more you
become all-pervasive through your unrestrained, sinless mind,
the more you will acquire the right to enter into everything,
the more will you make the wotld a poem and your mind a
kingdom, the more will you acquire an empire over the outer
world as well as the inner; in other words, the more the
sovereignty of the soul is evident, the more will you feel that
within you dwells an abode of emancipation.”

In the sermon, named Three-Storied ( Sixth Series ), the
poet speaks of three distinct cultural stages of man—natural,
moral and spiritual. At the first stage, nature is everything for
us. All our inclinations, our thoughts, our actions are directed
towards nature. Even our gods assume the shape of natural
forces. We treat them as external and try to appease them with
sacrifices and with offerings of food and other things. Then
slowly a disillusionment comes upon us, we begin to feel that
nature cannot give us what we want, and a revolt against nature
gradually gains volume within us. At that stage, we discard
the external world and place ourselves in our inner sanctuary.
We begin to treat as insignificant the pain, the misery, the want
which puts fetters upon us. We begin to put under severe
restraint our desires and inclinations. This is the stage of
morality. But then we realize that in the inner world there is
not merely a complicated system of restraints but there is some-
thing positive, namely, the light of Ananda which illumines the
inner as well as the outer world. This is the stage which the
poet calls spiritual. The nature of this stage is ttus described
by him : “Then the conflict between the inner and the’ outer
disappears. Then not victory, but bliss, not struggle but play,
not difference but unity, not I but all, then neither outer nor
innet, but only Brahman is there—ar=gy’ surfast sfa:”

In the sermon on Death ( Sixth Series ) the poet says that

I1
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the ordinary man of the wotld wants to worship God without
making any sacrifices, without disturbing in any way the routine
of his life. He wants, in other words, to serve both God and
Mammon at the same time. But this sort of cleverness will not
do. If we want to serve God, we must be prepared to give up
everything for Him. Death is nothing but a compulsory way
of making us give up everything, for it is a sundering of all the
ties that bind us to this world. If we are to be teborn in God,
we must tear ourselves away from everything that we have in
this world. That is why death is a necessary condition of
rebirth. 'The poet therefore says, “Once we have to die com-
pletely. It is only then that we can be reborn in God. We
have to die wholly and completely. 1 must know this very
clearly that, so far as the life that I had is concerned, I am dead.
I am not that man—I have not a particle of that which I had in
that life. I am dcad, so far as my wealth, my fame, my comfort
is concerned ; I am only living in God.” Death, thercfore, with
the poct is tebirth in God.

1 am afraid limitations of space make it impossible for me
to present to the rcaders many other gemsof thought that lie
scattered in these sermons. ‘They are, in fact, a veritable mine
of spiritual treasures, and, I may add, spiritual treasures of our
Arya Dharma. ‘The poet, in fact, shows himself here not merely
as a poet but as one of the greatest scers and prophete of Arya
Dharma.



TAGORE AT EIGHTY

By Annada Sankar Ray

Four years ago I met the Poet in a boat on the Atrai river. He
had come from Patisar and was awaiting the train. Later we
came up to the station platform together and got into the same
compartment. Never before had I had Rabindranath to myself.
I remarked a new beauty in his face. I saw it again last year
at Santiniketan. It is the beauty that flowers in the life of an
artist when he transcends all earthly desires in a true detachment
from the wortld. In him it is united with the mature setenity
of his declining age, the “all passions spent” tranquillity of the
autumn, reflected on his brow which is framed with white hair
like autumnal £as grass. I had not liked him so well before ;
he had not seemed so beautiful. It was to show himself thus
that he needed to live so long. And if life is self-revelation
there is need of his living yet longer. Perhaps this is why the
Rishis said : “Let us see a hundred autumns ; -let us live a
hundred autumns.”

As he draws near to death his fear of it diminishes. He
seems to have heard the indistinct murmur of the sea beyond
the estuary of his life. The poetry he writes nowadays reflects
this. Even though linked with bodily suffering it brings him
happiness. Unafraid, unattached, cleansed, he partakes of the
joy of this realisation, the crowning joy of life. It was of this
that Browning wrote :

Grow old along with me,
The best is yet to be— .

It comes to us when, having got ready to go, we await convey-
ance. What is to be taken along has been got together ; what is
to be left behind has been put in order. No confusion remains,
within or without. There is no remorse for anything left untidy ;
there is no regret for anything left unfinished. Staying a day
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or two longer does not interest him ; neither is he eager to go.
He loves humanity and humanity loves him. He cannot break
off this relationship suddenly.

Though he is not eager to go he feels ashamed at times
of being alive. The gradual fading of the great hopes he
cherished for humanity bewilders and perplexes him. He feecls
to the core of his heatt the depths to which humanity has fallen.
Where is the Germany that was so dear to him, the Germany
that accorded him a royal reception ? Where is the Japan that
was even more dear to him? And England ? The England
he honoured from childhood, the Lngland whose respect and
recognition brought him world fame in his middle age ? He
has had to witness the downfall and destruction of these
civilised nations. And his unfortunate country | His concern
for his country is mournful, a lament at times almost delirious
with grief. There is nothing to be proud of, nothing to hope
for ; there is only the humiliation of the passing days, the pain
of existence. Still he trusts India, trusts Gandhi. The young
of all countries, the newcomers, have his blessings always. He
has an undying faith in the inexhaustible youth of the world.
I got no satisfactory reply when I asked him whether he still
believed in God. _But he believes in the inherent resilience of
nature and in the abiding goodness of man.

Though the evening of his life is overcast with ¢louds he
continues to shine with unabated intensity. His last days, like
those of Goethe and Tolstoy, are filled with a varied activity.
Younger writers admit that even at this age he puts them to
shamc every day with the volume of his writing. But that is
not the only thing he does. He asked me whether I painted and
was disapp'ointed to hear I did not, as though there were no
joy equal to it, as though everyone who tried, could. This
time I myself saw him with his drawing materials. He said
that he could express himself with a brush in a way that he could
not through writing.  He is attracted to it like an old man to a

Tc

young wife. If editors did not constrain him to write, pethaps
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he would prefer to paint. The stroke of his brush is strong and
vigorous despite his dimming sight. What he paints is in one
sense more precious than his writing for in it we see him as he
really is today. He writes from force of habit and it is bound
to be somewhat hackneyed. With painting, it is different. It
seems to me that different mediums of expression have suited
him at different ages. He still composes songs but we find him
less in them than in his pictures. Fifteen years ago he was
to be found more in his songs than in his prose. Poetty is
of course his life-long companion. But his poetty too is
becoming abstract like his paintings. He advised me to write
nursery thymes. Bengali poetry at its most natural is to be
found in nursery thymes. He explained it all to me in such a way
that I became an easy convert though I have not yet tried
writing them. The rhymes he has written are his pictures in
another form. One feels that he is sucking the honey of pure
sound as he does that of pure line. He does not trouble him-
self about the sense. In his second childhood he delights as
children delight in line for its own sake, in sound for the sake
of sound. But these creations of his are neither meaningless
nor unintelligible. In his painting the thing that strikes the eyc
most is his force; it is the force that was prehistoric man’s.
In his rhymes it is his wonder that impresses, the delighted
surprise with which primitive man first joined sound to sound.
Both his pictures and his rhymes express the unconscious mind.
It is as though he allowed this mind, the mind of a hundred
thousand years ago which dwells beneath the modern minds of all
of us, to come up and express itsclf.

He writes, he paints, he composcs songs, he considers the
decor of dance presentations. I have heard that privately he
conducts experiments in cooking and gives homeopathic and
biochemic medical advice. This activity is a life-long habit. At
Shelaidah I heard that once he buried some fish in an attempt
to make a new kind of manure. It rotted and the smell nearly
drove the people from their village. Similarly when his son
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was to farm, sending him to America did not satisfy him, he
bought or was going to buy an entire sandbank for him to
cultivate. At the Shelaidah office I read some letters of his
pertaining to the zemindary. In them he revealed himself as a
very capable landowner. Though they were well written there
was no trace of the literary man in them. I have seen an example
of his zemindary management at Patisar and I have witnessed his
concern for the welfare of his tenants. His tenants themselves
have told me that they love him and shall never forget him. I
recall one of the stories of his youth that I heard from an old
man. After his father’s death the tenants brought him various
presents at the time of the s7adh ceremony. As it was the custom
he accepted them on the first day. On the second, however, he
gave them all back. “How shameful I’ he exclaimed to their
astonishment, “It is my fathet’s sradh and I accept gifts from
you !” It is unlikely that a stranger announcement was ever
made by an Indian landowner. It is only natural that his tenants
should respect him. At Atrai the Poet told me, “The tecnants
when they came said that as they had not had the good fortune
to see the prophet they would take a look at me.”

If his tireless industry puts Rabindranath on a level with
Goethe and Tolstoy there remains a fundamental difference
between them. They progress through their work like rivers,
flowing forward without pausing. Rabindranath’s pgogress is
like the flight of a bird. He wings about the sky and comes
back to his nest.

At the end of my song let me
Be able to return to the refrain—

This js the'voice, not of Europe, but of India. The sddband
of Rabindranath returns repeatedly to its source. In an inner
recess of his heart there is a refuge where he nests. To it he
has returned again and again before setting out afresh. At every
step he has harmonised his nest with the sky. Posterity will
find a deep corsistency in his beginning and his end, his sunrise
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and his sunset. Such constancy, such unity, will not be found
in the life of any other man of his times.

From one point of view this is a limitation. His nest does
not allow the bird to fly far. He must return to it every night.
In Rabindranath’s life there is fullness and richness but his flight-
range is not limitless though the sky he flies in is. The refrain
of his life’s song reiterates the eternal. The fault is not his
alone, it is his country’s. 'The scope of our wings is restricted
physically and mentally if not rhetorically. We run forward and
back ; we cannot go out of sight. On the other hand, unswer-
ving progtess also has its drawbacks. There is no peace in it.
Neither the last days of Goethe nor those of Tolstoy were
peaceful. Defeats, victories, hesitations and doubts, anxieties and
problems swirled about them. If such internal conflicts exist in
Rabindranath they are held firmly in check. Thanks to the
teaching he received from his father and from nature, he remains
imperturbable even when outsidec conflicts cast their shadows
upon him. The injustices and cppressions of the contemporary
worl-1 scene afflict him but cannot upset him, for the peace of his
nest is his armour.

This inner armour of his has saved him again and again ;
never has he lost his footing or drifted from his moorings. It is
so strong that even at eighty his conversation is never incoherent
or his pronouncements untimely, Whatever he says he says well,
with feeling and wit. He still uses alliteration and simile. Puns
and humotous sallics come naturally to him. Though his body
is feeble there is no trace of it in his mind. His memory is failing
and sometimes he makes mistakes but his fancy is as rich as ever,
his intelligence as refined, his politeness as impeccable, his kind-
ness as spontaneous. ‘Time has not misted his intelledt and his
wisdom is bright and unfaded. His inner armour has saved him
in his old age from the greatest of all shames—senility.

Rabindranath is a busy man. In the Upanisads it is
written :  Desire to live and labour a hundred years. Engaged
still in his labours he is about to complete his eightieth year. Yet
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he is 2 man of leisure too. Whenever I have gone to him he has
received me as though he had any amount of it. He has talked with
me as though time hung heavy on his hands. But not for long.
Someone else’s turn comes in a few minutes. Actually he has no
time at all ; he works incessantly. Yet he has created an atmos-
phere of holiday about him. ‘Thete is no hurry or rush. I
was unable to discover the soutce of this leisure. Perhaps when
one has become truly free work no longer binds. One works but
work is like play, Rabindranath is a free man, if not spiritually,
at least mundanely. Unbound, his heart is on holiday.

Ordinarily, - conservatism increases with age. With
Rabindranath, the reverse has been true. Being a liberated spirit,
he is free from prejudice. I have heard that one can talk to him
on any subject, even promiscuity. In “The Laboratory”, a short
story published last year, I found proof of it. No modern writer
is more modern or more daring than he. His artistry is such
that nothing unhealthy is awakened in the mind. Rabindranath’s
armour has protected him here also. Hc was not always so
unbiased. His preference for purity was at one time deeply
rooted. With the liberation of his intellect his prejudices have
fallen away. But he has not surrendered his armour. On the
contrary, it has been because of it that his mind has been able to
free itself. As the body, unless it is well-knit and hardy, cannot
bear the burden of age so the mind cannot dispensq with its
shackles unless its core is well-shielded and firm. Thus in his
writing of free versc he can disregard the rules because he has
completed his apprenticeship to thyme and meter. A master of
thyme he can choose not to use it. Behind his apparent freedom
is the discipline of a life-time. He has earned the right to take
liberties with impunity.

Rabindranath’s life is the story of the flowering of the
hundred-petalled lotus of his genius. As each petal opened
bonds fell away. Sitting on the shore of completion he awaits
final release—the last ferry.

( Translas.d from the original Bengals by Lila Ray )



A POET’S SIGHT

By Amiya Chakravarty

RABINDRANATH was saying :

“What lies before me I do not know. Looking at the road
I have travelled, I feel surprised. At each bend came the unfore-
seen, scenes changed, fresh moments emerged carrying life’s
mystery.

“Not inner consciousness alone but the colourful world
that I have traversed gives me intense delight. Life’s memorable-
ness crowds into my mind. Rural distances, clustering house-
holds, the busy river-side, fairs and festivals : these I have put
into my stories. ‘The full noon-day would possess me, laden
with sights and sounds, sometimes it would darken with clouds—
they have passed into my songs. AndI have been engaged
in national work, planning for social and educational reform :
what a lot I have written. Then came the call to Santiniketan
corner : a few trecs and children: a bare festival in which
people from many lands joined to discover each other.

“Through all this I have sought the fulfilment of my
vision—what will remain of it ?

“Pethaps something will remain in my writings, but in
this world the decree of imperishability does not last. Now
I feel tired even to think. The time for writing is gone. 1 see
pictures in my mind. I cannot tell you what a world of sight
I have entered.” ' y .

The Santiniketan sky is ablaze with Chaitral, bare horizon’s
mirage encircles patches of green and a few house-tops which is
.the Ashram. What Rabindranath said goes well with the skyful

1 March-April, last month of the Bengali year.
12
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sight of this Year’s End. And the significance of this atmos-
pheric vision lies in some reference to the green heart of things,
which grows.

I

Planted in the gravel, the panchabati—five trees placed there
by the poet himself—continue to flourish ; defeating the dry soil
this tree-shaded abode of learning beckons to us.

In this very grey world of to-day the powerful sight which
has raised the Visva-Bharati would not be so easily understood.

Under the dust lies the soil which the roots must reach.
There we shall find shelter for culture and education which is
universal ; from hidden depths of continuity new sight comes up
again and again to the lighted air. Our symbolic leaves and
shoots live in union with soil and sun; spreading outina
diversity of foliage. Studying this small poem of the Earth,
Santiniketan, I have thought of this mystery of dual vision.
We might hold on to it while the dust-storm rages.

As a frequent visitor, I have realised that here the terms of
life’s reference are on the increase. I have not tried to collect
much evidence : perhaps 2 tree has been framed, where its trunk
reaches the ground—near it somebody has drawn an alpona of
conch-shell and the chakra ; a Chinese scholar is poting over the
Tripitaka ; there is the new tennis court for girls ; in the Tea-
Circle sitting on mats or wicker morabs different nationals are
eagerly conversing. Near the Co-operative Stores the new labo-
ratory building flaunts its foundation. A cartful of red gravel has
been dumped in front of “‘Shyamali’ cottage, it goes well with the
fiery blossoms of that thorny-limbed shimul tree. The Sona-

Jhary, branches have suddenly become wild yellow ; nees blossoms,
lemon blossoms, madbhavi and keya circulate with the seasons. It
moves, it changes. In the Vidya-Bhavana researchers sit busy with
the palm-leaf manuscripts ; in the departments of Art proceed
song, dance, and pictures. About a mile further away are rural
industries, farming, charkha—another branch of work. But the
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roots and branches meet in a complete ideal of Ashram life for
which you must seek within the sight of a great poet.

To me the perennial factor is the coming together of things
—how did this happen in a lonely meadow ? The advent of
scholars and artists, spring and rain festivals, electric light in mud
huts, literary evenings arranged by children from different
provinces—many streams have met within a small enclosure.

That this current will be dried up I find it hard to visualise
even when I look far afield. Whither India ? Will not this green
centre of Bengal be kept open for hospitality ? Are we not also
regionally conscious these days when India’s cultural unity has to
be strengthened ?

In any case, what has been attained cannot be disproved.
This unique flowering of civilisation will live as part of human
experience.

This is not to say that perfection has been reached ; indeed
it is the sense of something unfinished which rests one’s eyes in
Santiniketan. No brick and mortar paradise affords you bare
admittance here, official finality carrying out its behest with com-
placent robots. Space remains for us to be developed not with
cement but with human experience.  Why should I not come
here to read a book under the trees, and luck providing, even
invest in a cottage, a palm-fringed production, down Ta/-fori
way ? Here the skies are full of songs, Rabindranath’s songs. If
we could speak well of this place to a dozen people, that would
be a contribution.  Creative processes are helped in devious
ways.

111 . .

Rabindranath’s sight, as disclosed in 2 public enterprise—
this has been my theme. The gift of a new outlook, eternalised
in literary and artistic expression cannot be adequately discussed
here,

That evening, Rabindranath ended by saying :
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“I do not worty any mote as to what will remain or not.
The Upanisad has said—Remember your deed’—and this has
surely been said about our inner mind.”

From our view-point, Rabindranath’s artistic manifestation,
even if it be the outer evidence, carries the seal of immortality.
In his poems there sweeps the breath of a vanished age, signet of
Earth’s wonder, and there is a store of fruits and flowers for
many coming years. Creations which hold so much of life’s
music and rhythm must depend upon the existence of Nature
itself. In history we have seen the indestructibility of words, of
words uttered by the great. Generals have perished shouting in the
netherworld of ancient Italy—even to-day death’s carousal holds
in new domains of suicidal might—but Dante’s Beatrice shines in
an aureole of words, at the door of heaven. When our police,
priestcraft and zemindar will have vanished with the dust of
modernity, Bengal’s inmost heart untouched by lurid transience,
will not die. People on the banks of the Padma will even then
hear the voice of their poet, who is writing poems now in
evening light. The wide landscape will bear witness to life’s
miracle once uttered in Rabindranath’s language.

v .

What realism is I do not know, but truth’s coutag::, I am
sure, is to be identified with Rabindranath’s writings as with his
other activities.

To-day in his New Year’s Address, he looks at man and
confesses pis amazement at “the cruel demoralised state of
humanity which claims to be civilised”” ; this demoralisation he
finds expressed in “a vast contemptuous indifference towards crores
of men”. Unashamed greed, which must one day loosen its alien
grip on India, ushers in prospects of chaotic distuption ; rote-
repeating and ritual will not save us either from the consequence.
“India’s . . . agonising poverty . . . éxceeding want of food, cloth-
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ing, water, education, health and whatever is essential for man’s
mind and body. . . his existence. . ..”—can evasion save our
humanity from facts such as these ?

Man’s suffering, in a seer’s vision, has not been banished as
unreal, actuality is realised as part of truth. The challenge lies in
man’s spiritual consciousness, liberating action befitting our
humanity. Ponderous spirituality propitiating evil by gifts in
order to safeguard bliss for select people—this would be unthink-
able in Rabindranath. His vision is fearless because it is based
on love and can never agree to extension of wrongs, however
augustly patronised, or to irresponsible citizenship in private
worlds. Wishful sanctuary in India’s past again, he knows, will
not create the future.

Even in his earliest publication, sixty-three years ago,
Rabindranath’s clarity of sight finds expression.  Kavi-Kdhini
( A Poet’s Story ) was published in 1878. Here are translated
extracts :

What you have seen, and what you wateh to-day,
Have not these, O mountain, made you shiver ?
Agonised unrest in the world of man,

Bloodshed, tyranny, evil’s turbulence ?

Crores of men, in dark dungeons,
Crushed in bondage, imprisoned,
Fill heaven's ears with piteous cry.

And at last their spirits flag, bereft of fire,
Chains of calumny are ornaments
Clasped on our necks, in supine acceptance,

Into youth’s garden an artist walks as it were by right, but
those who think that Rabindranath was ever induced. to ignore
life’s harsher aspects, are wrong even if they miy be
“realists”.

Maultitudes, their peace and freedom
Trampled under power's sanguinary tread.
And yet tyrants would, claim to be men,
Would boast of being civilised |
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Extraordinary similarity is here to be observed between
sixteen and eighty—nor has there been much change in the
conditions described above.

Rabindranath can utter this because he has the courage to
accept Europe’s great humanity even while condemning its
political civilisation. Even as a boy he strove to express, in
halting words, an ideal of world humanity which later took shape
in Visva-Bharati. Not through reprisal but through realisation
of true relationship, and humane action has he welcomed a new
era of understanding. His eyes have been fixed on a wide arena
of human fellowship.

No one a master, none a slave—
( Kavi-Kahini )

From his early days he sought for reality in a deep
communion with nature but he also sought fulfilment in human
nature—“‘the great heart of man” as he calls it in Kavi-Kabini.
There, he sings,

I had once heard from a wandering saint
‘Man’s heart must find another one’. . . .

In his dual aspiration—union with man and with his
universe—lies the secret of a poet’s life. And also the springs
of his worldly activities. Perhaps we shall reach near to his
present “world of 51ght” if we can understand better the nature
of his faith which has given him vision.



THE SOCIAL PHILOSOPHY OF
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By Radhakamal Mukherjee

THE world has not given birth to many wotld poets whose
imaginative creations live and inspire people through the ages.
Among world poets there are yet fewer who have been men
of wisdom and action which have their messages for all times
to come.

There are hardly any pressing problems in the life of
India and of humanity of which Rabindranath Tagore has not
given definite and far-seeing solutions. And as the wotld comes
back from the use of force, lust and hatred and confusion of
values to the seat of reason, it will find again and again joy and
hope in his social philosophy, in his cultural and educational
experiments and in his institutions at Santiniketan.

'To modern political India distracted by the conflicts of
communities, castes and religions he interprets the history of
Indian civilisation as one in which mankind is seeking to attempt
a definite synthesis. For Indian culture is a synoptic whole in
which the Aryans and the non-Aryans, the ancient Greeks and
the Persians, Muhammedans of West and those of Central Asia
and the English from Great Britain have contributed to the
process of creation. We neither have the right nor the power,
he warns us, to exclude any one people from building up the
future destiny of India. To an urban-industrial India neglecting
the village and the villager his message is that of self-sufficiency
in the hamlets and co-operation of the villagers for the pufposes
of agricultural reconstruction, education, improvement of
communications and water supply and the provision of all cul-
tural amenities for the rural folks. The conception of a peasant
democracy growing out of the union of self-conscious and
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independent fural communes has permanent lessons for an
agricultural country like ours in which parliamentarism is likely
to develop itself into a class rule, the supremacy of the new rich
and middle classes.

One who has seen at work his rural education and recons-
truction programme at Sriniketan cannot but appreciate the
nobility, certitude and comprehensiveness of his political vision,
in which agricultural co-operation and education, folk art,
festival and pageant recreate themselves along with a free creative
and self-governing peasantry that does not surrender itself to
either bureaucratic inspection or socialistic regimentation.

Rabindranath Tagore has been one of the founders of the
national education movement which not only stands for vernacular-
isation and the eschewing of “exam and cram”—who can ever for-
get his just and admirable satire of the Parrot’s Training ?—but also
for the renovation of India’s rich cultural heritage in the minds
and hearts of her youth through educational experimentation. And
yet he has been also the life and soul of Visva-Bharati, intended
as a centre of learning for the understanding and rapprochement
of the wotld’s major cultures. And this institution, as the Poet
envisaged it, would also be the centre of the economic life of
India, using science for agticulture so as to feed itself and its
alumni, and grouping round it all the neighbouring villages and
vitally uniting them with itself in all its economic efforts and
experiences. A University which teaches and co-ordimates the
cultural products and experiences of humanity, and yet one
which lives by its own labour through both the minds and
muscles of its students can alone give the training and the dis-
cipline for building up the future social and economic order.

The Poet’s distant journeys to different countries in Europe
from ‘Great Britain to Russia and Tutkey and in the New Wozld
in Capada, the United States and Peru as well as in Japan, China
and the Dutch East Indies have contributed not a little in forging
new channels of cultural intercourse, and in reviving the ancient
ideological bonds of India with the Far Eastern countries.
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At the close of the nineteenth century, just before the
outbteak of the South African war and again in 1926 when he
went to Europe, Tagore wrote with almost prophetic vision
about “the blood-red clouds of the West and whirlwind of
hatred” driving the peoples to ““a clash of steel”.

The world-teacher found out that the greatest problem
for humanity is not the conflict between the East and the West
which preoccupies Asiatic thinkers but the conflict between man
and the machine, between personality and organisation. Whether
in the East or in the West, it is huge and hungry organisations
which are expanding beyond limit ; these overwhelm the indivi-
dual man, and eat up the life-stuff of humanity. Tagore remains,
like the ancient seers of India, a confirmed believer in the
Person of Persons. “T believe in life,” says he, “only when
it is progressive ; and in progress, only when it is in harmony
with life. 1 preach the freedom of man from the servitude
of the fetish of hugeness, the non-human. 1 refuse to be styled
an enemy of enlightenment, because 1 do stand on the side of
Jack the human, who defies the big, the gross, and wins victory
at the end.”

This uncompromising affirmation of the majesty, the
dignity and the glory of the individual and the human is in
Rabindranath’s case not a matter of philosophy but of a profound
mystical experience. That experience of the concreteness or the
humanity of God and of the divinity of Man the Eternal, the
Person of Persons, has again and again expressed itself freely and
exuberantly in a thousand and one poems and songs of his.

The twentieth century has been the era of false gods and
false fetishes—the pugnacious gods of individual nations and the
inexorable fetishes of efficiency which regiment human bodies and
human souls in the insatiable pursuit of power. This has led to
war, to re-barbarisation and abnegation of humanity’s cherished
liberties on a scale unparalleled in its history. It is a mystical
re-assertion of the glory of Man-god or God-man, which alone
can save the world from the cult of power and its inevitable

13
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nemesis of conflict between man and man, between class and class,
between nation and nation. Neither the economic international-
ism of a new League of Nations nor the revival of the traditions
of the French Revolution and British Liberalism, neither the
socialistic dream of the unity of the proletariat of all nations not
a new appeal to a sense-born humanism and art can muster the
influence necessary today for world peace. And as long as world
peace is not established in this century or the next, Rabindranath
Tagore’s vision of the spititual kinship of man which is universal
will have an evet-incteasing significance. ‘The world teacher has
said :  “So long men had been cultivating, almost with religious
fervour, that mentality which is the product of racial isolation ;
poets proclaimed, in a loud pitch of bragging, the exploits of their
popular fighters ; money-makers felt neither pity nor shame in the
unscrupulous dexterity of their pocket-picking, diplomats scatter-
ed lies in order to reap concessions from the devastated future of
their own victims. Suddenly the walls that separated the different
races are seen to have given way, and we find ourselves face to
face. And thus to all men: The God of humanity has arrived
at the gates of the ruined temple of the tribe. Though he has
not yet found his altar, I ask the men of simple faith, wherever
they may be in the world, to bring their offering of sacrifice to
him. T ask them to claim the right of manhood to be friends of
men. I ask once again, let us, the dreamers of the East and the
West, keep our faith firm in the Life that creates and not in the
Machine that constructs.”

It is not only the wisdom of India that speaks thus through
her social philosopher, but also the garnered experience of
humanity of both the East and the West. The economic revolu-
tion jn th€ era of big business, large cities and disease-ridden
slums of nineteenth-century Europe has now made a tour round
the wortld, and this underlies the tremendous and ever-sharpening
conflicts not only between class and class, and nation and nation,
but also between the individual, the custodian and focus of the
ultimate value.. and the organisation which has everywhere obs-
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cured and obliterated the latter through the worship of efficiency
and power. If civilisation is to be saved from the new outbreak of
savagery within its gates, it needs a social philosophy like that of
Rabindranath Tagore which grounds itself on religion and can
thus move the hearts of the multitude. For social planning, even
on a wotld basis, by economists, statesmen and financiers, cannot
usher in the new order unless humanity changes its present life-
organisation, its hierarchy of values, and that re-orientation can
come only from a living religion. It is only the Religion of Man
such as India’s and Tagore’s that can furnish the adequate social
philosophy and impel the planning of the future ordet.




THE POETRY OF RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By Buddhadeva Bosc

RABINDRANATH TAGORE is a phenomenon. The quality, the
quantity, the infinite variety of his writings have made him one
of the world’s greatest literary artists and, taking all things
together, perhaps the greatest since Shakespeare. If in the West
he is not generally mentioned with Dante, Shakespeare and
Goethe, that is simply because he writes in a language with which
few EBuropeans are familiar.

The West has honoured him like a king ; he has won the
Nobel Prize and the admiration of eminent literary personalities,
yet it would be useful to remember that those who read him in
any language but his own know very little of him indeed. The
West knows him as a mystic, 2 magnificent-looking Hindu seert,
the incarnation of India’s message to the world, and this too is
true that India never sent out to the world a better representative
of her culture. But to his countrymen he is the beloved poet,
thc maker and singer of songs, and this is the role he himself
prefers to all others, as many of his poems, plays and essays
testify. For who would be seer or saint or prophet when one
can be a2 poet | We who speak his language can never think of
him as an exalted dignitary or as a2 man transcendentally holy ;
we feel that he is ours, of us and with us, pouring forth in an
incessant cascade of song the very breath of our beings. To see
him is perhaps to be inspired with awe, nor can one look upon
his godlike face and form and hear his rich, musical voice without
immgdiately placing him on a cold, glittering height of adoration.
But this feeling is dispelled on reading his works. There rivers
shimmer and green plains darken under a passing cloud ; there
are the unending cycle of seasons and the everlasting procession
of human beings : the heart of Bengal opens out and we discover
ourselves.
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This is why Tagore’s fame as a mystic has never gained
ground in his own country, outside strictly academic circles. To
be frank we do not love Gitanjali for its mystical qualities but
for its superb poetry. It is not

I dive down into the depth of the ocean of forms, hoping to gain
the perfect pearl of the formless—

or
Thou hast made me endless, such is thy pleasure. This frail
vessel thou emptiest again and again, and fillest it ever with fresh
life—

but
Clouds heap upon clouds and it darkens. Ah, love, why dost
thou let me wait outside at the door all alone—

or

In the deep shadows of the rainy July, with secret steps, thou
walkest, silent as night, eluding all watchers—

that really goes deep down into our beings and thrills us to
the marrow. These poems, simple, delicate and flower-like in
form, have a rock-like core that will preserve the Tagorean aroma
for centuries. It is onsuch pieces that Tagore’s greatness—or
should we say uniqueness—as a poet ultimatcly rests.

Poetry endures longer than prose, and lyric poetry has
greater hold on the individual mind than either epic or dramatic
verse, both of which aim at collective audiences. Happily,
therefore, Tagore is greater in his poetry than in his prose, and
greater in his songs than in his poetry. We all know how
wonderfully versatile he is ; we ate fully aware that it is chiefly
to him that we owe the richness of modern Bengali prose, nor
can we ever stray far from his fiction and dramas, essays and
belles-lettres. Yet when it comes to any sort of an evaluation, we
find that of all the princely gifts he has rained on his undesetving
countrymen the princeliest of all is, without doubt, his poetry. I
further wish to suggest that it is in his short, lyrical pieces ( most
of which were originally composed as songs or set to tune later
on ) that his highest poetic powers have been revealed.



102 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

In his own country, Tagore has attained the peak point in
every conceivable sphere of writing, but it would be unfair to
place him only against the background of Bengali literature.
In order to do full justice to him, we must compare him to the
greatest writers of the world.  And what result does this com-
parison bring ? Clearly, he has rivals, formidable rivals in the
sphere of fiction or drama, essay or criticism, humour or phantasy.
Think of dramatic or narrative poetry, other names rise to the
lips.  Talk of poettry in the grand manner : even Baldks has its
peers in world’s literature.  But of the pure lyric form he is an
unapproachable master. We have yet to know of any other poet
who has to his credit such poignantly beautiful lyric poems, and
in such profusion. We think of Shakespeare’s songs and sonnets,
of the fragments of Sappho ; of Villon and Pushkin, Shelley and
Heine ; excellence we find in all, profusion in some, but this
reckless abundance, this scattering of all the world’s riches on the
wayside for any casual traveller to come along and pick up—this,
I think, is unique to Tagore. His lyrics are as beautiful as they
are numerous ; their profusion is amazing, and the perfection of
each little poem even more so. Here, indeed, is God’s plenty.
Tagore has his rivals in evety other sphete, in song he is
supreme. He has been able to sustain the lyric fervour through
over sixty years of tetrific activity, which included doing things
only remotely connected with literature. He began to storm us
with songs when he was sixteen, and at eighty he has not quite
finished. We all grow older with every year, while every year
that passes, as Shaw once said of Ellen Terry, makes him
younger. When he was about forty (a dangerous age), he
wrote the lovely poems of Kshanika, between sixty and seventy
( roughly speaking ) he reaped the most magnificent harvest of
songs since the Gitdnjali-Gitimdlya-Gitdli cycle ; the splendour
of Paravi and the tenderness of Mabuyd were both achieved
between sixty and seventy ; and in the last ten years he
has devised new imodes of lyric expression in prose-poems
and verses. Lvenin his very latest books of poems there
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is a shade of feeling, a tone of thought he had not exploited
before.

Comparing him to thc world’s greatest writers, we may
set forth our results in two bold and clear statements : first, that
Tagore is incomparable in his combination of many precious
gifts, for he is at once poct and philosopher, lyrtist and humorist,
novelist, short-storyist and scholar, singer and musical com-
poser, playwright and actor, essayist, satirist and pamphleteer,
critic and patriot, religious and political leader, educationist,
child’s poet, writer of text books and finally—a painter. Secondly,
Tagore is definitely the world’s greatest lyric genius.

11

Lyric poetry is “pure” poetry. It tells no story, conveys no
noble idea, imparts no insttuction, creates no character ot situation;
it does its work simply by inducing a psychological mood in the
reader. ‘The mood itself is intangible ; it is like a vague feeling
of uneasiness, a slight, undefinable illness of the body or like the
sudden sting of memory. That is why lyric poetry has to
depend for its effect almost entircly on sound. Communication
is direct, that is, it is not achieved through the help of meaning.
In other words, the medium and meaning become one and the
same, as in music. Words which are intended to be the means
of expression themselves become the expressed ; to read them—
or hear them—is to go through a complete experience ; there is
nothing more to say, and there is nothing to explain. This
symptom is discernible in varying degr :es in all lyric poetry, and
most completely in Tagore’s shorter lyrics and songs. Because
they obtain their effect mainly or wholly through sound, thtough
the pattern of wotds, it is extremely difficult to explain why one
is so deeply moved by them, especially when one is writing in an
alien language. Writing about Tagore in English is nearly as
difficult as translating him into English, and this, I think, supports



104 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

my contention that Tagore’s genius is pre-eminently and intensely
lyrical.

I have always admired the English Gitdnjali as a miracle
of translation, but on the whole, Tagore in English is only a
shadow of his real self. While on the subject of translation of
poetry, one of the editors of the Oxford Book of Greek Verse
in Translation very nearly contradicts theory and practice and
implies that poetty 7s untranslatable. “What foreigner could
understand,” he says, “why six simple words of Milton—

Nymphs and shepherds dance no more

‘can draw tears’, as A. E. Housman attested, ‘to the eyes of more
readers than one’ ?  What is therc in—

Brightness falls from the air,
Queens have died young and fair,
Dust hath closed Helen’s eye.

—why did these lines convey to C. E. Montague’s mind ‘a state
of poignant exultation’ ? Unless 2 man is truly bilingual ( and
such men arc rare ) all these effects must escape him.”

It follows that the subtler effects of poetry—and lyric
poetty in particular—must be confined to those born to the
poct’s language. There are many in India today who are very
much familiar with the English language and English poetry, yet
many of them will perhaps confess that lines of verse very highly
rated by English writers have sometimes made 'vcry little
impression on them. This, in one sense, is the weakness of poetry
and, in another, its strength. It makes poetry local, regional or
national, whichever term you prefer ; at the same time, it gives
poetry an imperishable quality. Primitive word-magic, witches’
abracadabsa, mystical, meaningless and omnipotent chantings of
priests, dance-rthythm of nursery thymes—all survive in poetry.
Meanings change and intermingle, philosophies fade, ideas grow
banal, and the word endures. Many of the most typical poems
of Tagore are simply magical. 1 feel it anew every time I open
one of his bocks of songs. Personally, I cannot read mote than
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three ot four of his songs in succession : there is a catch at the
throat, and I have to close the book and seek relief in some
trivial occupation. Who can explain why a single simple sen-
tence ( or part of a sentence ) like
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of
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strikes at the heart like a pang, “drawing tears”, as Housman
would have said, ““to more readers than one”? What foreigner
can understand the “state of poignant exultation” such lines
convey ?

111

T have chosen the quotations carefully (and there are
hundreds of lines like these ), confining my attention to those
passages which seem to me perfect specimens of ‘“pure” poetry.
There are those who prefer grandeur of thought, as in
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and the loyalty of the general readers of Bengal is divided between
the story poems, the political poems and those poems where
rhymes and alliteration take one’s breath away. There is a depth
of thought in Tagore’s poetry which takes a whole life’s time to
fathom, his narrative and dramatic poems are superb and, of coutse,
he is a master of metaphor. He has invented new mettical
principles and stabilised the old ones, he has exploited every
technical device possible to the Bengali language ; his genius
glows in his use of rhyme, alliteration, assonance and even
onomatopoeia. All this is truc ; he has poems to suit every
taste, every passing mood, and it is not at all surprising that
different persons admire his poetry for diffcrent reasons. My
concern here is particularly to point out thosc poems where the
interest of story or idea and the dazzlc of metaphor or rhyme-alli-
teration scheme are cqually absent, poems which arc utterly bare
and magnificently simple. I have given only a few instances, but
every reader will be able to supply himself with many others. In
a scnse, such poems contain the quintessence of poetry ; at any
rate, they bring us the finest distillation of the Tagorean spirit.
There is another angle, however, from which Tagore’s poetry
should be viewed, unless we are content with forming a quite
inadequate notion of it. It is true that his most characteristic role
is that of a lyric poet, yet he is different from other lyric poets in
his immense range and variety. Shelley, for instancey plays on a
single chord ; he is a lyrist even in the derivative sense of the
word, for, by his own admission, he made himself the lyrc of the
tumultuous west wind. Like the music of Pan, his song is sweet,
sweet and piercing sweet, but the burden of the song is always
the same. ‘This is generally the case with all lyric poets, highly
self-centred as they are. ‘Tagore, however, is an exception. He
is a poet of infinite variety, his range is Shakespearean. His
voice is not the voice of a lyre, nor that of Pan’s reed ; his voice
is rather a full-throated orchestra where several instruments play
in harmony. Consider singly each of his books of poems, and
you will find that each book is different from its predecessor,—
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different in technique as well as in tone. Tagore has invented
and perfected many fine instruments of expression any one of
which would have built the reputation of a poet, and we may
add that quite considerable poets might have fallen in love with
any one of them and descended to the level of self-imitation.
From this weakness even literary masters are not always free.
Once a2 mode or 2 manner succeeds, the temptation to go on
repeating it is sometimes too strong even for great minds. For
instance, that once-terrifying iconoclast, Bernard Shaw, finally
succumbed to his own idol. Tagore has never repeated or
imitated himself, he has been constantly changing, constantly
growing right up to the age of eighty. From his boyhood he
has been a ceaseless experimentor in poetry, though, for some
mysterious reason, his prose changed very slowly till Szbaipatra
impelled him to creatc the new Bengali prose. It seems that
as soon as he had published one group of poems he got tired of
that mode and started evolving a new onc. With the
publication of every book we can almost hear him say—
“Thark God I have done with #ba#. Now for something new !”’
However enchanting a particular mode may be, he does not wish
to linger, for he is always outgrowing himself. First we have
the lovely, delicate and sensuous poems of his first youth, then
brooding, self-conscious Manasi, followed immediately by Sonar
Tari and Chitra, where a marriage was arranged between the world
of human beings and that of Nature. The brooding deepens in
Kalpana and crystallises in Naivedya and Kheyd, while Kshanika
goes off in a tangent to a delicious, delirious realm where laugh-
ter is wedded to love and gaiety to tenderness. No English poet
could have written Ksbanikd, and the only European poet who
could have conceived of such a work is Heine. Thie extremely
rare combination ‘of humour and the lyric spirit is no less remark-
able in Shishu which contains definitely the finest cycle of child
poems in world’s literature. Ba/dkd is tremendous, yet what can
be more surprising and more characteristic of Tagore than that
it should be followed by the racy, homely and colloquial Pa/s-
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takd. After Palitakd came the technical revolution of Lipikd,
which I always think of as a book of poems—and what else is it ?
Of the little things in it like Barshar Dine ox Suordnir Sadh 1 can
say that I tremble with an agonised delight even to think of them.,
To Puravi and Mabaya 1 have already referred, and Parishesh and
Punashcha open yet another new phase in Tagore’s poetry. He is
still experimenting, still intensely interested in the craft of verse,
and to this day outdoing his juniors in technical innovations. Inter-
sperse between these the minor works like Chaitali and Kanika, the
narrative and dramatic poems, the humorous verses and countless
songs which represent every change in mood and manner—and
you will have some idea of the wvariety of Tagore’s poetry.
Through all these phases there has been a corresponding change
and evolution in technique—it could not but be so—but I have
not the space to discuss it here. It would be enough to say that
he never got stuck anywhere, his most glorious achievement
could not fascinate him. However brilliant the phase, he left it
behind without a sigh, never doubting that the next turn in the
road would bring something still more wonderful. What he said
about Shajahan may more aptly be said about himself: he is
greater than his deeds.
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Through his prose writings Tagore has taught us self-
respect and national consciousness ; he has exhorted us to know
‘ourselves, to develop and depend on our own strength, to rise
against tyranny and oppression, to laugh at demagogues, to love
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humanity and to be interested in the world. He is the Great
Master at whose feet two generations have already sat and learned
and there is no doubt that many other generations will follow
suit. 'This is great work, but he has done something greater
through his poetry. His poetry has initiated us into the mysteries
of life itself. Lines of his verse are imbedded in our subconscious
minds ; we live and move about in the aura of his poetry and
are not aware of it just as we are not aware of the atmosphere
surrounding us. Sometimes those lines float up to the surface,
whole poems beat upon us as memory would storm one lying
awake at night—and we grow still in the midst of an animated
conversation or suddenly stop in the street while running to catch
the office bus. His poetry has taught us to live, to love and to
suffer. His prose introduces us to life, but his poetry tcaches
what to do with it.




RABINDRANATH—THE DRAMATIST

By P. Guha-Thakurta

“Valmiki Pratibha is not a composition which will hear
being read. Its significance is lost if it’s not heard sung. .. .”

My Reminiscences.

“In Mayar Khela, the songs were important, not drama. . . .
The play of feeling, and not action was its special feature."”

My Reminiscences.

“What a poet writes is not intended to have any
meaning. . . . what's written is to be accepted just as it
is. ... I've told you this is all like a tune on a flute—not
something which is to be understood, but just a sound.

The Poet in Phalguni.

““We don't need any scenery. The only hackground we need
is background of the mind—on it we are going to paint a
picture by passing the hrush of music over it."”

The Poet in Ph@lguni.

THE four passages above are selected quite deliberately to suggest
not only how Rabindranath himself looks at his dramatic work,
but also what he thinks it should be. It is clear that his outlook
and theory do not exactly fit in with the accepted ideas on drama,
nor do they fulfil any of the conditions required by modern
stagecraft, but that is only to be expected. For, it is the musical
appeal of drama which has impressed Rabindranath more than
action, idea more than story ; and he has gone on developing
its lyrical possibilities almost to the exclusion of everything else—
unbrokenly from the time he wrote Va/miki Pratibha ( The
Genius of Valmiki ) right up to his Rakts Karavi ( Red Olean-
ders) and Mukta Dhird ( The Stream Set Free). Indeed, his
‘earlier attempts at playwriting are the most significant of his
whole cateer as a dramatist, because they point out clearly the
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direction in which he was to experiment with the dramatic
dialogue as in Prakritir Pratisodh ( Nature’s Revenge ) and Raja
O Rani (‘'The King and the Queen ) and Chitra and also to evolve
the symbolical type of play as in Dadkghar ( Post Office ) and
Phalguni ( 'The Cycle of Spring ).

Here it is essential that we grasp thc main strands of
Rabindranath’s dramatic mind which, it is only fair to say, does
not admit of Pirandello’s definition of drama, namely, “drama
is action, sir, action, not confounded philosophy”. It only
exhibits in the main the principle which the poet himself
enunciates as “the play of feeling and not action”. Once this
principle is recognised the development of his dramatic art
presents no complexities either in its style or content. Although
very few men, living or dcad, have exhibited such remarkable
versatility as Rabindranath, he is chiefly a “lyrist”—he has
thought of many more songs than his books will ever contain.
In this respect his work has developed along lines of its own,
quite distinct from the main body of the modern Bengali dtama.
He has written and produced most of his plays independently ;
he has not written plays for the public, but has rather created a
public for his plays ; but it is essentially the musical qualities
which distinguish his dramatic genius.

Read this : “In our house at the time,” he writes of a
period when he was barely twenty years old and had scribbled
the play which later took shape as Vd/miki Pratibha, “a cascade
of musical emotion was gushing forth day after day, hour
after hour ; its scattered spray reflecting into our being a whole
gamut of rainbow colours. Then, with the freshness of youth,
our new-born energy, impelled by its virgin cutiosity, struck out
new paths in every direction. We felt we would try and test
evetything and no achievement seemed impossible. We wrote,
we sang, we acted, we poured ourselves out on every side.”
This was the atmosphere which surtounded him when he
launched himself as a playwright and which, true to his life’s
vocation, he has carried with him for these three score and twenty



112 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

years. ‘This “cascade of musical emotion” is the main channel
along which has flowed his entite dramatic energy and resoutce-
fulness. Rabindranath has lyricised all dramatic action ; all his
devices, jugglery of words and wonderful magic of metaphor,
have that for their end. Like music, his drama is just a rhythmic
ebb and flow of many tunes, all apparently hinged on the major
key of an idea—a symbol of his own self-expression. That
partly explains why most of his characters arc as poetic as
himself, staging that idea, becoming those symbols of the poet’s
creed of life. And so, characteristically enough, songs break
forth at irregular intervals in many of his plays and stop action.
The Watchman in Phdlguni asks Chandrahas: “Is it your
custom to answer questions by songs ?”> Chandrahas says :
“Yes, otherwise the answer becomes too unintelligible.”
Watchman : “Then you think your songs intelligible ?”
Chandrahas : “Yes, quite, because they contain music.” (He
sings ). . ..

So much for the musical strain. Now wc turn to the
philosophical strain which runs almost parallel to the poet’s
creative consciousness—his concept of life. In My Reminiscences
Rabindranath has devoted a whole chapter to the explanation
of the meaning of the play Prakritir Pratisodh, which according
to him “may be looked upon as an introduction to the whole
of my literary work ; or rather this has been the *subject on
which all my writings have dwelt—the joy of attaining the
infinite within the finite.”” This play was written towards the
end of the period when he was slowly emcrging as a poet
with a message and his doctrine—“Jivan Devata” or Life’s
Spitit—thc immanence of a universal power in the created
universe—came into full expression in his first batch of symbolical
plays, namely, Saradotsav (Autumn Festival ), Achaldyatan ( The
Immovable Sanctuary ) and Ddkgher. It is difficult to judge
any of these plays by the ordinary concepts of drama, for they
‘are conceived aesthetically and expected to be understood
aesthetically. ‘They are not dramas of circumstance ; it is the
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permeating idea in them that matters, as in European plays of this
type—Hauptmann’s Hanneles Himmelfabrt, Strindberg’s Dream
Plzy, Maeterlinck’s Blue Bird and Ibsen’s When We Dead Awaken.
The main characters in Tagore’s plays of the symbolical type are
not so much persons of flesh and blood, as personifications of the
poet’s subjective experience—they ate, as it were, parts of the
universal life-force, functioning not in the grosser world of
matter, but in the world of spirit. One might almost say that
they are puppets in the hands of Rabindranath through whom he
expresses his own emotions, rather than real people acting and
reacting in the world of sight and touch. It must be said to the
great artistry of Rabindranath that the symbolic idea hardly
obtrudes, in fact it does not assume sufficient definiteness to
impede the free movement of the narrative ; at least in each of
these three earlier symbolical plays the human interest is sustained
and the climax is reached by means of simple dramatic touches.

Phalguni introduces Rabindranath’s more intricate type
of symbolical drama in which the play is not a mere fantasy, but
it emerges as an intellectual problem through an elaborately
worked allegory.  In Phdlguni, Rakta Karavi, and Mukta Dhird
the inner meaning eludes the senses: it has to be felt in the
heart. In other words, it cannot be grasped by plain common
sense, for it takes our minds away from all plausibility. At this
stage Rabindranath emerges as a full-fledged critic of our
mechanical and soulless civilization and it crystallizes in
Rakta Karavi. The rather severe satire in the play on the
tyranny of a materialistic order of society with all its ugliness
and inhumanity is only relieved by Tagore’s exquisitely delicate
sensibility. If he has lashed materialism and worldly greed it is
with a silken whip. The character of Nandini in the play stands
out vividly as a symbol of love and grandeur which runs as a red
thread through the tapestry of human bondage.

That is where lies Rabindranath’s true universality of
appeal, his success in widening our sphere of understanding and
sympathy. He redeems the cruelty of civilization by that touch

15
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of wildness, that pleasing ait of irresponsible discursiveness, that
flavour of the open air and the free man, for which he invents a
type of literary vagabond. His Baul in Phdlguni, his Bishu
Pigal in Rakta Karavi, his Thakurdada in Saradotsav, his Dada
Thakur in Achaliyatan, are the varying types of such a
vagabond ; they have all a gipsy strain in their blood, with an
ingrained distaste for the routine of everyday life and conven-
tionality. They are all probably parts of the poet’s other self,
because they all express a joy in life and a warm spirit of
youth—a spirit which bubbles forth out of their hearts into
songs and always songs.




RABINDRANATH’S WIT AND HUMOUR
By Pramatha Chaudhuri

HeiNg, the famous lyric poet of Germany, once said that life is
so desperately serious at bottom, that it would be unendurable
but for the mixture of the serio-comic.

No great mind is blind to this comic aspect of life. And
great writers express their sense of the comicality of things and
ideas by what is known as wit and humour. Our pre-British
literature shows that Bengali poets were not devoid of either.
The Chandi Kavya, which was written in the seventeenth century,
is full of humorous descriptions of priests—Hindu and Mahom-
medan—and of grocers, etc. In the eighteenth century we find
the narrative poems of Bharatchandra sparkling with witty
epigrams, some of which have become current coin in our
language.

‘That Rabindranath, the great Indian poet, is also the
wittiest writer of Bengali prose, is well-known to all who are
familiar with his. works. His stories and critical and polemic
essays are shot through and through with startling witticisms.
Wit may be described as spiritual lightning. Both have the
same suddenness and swiftness, the same brilliance and immaterial
piercing quality. Sparks of wit clear our mental atmosphere and
reveal the disconcerting character of all that is stupid and heavy,
inert or mechanical, in men and manners. I know of no other
writer except Heine, who is at the sa:ne time a great lyric poet
and a consummate wit.

Humour, on the other hand, betrays an attitude bf amused
tolerance of the comic aspect of life and things. It is more
human than wit and appeals to our whole mind, both emotional
and intellectual. The art of the humorist is a creative art.

The great masters of humour often create their characters.
For example, Sancho Panza is not a petson taken from life. He
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lived only in Cervantes’ mind. But is there any human being
more real than Sancho Panza ? I refer to the immortal creation
of literary art, to show that humorous characters come out of the
mind of a great writer ; of course, they are not all compact of
imagination, but are based on obscrvation. It is this sense of
humour that makes Rabindranath so human.

Rabindranath’s literature is too vast for one to pick and
choose humorous passages from. I may mention here only two
books, one a collection of letters, Chhinna Patra, and the other a
history of thc development of his literary life,—Jivan Smriti
( My Reminiscences ). These letters abound in humorous descrip-
tions of men and things. They have been written with so much
gusto, that they can be read over and over again with unfailing
cnjoyment. Jivan Swriti was written later. In my opinion it is
a perfect specimen of mature Bengali prose. Its object is to give
us an insight into his poetic genius, but all the same an under-
current of mellow humour runs through the whole book. It is
absolutely free from satire, although some of the people he came
across in his boyhood naturally lend themselves to caricature.

In this paper 1 have kept his prose writings only in view,
although some of his light verse staggers us by the matvellous
jugglery of words and rhymes, in which wit and humour
interpenetrate.




By Rabindranath Tagore







THE DRAWINGS OF
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By Stella Kramrisch

For the last ten years Rabindranath Tagore spent such leisure
as he gave himself, in drawing and painting. For then he felt
irresponsible and outside the compulsion of his literary work and
its sustained quality. In such holiday hours free of respon-
sibility he allowed himself to become an instrument and to put
on record whatever prompted his hand to move along with the
pen, that well-tried tool of his, in any direction it chose. When
they were over, the graphic records confronted him and he
accepted, with some surprise and some amusement, their
orderliness. Rhythms and reminiscences, literary, formal
and nameless, had assembled and, oncc come, had gone,
yet lcft their trace. Benevolent permission ushered them in,
and, once the performance was over, they were appraised for
what they ate and went to swell portfolios of vital records.
Rabindranath, at the biblical age of seventy was not a beginner
in the art of enjoying holidays granted by himself and acknow-
ledged by his own signature. It is also put on some of his early
manuscripts and fits the page and its written lines. It takes any
shape from a mere scroll to the web of interconnected curves
which entwine the writing. His handwriting is perfect, flows
with the vision that compels it, comes 0 a stop where it should,
and obeys too, where the mind hesitates and a word is crossed
out and the hand is led on by this unforeseen obstacke of a line
put across, to go its own way. It comes to rest after balance
has been established on the page. The process of establishing it
has left its traces around the written lines, in waves and scrolls,
floating shapes of clouds or birds. They are drawn with the
delicacy and precision of the written letters. These early drawings
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are “calligraphy” in the true sense of the word which is “beautiful
writing’ and they take their origin from writing.

The “graphs’ had their own insistence. They detached them-
selves from the writing and joined their ambient lines into con-
clusive shapes, that of a vase, for instance, altogether full of
ornament which builds it up with the stroke of the pen as the
potter’s wheel compels the clay. These independent islands of
design are arisen from the waves of calligraphy. They stayed
on. They developed in many directions and grew in size and
variety of texture and contents.

The “graphs” had been produced by a hand that knew how
to wield the pen. Drawn in black ink with a fine nib they are
adequate to an almost ceaseless impetus. The setvices of the
pen, as a tool, were then investigated and found applicable to
uses not required while writing. Its point, but also the sides
and the back, could be laid on the surface of the paper and they
left their track, if not as pure, yet more varied than the insistence
of the pointed nib. ‘The continuity of its traces is now traversed
by blotches or notches, sometimes cut deep into the paper with
a tool that conquers new ground. The black ink is now the
only one no more. Red comes in, and green, out of bottles,
crude colours as they are, harsh as the cuts, scratches and
piercing strokes of the pen. To this injured and newly tilled
ground now cling the shapes of human faces in agony, flowers
similarly alive and creatures nameless as those that had arisen on
manuscript pages. None of them is finished, none a picture,
each a beginning and yet not a sketch. Clamour, agony, ques-
tion, the process itself of acquiring shape, are drawn and coloured
in a technique itself untried hitherto. These are not works of
art but visual records of the process of art. The shaping of the
vision is synchtronous with the testing of the tools. The pro-
cess itself of art takes shape while it discloses its course. There
is no disguise nor embellishment. Stark and agonised, features
emerge from ~haos. When they gain definition, they attain beauty,
a threatened balance near to chaos.
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The distance is wide between the second phase of the
pastimes of the poet and the perfection of his calligraphy. There
the lines had issued from the written word and had sutrounded
it. They were graphs with a rectifying and ambient function,
and with no independence from the script. Then, with an
increasing self-assertion of the line, it preserved its calligraphic
beauty in conclusive drawings. ‘Those gave shape to the calli-
graphic impetus and witnessed its end in an independent and
self-sufficient form.

The emancipation of the line drew with it that of the othet
constituents of form, surface or colour, each eager to assert itself
along with the tools that produced it ; the pen was put to novel
uses and the brush was tried. These excursions from the
written word and the manuscript page into unknown lands were
fraught with danger. Monstrous, nameless shapes reared their
heads : others, more winged, grew into bird shapes, the most
pregnant and adequate inmates of this heaving sea of nascent
form Impressions left by types, faces and gestures, were also
thrown up by it, and, once observed, repeated their appearance
with incteasing purpose.

Heads, flowers, landscapes, animals once named, became
subjects of an unceasing productiveness. But once they have left
the threshold which leads from the invisible to appearance, they
claim to be made into pictures and are professedly outside the
province of the Poet’s leisure.

Rabindranath’s many hundred leaves of leisure are drawn
without effort. They ate original calligraphy ; the beautiful
“graphs” are those of a poet whcse vision is in the words ;
their thythm is also in their lines. When, confidently, they
catry on, and abandon, the place of their origin, the chqgm of the
beginning of things opens wide and out of it emerge the nascent
shapes of things concrete. At this hour of birth, the Poet assists
them to proclaim themselves dwellers on the threshold. His
support has vigour, is primitive and adequate to the statement of
the primeval passage from the unknown possibilities of being to
actual shapes and forms.
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION

MY REMEMBRANCE OF POET TAGORE

Across the vast expanse of seas,
You came with lofty glory trom the West,
Crowned with enlightenment like Buddha.
Your ideals are similar to ours of old,

Your voice as roaring of lion awakens the human soul,
Your rhymes as humming of dragon inspire human spirit ;

The literary wotld offers you its first place of honour :
May happiness and longevity ever belong to the Poet !

Lin Shen

Lin Shen is the President of the Republio of China.
16



THE NOVELS AND SHORT-STORIES OF
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By S. K. Banerjee

THE advent of Rabindranath in the field of fiction was very
fortunately timed. The death of the great Bankim Chandra, who
had nursed the novel in its infancy and raised it by his unaided
efforts to vigorous manhood, had left a void which urgently cried
out to be filled up. He had indeed left a very rich legacy but also
a great uncertainty about its futurc expansion. ‘The historical
novel showed signs of exhaustion and but little promise of reple-
nishment. ‘The social novel had indeed a promising future before
it, but a radical change of method could alonc tap its latent
resources. ‘The problem before the Bengali novel, so suddenly
arrested in its victorious career, was the discovery of the new
method that would enable it to advance to further heights.

The seeds of a new growth came from an unexpected
quarter. They were dropped from the wings of a poet who had
just cleared the misty mid-heights of a morbid youthful fancy. It
is very curious that this young poet should, like Wordsworth’s
Sky-lark, prove himself “true to the kindred points of heaven
and home™ and reconcile poetic flights with the sobgr pedestri-
anism required of a novelist. Indeed the twin impulses in him
seemed to proceed from a kindred source, poetic imagination
sharpening and reinforcing the faculty of realistic observation.
A new realism interpenetrated by poetic vision thus came into
play to shape the further course of the novel.

Before, however, the new instrument was forged, Rabindra-
nath made his debut by treading the traditional ways. His earliest
experiments in the field—Bo# Thakurdnir Flat (1884) and Rgjarshi
(1886-87)—Dbetray a haziness of atmosphere and characterisation.

"'They are dug out of the same quarry as his Sandhyd-Sangit and
Prabbat Sangs:. It seems as if the vague, dark, morbid fancies of
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the poems had been incarnated as creatures of flesh and blood in
the novels. Pratipaditya is not so much a living petson as a
shadowy abstraction standing for the ruthless, motiveless malig-
nity of life ever at war with love and beauty. Udayaditya, his
son, is the embodiment of the frail and bloodless passivity of his
carliest poetic broodings—a phantom-like figure that has walked
out of the lyrical frame-work and paces the alien wotld of life
with a strange, dreamy abstraction.  Rdjarshi attains a slightly
greater distinctness both because of its historical background and
of a clearer grasp of the underlying conflict. But history in the
novel is thin and impalpable to the extreme, and dissolves into
nothingness when the stage has to be cleared for the presentation
of the inner strife. Its colourful pageant has no appeal to the
author and it is swallowed up in a great solitude where the soul
has leisure to give itself up to profound self-introspection.
Raghupati and the King, though very elementary types, have
developed a faint degtee of personality, beyond any attained in
Bou Thakurdnir Hat. ‘The character most vividly realised is
that >f Basanta Roy, who is the first sketch and prototype of the
wise and mellow old people of Rabindranath’s dramas, subtly
attuned to the joyful thythm of life. Nakshatra Roy and a few
pictures of rural folk in their superstition and featureless pliability
reveal a command of psychology pregnant with future promise.
The general impression left by these two early novels is that of a
crude and awkward realism, incongruous and ill at ease in a
prevailing atmosphere of foggy fancifulness.

II

After this brief experiment, involving a certain amount of
fumbling and groping, Rabindranath soon found himself and
discovered his distinctive method. His Chokber Bdli ( 1902 )
and Nawukd-dubi (1906 ) realise, with astonishing swiftness,
his latent promise as a novelist. Of these, Chokher Bdili for
the first time illustrates the new realistic method of the
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author and shows a remarkable ripeness of power.  Rabindra-
nath’s realism is not the drab, dismal realism of Zola and
Flaubert, an accumulation of sordid details to create a full and
crowded impression of a cramped, joyless atmosphere. Nor
does it connote an obsession with impure, unclean passions, an
insistence on the unpurged urge of sex-impulse as the key-fact
of the mystery of human life. His realism consists indeed in a
close, detailed study of life, the slow changes of feeling and
attitude working themselves out from day to day in place of the
swift intuitions and divinations of Bankim Chandra. But it
does not convey the impression of low, grey skies shut in by
dark horizons, where we can hardly breathe with any freedom
and where the exhilarating impulses of life are chilled and fro-
zen. It also shows a more daring disregard of moral conven-
tions, a courageous handling of forbidden themes like illicit
passions. He thus widens the scope of the novel beyond the
limits fixed by Bankim Chandra. The treatment is, however,
not coldly analytical and scientific, but predominantly poetic
and emotional. Indeed, the distinctive feature of Rabindranath’s
realism lies in its close wedding with poetty and imagination,
the sudden change from a diary-like transcript to the inscrutable
depths of a mystit self-communion. In a later phase this realism
is further enriched with a dazzling play of the intellect which
coins out unforgettable epigrams and terse utterances, so that
a whole harvest of realistic observation and analysis is condensed
within the briefest compass. The poet in Rabindranath seldom
surrenders to the realist, as even the work of detailed observation
is over-arched by the spirit of beauty.

Chokher Bali nartates a tale of tangled relations, made
more knogtsr by intricate inter-actions among the main characters,
in which love, jealousy, insensate infatuation and passive drift
supply the many-coloured threads. Its social importance lies in
its being a realistic portraiture of the unfulfilled yearnings of
love in a young widow, Binodini. It is jealousy that first
draws her to the fray, but, while the battle rages, her feelings
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are transmuted into the purest kind of ideal love. She is easily
the most dominating personality in the novel, and twitls all the
other characters, with the exception of the strong-willed Bihari,
round her finger-tips. She has nothing of unsophisticated
freshness about her but lays her plans with a consummate
generalship betokening a cool, unprincipled resourcefulness.
Her final surrender to a life of self-renunciation is a2 bit uncon-
vincing and savours of an idealistic wind-up, but is just the
thing to expect from an author who never forswears imagination
even in his most realistic pre-occupations. The story reveals
with a master’s cunning the dark, turbid and sinister welter
of passions, undetneath the placid surface of a well-regulated
Bengali household.

Nauka-dubi ( The Wreck ) is a reversion to a much simpler
method in which the interest lies rather in incidents than character.
It is based upon a motive of mistaken identity, which is kept
up to a very late stage as an artificial means of prolonging the
inner conflict. Even the slightest dose of the inquisitiveness, natural
to Eve's daughters, would have cleared up the mystery about
Kamala in no time and cut the central knot of the entanglement.
The illusion is, however, continued at the expense of probability
and we have those beautiful scenes of the river-voyage which
are a very entertaining record of the uneasy struggles in Ramesh’s
heart. We cannot, however, afford to be too severe on a lapse
which provides the very basis of the novel. Ramesh betrays a
curious indecision even when he has an inkling of the truth and
lets things drift wherever they may lead. The devices resorted
to for reuniting Kamala with her missing husband smack too
much of artifice and provide a few chapters of dull reading. It
is Hemnalini who is casily the most living chatacter of *h.e l‘)ook,
and, in the sweet petfume that is the breath of her life and her
firm, unwavering allegiance to her ideal, is the prototype of the
later heroines of Rabindranath.

With Gord (1910) we reach the culminating point of
Rabindranath’s achievement in the traditional novel-form. It
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takes in its scope the surging tides, the full fervour and restless-
ness of the great Renascence movement in Bengal. The novel is
thus almost epic in its range and its men and women have
representative characters which almost overshadow their purely
personal lives. ‘The book throbs and pulsates with a new energy
of vitality. Discussions about different religious sects, about an
intense and passionatc nationalism which hugs its very errors
and perversions and traces them back to their original purity,
about the proper channel through which patriotic aspirations
ought to flow, are conducted with a superb blending of incisive
logic and emotional fervour that extorts admiration. The novel
yields the first indication of that dominance of the intellect
which was to be still further emphasised and almost to oust
emotion in the novels of the following period. Here, however,
it is kept within proper limits and subotrdinated to the evolution
of character.

A strain of criticism which is directed against the novel is
that its characters are symbolical or typical and, as such, are
lacking in sharp-edged, clear-cut personality. This impression
of impersonality is accentuated by the polemical clement in the
novel which follows typical lines of conflict rather than the shatp
bends and angularities of personal character. ‘The criticism has
some amount of truth in it, especially in respect of some of the
secondary characters like Paresh. But the main figures have
been clearly individualised, in spite of their identification with
types. Gora, the hero, is, as it were, the personification of the
soul of India yearning for freedom and chafing against her social
and political bondage. But he has his moments of introspection
when he descends into the depths of his soul to watch the birth
of a §tt39ge, restless yearning not yet recognised as love. The
discovery of the secret of his birth pticks the bubble of his
aspirations after leadership and sends him back to his individual
life where love now teigns supreme, free from the shackles of
social usage. It is the friction of clashing opinions that has
kindled the spark of love in Gora, Sucharita and Lalita, in whom
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the sway of the gentle passion would not otherwise have been
felt. 'The normal intercourse of life, the mild stimulus of social
contacts could not have bridged the wide gulf between them, so
that even the polemical element has its utility in evoking the
deeper passion. The sisters have been finely differentiated with
their characteristic reactions to the social environment. Binoy,
with his clinging, affectionate nature, and his native shrinking
from extremism of any kind, is the most normal and lovable
character in the novel. Anandamoyee, though idealised, is
true enough to the traditional role of Indian motherhood and
the aureole of the Madonna shines with a perfectly natural glory
round her head. The secret pathos of her life, which has
impelled her to walk apart from the other members of the family
and hedged her round with a melancholy seclusion, constitutes
the warrant of reality in her character. The common-sense,
utilitarian outlook on life, as contrasted with its finer and rarer
idealism, is illustrated in Mahim, who shows no hesitation in
plucking at the stars to light him the way to a dusty, sordid
self-advancement. Altogether, Gora is an impressive performance,
having something of the wide range of a contemporary historical
novel, in which public issues have been finely attuned to the
heart-throbs of individual life.

11

After Gora Rabindranath’s novel enters on a new phase.
From now onwatds, it tends to assume more and mote the man-
ncr of problem novels, in which a general picture of life is
replaced by a highly intellectual presentation of certain special
topics. 'The method of leisurely cvolution gives way to v, fapid,
breathless survey in which salient points are seized and fixed by
epigrams swiftly leaping across the gaps of the story. The total
impression is not of the freshness and surprise of a first narration,
but of a condensed summary looked back in retrospect.  Certain
isolated moments are brilliantly handled without much regard for
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continuity of texture. The characters are not of the common
tun, but dwell on the isolated summits of their special problems.
Even in their cases, it is not the whole face, but a certain section
of the profile that is turned to us. Nikhilesh, Sandwip, Sachish,
Damini, Madhusudan, Amit, Labanya, Atin, Eli are people in
whom their problems exhaust the entite contents of their indivi-
dual lives and on every one of whom there is the stamp of the
exceptional. We do not come across them along the many-
trodden paths of our common life. They are such figures as
could be conjured up only by a man of genius, impersonating
some of the subtlest feclings and aspirations that flit across the
human heart. One of the regrettable results of this method of
work is the almost complete evaporation of the sensc of pathos,
even where the subject naturally admitted of a pathetic treatment.
Another consists in the too liberal and indiscriminate distribution
of epigrams among all the characters of the novel, irrespective of
any sense of dramatic fitness. ‘The craze for sharp, trenchant
utterances, reminiscent of the method of Meredith, has had thus
the double effect of dissipating emotion and upsetting conformity
to characterisation, and while the fire-work of intellect excites
admiration, the impression that finally prevails is one of ovet-
strain.  After all, one would like to read novels “rather by
steady candle-light than by a succession of dazzling electric
flashes.” .

Side by side with this salvo of intellectual gun-fire, there is
another strain—that of exquisite poetry and of the rarest imagi-
native flight,—in which the poetic soul of the author vents itself.
Nor is this poetic strain a mere ornamental fringe, but vitally
inwoven into the central scheme of the novel. The atmosphere
of ramasfce encloses almost all the love-episodes and the lives of
the heroines. Kumudini in Yogd-yoga is compacted of the very
essence of poetry, of a delicate, unearthly purity and her inner
broodings are touched by the finer breath and rhythm of lyticism.
The love of Amit and Labanya is a wonderful elaboration of the
rapt self-forgetfulness and wayward tenderness of love, whose
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aerial flights are unrestrained by the pull of gravitation. No-
where outside the range of lyric poetry have the subtle discontent
and unattainable yearnings of this greatest of all human passions,
its swift changes of mood and elusive flights of fancy been reali-
sed with a richer wealth of details and a more close-packed unity
of atmosphere. Novels, as a form of art, can crave the indul-
gence of a looseness and elasticity of structure. As a matter of
fact, rigorous unity of plot is with them rather the exception
than the rule. Hence no adverse criticism lies against the novels
of Rabindranath on this score. In them we are rather thankful
for a new synthesis of the elements of realism, a peculiar combina-
tion between the intellect and the imagination, not paralleled in
the same degree in the work of any other novelist.

Space forbids any detailed examination of the novels of
this last period.  Chaturanga (1916 ) the first novel of
the group, is no very promising exemplification of the new
method. The bewildering rapidity with which the mutual
relations of Sachish and Damini are made to change, points
rather 15 an errant whimsicality than to any deeper conformity
to character-evolution : the irresponsibility of it all overweighs
the psychology. The biography of Jagamohan, Sachish’s uncle,
relates more to an Idea than to a living man and savours rather
of retrospect than of immediate narration. The epigram is
telieved by occasional touches of poetic suggestiveness, as in the
Jescription of the indigo-factory in ruins.

Ghare-Baire (1916 : Eng. tr. The Home and the World ) is
frankly a problem novel and its main thesis is of the nature of a
laboratory experiment. It discusses the question how far wedded
love, which is 2 monopolistic concern, can withstand the competi-
tion of the outer world. In our social arrangements the wife’s
choice of the husband is in reality a kind of Hobson’s choice.
All our romancing about life-long fidelity and devotion is but a
camouflage to hide the brutal truth of an inexorable slavery. The
love of the wife is worth nothing till the protective tariff-walls arc
broken down and it is given a chance to measure itself against

17
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the attractions of other people. Nikhilesh has conceded this
liberty to his wife, who is swept off her feet by the glamour of
an extremist political leader during a period of mnational
upheaval. But the rival is very soon discovered to be a tin-god
and his feet of clay become too awkwardly prominent. Disillu-
sionment comes in the long run, but not before a tragedy has
been precipitated. The experiment, in the way in which it has
been conducted, is hardly fair to the exponent of unwedded love,
who is by no means a worthy rival to the husband. To that extent
its value is to be discounted. The problem, however, has been
handled with a penectrating intellectual power, and the moral
anarchism in Sandwip has been brilliantly developed so as to
crcate the impression of a perverted greatness. The revolu-
tionary movement in Bengal has exerted a deep spell upon
Rabindranath and he has returned to the topic in more than one
of his novels. Here, more profoundly than in Gord, do we feel
the problem overshadowing the personal life of the characters.

In Yogd-yoga ( 1929 ) we have the story of an ill-assorted
marriage, a sort of Indian version of a hypothetical union
between Caliban and Miranda. The bestiality of the union is,
however, minimised and refined to a large extent owing to the
idealised grace of the marital relation which obtains in this
country. Madhusudan has all the iron inexorability of an
industrial magnate accustomed to impose his will on his human
and mechanical tools, and grimly determined to extend it to his
wedded life as well. He tries his usual methods of brutal self-
assertion against his wife Kumudini, but with perplexing and
unexpected reactions. The bullying, blustering tactics fall
back harmless against her spiritual armour, and she shrinks more
and more into herself as the storm of persecution blows louder.
Madhusudan finds himself transported into realms of unwonted
experience. His invincible self-confidence fails him and he
staggers forward with weak, hesitating steps. Strange feelings
of tenderness flit across his mind, and a curious sense of frustta-
tion mocks his self-complacency even when Kumudini yields
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herself to his embraces. Finally with a strong effort he masters
these weak impulses and shamelessly takes to himself a paramour
as a salve to his wounded self-love. Kumudini leaves her
husband’s roof, only to return when the birth of a son shifts her
centre of gravity and makes maternal duties overweigh conjugal
rights. The conclusion is weak and hasty and leaves the main
problem unsolved, besides cumbering the story with long
abstract discussions about feminine rights. Madhusudan reminds
us irresistibly of Soames Forsyte in Galsworthy’s famous novel
The Forsyte Saga. ‘The possessive instinct is the master passion
with both, in Madhusudan blatantly fierce as is natural with an
upstart, in Soames mellowed through habitual exercise and all
the more ineradicable on that account. Kumudini, however,
treads an entirely different path from Irene, the difference in
theit conduct under almost similar circumstances being finely
symbolical of the divergence of idcals between the East and the
West.

Sesher Kavitd (1929) is a love-story pitched to the highest
roman:ic key, in which realism shows itself only as a vulgar obs-
tacle rather than as a component element. Amit, aggressively
unconventional and unsmitten by the tender passion, a confirmed
scoffer of love and its’ morbid infatuations, meets his Nemesis
in encountering Labanya at Shillong. Since that moment his
ardent impetuosity of nature, his biting sarcasm and keen intel-
lectuality are all melted and dissolved at the great flame of love
and poured forth as a fiery stream of liquid passion. Love has a
similar transforming effect on Libanya, whose shy, timid scrupu-
lousness and icy, dumb resetve are thawed under its warm influ-
ence, until she gurgles and waxes musical like a rivulet sparkling
under the bright sunshine. The initial triumphs are, however,
not kept up: the very exuberance of passion leads to a
recoil. The seed of frustration is there in the very heart and
core of love : the tragedy of a discrepancy between “infinite
longings and the finite heart that mourns” works itself out with
its inevitable logic. Amit yearns for a love that will never settle
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into a stagnant pool but will ripple forward in incessant move-
ment. The picture of a stable home fades in his mind before the
prospect of a gipsy vagabondage with its way-side encampments
and its day-to-day impulses of love woven into the cosmic rhythm
of life. Labanya foresees the inevitable disappointment and warns
him off betimes. Outside forces also intrude into the enchanted
castle of love and enforcc the surrender of the garrison. The
feeling itself survives, but with a curious shifting of its objects.
Amit, with his ideal fixed for ever on his heart, contentedly folds
up his wings to settle into a conventional nest ; Labanya, with
her frozen insensitiveness melted, finds her goal in a rejected
suitor who had formerly failed in evoking a response but is now
recognised as offering a steadicr and more reliable support. The
cpitaph of love is written by both, each from an individual
standpoint. Sesher Kavitd is a novel written in 2 more consistent
poetic strain and on a more purely poetic theme than perhaps
any other novel in the world’s history.

The other novels, in which the downward grade is more
ptonounced, may be more briefly dismissed. D# Bén and
Chir Adhyaya, reveal more glaringly the latent dangers of the
epigrammatic method without any redecming touches. Mdlancha,
in its revival of the poetic mood, suggests hopes which are not
fulfilled, as the strain of morbid jealousy is made too emphatic
for the harmony of the atmosphere. The last volume,, Tin Sangi
( 1940 ), containing three short stories, shows unimpaired intellec-
tual vigour and a capacity to strike off forceful character-sketches
and imagine new situations, but on the whole they cannot be
said to have broken fresh ground in technique and treatment.
Rabindranath’s solid contribution to the novel rests upon his
earlier works, on Chokber Bdli in the fitst phase, Gors and
Ghare Bire in the second and Sesher Kavitd in the third, and
furnishes very interesting proof of what poetic imagination can
achieve in an alien field which requires realistic experience as its
primary equipment, .
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The shott stories of Rabindranath would demand a chapter
by themselves. Perhaps his is the unique example of a novelist
who has attained equal eminence in both branches of his craft.
In fact, his shott stories reach a higher and more even standard
of excellence, being entirely free from the structural looseness and
inequalities of the longer novels. In richness and variety of
content, in exquisitely beautiful descriptions of nature and its
power of influencing the deeper emotions, in a fine synthesis
between poetic vision and the penetrating psychological insight
of a novelist, in the portrayal of conflicts between the individual
and the wider family and social circle, and in the creation of a
supernatural atmosphere within the familiar zones of our every-
day life,—the short stories of Rabindranath reveal a range and
height that make them out some of the best specimens of the
form in the world’s literature. There are at least a dozen which
would indubitably take the highest rank in any representative
collection of short storics and would easily bear the palm in
respect of imaginative atmosphere and finc subtlety of poetic
symbolism. Among love-stories Samdpti, Dristidina and Madhya-
Vartini ate examples of the subtle and manifold workings of the
passion within the narrow regulated frame-wotk of Bengali
society. A second class deals with the piquant situations of our
domestic life, where very often affection and sympathy tend to
flow in unorthodox channels and create complications within the
family circle. Chance telations as in Postmaster and Kabuliwdlla
set in motion tender pathetic yearnings which cannot be
stabilised within the social frame-work. The painful assertion
of individuality against the traditional role, immutably ¥ixed in
certain families, has been finely exemplified in Hdlddr Gosthi,
and the pathetic self-deception of decayed aristocracy has been
sketched in Thdkurdidi with a tenderness of sympathy that reveals
the poetic sentimental core in snobbery itself. This motive has
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been bequeathed by Rabindranath to Sarat Chandra and worked
out by the latter with a finer sense of pathos and dramatic
conflict.

The spell of Nature upon human life finds wonderful
treatment in Tardpada, who has somehow imbibed Nature’s
subtle detachment, and whose native wildness of spirit is unfet-
tered by any bonds of domesticity. His Nishithe, Manibira and
Khudita Pdshan ate three supreme examples of his marvellous
command over supernatural effects, which have been brought
about by purely psychological methods without transgressing the
limits of probability. A husband’s penitence and the terrible
shock caused by the mysterious death of a beloved wife have
been the occasions of the first two, whereas the third is a dream
vision, a startlingly vivid realisation of the exotic magnificence,
the rich, voluptuous beauty of a vanished civilisation. And
through it all runs, as a haunting refrain, a feeling of frustration,
of yearnings unfulfilled, as of a lost soul straying through the
wilderness of a new and strange world from which the old
glamour has irrevocably departed. It may very well challenge
comparison with De Quincey’s Dream-Fugue, not perhaps
commanding such a varied and sustained musical flight but
excelling in a firmer grip of psychological truth and an incom-
parably finer sensc of form.

The ultra-modern preoccupation with sex-problem and the
dawn of love within the forbidden degrees of relationship has
also been foreshadowed in Nashtanirh. The subject has,
however, been treated with a fine self-restraint and command of
psychology almost completely absent in the novelists of the later
school, who are apt to take such a love for granted without
taking the trouble to account for its genesis and growth.

‘The short story has a special appropriateness to Indian
conditions of life, at once narrow in its range and intense in its
passions. The conflict or point of intetests in it hardly admits
of being spread out over a full-length novel without becoming
too thin-spun. This is why the short story seems to have a much
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brighter future with us than the larger form. And here also
Rabindranath has set a standard which it will be the despair of
his successots to keep up. In the myriad-hued variety of his
achievements, Rabindranath encloses a larger arc—well-nigh the
complete circle—than perhaps any other literary figure in the
world’s history and, though his poetry will outweigh everything
else that he has writtcn, his work in the field of fiction bids fair
to be a close second.




TO RABINDRANATH TAGORE

IN the second month of spring, in the twenty-ninth year of the Chinese
Republic, T compose this poem in the five word metre of twenty-four lines
with twelve rimes, respectfully to congratulate the Gurudeva Tagaze on his
eightieth birthday.
Tai Chi-Tao
Chungking, China.

O M1GHTY peak of the Himalayas,
You rise in pecrless loftiness ;
The plains at your feet look up in awe,
The hills, like sons, surtound your knecs.
Rich are you in all kinds of jewels,
And the winds rock the clouds around you ;
Those winds and clouds melt down in rivers,
Bringing their blessings to every creature.
On all sides many lands are spread,
Each land has its kings and rulers ;
Mighty souls, the saints and sages,
Humble souls, the common folk.
Some men there are who bring gifts of benevolence,
Some of lofty morality ;
Some teach the way of human society,
Some show the path of release.
Yet various as their teachings are,
They spring from the same root,—
As these many cloud-born streams,
Descend from the same mountain source.
~ So 1 sit meditating, my face to the West,
Where the old sages lived their boundless life ;
You are not alone, O pure and mighty soul,
Behold your comrade in the East.

*

( Translated from the original Chinese )



THE SHORT STORIES OF
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By Diwan Chand Sharma

Tue short story, in a sense, was born in India, but after many
vicissitudes of fortune it came to perfection in the West. It
will be idle to speculate which country in the West has done
most to develop this literary form, though it cannot be denied
that the U. S. A., England, France and Russia lay claim to this
honout. All these countrics have done something towards the
popularisation and the development of this branch of literature.
To assess what each of these countries has done is very difficult,
though it must be admitted that each has contributed something
to its infinite variety.

This variety is the first thing that one notices if one studies
short stories. Between the short story one finds in a popular
magazine and the short story which is a work of art, there are
innumerable intermediate gradations. Onc simply marvels at
the multiplicity of uses to which it is put. There is a kind of
short story which is sheer entertainment. It keeps us guessing
till the very last and keeps up our suspense. There are short
stories in which a surprise awaits us at every turn. ‘Then there
are short stories which are fine exercises in wish-fulfillment.
They are full of the milk and honey of sentimentality and are
like a syrup for those who have had any bitter experience in life.
There are stories which are more ot less social studies and
throw light on some cross section of society. In some stories
the author has no other aim but to give the portrait of a person,
and there ate not a few short stories in which the author sets
out to give a glimpse of some philosophy of life. There are
some writers of the short story who wish to convey through it a
mood or some kind of atmosphere, and there are others who

wish to probe into the depths of the human heart. There are
18
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some writers like Poe who have dealt with the supernatural in
their short stories, and there are those like H. G. Wells who
have given a free rein to their fancies. The short story has thus
been used as a substitute for a lyric, a narrative, a drama, a
philosophical treatise, a sociological tract, a psychological note-
book, and a book on witch-craft. Yet in every form that it has
assumed, its sole purpose has been to entertain the reader.

It is, however, a pity that in India the short story has not
shown such a bewildering diversity of aims and methods as in the
West. This does not mean that the short story is not a popular
literary form in India. A few years ago a Hindi writer computed
the number of short stories written in the Hindi language in a
yeat, and came to the conclusion that it ran into a couple of
thousands. I think the same must be true of Bengali and the other
languages of India. The short story is the most popular literary
form in India as in other countries, and the name of its practi-
tioners is legion. But among all these writers there are only
two names that are acclaimed as masters all over India. They
are Rabindranath Tagore and Munshi Prem Chand. It is need-
less to say that while the fame of Munshi Prem Chand has not
travclled beyond the confines of India, Rabindranath Tagore is an
international figure in the realm of the short story.

With a versatility that is almost staggering Rabindranath
has attained to great renown in this department of literature, and
the most amazing thing is that though he must have read some
masters of the short story in the West, he has not followed any
one else’s technique. He has evolved a technique of his own,
which is curiously unlike that of anybody else. This shows not
only the many-sidedness of his genius but also his originality.

Though I have read through hundreds of short stories, I
cannot help saying that generally there are three main types.
Thete are stoties which reproduce one or mote elements of the
best-seller in fiction. They assume many shapes and cater to
many interests, but they remain essentially superficial. ‘The
author merely skims the surface of life, and by depicting stock
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chatacters under new names, devising new and exotic settings,
introducing strange complications and playing upon the most
well known and easily excitable feelings of the reader, gives a
mild kind of pleasure. Then thete are short stories which
are a kind of propaganda, not loud and crude but veiled and
disguised. In these the writer tries to air his pet notions and
propagate his views and opinions.  If the story of the first type
gives us a sense of superficiality, these give us a sense of artificia-
lity. Then there are short stories which give a sense of life,
this varied, many-sided, strange and incomprehensible life.
Of this type of short story Chekhov is the greatest master. But
if one may not be accused of any patriotic bias, one must say
that to this category belong the short stories of Rabindranath
Tagore. His stories have a depth to which only a few have
attained. They are not merely fragments or slices of life, they
are life itself.

In going through them I have noticed a few things which
I would like to share with other readers. The very first thing
which one notices is their comprehensiveness. A short story,
they say, is like a glance of the eye, a waving of the hand, a peep
at the ever-changing prospect of life. The writer of the short
story is like a visitor to the museum which I once saw. The
batches of visitors were taken through a museum by a very
pompous person, who would not let anyone stay on and linger
anywhere. One could stay beforc an object for only a minute
ot so, for then the official would rap out : “Make a move on.”
One could only catch a glimpse, and then one had to move on.
Similar is the case with most writers of the short story. They
look only for a while at a particular object and then have
got to go on to some other thing after recording their impressions
of the first. Yet this is not true of the short stories of Rabindra-
math Tagore. He has developed what an eminent writer and
ctitic has described as the multiplicity of eyes. He does not want
to oversimplify life, but he looks at it even in his short stories
from so many different points of view. A story like “Mashi”
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will make this point clear. The description, analysis and comment
are inextricably mixed together. The world of man and the
world of nature are shown to exist side by side, and sometimes
nature seems to dwarf man altogether and throws his puny
struggles into the shade. It seems that man is an insignificant
actor playing his part on a vety vast stage against a background
characterised by immensity and grandeur. Such stories as this
make one feel how rich the art of Tagoreis. He is not like
other short story writers, who emphasise one thing at the expense
of everything eclse. Some excel in descriptions while others
show a penetrating psychological insight. There are not a few
to whom we go for a fine summing up of life. Rabindranath
Tagore combines all these elements and makes his short stories
full of absorbing interest.

Another thing that one notices in his short stories is that
he is particularly happy when he is describing a solitary, sensitive
and much-enduring person. Perhaps there is some spiritual kin-
ship between this type of man and the writer ; pethaps it is only
by chance that he depicts such persons. No one will, however,
deny that his pictures of this type of humanity are difficult to
improve upon. This type of person appears again and again in
his short stories. -Sometimes he is a school-boy and sometimes
he is a clerk ; at other times it is a long-suffering woman. But one
is always apt to come upon such a person in his short stories. His
studies in this field are a precious part of our literature.

We talk these days a great deal about psychology, and we
know how psychology is the rage at present. We must have an
infiltration of it into everything that we write. Above all we
must have it in novels and short stories. Again in these a writer
should show his knowledge of all kinds of psychology. He should
especially show his perception of abnormal psychology. ‘This
invasion of literature by psychology has led to many curious
experiments and much incomprehensible writing. It seems as if
the psychologist attempts not a study ofethe universal man in
terms of a particular individual, but a study of what is peculiar,
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of one who is generally an eccentric. Yet there are some writers
like Rabindranath Tagore to whom psychology has come of itself
and whose psychological insight is not a self-acquired pose but
something natural. These writers have delved into the depths of
the human heart without any conscious effort. In the august
company of such writers will be found Rabindranath Tagore.
Each story of his shows his grasp of the fundamental urges of the
human heart and the intricate expressions that they find in human
deeds and speech.  Nor is his domain limited in any way. He
feels at home among all sorts and conditions of men. He is sus-
ceptible to the workings of the mind of a child ; he is alive to
the beatings of the heart of a growing boy ; he portrays the heart
of a young woman ; he enters into the feelings of a middle aged
person and he knows the weariness and sadness of old age. To
those who are interested in psychology it will be a very profitable
exercise to find the truth of this statement in his short stories.
Suffice it for me to say that a story like “Home Coming” has
taught me motre about the psychology of adolescence than many
a book on this theme. In this story one finds almost all that
is worth knowing about boys who are growing into maturity.
Their struggles, mental tensions and ambitions are described so
graphically that one can never forget them. This is only one of
the short stories rich in this kind of insight. There are others
too which make profitable reading from this point of view.

Nor are we to forget the mastery with which he selects
details and puts them together. In this respect he is like a
painter who wants to sketch a complete portrait. No soonet
does one think of this quality of his short stories than one is
reminded of the description that he has given of Giribala :

Giribala is overflowing with the exuberance of her yoWth that
seems spilling all over around her, in the folds of her dress, the
turning of her neck, the motion of her hands, in the rhythm of her
steps, now quick, now languid, in her tinkling anklets and ringing
laughter, in her voice and her swift glances. Often she is seen,
wrapt in & blue silk, walking on her terrace, in an impulse of
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unmeaning restlessness. Her limbs seem eager to dance to the time
of an inner music unceasing and unheard. She takes pleasure in
merely moving her body, causing ripples to break out in the flood of
her young life. Suddenly she will pluck a leaf from a plant in the
flower-pot, and throw it up in tho sky, and her bangles give a sudden
tinkle and the careless grace of her hand, like a bird freed from its
cage, flies unseen in the air. With her swift fingers she brushes away
from her dress a mere nothing ; standing on tiptoe she peeps over her
terrace walls for no cause whatever, and then with a rapid motion
turns round to go to another direction, swinging her bunch of keys
tied to a corner of her garment. She loosens her hair in an untimely
caprice, sitting before her mirror to do it up again, and then in a fit
of laziness flings herself upon her bed like a line of stray moonlight,
slipping through some opening of the leaves, idling in the shadow.

On reading it no one can miss the esscntial beauty of this
picture. Every detail is significant for each gives an idea of
abounding, overflowing life. Nor can anyone miss the element
of feminine caprice in this picture. But even when one is
reading this piece of artistic prose, one cannot fail to hear the
undertones of sadness. Nor can one fail to detect that there is
some element of emotional under-nourishment in the life of this
woman. The descriptions of Tagore thercfore give not only a
sense of the physical scene, but also an idea of emotional
reverbetations. ‘They move always on two planes—the physical
and the emotional, and if one is able to do this, one c¢annot but
be accounted an artist.

These are a few of the qualities of his short stoties to
which one is drawn again and again. These, howevet, do not
exhaust the list. His short stories are a treasute-house of many
qualities, and have their place in world literature. They are
unique for their technique, their social significance and thehuman
valuesthey embody.



TAGORE—POET AND SEER
By Nolini Kanta Gupta

A GREAT literature seems to have almost invariably a great name
attached to it, one name by which it is known and recognised as
great. It is the name of the man who releases the inmost
potency of that literature, and who marks at the same time the
height to which its creative genius has attained or perhaps can
ever attain. Homer and Virgil, Dantc and Shakespeare, Goethe
and Camoens, Firdausi in Persian and Kalidasa in classical
Sanskrit, are such names—numina, each being the presiding deity,
the godhead born full-armed out of the poetic consciousness of
the race to which he belongs. Even in the case of France whose
language and literature are more a democratic and collective and
less an individualistic creation, even there one single Name can
be pointed out as the life and soul, the very cream of the charac-
teristic poetic genius of the nation. I am, of course, referring to
Racine, Racine who, in spite of Moli¢re and Corneille and Hugo,
stands as the most representative French poet, the embodiment of
French aesthesis par excellence.

Such a great name is Rabindranath Tagore in Bengali
literature. We need not forget Bankim Chandra, nor even
Madhusudan : still one can safely declare that if Bengali language
and literature belonged to any single person as its supreme
liberator and fosterer—savita and pusha—it is Rabindranath. It
was he who lifted that language and literature from what had
been after all a provincial and parochial status into the domain of
the international and universal. Through him a thing of local
value was metamorphosed definitively into a thing of world value.

The miracle that Tagore has done is this : he has brought
out the very soul of the race—its soul of lyric fervour and grace,
of intuitive luminosity and poignant sensibility, of beauty and
harmony and delicacy. It is this that he has made living and
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vibrant, raised almost to the highest pitch and amplitude in
various modes in the utterance of his nation. What he always
expresses, in all his creations, is one aspect or another, a thythm
ot a note of the soul movement. It is always a cry of the soul,
a profound experience in the inner heart that wells out in the
multifarious cadences of his poems. It is the same motif that
finds a local habitation and a name in his short stories, perfect
gems, masterpieces among world’s masterpieces of art. In his
dramas and novels it is the same element that has found a wider
canvas for a more detailed and graphic notation of its play and
movement. I would even include his essays ( and certainly his
memoirs ) within the sweep of the same master-note. An essay
by Rabindranath is as characteristic of the poet as any lyric poem
of his. ‘This is not to say that the essays are devoid of a solid
intellectual content, a close-knit logical argument, an acute and
penetrating thought movement, nor is it that his novels or
dramas are mere lyrics drawn out and thinned, lacking in the
essential elements of a plot and action and character. What I
mean is that over and above these factors which Tagore’s art
possesses to a considerable degree, there is an imponderable
element, a flavour, a breath from elsewhere that suffuses the
entire creation, something that can be characterised only as the
soul-element. It is this presence that makes whatever the poet
touches not only living and graceful but instinct with something
that belongs to the wotld of gods, something celestial and
divine, something that meets and satisfies man’s deepest longing
and aspiration.

I have been laying especial stress upon this aspect of
Tagore’s genius, because humanity is in great need of it today,
because all has gone wrong with the modern world since it lost
touch With its soul and was beguiled into a path lighted by false
glimmers and will-o-the-wisps, lures of a superficial and infra-
human consciousness, or into the by-ways and backwashes and
aberrations of a sophisticated intellectualism.

Tagore is modetn, as modern as reasonably and sensibly
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one can be ; he is 2 modern, but not a modernist. One is
modern when one is inspired and moved by the spitit of the
Time, one is modernist when one is bound to the letter, to the
external formulas of the law of the Zeit-Geist. You remain
modern if the new consciousness enters and dwells in your nature
and character, you become modernist as soon as it degenerates
into a #fc and a mannerism.

The passage of mediaevalism to modernism can be defined
as the passage from the local and parochial to the general and
universal. ‘The mediaeval consciousness is a segmented or linear
consciousness : it is the view, at a time, from one particular angle
of vision. ‘The modern consciousness, on the other hand, is or
tends to be a global view-point, a circular consciousness. The
unilateral mentality proper to mediaevalism may be deep and
penetrating and far reaching, extending to the hidden and high
realities, even to the highest and the most secret—to God and
Soul and Immortality ; it would still be a one-sided vision and
achievement. It is the characteristic function of the modem
consciousness to survey things not from a single point of view,
but from all points of view, even the most disparate and incom-
mensurable. The relativity of all experiences—not necessarily
their illusoriness—is the great modern discovery ; it is the parent
of modetn ( scientific ) scepticism and agnosticism ; it is also the
basis of a large, a global synthesis, which was never possible till
now and which is the promise of tomorrow.

Modernism implies a natural broadening of the mind and
life, a greater capacity to understand and endorse and
appreciate divergent and even contrary and contradictory expeti-
ences and stand-points. Thus, brotherhood to the mediaeval man
meant bringing together mankind under the dominion of one cult
or cteed—it is the extension of a tribal feeling. Brotherhood
in 2 modern consciousness would mean an inner union and
commensurability that can subsist even in the midst of a great
diversity of taste and feeling and experience.

Tagore is modern in respect of all these higher aptitudes

19
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that man has gained today. He has the brilliance and cutiosity
of an alert and strong intelligence, the refined sensibility of a
pagan and scientific intellect, he has an infinite sense of irony
and humour and, above all, he has that in him,—a genial plasticity
and sympathy and a warm sense of “wide commonalty”,—
which makes him easily a citizen of the world, feeling absolutely
at home all over the world.

The breath of modernism that Tagore has brought into the
life and letters of the Bengali race is, I repeat, suffused with a
soul-feeling—a sense of refinement and dignity, wideness and
catholicity and urbanity in the inner make-up of life-attitude and
consciousness, a feeling that one no longer lives in his village,
confined to its insular limits, but that one lives a life coterminous
with human lifc at large and at its best ; one is cosmopolitan
in the noblest sense of the wotld and one has to move and
act and speak in 2 manner becoming such a position. A high
sense of all the aristocratic virtues, plus a certain sunshine of wit
and playful intelligence that prevents the serious and the lofty
from becoming grim and Dantesque are part of the gifts that
Tagore has brought us and made a living element of our literary
and even social ¢haracter.

Tagore is modern, because his modernism is based upon a
truth not local and temporal, but eternal and universa), something
that is the very bed-rock of human cultute and civilisation.
Indeed, Tagote is also ancient, as ancient as the Upanisads.
The great truths, the basic realities expetienced and formulated
by the ancients ring clear and distinct in the core of all his
artistic creation. ‘Tagore’s intellectual make-up may be as
rationalistic and scientific as that of any typical modern man.
Nor does he discard the good things ( preya ) that earth and life
offer to man for his banquet ; and he does not say like the bare
ascetic : anyd vdcho vimufichatha, “abandon everything else”.
But even like one of the Upanisadic Rishis, the great Yajfiavalkya,
he would pussess and enjoy his share of terrestrial as well
as of spiritual wealth—wbbayameva. 1n a world of modernism,
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although he acknowledges and appreciates mental and vital and
physical values, he does not give them the place demanded for
them. He has never forgotten the one thing needful. He has
not lost the mootings of the soul. He has continued to nestle
close to the eternal verities that sustain earth and creation and
give a high value and purpose to man’s lifc and creative activity.

In these iconoclastic times, we are liable, both in art and
in life, to despise and even to deny certain basic factors which
were held to be almost indispensable in the old world. The great
triads—the True, the Beautiful and the Good, or God, Soul and
Immortality—are of no consequence to a modernist mind : these
mighty words evoke no echo in the heart of a contcmporary
human being. Art and Life meant in the old world somcthing
decent, if not great. They were pethaps, as I have already said,
framed within narrow limits, certain rigid principles that cribbed
and cabined the human spirit in many ways ; but they were not
anarchic, they obeyed a law, a dharma, which they considered
as an deal, a standard to look up to and even liveup to. The
modernist is an anarchic being in all ways. He does not care
for old-world verities which seem to him mere convention ot
superstition. Truth or Beauty or Harmony are non-existent for
him : if at all they exist they bear a totally different connotation,
the very opposite of that which is normally accepted.

The modernist does not ask ; is it good ? is it beautiful ?
He asks : is it effective ? is it expressive ? And by effectivity and
exptessiveness he means something nervous and physical.
Expressiveness to him would mean the capacity to tear off the
veil over what once was considered not worth the while or
decent to uncover. A strange recklessness and shamelessness, an
unhealthy and perverse curiosity, characteristic of the Asura and
the Pisacha, of the beings of the underworld, mark the move-
ment of the modernist. But I forget. The Modernist is not
always an anarchist, for he too seeks to establish a New Order ;
indeed he atrogates to himself that mission and declares it to be
his and his alone. Obviously it is not the order of the higher
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gods of Olympus : these have been ousted and dethroned. We
ate being led back to the mysteries of an earlier race, reverting
to an infra-evolutionary status, into the arcana of Thor and Odin,
godlings of an elemental Nature.

In such a world Tagore is a voice and a beacon from over
the heights of the old world declating and revealing the verities
that are eternal and never die. They who seek to kill them do
so at their peril. Tagore is a great poet: as such he is close to
the heart of Bengal. He is a great Seer : as such humanity will
claim him as its own.




TAGORE’S CHILDHOOD POETRY
By Humayun Kabir

BENGAL is a land of rivers and riparian people are almost
invariably self-centred individualists. This individualism in the
quality of their mind has made them rebels from the earliest
times, rebels against established institutions, customs and beliefs.
This explains why the revolt against Brahminical traditions in the
Buddhist age was more penetrating and extensive in Bengal than
perhaps in any other part of India. This explains why the advent
of Islam in India saw the Bengali mind accept its challenge of
democracy and individualism with such far-reaching and perma-
nent effects. This also explains why the rise of English power
was accompanied by a change in the Bengali consciousness which
has produced the finest art and literature of modern India. Is
it any wonder that the work of Tagore, who represents the finest
efflorescence of the Bengali genius, should exhibit as its dominant
tone the glorification of human individuality ?

The poetry of Tagore in all its extensive reaches is governed
by this intensely individual and human note. The process of
experience has brought increasing variety to his work, the
knowledge of many lands and many ages has enriched his
personality and mind. His work has thus achieved a universal
humanity which transcends the limitations of race, age and
climate. In spite of the development and growth, the basic note
of his poetry has not, however, changed. From its earliest
beginnings till today, his poettry is resplendent with the glorifica-
tion of human values.

It is this exaltation of human values that accounts for
Tagore’s repudiation of asceticism. He sees the field of man’s
highest activity in this world and its multifold demands and
relations.  Defeat and disillusionment is the lot of man on earth,
but man’s glory lies in rising above them and striving to achieve
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his ideals here. 'Those who refuse to face the conflicts of life
and scek refuge in an abandonment of the world suffer final defeat
of the spirit. Difficulties are not to be feared so much as the
tendency to evade difficulties. ‘The apparent defeats in life do
not lower the moral statute of 2 man. Loss of morality results
from the escapist mentality which is afraid to face the tasks of
life. Those who have denied human relations and human values
have learnt to their bitter cost that such denial is not metely
futile but defeats its own purpose. In song and poem, in stotry
and drama, in essay and novel, Tagore has sought to express this
truth in a thousand ways. The reiteration is itself evidence of
his anxiety to get it across to his people, and yet in spite of all his
efforts, he has often felt that his countrymen have not realised the
implications of his message.

This repugnance to asceticism explains the fusion of the
poet and the practical man in Tagore. He has felt that he must
not only dream beautiful dreams but wotk to realise them in the
light of common day. A salvation whose price is the torture
of the flesh has no appeal for him. His ideal is a liberation of
the spirit in which the exquisite demands of lifc are fulfilled and
transcended. Death may be the end of life and the weary spirit
may seek in its oblivion a respite from the struggles of existence,
but Tagore’s poetry is full of the exultation of life inethe midst of
its manifold bondage.

Expansion and development of the petsonality is therefore
the aim that Tagore set himself from his early youth. He loves
man and not merely the abstraction of humanity. ‘The petfection
for which he strives is the fulfilment of the life of the individual,
not that of an impersonal and bodiless concept. Each man has
his own uniqueness revealed in the countless trivialities which
constitute his life history. The idea of a universal humanity
has also attracted his imagination at times and he has conceived
of the universal man as the conglomerate embodiment of indivi-
dual men. Each cell of our body has its own separate life, and
yet contributes to the life of the body as 2 whole. Similatly,
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individual men have their separate entities and yet constitute the
elements of the life of universal man. The idea of the individual
as a cell of corporate humanity has been developed in some of
the recent writings of Tagore, but it is noteworthy that even
this conception is based on the recognition of the importance of
the individual as such.

This recognition of the valuc of the individual is the basis
of Tagote’s lyricism. The individual is of immense value and
hence every event of his life is charged with deep significance.
Even the momentary is not trivial. Its lack of quantity is compen-
sated by the intensity of its quality. Without this deep love for
life in all its manifestations, could he have worked with such
devotion and passion to immortalise the feeling of the moment in
a work of art ? The drama of man’s struggle with invisible
powers of the universe and his final defcat gives us tragedy. The
epic is the record of his conflict with fate while the lyric is the
crystallisation of the splendour and beauty of his momentary life.

This sense of the value of the individual and the individual
moments of life explains why there is an underlying note of hope
even in the saddest of lyric poems. Our sweetest songs arc those
that tell of the saddest thoughts only because the sadness is itself
lit up with a sense of value and dignity of human experience.
Tagote also has always been an optimist. When his countrymen
have neglected his work, he has not lost hope. In his poetry
and his practical achievement, he has drawn sustenance from the
secret sources of his own spirit and persisted in his quest alone.
The beauty he has created is today the common possession of the
human race, but his faith has never failed that his dream of a
Viswa Bharati will also one day be the hetitage of all men.

This faith in man and his sense of the value of the indivi-
dual moments of experience also help to explain why Tagote has
been so great a poet of childhood and innocence. Practical
considerations dominate the interest of the average man and
even poets often succumb to its insidious influence. Tagore has
valued life in all its manifestations and realised that the moods
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and feelings of the child, trivial as they might seem to grown-ups
with their own small vanities and scale of values, are charged
with the deepest significance for him. Not merely this, but the
child’s experiences have in them a freshness and beauty which
the adult can hardly ever feel. The process of repetition and
routine blunts the perceptions and dulls the sensitiveness of the
grown-up. The child is full of eager expectancy and lives in a
continuous renascence of wonder. Tagorc has caught in his
poetry this mood of wonder and expectancy and that is why he
is perhaps the greatest poet of childhood that the wotld has ever

seen.




RABINDRANATH AND BENGALI PROSODY

By Prabodh-Chandra Sen

I

It 15 2 curious fact that though the lofty thoughts and beautiful
imageries of Rabindranath as a poet have been admired all over
the world, the wonderful richness of his experiments in
Bengali metrics has hardly attracted the appreciative attention of
his innumerable readers even in his native province of Bengal.
The non-Bengali rcaders of the poet, unfamiliar with the original
language in which his poems are composed, cannot possibly
enjoy the rhythmical richness of his incredibly large number of
pocms composed in course of more than half a century, 2 period
during which the life of the Bengali pcople has been vibrating
with a new spirit of renaissance. People outside Bengal may
well appreciate the musical value of his songs, because the
language of music has a universal appeal and is not inseparably
tied down to the spoken tongue in which the words of a song
are clothed. But the only rhythm of Rabindranath’s poems
which they can possibly understand is the more or less irregular
and prosaic rhythm of a foreign language to be found in his
English version of Gitdnjali which does not and cannot represent
even a very distant echo of the living rhythmic flow of the
original Bengali poems. The fact is that even if the sense of a
poet’s words can be translated into a foreign language, the sound
cannot.

What is apparently surprising is that even the Bengali
readers of Rabindranath are not, I think, quite conscious of the
wonderful variety and value of his metres, though, of course,
the heart of every Bengali reader is charmed with the enchanting
intermingling of sound and sense in his poems. The reason is
not far to seek. The older generation of the Bengalis with a few

20



154 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

exceptions was almost shocked by the quick succession of
innovations in the field of metrics by the prolific genius of
Rabindranath, and before it could adapt itself to, and grow
appreciative of, these creations, it had run the course of its life
and had disappeared from the scene. And the present genera-
tion has been, so to speak, born and brought up in the rhythmic
atmosphere of Rabindranath, and as such we ate apt to be as
unconscious of the soul-sustaining currents of his rhythm as we
are of the life-giving air that we breathe every moment. Nature
that surrounds us throughout our life is 2 museum of endless
beauty of sound, colour and form, but it requires an amount
of conscious training even to be awate of their existence, not
to speak of cnjoying them. Rabindranath’s literature has
created for us, as it were, a second nature in which we live,
move and have our being, and as such we are apt to forget the
vast wealth of sound and rhythm which we have been fortunate
enough to inherit. Hence the necessity, even on the part of
the Bengali readers of his poems, of conscious training for a
proper appreciation of the innumerable metrical innovations of
Rabindranath.

This article is, however, not primarily meant for Bengali-
knowing readers so that English had to be chosen as its medium.
But it must be admitted at the very outset that it is not possible
to do full justice to a subject like this in a foreign language,
specially because prosody deals not with the sense of a poet’s
words but with their sound. So I think it will be very difficult,
and indeed sometimes quite impossible, to convey in English the
sound-value of the metrical art of Rabindranath, even apart from
the fact that quotations from his works will necessarily have
to be in Bengali though in Roman transliteration. I shall, there-
fote, try to give my readers only a rough idea about the vatious
metres that were in use in Bengali verse before the advent of
Rabindranath, and the rich and powerful variety introduced into
the rhythmic movements of Bengali metres as a result of his
incessant experiments which, incidentally, have by no means
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come to an end, though he has crossed the threshold of his
eighty-first year. It must also be admitted that even at best
such an attempt can convey only the barest idea of the subject
to non-Bengali readers. 1, therefore, undertake the present dis-
cussion not only under an initial difficulty inherent in the subject
itself, but also with some diffidence born of the consciousness
that I am working through a medium which is quite unlike the
poet’s own language.

Before I take up a consideration of the metrical wealth that
has been added to our literature by Rabindranath, it will be
necessary to give some idea of the underlying general principles
of Bengali versification. Unlike music which has very little to do
with the accents and intonations of a spoken language, prosody
has to depend to a very large extent on the characteristic
speech-habits of a particular pecople. Indeed, it is the
systematisation of the peculiar characteristics of a particular
language and its pronunciation that constitutes the art of
versification in that language.

We should begin by undertaking an examination of the
various movements of verse-thythm. Such movements may
within certain limits be well compared to those of the hands
of a time-piece. We all know that on a time-picce four
different movements go on simultanepusly, viz., those of the
second, minute and hour hands, and the twelve-hourly or semi-
diurnal movement of which two complete circuits cover a whole
day. Similatly, if we closely examine the dynamic character of
a couplet of verses, we shall find that it also involves the simul-
tancous existence of four different movements, viz., those of the
syllable, the accent-group, the foot, and the verse, two of which
last go to form a couplet. But there is this difference between
the movements of the watch and those of the couplet that while
the former are rigidly uniform and admit of no wvariation
whatsoever, the latter offer a kind of deep underlying unity in a
wotld of wonderful diversity.

According to the analogy just referred to, the syllable
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corresponds to the second of the time-piece, and just as a second,
as the unit of time, lies at the root of the whole system of the
watch, so a syllable, as the unit of articulate sound, ultimately
governs the whole system of metrics. As such it deserves to
occupy a primary place in any discussion of prosody.

What, then, is a syllable ? It may be defined as the it
of pronunciation forming a word or part of a word and containing
one vowel sound, monophthong ( @yugma-svara) or diphthong
( yugma-svara ), and often consonant(s) on one or both sides of it.
In other words, a syllable is a vowel ( monophthong or
diphthong ), either standing by itself or flanked by one or more
consonants on one or both sides, the whole being uttered
together, that is, with a single effort or impulse of the voice.
There is no term in Sanskrit or the modern Indian vernaculars
which may be regarded as equivalent to the English word
“syllable” without any ambiguity. Akshara and Varna are both
used in Sanskrit to mean cither a letter or a syllable as the case
may be. Now, this ambiguous character of these words makes
them unsuitable for use in a scientific discussion where precision
of meaning is most necessary. For all practical purposes we may
regard the expression svaramaya ot svardsrita dbvani-vyashti or
simply dbvani-vyashti as an equivalent of the term syllable.

In order to determine the quantitative value of syllables as
also to ascertain their use in Bengali versification, it is mecessary
to classify them into two groups, viz. (1) open syllables, and ( 2 )
closed syllables. Open syllables are those that contain a monoph-
thong and are not followed by any consonant. Thus the word
ka.vi consists of two open syllables. Closed syllables, on the
other hand, contain either a monophthong followed by one or more
consonants, or a diphthong which may or may not be followed
by consonants. Thus the first syllables of the wotds sun.da.ra,
sau.ra.bha and saun.dar.ya are closed. The expressions “open and
closed syllables have been conveniently rendered into Bengali as
aysigma and yugma dhvani respectively.

Now, the values of both kinds of syllables in Bengali
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versification depend on the mode of their pronunciation. An
open syllable, when pronounced singly, invariably takes twice as
much time as would be required to pronounce it along with other
syllables. ‘Thus the whole word ks.si when pronounced in the
normal way would require two units of time called md#ra or mora.
But if we pronounce the syllables &z and vi separately, each of
them will be naturally lengthened and require two units of time,
that is, each of them should be regarded as a long or bimoric
(dvi-matraka) syllable.

Chali chali | pa- pa- | tali tali | jay

Here each syllable of the first and third sections or feet of the
line is open and unimoric because pronounced along with others.
But the two open syllables of the second foot ( parvan) are
pronounced separately and are therefore long and bimoric. It
should be particularly stated here that open syllables are very
rarely pronounced singly and therefore the use of bimoric open
syllables is seldom to be found in Bengali versification.

Closed syllables also have two modes of pronunciation.
A closed syllable may be so lengthened as to occupy the space
of two morae, or it may be compressed into the space of one
mora only. This dual character of the closed syllable is to be
found very frequently in Bengali pronunciation and it is this
which is to a great extent responsible for imparting a very rich
rhythmic variety to Bengali versification. Though both forms of
closed syllables have always been used by Bengali poets through
ages, yet it was Rabindranath who first discovered in a conscious
manner the potential energy latent in the closed syllable, and when
he released that energy it created for Bengali poetry a new variety
of thythm which has enriched our literature to no small degtee.

But before proceeding further I must here exemplify this double
use of the closed syllable. '

E. sun. dar | a. ran. yer | pal. la. ver | sta. re
—Vasundharg, Sondr Tari.

In this line there ate three words (swn.dar, a.ran. yer and pal.la.ver)
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each of which contains two closed syllables. Of these six, three
(dar, yer, ver) ate ultimate ( i.e., belonging to the end of a word )
and three (sun, ran, pal) ate either initial or pen-ultimate. What
is important to notice here is that all the three ultimate closed
syllables are long in pronunciation and are therefore bimoric,
while the other three are shott and unimoric. The open syllables
are unimoric everywhere. Calculating in this way we shall find
that cach of the first threc parvans of the line are tetramoric
while the last parvan, which is catalectic or incomplete, is bimoric.
There is a very large group of metres forming by far the major
portion of Bengali poetry, in which both the shortened and
lengthened forms of closed syllables comec into full play ; this
group of metres may, therefore, be propetly termed as Composite
or Yangika.

There is another group of metres in which the closed
syllables are always pronounced in their lengthened form and are
therefore always bimoric. This group may be viewed as the
Bengali counterpatt of the Sanskrit Jdti or Madtravritta group of
metres.

Pan.cha.are | dag. dha ka're | karechha eki | san. nyast
Vi$. va. may | diyechha tare | chhadaye
—Madan-bhasmer pare, Kalpana.

In these two lines there are four initial closed syllables.( pan, dag,
san, vis ) and one ultimate ( may ), all of which are long and
bimoric. A calculation on this line will show that all the parvans
of these two verses are pentamoric except the final two which
are catalectic and consist of four and three morae respectively.
This is the basic principle governing all metres belonging to the
mdtravritta group. It should be mentioned here that this group
of metres with all its variety and richness is almost entirely the
creation of Rabindranath.

There is a third group of metres in Bengali prosody which
may be termed Syllabic: ( translated into Bengali as Svara-vritta )
because these metres are primarily based on the number of
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syllables in each foot. An example will make the nature of
this group of metres clear to the general reader.
Ami yadi | janma nitem | Kalidaser | kale

Daive hatem | dasam ratna | nava-ratner | male
—Sekal, Kshanika.

All the feet of these two lines ( except the terminal ones which
are catalectic ) are tetrasyllabic, that is, each foot consists of
four syllables irrespective of the open and closed varieties.

There is some controversy about the teal character of
this group of metres. Many, including the late poet Dvijendralal
and Satyendranath, definitely regard them as syllabic. But
Satyendranath thought at the same time that though primarily
syllabic, these mettes had a quantitative basis as well, and
according to him each tetrasyllabic foot might be considered as
pentamoric from the quantitative point of view. Rabindranath,
however, thinks that these metres are primarily hexamoric,
though generally based on four ( and not infrequently on three
and very rarely on two ) syllables. Mr. A. D. Mukherji, on
the other hand, considers this kind of metres to be primarily
neither hexamoric nor pentamoric but tetramoric. Without
entering into a controversy on the matter, for which this is not
the proper place, I confess that I am tempted to take a position
midway between that of Satyendranath and Rabindranath. That
is to say, in my opinion these metres are primarily tetra-
syllabic with a hexamoric basis. For had these metres been
merely tetrasyllabic, then any number of feet consisting of four
open syllables could have been introduced without any prejudice
to their rhythm, but actually they carinot. On the other hand,
had they been merely pentamoric or hexamoric, they might
admit amongst them feet consisting of five or six unimoric
open syllables, but this is not possible in actual practice, as in
that case the rhythmic movement of these metres would be
disturbed. So in this article I shall describe them as syllabic.
This syllabic group of metres occupies a very prominent place
in modern Bengali literature, thanks to the genius of Rabindra-
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nath which has been incessantly on the search for new principles
of versification.

The Yangika or Composxte, the Matrdvritta or Quantitative
and the Swaravritta or Syllabic, these are the three main groups
of Bengali metres based on the rhythmic movement of the
syllable. They may be regarded as the three main tributaties
which have fed the great stteam of versification and immensely
enriched the Bengali literature. But it should be remembered
that these three main groups of metres represent only the syllabic
movement of rhythmic language. I have already referred to the
fact that there are three other movements of rhythm, viz., those
of the accent-group, the foot and the verse, corresponding to
the minute, hour and semi-diurnal movements of the time-piece
respectively. ‘The space at our disposal does not permit us to
discuss them in detail, nor is it, in fact, indispensable for our
present purpose.

Iam afraid 1 have entered into technicalities which may
not be easily intelligible to readers unfamiliar with the original
language of the poet’s works. But the subject under discussion
is a technical one, the science of Bengali metrics is still in its
infancy and differs considerably from those prevailing in other
parts of India. “The details set forth above represent in these
conditions but a minimum which could not be avoided if justice
wete to be done to the subject unless, of coutse, I wer€'to confine
myself to the far easier and much more agreeable task of loudly
singing fulsome praises of the greatest literary genius of our
times. It is also my hope that these details may serve as an
incentive to those who are interested in the subject, to make
further explorations in the field.

I

As regards Rabindranath’s place in the metrical develop-
ment of Bengali versification, almost the first thing that I should
say is that it is his writings alone which have made such an analysis
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of Bengali metrics possible. Versification as an art was in such
an undeveloped state before the advent of Rabindranath that a
proper analysis of mettics based on the genius of the Bengali
language was not possible at that time. Rabindranath with
his fine instinct for detecting the rhythmic beauty as also the
defects of the then existing metres, has not only perfected them
but has added ever newer strings of metres to the lyre of the
Bengali muse.

So diverse ate the forms and so subtle and delicate ate the
various sounds which one finds in his metres that it is impossible
to deal with them comptehensively within the limits of an
article. We shall therefore confine ourselves to a consideration
only of the more salient features.

To begin with, of the three main groups of metres
explained in a previous section, viz., thc Yaugika, the Matrarritta
and the Swvaravritta, only the first may be said to have existed
ina mote or less developed form almost up to the close of the
ninth decade of the ninetcenth century, when Rabindranath, then
in the prime of his life, began to startle the country by the
introduction of new principles of versification. Even this yaugika
group of mettes did not reveal its true nature even to the best
of poets though this had been in use for centuries, that is
to say, since the time of Krttivasa and Chandidisa who probably
flourished in the fifteenth century. It was really in a fluid
condition and oscillated between the Svaravritta and Matrdvritta
forms of rhythm, sometimes the one and sometimes the other
making its appearance in a composition whose basic metre
was yaugika. ‘The reason is that in those days poems were not
meant to be read or tecited in the modern fashion which, keeping
as it does the sense of a poem in the foreground, does not
essentially differ from prose-reading. ‘They were actually sung
or recited in a sing-song fashion, the result of which was that the
mettical defects of a poem were to a great extent made up by
the tune of music or by the drawling cadence of such recita-
tion.

a1
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About the middle of the eighteenth century there flouri-
shed in Bengal a master-artist in the domain of prosody named
Bhirata-Chandra Riy (d. 1760 ) who endeavoured to place the
prevailing metres of those days on a sure foundation. But
unfortunately the principle chosen by him in order to impart some
sort of consistency and uniformity to those metres was that of the
akshara. Akshara, as mentioned before, is 2 word of uncertain
meaning ; sometimes it means a syllable and sometimes a letter ;
e.g., both the words paunyavin and punyavati are regarded in
Bengali as consisting of four aksharas, though certainly the first
is trisyllabic and the second tetrasyllabic. The truth is that
modern Bengali writing is neither fully syllabic like the ancient
Brahmi or other scripts of India nor wholly alphabetical like
the Roman, though it must be admitted that it is more syllabic
than alphabetical. Hence any metre based on a principle of
amphibious character and of uncertain meaning like the akshara
is bound to be faulty, and so Bharata-Chandra’s cfforts to place
the then existing metres on a consistent principle could not escape
this defect. What resulted from his efforts was the development
of a group of metres which might be called ‘“Pseudo-syllabic”
and which I have termed A&shara-vritta. 'This pseudo-syllabic
ot akshara-vritta form of versification continued to be in use
till the advent of Rabindranath. .

Rabindranath, who had been experimenting with Bengali
metres since the days of the Sandhyd-Sangita ( 1881 ), discovered
that 2 metrc based on a defective system of writing, which did
not represent the corresponding sound-values in a consistent
mannet, could not form a safe foundation for versification, and so
he began to disregard the number of zksharas in a foot or verse
and substituted a system based on sound for a system based on
writing. 'The outcome is what we have called the Yaugiks or
Composite group of metres. But this was done so slowly and
silently that the revolution has been scarcely felt even in the
present timc. This transformation of the akshara-vritta ot
pseudo-syllabic metres into the yasgika or the composite is an
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achievement of such fundamental character that this alone would
have sufficed to make a poet’s name immortal. This will be fully
demonstrated if and when Bengali comes to be written in a fully
alphabetical form instead of in the semi-syllabic system as at
present.

As to the forms of versification which have been fashioned
out of the material of this group of metres, they ate so large in
number and varied in character that space will allow us to discuss
only onc or two of them, though it is these that catch the popular
ear ot imagination more than the fundamental innovations. It is
well-known that Michael Madhusiidana Datta, the greatest poeti-
cal genius before the time of Rabindranath, rid the old Paydra
system of verses ( each consisting of fourteen units or morae )
of its traditional sing-song drawl, shattered the shackles of its
inevitable rimes as well as of its rigidly regular system of pauses
and imparted to it the majestic movement and the roaring sound
of ocean-waves. Thus were evolved the unrimed and enjambed
ot run-on lines of long waves commonly known as the Blank
Verse out of the short-waved riming lines of the Payir of fout-
teen units, which became a fit vehicle for a grand epic named the
Meghanidavadba Kavya resembling in many respects the Paradise
Lost of Milton.

This new rhythmic movement of the enjambed verses of
Madhusiidana underwent further development along different lines
at the hands of Rabindranath. Firstly, Rabindranath saw that the
enjambed movement of lines is the essential feature of the so-
called blank verse and its rimelessness is only of secondary impor-
tance ; on the contrary, in short poems of enjambed verses rimes
might be regarded as an additional source of beauty. So he
began to work along that line, and the result is the beautiful
riming enjambed verses of such poems as Meghadita and Abalyir
Prati ( 1890, Manasi ). Secondly, he found that in spite of the
enjambement the fixed length of fourteen units stood in the way
of creating shorter or longer waves according to the poet’s
necessity. So he gradually modified in two ways the fixed length
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of fourteen units as adopted by Madhusiidana in his enjambed
verses. ( 1) He experimented with longer lines of eighteen units
and succeeded in finding out a vehicle more suitable to convey
ideas and thoughts of a serious nature. It may be mentioned
that a beginning in this direction was made by the poet’s eldest
brothet, late Dvijendranath Tagore, in his Svapna-Prayina. This
new variety of enjambed verses of eighteen units falls into two
classes : the rimed and the unrimed. Of the first group perhaps
the eatliest is Samudrer Prati, written as early as 1893 (Sondr
Tarz). A beautiful group of poems belonging to the second class
is to be found in the Prantik ( 1938 ), which is one of his latest
works. (2 ) The poct also felt that the fixed length of a line
whether of fourteen or of eightecn units was itself an impediment
in the way of the free movement of a verse and so in a number
of poems he dispensed with the conventional length altogether.
He thus evolved a new variety of rhythm in which the fullest
freedom has been given to the verse-movement.

This variety of rhythm has been given the significant name
of Muktaka in Bengali, the main feature of this form of versifica-
tion being that the length of a verse-wave may vary directly with
the poet’s necessity. ‘The first signs of the poet’s impatience
with unnecessary conventional restrictions particularly with regard
to the fixed length of verses appcarcd as early as 1881 in his
Sandhyd-Sangita. But he was not satisfied with his early experi-
ments with Muktaka except in one case, namely, in his poem
entitled Nishphala Kimana ( 1887 ), one of the finest poems in
Manasi, his first great work. But his later experiments with this
form of thythm were not only eminently successful, but may be
said to have taken by storm the imagination of the reading public
as they began to make their appearance in the year 1914 in the
well-known literary journal the Sabuj Patra. These poems, which
were subsequently published in Ba/ékd, constitute a land-mark
in the history of the verse-evolution of Bengal. The muktaka
form of versification also may be both rimed and untimed. The
first group of muktaka poems to be found in Baldkd as well as
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many others published later on, belong to the rimed category.
But the first successful experiment in mukfaka, that is, the
Nishphala Kimana referred to above, is rimeless as also many
beautiful poems to be found in Parifesha (1932 ) and the twin
works, Rogasayvdy and Arog ya published in 1941.

As regards the Matravritta group of metres, it may be
said that in their present form they are entirely the creation of
Rabindranath. 1Tt is true that this variety of metres was quite
well-known not only in Sanskrit and Prakrit literatures, in which
latter it was indeed the prevailing form of metres, but also in
medieval Bengali literature. In Sanskrit and Prakrit poems these
metres were bascd mainly on the use of fixed long vowels and
secondarily on the lengthened use of closed syllables. In normal
Bengali pronunciation, however, the long vowels of the Sanskrit
alphabet have lost their original bimoric character and have
become unimoric, unless, of course they are lengthened under
special circumstances. This change in the Bengali vowel-pronuncia-
tion vsas complete cven in the middle ages as is proved by the use
of the Pscudo-syllabic group of metres by many poets.

A section of poets, particularly the Vaishnava Paddvali-
writers, no doubt used an artifical form of matravritta metres in
which long vowels of the Sanskrit alphabet were given a bimoric
value in spite of their normal short use in Bengali pronunciation.
It should be noted, however, that they could not uniformly
maintain the bimoric value of long vowels, the normal short use
of these asserting itself very often in their composition. So the
unimoric use of long vowels is to be very frequently found in
the Paddvalis, nor is the long use of snort vowels rare in such
compositions. As these Padavalis were actually sung to the
accompaniment of musical instruments, their artificial character
did not or could not produce any unpleasant effect on the
audience ; rather the artificial use of long vowels was helpful in
giving the musical notes a deep and grave sound characteristic
of classical languages. Bharata-Chandra experimented in the
cighteenth century with these artificial long vowels along Sanskrit
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lines with a degree of success not attained by others. In the
nineteenth century such use of long vowels in the Sanskrit
fashion was a favourite with many poets, such as Rangalal
Banetji, Baladeva Pilit and many othets.

Rabindranath very early in his life was charmed by the
deep notes of such vowels, and following in the footsteps of the
Vaishnava Padavali-writers published a collection of Paddvalis
under the pseudonym of Bhianusimha which was really meant to
be synonymous with the word “Rabindra”. These Paddvalis
of Bhianusimha with their artificial use of long vowels were so
successful that they created a sensation at the time ( 1877) though
they came from the pen of a budding poet who was only sixteen
years old. But Rabindranath very soon discovered that such
mdtrdvritta metres with an artificial use of long vowels with an
archaic air about them, and meant to be read, and not sung in
the old fashion, would soon become monotonous and unfit to be
a suitable medium for living thoughts clothed in a living language.
So he abandoned the use of the old type of wmdtrdvritta mettes
with long vowels except in some songs, such as the two national
anthems, namely, those beginning with Jana-gana-mana-adhindyaka
and Defa defa nandita kari, in which the success of the use
of long vowels is beyond all question. He discarded the old
artificial and archaic form of madtravritta metres and created a
new type of madtravritta, which is based on the lengthened use of
closed syllables, as explained in a previous section, and which is
eminently suitable for modern ideas in a modern language. This
new type of madtravritta metres began to make its first appearance
as early as 1887 in a series of poems which have been collected in
his Manasi which may be regarded as a store-house of thythm and
metres. Since then this new mdfrévritta has been considered in
Bengal as the best mediuin of all lyrical poetry in which the
genius of Rabindranath and of the Bengali people excels and finds
its best expression.

As regards the different forms into which the matravritta
group has been moulded, I may refer here only to some forms of
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the foot ot parvan. 'The tetramoric foot was used for the first
time in a poem entitled Nisphala Upahira ( 1888 ), published in
Manasi ; the pentamotic (eg. Apeksha), the hexamoric ( eg.
Bhal-bhanga, Saradaser Prdrthand ) and the heptamotic (eg. VVadhu)
feet also appeared in Madnasi (1890 ). All these varieties of the
matrayritra which appeared in the same book and struck people
with wonder, marked an epoch in the history of Bengali metrics.
But where did he draw his inspiration from for thc creation
of so many varieties of metres ? Though the sources of his
inspiration deserve to be thoroughly cxplored I do not intend to
occupy myself with that question here. I may only say that
Rabindranath with his natural attraction for things beautiful has
devoted a good deal of attention to all literary forms, and has a
sensitive genius which is cver ready to respond to. new impres-
sions from whatever sources they may come. So we find that
Sanskrit mctres especially those of Jayadeva, the well-known
lyric poet of Bengal, the metres of the Vaishnava poets of the
mediaeval ages, the metres of even folk-poetry as well as the
bars of music for which he has such an inborn aptitude, all under
the magic influcnce of his genius go to form a wonderful synthesis
and thus embellish the metrical wealth of Bengali poetry which has
deservedly become a source of pride and inspiration to the sons
of ‘Bengal.

It has been mentioned before that the introduction of the
Svaravritta or syllabic group of mettes as a medium of serious
poems into modern Bengali literature is to be attributed to
Rabindranath who with untiring =eal has sought to evolve
new vehicles of expression. This syllabic group of mettes is,
however, not a creation of the poet. It had always existed in
Bengal as the metrical medium for lullabies, folk-songs and un-
written popular ballads and other forms of folk-poetry ; it had
even found its way into written literature, though always occu-
pying a low status, and had been considered to be a fit medium
only for comic and other light forms of poetry. Thus we find
its use in the wtitings of Lochanadis and Govindadis ( sixteenth
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century) of Bharata-Chandra and Rimaprasid ( cighteenth centuty)
and specially in the wotks of I§vara-Chandra Gupta who flouri-
shed in the first half of the nineteenth century. Madhiisudana and
Hema-Chandra also knew its use, but they never imagined that
this folk mette could ever become the medium of serious and first
class poetry. Itis the reforming zeal of Rabindranath which
courageously removed its untouchability and having brought it
out from an obscure corner of continued negligence, has given it
a high place in the polished society of fine poetry. Indeed the
unfailing ears of Rabindranath could not but detect the intrinsic
rhythmic beauty of thesc metres from the very beginning and so
he set himself the task, rather early in his life, of rubbing off their
outer layer of primitive crudeness and thus discovered the glitter-
ing beauty of pure gold underneath. I'rom the time of the Kshanika
first published in the year, 1900, Rabindranath has been experi-
menting with these metres in all possible ways, has given them
hundreds of forms and has used them in all spheres of thought, light
and serious. The tesult is that some of his most powerful poems
have been composed in these syllabic mctres which were once
neglected as the medium suitable only for folk poetry.

As regards the forms they have received at the hands of
Rabindranath, it has been demonstrated by him that the svaravritta
or the syllabic group of metres is capable of yielding as many
vatieties including the enjambed verses of fixed and unfixed
lengths (i.c., the muktaka ) as the Yaugika group itself. In
this connection the Paldtaka ( 1918 ), a2 wonderful book of narra-
tive poems of deep and touching pathos, deserves special mention,
because the whole book is composed in svaravritta rhythm, very
often of the muktaka variety.

I often wonder how one man could discover all the
fundamental laws which govern versification in a complex
language like Bengali and at the same time apply them in practice

.to evolve a bewildering diversity of forms. It is nothing short
of a miraclc that in the course of a little over half a centuty
which, after all, must be regarded as a very short period in the
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histoty of a nation’s literature, Bengal should, thanks to the
creative genius of one single poet, succeed in building up in
the domain of metrics what other nations with an array of
literary men of outstanding ability, required centuries to achieve.

Rabindranath has often been compared with Kalidasa and
Shakespeare whom he certainly resembles in many respects.
Kalidisa and Shakespeare, however, could make use of a language
and a system of metrics which were already in an advanced
state of development, although both very considerably enriched
them by their works. It fell to Rabindranath’s lot to construct
even the language and the metres, both of which werein a
rudimentary state of evolution when he first began his literary
cateer. A poet of rare genius he has, perhaps more than any
other poct, been the architect of the vehicle of his own thoughts.

I often fecl that Rabindranath might not without reason
be regarded as a combination of a Newton and a Shakespeare.
For, like Newton, he has discovered the fundamental laws of
gravitation in a new wozld, the world of rhythm, and, like
Shakespeare, he has by applying them in practice, built up ever-
lasting monuments of literary beauty.

It is seldom given to a man to be as distinguished for the
discovery of fundamental laws in any sphere of existence as for
haying put them into actual practice. Fortunately for Bengal,
there has been a happy fusion in Rabindranath both of the
science and the art of metrics. Like Kalidasa, the reputed author
of the Srutabodha as well as of the Meghadita, Rabindranath is not
only a poet of the highest rank but also a prosodist of equal emi-
nence. It is not for me to attempt an assessment of the value of
his poetical wotks. This may be left to experts of whom there is
no dearth. But as an humble prosodist I cannot help observing
that the light he has thrown on the basic principles of Bengali
versification in his small work entitled Chbanda, a veritable mine
of information within its limited compass, will ever remain a
source of inspiration to all those who are interested in the
subject.

22



RABINDRANATH TAGORE’S DRAWINGS!
By Henty Bidou

RABINDRANATH TAGORE says that there is no connection between
his work as a poet and his work as a painter. As a poet, he has
before his eyes a vision which he describes, of, as he calls it,
a mental representation. He sees a landscape, a garden, or a face;
he imitates, as a painter imitates, this model impressed upon his
mind. His verses communicate images seen or created. On the
contrary, when he becomes a painter (and this is the strangest
part of the story ), exactly at the point at which othets begin to
copy, he ceases to copy. His pictures do not represent a scheme
preconceived in his mind. So far from seeing them beforehand,
he actually docs not know, while he is doing them, what they
are going to be. So, in producing his poetry, he worked as a
painter : now that he is a painter, he works like a poet. The
whole of this new work is on the bordetline of two sciences or
two arts.

I have seen the first drawings that he made. On the manus-
cripts of poems written in Bengali, he had made erasures.  Poets
are calligraphers. These corrections took the form of horizontal
crossings-out, with thin threads of white between theeblack lines.
This delicate sutface of black striped with white was enclosed by
him in an outline like a cartouche. Sometimes it extended over
two lines. It was then as though.the cartouche had become a
capital. It was finished at the top by a torus which rested on an
ogee, but if the lower line of erasure extended towards the left,
the general form changed again. It stretched out into a beak
or a keel, and behold, a bird was flying towards the west.

Various erasures scattered over a page became so many

1 The above is & translation of extracts from an article on the subject of Rabindra-
nath Tagore's drawings, by M. Henry Bidou, which appeared in the Paris Press, on the
occasion of the exhibition of some of these drawings at the Galerie Pigalle in 1980.—Ed.
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islands, each with its own form and volume.!  This archipelago
of reserves rising out of the waters at the caprice of inspiration,
sometimes was grouped in a corner, and sometimes spread
over the whole page, bound together by the slender Hindu
characters which looked like the crests of waves under a steady
wind. Tagore had joined up these islands of erasures, not by
dead straight lines but by soft and flowing curves which seemed
almost to breathe, and the stylised erasures and linking curves
made between them a single arabesque with masses and
disconnections, nerves and flexures, all obeying organic law.

This law held the poet’s hand in its control. Far from
realising the preconceived idea of a decoration, he merely aided
in the birth of a linc of which he knew nothing, and which was
waiting to be born. This line was not foreseen by the mind.
On the contrary, in the infinite number of possible figures, all
that the mind could do was to recognise the particular one which
was striving to appear in that particular space, and which was,
so to «<peak, already completely traced and only needed to be made
visible. Naturally the reasoning mind with the sub-division of
its calculations and the experimental nature of its reseatches, is
incapable of discovering all at once so subtle a truth, and so itwas
simply the hand itself animated by its own clemental spirit, the
hahd which has inscribed so many verses and in which thythm
is already inherent, which, without consulting the poet, produced
from the immense number of possibilities, the one predestined
design. I have seen several of these curves traced by Tagore
across the page. Their grace, their animated suppleness, their
inherent life, are unrivalled.

Nevertheless sometimes he makes mistakes. He himself
has told me so. It is as though he had broken the stem of a
flower in trying to bend it. The curve drawn amiss can only
die. He abandons it sadly, conscious of having led it to its
destruction. For all these shapes are like so many little souls

1 The tail-pleces used as decoration at the end of some articles in this Number are
such erasures taken from one of his manuscripts.—Ed.
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which expect their salvation from him, and which he has to lead
to their fruition. It was a touching spectacle, this of the aged
poet with all his glory on him, turned shepherd of arabesques and
gently leading them from the limbo in which they had slept until
the moment of the determination of their form: and what
mysterious beings are these cutves in which nature has hidden
the most subtle secrets of mathematics.

One line has scarcely been drawn before another follows it,
as though called into existence by it, and demandingto be created
inits turn. So they begin a kind of canticle and response, and
even in the singing they are modified and changed. They draw
together, they draw apart, they become enriched with ornament,
they blossom, they arrive eventually at having traced upon the
page the outline of a vase decorated with incisions and designs
and whose lines, in their movcement towards and apart from
one another, retain a marvellous purity. It is the exact counter-
part in terms of space toa fugue in terms of time, with its
theme, its response, its counter-subject and its variations. When,
wearicd with the work of copying in his lovely handwriting for
all time a page of the “Clavecin bien tempéré,” Bach allowed
himself to dream for a moment, his pen might in just such a
fashion have wandered of its own accord over the paper, tracmg
just such designs in play.

Rabindranath Tagore has long since abandoned this starting
point of turning erasures into a design. Fate and the gods give
him nowadays other starting points, but there are recognisable
traces of this first manner even in his latest work, and these
explain certain forms that it takes. Sometimes it is a design in
layers which give to the picture the appearance of masonty ;
often it is the actual lines of writing themselves ; at another time,
one motive superposed upon another, all anlmatcd by horizontal
movement and turned towards the left. Such a one is a double
figure, a galloping steed ridden by a nude woman, who leans
forward and clutches the mane of her mount. Given a word of
which the sound was not pleasant, and lower down a verse









RABINDRANATH TAGORE’S DRAWINGS 173

struck out, no more was needed to bring about the birth of
the form which, seeking in the familiar world for external
resemblance, developed into this cavalcade.

The starting point is changed, but the work is the same.
There is always, to begin with, a given cell around which the
work develops itself, a nucleus, as Tagore says, and from this
moment onwards, the unknown laws which govern the evolution
of forms direct the hand of the creator. These forms begin by
having an abstract character. Little by little whether by a kind
of self-produced evolution or because the influence which guides
them is touched by some memory of the common world, they
acquite a certain resemblance to what we call nature. They
become a face. Sometimes they hesitate to choose their destiny.
A very curious design shows curves lying across the page,
which seemed to be shaping into an orchid, but they changed
their minds, and, the petal becoming a wing and the foot a claw,
a fantastic bitd was born from the flower. The resemblances
so crcated, reduced to their mathematical elements, are sometimes
astonishing in their firmncss and truth. At other times, they
possess a pathetic strength which is very touching. The curves
which form them, moving freely, re-invent every style and recall
every kind of genius. One figure is such as Modigliani might
have drawn, and another might be the work of Pollaiuolo, or
again, if the destiny of the lines was that they should end in
cloudiness, the page upon which they are traced becomes covered
by a sky. Only those who have never recognised those
mysterious currents of thought and feeling, the outcome of the
age itself, which penetrate all souls as by osmosis, and give its
direction to a whole epoch, will be surprised that this pure
painting, absolutely sincere and wholly uninfluenced by our
studio customs, should resemble now and then the most recent
researches of the painters of the west. There can be no question
of imitation, but the convergence of spirit is remarkable.

This work is not a hobby or a plaything. For the last two
years, Rabindranath Tagore has been wholly occupied by this
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new form of creation. The drawings which he produces with
pens and inks, and which have the appearance of singulatly
skilful and sumptuous water-colours, take possession of him, and
once begun, leave him no peace until they are finished. They
are done at a sitting, and in a very short time, scarcely more
than an hour, without a single mistake of the pen, as it threads
the maze of intersecting cutves and blank spaces. This new
vocation is not so mysterious after all. A latent genius was
asleep ; that is made plain by the sureness of the design, the
beauty of the tones, the liveliness of every detail, the sense of
ornament. For almost a lifetime, this genius has been kept in
the shadows, for the highly developed facultics of the conscious
mind left no room for the expression of this hidden force. One
fine day it revealed itself, and the poet felt that another person
was being manifested in him, but the new minister has not
changed the laws of the state. In a story translated in 1929,
The Wreck, Tagore the writer created a very wise man,
named Ramesch, who carefully avoided crossing the will of
destiny, and whose obedience to its orders dragged him into
some most complicated adventures. Tagore the painter designs
in the same way that Ramesch lived.

ra,



THE GENIUS OF RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By Vidhushekhara Bhattacharya

It 1s very difficult to dwell within short limits on the many-
sided activities, the transcendent genius of Rabindranath Tagore—
his poetic diction, his criticism of life, “the sad still music of
humanity” which pervades his writings. Just as the Sun, “the
bright effluence of a bright essence increate” rising from the east
“robed in flames and amber light” travels the universe giving
life and light to the living and inert world, so the genius of
Rabindranath Tagore gives promethean light to the world of
fancies, thoughts and idcas.  Just as the Sun “at the voice of
God did invest the rising world of waters dark and deep, won
from the void and formless infinite” so the poetry of Rabindra-
nath Tagore gave shape and form and made the world dance to
the tune of his orphean lyre.

A great philosopher stated that the end of our life is action
and not thought. Another philosopher has observed that a good
thought must precede a noble action. In the poetry of Rabindra-
nath Tagore we find a harmonious blending of both thought
and action. “Poets are trumpets wishing for battle.” <“They
are the unacknowledged legislators of the wotld.” The poetry
of Rabindranath blows the trumpet of a prophecy ; it scatters
the dead thoughts as the decaying leaves are scattered by the
west wind. ‘The Bard of Santiniketan presents to our admiring
gaze the beautiful picture of a world rising from oppression and
injustice. Like the great scer he has tried to set aright the
wortld-stream’s flow. There is joy in his poetry, there is life in
his writings ; he preaches the doctrine of optimism and
rejuvenation. 'The shackles of dead formalism, barrenness,
lethargy, tyranny and injustice must be broken. He preaches the
doctrine of harmonious blending of wisdom and action, of means
and end. He is not only “the prophet of the wonder and bloom
of the world” but a Messiah of hope, love and work. The
establishment of Santiniketan is the embodiment of the ideal and
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the establishment of Sriniketan is a proof of his practical realism.
Rabindranath typifies the sublime and the practical.

It has been rightly stated that the function of a poet is to
give to the ordinary the stamp of eternity, to make the ordinaty
“the nursling of immortality.” A poct describes things “with
an orient light unborrowed of the sun, that ncver was on sea or
land—the consecration and the poet’s dream.”

“The form remains,” says the poet, “but the function never
dies.” The composition and constitution of Visva-Bharati may
be limited and confined. The poetty of Rabindranath may have
limits and restrictions but the idea that inspires his poetry or his
Visva-Bharati must live for ever and must transcend all limita-
tions. Nothing can be a greater fallacy than to suppose that the
idea is contained only within the limits, that the underlying idea
of a poem is confined within the corners of the poem itself. The
form is but a temporary visage which encases the idea but the
idea itself like an eternal essence will live on for ever from age
to age.

“A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.” It is petfectly
immaterial from the point of artistic beauty whether Ramachandra
was a real figure or Sita a mere halo of poetic fancy, whether
Jesus Christ was a real personage or the necessaty outcome of a
deep devotion of an oppressed race. So long as mankind erists
for truth and beauty, for deep sentiments and emotions such
characters like Ramachandra or Jesus Christ will be an imperative
necessity for the satisfaction of the moral and rcligious sentiments
of an aching world.

Rabindranath has created characters which transcend all
times and ages, characters which ovetleap all limitations. He
has created ideas, divine essence, God-given ideas—which are
“the master light of all our secing, which are the fountain light
of all our doing”—thesc splendid visions which guide our
destiny as also a nation’s destiny from the cradle to the grave.!

1 English version by Prabhat Kumar Mukherjee, M. A., Lecturer, Oalcutta Univer-
sity, from the original Bengali.



RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By K. R. Srinivasa Iyengar

RABINDRANATH 'TAGORE’s essays and verses appeared in Bengali
periodicals as early as 1875 ; his “Gandhi Maharaj” was indited
only a few weeks ago. During the intervening period, extending
over two or three generations, Tagote has rarely, if ever at all,
allowed a year to pass without adding something fresh and vital
to the heritage of Bengali literature. He was born in the rich
and noble family of thc Tagores on the 7th May 1861. His
grandfather, Dwarkanath Tagore, had been a friend and co-
worker of Raja Rammohan Roy : his fathcr, Devendranath, the
Mabarshi, had been a pillar of the Brahma Samaj movement.
Rabindranath was thus heir to great traditions. He lost his
mother when quite young ; and his father was not often at home.
Youug Rabindranath thereforc lived his own life—and it was
essentially a lonely life. He came in time to love loncliness, even
to make a religion of it. ‘““There are many paradoxes in the
world and onc of them is this, that wherever the landscape is
immense, the sky unlimited, clouds intimately dense, feelings
unfathomable—that is to say, where infinity is manifest—its
fit companion is one solitary person.” It was thus Tagore later
generalized from his own apprehensions.  ‘Tagore was, of coutse,
no misanthrope—far from it ; he loved all creations of man and*
God and loved to live amidst them, but the infinity of solitude
charmed, chastened, and made a different man of him. Out of
this mystic union of Man and Nature, great poctry was born,
and born again and again.

The many-sided achievements of Tagore during the past
six decades and more almost take one’s breath away. Lyrics,
poetic plays, plays of ideas, social plays, novels, short stories,
essays in criticism, philosophical essays, autobiographical frag-
ments, letters, addresses,” educational dissertations, these have
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uninterruptedly flowed from his pen. He is an actor, a producer,
a musician, a painter, and a platform speaker of extraordinary
power. He played a conspicuous patt in the activities of Brahma
Samaj ; he was a prominent figure during the “Partition of
Bengal” agitation, though he did not subscribe to its wilder
heresies ; he has made his Visva-Bharati at Santiniketan the
rallying centre of international culture ; he has travelled the
world over, raising India’s stature in the process; and the
figure of the aged poet, with the flowing beard and immaculate
white clothes, has now become a visible symbol of India’s
antiquity, her reserves of poetry and her living philosophy.

During the carlier half of his career, the storm of contro-
versy broke now and then over him, and threatened to engulf
him. Howevet, by the time hc was fifty years old Bengal as
one man was prepared to honour him. The meeting on January
28, 1912, at the Calcutta Town Hall was the homage paid by the
Bengalees as a whole to their Poet Laureate. During his
subsequent English tour, some of his English renderings from
the original Bengali, whilc still in manuscript, elicited the
unqualified appreciation of people like W. B. Yeats, Rothenstein,
May Sinclair, Professor Bradley, Nevinson and others. Gitanjali
was published in England, and it took the English wotld by
storm. Presently, in 1913, Rabindranath was awarded the
Nobel Prize for Literature.

One should carefully guard against ovet-estimating the
importance of the Nobel award. In the late Mr. Nagendranath
Gupta’s words, “For Rabindranath the Nobel Prize has served
as an introduction to the west. . . for the rest the Nobel Prize
has been of no more usc to him than his cast off knighthood.”
The award, and the lionising of the poet that it led to, really
depressed him. He was uttetly sincere when he remarked : “I
shall never get any peace again. I shall be worried with
appeals, all kinds of people will be wtiting to me. My heatt
sank when 1'saw those people at Bombay and realized that. they
were going to make a public show of me there.” However,
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this “introduction to the west” was no negligible matter. It put
him—and through him, modern India—on the map of world
literature. Indians realized that at last the West was paying
homage to the East ; they accordingly eagerly shared the joy and
hoped to discover in it inspiration for creative work in the
future. “A poet’s mission is to attract the voice which is yet
inaudible in the air; to inspire faith in the dream which is
unfulfilled ; to bring the carliest tidings of the unborn flower to
a sceptic world.” It was thus Tagore’s work gave a standing
and a status to the Indian renaissance, making it hope that the
fulfilment of its visions is now only a matter of time.

Tagore’s vitality and fecundity are truly astonishing. There
are neatly two hundred items in the bibliography of his Bengali
writings. He seems to have written nearly two thousand songs.
His plays are as numerous as they are varied. Even his English
translations constitute a respectable bulk. Collections like
Gitanjali, The Gardener, and The Crescent Moon have been put
into their English garb by Tagore himsclf. In plays like Chitra,
he secms to have altered the original in many places. Notwith-
standing all this ceaseless activity, his work is not unequal in
the sense Wordsworth’s work is unequal. Rabindranath’s lyrical
poctry seems to suffer, when taken in mass, from a sort of
sameness but not from flatness or grotesqueness. When collec-
tions of his poems appeared one by one, each was a revelation,
and was received with a chorus of applause. English and
American critics found them “of supreme beauty”, “of trance-like
beauty” ; they thought that “to begin chanting these lyrics aloud
is to pass majestically into a realm of spiritual ecstasy” ; they
wondered if the rhythm of the lyrics was not comparable to
that of the Song of Songs. In course of time, as the bulk seemed
to increase, and especially when the omnibus Collected Poems and
Plays was published, the magic seemed to fade away, and the
critics sang a different tune : “much of Tagore’s writing is only
a kind of mellifluous musing or is even lost, to quote his own
words, ‘in the endless mist of vague sweetness’ . .. even his
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expression of ecstasy is apt to be diffuse and this diffuseness is
the more obvious when we have his work as here in bulk.”

An antidote to this feeling would be to read Rabindranath’s
longer poems which have, unfortunately, not reached as many
people as have his shorter song-offerings and fluent musings.
Onc of his great poems is “Sea Waves”, written to commemo-
rate the wreck of a pilgrim ship carrying nearly one thousand
passengers to Puri in 1887. The occasion and the moving poem
it called forth remind one of Gerard Hopkins’s The Wreck of the
Dentschland.  Even in translation the surge and the roar, “the
burl of the fountains of air”, the “buck and the flood of the
wave”, are reproduced ; the Storm, the ogress shouting “Give |
give | give I”, is fearfully, unforgettably, visualized. In “The
Child” there is an impressionistic description of the pilgrimage
of men and women of all kinds to the hypothetical shrine of
fulfilment. Ibsen’s Brand is reincarnated in this poem. Men
from the valley of the Nile, the banks of the Ganges, from Tibet
and the “dense dark tangle of savage wildernesses”, all gather in
one place and start on their journey ; the trials are uncndurable
to everyone except the Man of Faith ; he is denounced by
his erstwhile followers as a false prophet. None the less they
reach their journey’s end ; the child is discovered ;

They kneel down,—the king and the beggar, the saint b
and the sinner,
the wise and the fool,—and cry :
"*Vietory to man, the new-horn, tho ever-living.”

And of Rabindranath’s “Farewell to Heaven”, “Utvasi”, “Ahalya”,
“The Stream of Being” and “The Tajmahal”, which ate among
the most sustained flights of his muse, it is difficult to speak with
moderation. They seem to be perfect of their kind, implicating
universes of thought and feeling ; they seem to be rough approxi-
mations to the traditional “music of the spheres”—so inwrought
are they “in fo.ms that luxuriate into arabesque, in colours that
shimmer into iridescence, in speech that kindles into imagery.”
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And the crowning wonder of all seems to be “Utvasi”,—
a bursting scream of adoration at the sight of Ideal Beauty,
the enchantress of Life and Love :

In the assembly of the Gods, when thou dancest in ecstasy of joy,
O swaying wave, Urvasi,
The companies of billows in mid-ocean swell and dance,
beat on beat ;
In the crests of the corn the skirts of Earth tremble ;
From thy necklace stars fall off in the sky ;
Suddenly in the breast of man the heart forgets itself,
The blood dances !
Suddenly in the horizon thy zone bursts,—
Ah, wild in abandon !

Rightly Dr. Edward Thompson finds in this poem a meeting
of East and West indeed, a glorious tangle of Indian mythology,
modern science, legends and FEuropean romance.” Nor is
Mt. Nagendranath Gupta off the mark when he affirms that the
poem “scintillates and glitters like the Kohinoor in the poet’s
Golconda of flawless jewels.”

As a novelist, Tagore’s fame rests on Gora and The Home
and the World. The earlier novel, The Wreck, interesting as it
is, is an unsatisfactory work. Ramesh is a Bengali edition of
Oblemov ; he is scarcely convincing. And the story is full of
imptobabilities and coincidences that leave a distaste in the end.
The Home and the World adopts the technique followed, among
others, by Browning in his Ring and the Book and Wilkie Collins
in his Woman in #be White. The three chief characters, Nikhil,
his wife Bimala, and their friend, Sandip, tell their own stories in
the first person. Nikhil is a curious amalgam of Prince Muishkin
and Stavrogin. His goodness is mistaken for weakness by others ;
his sense of justice is denounced as treachery to the national
cause. The clap-trap that passes for patriotism deeply
pains him.

What I really feel is this, that those who cannot find food for
their enthusiasm in & knowledge of their country as it is, or those who
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cannot love men just because they are men—who needs must shout
and deify their country in order to keep up their excitement,—these
love excitement more than their country.

There is no doubt Nikhil is a partial projection of Tagore
himself.

The Home and the World was greeted indifferently on account
of its political implications.  But Gora was a favoutite from the
beginning with Tagore’s admirers. Its hero, Gourmohan, is the
son of an English lady brought up in a Hindu housechold since
the very day of his birth. He is presented to us therefore as a
fusion of the best that the West and the East can boast of. Gora,
albeit he is a symbol, is well realized in flesh and blood.

As a short story writer, again, Tagore has some notable
triumphs to his credit. Hungry Stones, Mashi, and similar collec-
tions bespeak the range of his art. These are not stories really,
but prose lyrics in fiction. The emotional background is the
main thing ; the plot spins itsclf out ceffortlessly, inevitably almost.
Tagore plumbs the depths of the human heart, and he has an
uncanny understanding of women, their superficial wiles and their
reserves of devotion and sacrifice. Asha and Minnie and Kusum
and Souravi and Bindhya Bhashini are so many variations on the
same theme of womanhood that serves Man, and serving fulfills
its destiny. Likewise, “being rooted and grounded in ghe love of
all the loveliness of earth”, Tagore could transmit to his readers
something of this love, something of this naked kinship with
Nature and “dear and dogged man™. His novels and short stories
are thus the composite testament of a seer’s ripe wisdom ; they
suggest a way of life, but more through artistic implication than
propagandist iteration.

There is not space here to speak in detail of Tagore’s
dramas. Some of them, Chitra and Sacrifice, King and Queen and
Post Office, have proved very popular in their English gatbs.
Tagore has been writing plays during almost every petiod of
his career. ‘iheir range is very wide ; some are social studies,
reminding one of Ibsen ; some are tragedies, taking our minds
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back to Elizabethan tragedy ; somc are soaked in symbolism,
reminding one of Maeterlinck’s Pelleas and Melisande or Haupt-
mann’s Hannele ; there are others still, seemingly fragile and slight,
that shift the action to the theatre of the soul. A multitude of
characters people these plays—Ila, Queen Sumitra, Raghupati,
Aparna, Chitra and Arjuna, Milini, Karna and Kunti, Sati, the
King of the Dark Chamber. Many of the plays no doubt seem
to suffer from a thinness of content, a poverty of action, when
merely read. But we have it on good authority that when they
arc seen—and these plays, onc and all of them, are meant to be
seen—on the stage, they “are a delight which never falters from
the first word to the last.” Only on the stage the fluid visions
crystallize, the words acquire a spiral of meaning, and the music
and the pagcantry coalesce into a nobler synthesis.

Rabindranath Tagorc is different things to different men.
Some arc mainly attracted by Sddbanad and The Religion of Man ;
some make a habit of dipping into Thoughts of Rabindranath
Tagore, culled and edited by Andrews ; some read his books on
Nationalism and Personality, his letters and his addresses ; some
like his poems short, others regret that he has written no epic ;
some read The Kabuliwallah again and again with tears in their
eyes ; some speculate on his philosophy and discourse on his
symbolism. ‘Tagore’s genius has shot out in many directions,
dazzling and giving light : but we are too near to him to be able
to “place” him. Judged by any standards whatsoever, Tagore’s
poetic achievements compel recognition ; he is not of India alone,
but the world’s. He has given us his gifts lavishly, and a life-time
of reverent study is not enough to take in all that he has to give.
What, then, is the great fact of Rabindranath’s achievement ? He
is a messenger of an immense future to come ; “he has knocked
at our gate and all the bars have given way. Our doors have
burst open.” It only remains for us to gather the harvest
while we may.



THE POLITICAL IDEALS OF
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

By Sachin Sen

Our politics has neither grammar nor syntax ; it is full of
oxymorons. Being a subject nation, we generally cxhaust our-
selves in condemnation of foreign rule, and those who are loud
in such condemnation receive the loudest applause. In the
ultimate analysis, our political movement is an invitation to
favours from our foreign rulers. Rabindranath admits that
he has no enthusiasm for such political movement. He has
faith in the dignity of human relationship, so he disdains the
insolence of might ; he knows that the mission of civilisation is
to bring unity among people and establish pcace and harmony,
so he rejects the poisonous fumes of greed and hatred corroding
the spirit of Man. Tagore is not an anarchist, but an individualist
who believes that the function of thc State is to maintain the
conditions necessary to the best life, and that the function of
society is to promote the good lifc and to help the expression
of those moral and spiritual aspirations of man which belong to
his higher nature. As an individualist, hc refuses to, “associate
truth and justice and right automatically with the possession of
physical power”. People who will remain passive recipients of
orders to whose moral quality they are indiffcrent will cease to
be moral beings, as he sincetely believes that to abdicate the duty
of moral judgment is to sell oneself into slavery and to be
incapable of creative achievement. But he has profound faith
in social co-operation and is not indifferent to limiting one’s
aggressiveness in avoiding collisions with fellow-creatures.
Tagore’s political ideals spring from this idealist theory of the
State and dynamic view of social co-operation owning obedience
not to any spc-ific organ of coercion but to the moral instincts
of Man. The history of humanity, it can be shown, is a protest
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against the doctrine that justice is the will of the stronger
and that moral obligation is less compelling because it may end
in failure.

With Hegel, the stress is laid on the achievement of actual
unity under the State and sclf-realisation of man as a member of
the State. The recognition of private and group interest of a
citizen is subordinated to his devotion to the State as “embodi-
ment of the Universal Idea”. With Rabindranath, the emphasis
is on evolving a social unity, within which all the different peoples
can be held together, “while fully enjoying the freedom of
maintaining their own differences.” The deification of the State
is absent, as the end to be sought is the spontaneous self-
expression of man as a social being, so that “men can develop
ideals of life in co-operation with one another.” 1In Tagore’s
doctrine of social classes, as with Hegel, there is no room for
class struggle, and each class gets a definition in terms of the
collective service to the community as a whole. Hegel wanted the
unifying influence of the State ; Tagore believes in the harmonising
strength of social instincts. Accotding to Rabindranath, the
ideals that strove to take form in India’s social institutions had
two objects : one was to regulate our passions and appetites for
the harmonious development of man, and the other was to help
him to cultivate disinterested love for his fellow-creatures.
These social ideals are creative ; they do not stimulate like wine
and lead to abnormality ; they help the natural regulation of
human relationships. The social instincts which impose restric-
tions upon greed and hatred, as emrhasised by Tagore, cannot
but lead to the growth of social conscience which is involved
in the modern concept of the social service State. ‘The motive
power in Tagore’s societarian ideals is service and sacrifice—
service to fellow-citizens and sacrifice of one’s exclusiveness.
This corresponds to the ideals inculcated by the modern social
service State.

Believing as he does in the adjustment of differences and
regulation of human aggressiveness, Tagore has welcomed the

24
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spitit of the West but disdained the Nation of the West. He
interpreted ‘“nation” in the sense that it was the political and
economic union of a people for a mechanical purpose ; its basis
was the spirit of conflict and conquest and not social co-
operation. Tagore reckons “Nationalism™ as a great menace and
_believes that the Western Nation is acting like “a dam to check
the free flow of Western civilisation into the country of the
No-Nation,” The Western civilisation is the civilisation of
power, and therefore it is exclusive ; it is naturally unwilling to
open its sources of power to those whom it has selected for its
purposes of exploitation. This exploitation of India by England
is fierceful for two-fold reason : (1) the Government of
Britain is well-organised ; nationalism forges its iron chains of
organisation which are the most relentless and unbreakable that
have ever been manufactured in the whole history of man. (2)
Before the British rule commenced, India had known foreign
invaders and forcign domination. She had to deal with Kings,
with human races ; she loved and hated them as occasion arose.
But with the British conquest dated an era of foreign rule, not
by an alien ruler but by an alien nation. India began to be
exploited for the first time by a foreign nation for a foreign
nation. She could supply the needs and satisfy the greed of
rulers and invaders, but it was impossible to protect herself
from decay now that there was organised exploitation by an
organised nation for satisfying the needs of a distant foreign
nation. This exhausted India and made her prostrate ; this
accelerated the break-up of her social ideals, helped the growth
of new classes in the Indian soil forming the link in the chain
of British exploitation, and introduced “the politics of begging”.
It was in this background that Tagore’s political ideals took form
and shape. His political philosophy was grounded on the
following basic considerations :

' (1) It was Tagore’s conviction that what India needed
was constructive work coming from within herself. In this work
the people must take all risks and go on doing their duties.
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They must show their power to suffer for truth. He found
little difference between a moderate, begging for favour with
folded hands, and an extremist asking for favour with angty
eyes. Tagore knows that where we have nothing to show,
we have only to beg. To continue the existence as “the eternal
rag-picker at the other people’s dustbins” is the greatest shame
of a country. Tagore believes :

Prisoner, tell me, who was it that wrought this unbreakable chain.

It was I, said the prisoner, who forged this chain very carefully.

(2) Tagore’s “Swadeshi Samaj” ( State within State ) was a
manifesto of his belief that India’s problems are essentially social,
and that the problems had to be approached through social co-
operation. His scheme envisaged the organisation of the forces and
resources of the country without any reference to the foreign
bureaucratic administration. Tagore preached the duty of eschew-
ing all voluntary association with official activities and sought to
build up a parallel Government. His scheme amounted to a boycott
of thc British administration and British goods. He did not,
however, advise the “seizure of power” as he had no faith in
organising life on the passions of greed and hatred through the
coercive machinery of the State; he wanted to make society
supreme and to promote social co-operation as the fundamental
pugpose of his scheme.

(3 ) Tagote emphasises again and again that man must
grow to his full height by inculcating moral powers within. He
points out that there should be no distrust of foreign culture, but
that Indians must unfold their own culture. He reproached his
countrymen for being merely hangers-on of European culture
forsaking the rich granary of their own past. In his synthesis,
he stood for a well-balanced life. 'Tagore knows full well that
Britishers can only respect us when we are strong and that the
weak must suffer at the hands of the powerful. Accordingly,
he asks us to remember that “whatever weakness we cherish in our
society will become the source of danger in politics. The same
inertia which leads us to our idolatry of dead forms in social
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institutions will create in our politics prison-houses with immov-
able walls.” This is why Tagore cautions his countrymen
against building ““a political miracle of freedom upon the quick-
sand of social slavery.” He replies to the critics that by
pushing political freedom amidst the dung-heap of social
weaknesses, we will only “dam up the true course of our own
historical stream.”  Those who have got their political freedom
are not necessarily free, they are merely powerful. Under cover
of political freedom, huge organisations of slavery are built up
and continucd. There is no reason to be enamoured of such
political power.

When Tagore preached the dangers of aggressive Nation-
alism of the West and proclaimed social co-operation through
regulation of the lower passions of greed and hatred, he was
criticised as a colourless internationalist and an empty idealist
who could eatn applause but not adherents. His countrymen,
drunk as they were with the political philosophies of the West,
hesitated to accord support to his political teachings, and the
Westerners, intoxicated with organised power, failed likewisc to
appreciate the accent and idiom of Tagore. It is extremely
interesting to the. students of political thought that aggressive
nationalism, founded on sovereign state-hood, is receiving strong
criticism from the modern political thinkers of the Wist. It is
now admitted that there are state servitudes—financial, judicial,
administrative—which are not derogatory to statehood. Non-
sovereign statehood does no violence to reality, and the concep-
tion of the world-community, the “civitas maxima,” is not an idle
and an empty dream. Political thinkers of today admit that
nationalism breeds imperialism, and the termination of the
possibility of aggression in the future by any nation-state involves
the abolition of sovereignty. Itis being increasingly felt that
“the boundaries between nation-states cannot be permitted to
interfere with the total well-being of the civitas maxima”. This
modetn approach to the world problems of discontent and
war is, in a sense, in line with Tagote’s preaching in his
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“Nationalism™ wherein he did not fail to condemn that ‘“the
Nation, with all its paraphernalia of power and prosperity, its
flags and pious hymns, its blasphemous prayers in the churches,
and the literary mock thunders of its patriotic bragging, cannot
hide the fact that the Nation is the greatest evil for the Nation,
that all its precautions are against it, and any new birth of its
fellow in the world is always followed in its mind by the dread
of a new peril.” The West forgot that “man in his fulness is not
powerful, but perfect,” and that the present crisis in the world
civilisation was due to the grouping of a number of sovereign
nation-states distrusting one another. Tagore, therefore, cherished
the hope that when the morning would come for cleansing the
blood-stained steps of the Nation along the high-road of
humanity, India who had never had a real sense of “Nationalism”
would be “called upon to bring her own vessel of sacred water
to sweeten the history of man into purity” and “make the
trampled dust of the century blessed with fruitfulness.” Tagore
counse:led patience and observed :

Lot us patiently bear our present insult and realise that these
fireworks have splendour but not permanence, because of the extreme
explosiveness which is the cause of their power, and also of their
exhaustion.

Tagore’s political teachings were conditioned by the
historical peculiaritics of India and by the great ideal that Man is
not a mere food-secking apparatus but has a great ideal to
nurse and a truth to follow. Hc was severe in his condemnation
whenever and wherever Man had strayed away from his higher
ideals. Civilisation, Tagore believes, should take its firm stand
upon the basis of co-operation ; whenever Man has failed to
co-operate, he has been defeated. “Whatever is richest in man’s
life comes from this mutual co-operation.” This is the keynote
of his political philosophy.

To understand and appreciate the political teachings of
Rabindranath, it is necessary to know that there were two compet-
ing and conflicting ideological currents in Bengal in the nineteenth
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century. Raja Rammohan Roy initiated an era of liberalism and
proclaimed that life was a continual process of synthesis. There
was another conservative current losing its way in the stagnant
pool of orthodox Hinduism. Tagore was the lineal descendant
of Raja Rammohan in the fundamental approach to the problems
of the age. His was the philosophy that “‘growth is the move-
ment of a whole towards a yet fuller wholeness”. The impetuous
onrush of Western civilisation flooded Bengal in the nineteenth
century ; the rule of Bengal by a commercial corporation like
the East India Company even in the eighteenth century was, in
fact, a rule by the British Parliament, and it was thoroughly
consolidated by Bengal’s men and money. Notwithstanding
the suicidal effects of foreign rule, foreign culture, and foreign
enterprise, Tagore did and could carve out his own path through
a continual process of synthesis. With him the governing
doctrine was that “truth consists not in facts but in harmony of
facts”. He, therefore, stood for the vindication of Man ; the
hindrances thereto were to be eradicated. The profiteer’s bushel,
the foreign exploitation, the soulless character of the British
administration, the vulgarisation of man’s higher nature,
aggressive nationalism in scorn of the welfare of fellow-
creatures, the blind and insensate patriotism choking the springs
of human civilisation—all these which hide the light of truth
are severely criticised by Rabindranath. His political ideals
were influenced by the principles of humanism. Tagore is not
a professional politician, but he has been undoubtedly the
greatest political force in fashioning modern Bengal. He wants
freedom for his countrymen from fear, shaped by their own
distorted dreams, freedom from the burden of ages which “blind
their eyes to the beckoning call of future”, freedom from the
insult of dwelling in doll’s world “where movements are
started through brainless wires”, and freedom from the anarchy
"of a destiny “whose sails are weakly yielded to blind uncertain
winds”.



THE TOILERS*

ADpRIFT On the lazy tide of time
sailing to the empty space
T had a vision of phantom shapes.
Processions of people passed and repassed
trampling their way
in a victorious march.
The Pathans with their imperial greed
—their steeds raising clouds of dust,
and after them the Mughals
—their crescent banners fluttering high
they came and they left
and far as I look in the empty space
I find no trace of them.

Since that time
many a sun did rise
and many a sun did set.
Then came the mighty English bands
racing on iron-roads
—fiery with their pride of power.
They too will vanish,
their far-flung net round the world
will be swept away
by the tide of time,
and not the faintest trace
will they leave behind them
on this vast and empty space.

The vision fades. . . .

* Translation by Kshitish Roy of one of Rabindranath's latest poems ( 4ragya,
1941 ),—Ed.
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As I look around this dear old earth
I see the vast wave of common mass
traversing by diverse ways
the endless track from life to death,
urged on by common human needs
from times immemorial.
It is they that row
and they that sit at the helm.
It is they that sow the seeds
and they that toil at the harvest.
They remain the same through ages
—the toilers.

The sceptres snap,
the war-drums beat no more,
columns of victory
stand in stupid silence,
bloodshot eyes and bloodstained hands
hide in history’s pages.
But they toil on
at home and abroad,
by the sea and by the rivers,
here and there and everywhere.

Their million voices mingle in a song,
their grief and joy of everyday
harmonise in a mighty hymn to Life.

Empires have passed away
and on their ashes and ruins
they ply their daily round
—the toilers.

Kbt Fgoen



By Rabindranath Tagore







THE FAITH AND PHILOSOPHY OF
RABINDRANATH!

By S. N. Dasgupta

It 1s difficult to take the first start with Rabindranath. It
is like an ocean where one has lost his compass. ‘The details of
the first period of his life when the juvenile and yet precocious
mind of Rabindranath was fighting with his own environment
and where the environment was leaving its stamp on him, it is
difficult to discover. From all we know it seems that he was not
much in touch with his great father, with whom his relation was
mote of awe and reverence than of intimacy. From the
character of Maharsi Devendranath, as reported by Rabindranath
himself in his Jivan Smriti ( My Reminiscences ) it would
not be unreasonable to suppose that the family of Rabindranath
was surcharged with a sort of religious outlook that the Maharsi
possessed. But Rabindranath’s mind was virile and passionate,
ambitious and imaginative, incipiently conscious of his great
powers and unwilling to accept any defeat; but above all
endowed with an inner capacity for feeling deeply and intensely
andsa psychopathic temperament superlatively sensitive and yet
duly regulated by rationalism, a mind which could easily reflect
within itself the yearning of the time’s spirit.

Freedom and individuality characterised the mental back-
ground of Rabindranath. His early sojourn to Europe gave
him an opportunity of freeing his mind by which he could enjoy
experiences of an entirely different dimension from what he would
have been hemmed in, if it had been his lot to stay in Bengal all
along—a new capacity of transcending the limits of the mono-
tohous existence of Bengali life of those days. He was a musician

1 We regret that the exigencies of space at our disposal have compelled us to curtail
the length of this article whioh in its original form gave a much fuller exposition of the
subjeot.—Hd.

25
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by gift and even in his early age of adolescence he could feel the
pulsations of musical throbbings in his heart as spontancously
as a cuckoo or a nightingale. Yet he was more than a cuckoo
or a nightingale in this that he could spell the message of the
music as distinguished from the message of the words. When
he tried to learn in Europe the ordinary European music and the
Irish melodies he could distinguish in them the tendency of the
new age to unburden its passions in a manner entirely different
from what he was familiar with in Indian music. The mark of his
early individuality could be felt when he charged Indian songs
with European tunes and music, a process the suggestion of
which must have been decpened by the musical experiments of
his brother Jyotirindranath Tagore.

According to his own confession, his Valmiki Pratibha was
the first attempt to express his soul in terms of this newly coined
music where the literary expression sank far away in the penumbra
of the torch of music. His mind at this time was boiling with
cmotions and infinity of subjectivity that could ideally transcend
all obstacles in the very depth of the subjective expetience.
His Bhagna Hriday which he started writing in England was an
illustration of this. The poet was at that time only eighteen and
had not yet emerged from the twilight of dawn, when the light
of the morning sun has not cleared away the misty haze of,the
darkness, when we live in an unreal world, which superimposes
itself upon the real and when fancy has a greater charm than
teality. The pleasure and pain of this life is like the pleasure
and pain of a highly-spun dream, when the mind refuses to
compare and attest one’s feelings with reality and the feelings of
one’s own mind with the fancies that one weaves : the wotld of
a magician appears as the ultimate reality.

From the age of fifteen or sixteen to twenty-two ot twenty-
three the poet passed through such a stage of emotional subjecti-
vity that the exaggerated forms of emotion and fancy lived and
moved about without contradiction and were more real than
any real thing; the various functions of the mind and the
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various orders of experience were not differentiated at this stage ;
it was like the early age of the earth, when water and land were
in a state of formation and differentiation, of rising lands and
submerged continents, of shadows and shapes that are mutually
unfamiliar to one another, when the inner powers of man crowd
together for liberation and manifestation and in their very
crowding baffle their own purposes. Nothing is impossible at
this stage, for the bondage and limitation of the reality, of the
order that is inexorable, of obstacles that are impassable, are
unknown. The poet himself compares it with the state of a
teething child who feels that he can break everything under his
teeth. The onrush and conflict of these inner powers can never
realise their end, until they are differentiated and strengthened and
until the consciousness grows of the objective world of reality
through which the passions are to manifest themselves.

Life in Bengal is as a rule as uneventful, as unvariegated
as a little stream, hemmed in between the high banks of the
village, gliding slowly towatds the sea. Its load of water is little,
its mud is deep and its meandering course arrests its rapidity,
but when the flood of the sea rushes at the mouth the narrow
tiver-bed can hardly accommodate the devastating volume of
water which breaks the banks and inundates the peaceful villages.
So it was in Bengal which was tame and calm under the oppres-
sivé bonds of social and religious repressions, family conventions
and customs and relations of superiority and inferiority. The
large shipment of foreign literature bombarded against its weak
walls and tore open the old shackles and fire was lit up in
thatched houses of bamboo groves where doves had built
their nests. 1Itis for this reason also that, while on the one
hand the mass of Bengali upper-class men lay sleeping,
spending their time in luxurious ease and unthinking dog-
matism, strongly fettered in the meshes of the superstitious
cults and customs, while the old learning had, except among a
few, sunk in the mud almost beyond hope of recovery and
when even the names of the great philosophical and literary
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works of the past were almost forgotten, there arose on the
other hand a band of young men, who had taken to English
studies and had been stirred up to mad intoxication by the
Western ideals of thought. It was only a few persons like Raja
Rammohan Roy and Maharsi Devendranath Tagore who could
assimilate the West without being thrown off their feet, who
had a solid foundation in Indian culture and who could on that
basis try to build a structure after the Western pattern, modified
according to the Eastern need. But a large majority of others,
though often intellectually gifted, became mere enthusiasts and
iconoclasts in thought. There were those who attacked the
current traditional religion, not because they had a greater faith
and a greater and a more refreshing insight into the deeper
problems of life but because they cnjoyed tearing asunder the
faiths and convictions of others. Like a child who had picked up
a sword they would go about testing the edge of their steel on
every innocent plant and shrub that fell in their way.

Born in such an age Rabindranath in his first attempts lived
in a world of passions which were a mere resonance of his young
blood, stimulated by reading Western poetry and bent upon
giving expression to them in the juvenile period of his composi-
tion. A flame of revolution was lit up in his heart and he gave
vent to his poetic instincts in making his language a vehicle of
this fanciful, illusory fire, this pseudo-passion, which was not “the
sacrificial fire at the altar of human experience and wisdom but
a consuming fire that burns and wrecks the nerve. But a true
son of the modern spirit as he was, he carried with him the
conviction of a growing individuality which consciously trusted
in the possible exploits of his own adventure, rather than link
himself to the tail of others to seek refuge and protection
under the wings of the old tradition. He had a consciousness of
the truth of the experiences of his own heart even when these
-experiences wete but mere ebullitions of emotion, mete whirlpools,
which revolv.d round and round themselves and could be lived
through as a mere internal welling-up and a purely subjective
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excitement. The poet himself in his own Reminiscences refers
to an old poem of his, in which he says : “My heart is my own,
I have not sold it to anybody ; if it is broken and lost, be it as it
may. My heatt is my own.”! And, alluding to it further, says
that there was no reality which could break his heart. It was a
fancied breaking of the heart, which became the subject of
enjoyment in poetry. In his Vd@/miki Pratibhi and Mayér Kbhela,
he had already begun his experiments in adapting English tuncs
to Bengali words and was feeling elated at the discovery of a new
composition. He was thus making headway through new fields
and was stimulated with the spirit of literary adventure.

The poems of his Sandbyd Sangit are particularly memo-
rable as the first adventure of the poet, when he was
becoming slowly conscious of his powers. In form and
matter the poems of Samdhyi Sangit may not be of a high
otder but they were the harbinger of the morning light when
the birds do not leave their nests for the open sky on their
unfurle 1 wings, but when they chirp within and feel the urge of
their wings for rushing outside. There is a pensive tone in many
of the poems which reveals to us the fact that the poet was
becoming conscious at this time of his great destiny and he was
fluttering within himself as to how he may escape the walls of
his own limitations, like a bird that grows its wings within a
cage, and feels in the strength of its wings its power of soaring
high in the sky, but being unable to do so, pecks at the bars
in sad disappointment, or like a volume of water that rushes
from a mountain spring and whirls round the cavity of the rocks
unable to break through the stony barricr.

Shortly after the writing of Sandhya Sangit, a new
revelation of his inner consciousness dawned on the poet. In
describing the dawning of this revelation the poet says that one
day as he was walking on the roof of his house and the shadowy
evening was enriched with the parting rays of the sun, it appeared

1 Translations of the Poet's original Bengali used in this article are dome by the
writer himselt.—Ed,
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to him that the world had become bathed all at once in a new
beauty. He pondered over it and discovered that the cause of this
new appearance was not metely the beautiful rays of the sun and
the tender evening, but a new spiritual fact. He felt that the even-
ing was not so much in the objective world as over himself, cover-
ing his own egotism and his own vanity. So long as he carried his
own egotism with himself, the world could not appear in its true
light ; now leaving the self aside he could look upon the wotld,
beautiful and joyous in its true perspective. Immediately
following this he describes another experience of his when he
was standing one morning in the verandah of his house and
looking at the gardens at a distance, from behind the foliage of
which the sun was slowly pecping out. It appeared to him as
if a black veil was withdrawn from his eyes and he felt as if the
world was floating everywhere in joy and bcauty. The pensive-
ness that had penetrated into the crevices of his soul vanished
in a moment, and the light of the world poured into his eyes.
It was the day on which he wrote his “Nirjharer Svapna-bhanga”!
and was filled with a joy in which the whole world appeared
dear to him, It was as if he had had a vision of God in his poetic
inspiration and intuition. The effect of this enlightenment was
immense, and it seems to have determined a very great part of
his life and character and his literary enterprise. It ,was like a
ray that penctrated through the outer covering of men and things
and madc their inner being visible to him. Everyone that
passed in the street, from the richest to the poorest, appeared to
him to be wonderful, as if they were but waves upon a dancing
universe. It was a vision of things, seen through the inner
consciousness, not with the eyes. Even the trifling episode, the
most trivial occurrence of young men laughing in the street
appeared to him like the foam from a deep sea of joy, that
rocked in the cradle of the Universe. ‘They did not appear to
him as individual events, but as parts of the whole. He could
imagine in one moment all the pulsations of activity throughout

1 lit. The Fountain Awakened from its Dream.,
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the wotld bubbling in a dance of joy and beauty, which was the
essence of the world we live in ; the cow grazing in the field
by another cow, the mother catrying the child, friends laughing
with friends appeared to him not as trivial episodes, not as the
commonplaces of everyday life but as whistling through them
the echoes of a great infinity. He expressed this idea in a
couplet :

The doors of my heart have been suddenly opened,
The world has crowded in with embracing hands.

It was not a mere poetic fantasy but was the expression of
a deep feeling, which the poet could but feebly voice. This
delight and joy was not a mere joy of external natural scenery ;
and the poet tells us that when immediately after this he went to
the Himalayas, the grandeur and splendour of that royal
mountain could hardly improve the tone: it was an opening
of the veil of his heart, a true enlightenment.

It was from here, I suppose, that the poet began to feel
real expericnce of an infinity of a subjective enlightenment, the
plenitude of a felt-whole, the limitless surplus within us
that could not be contained within the meshes of our thought,
and must express itself through the finite conjunction of words
and phrases, their arrangement and order, their thyme and
jingle. 'The poet had written a poem at this time called the Echo
( Pratiddhvani) and his friends failed to see any meaning in it and
the poet himself failed as well. It was the echo of a yearning ;
and has yearning a meaning ? So long as the world was looked
at in a piecemeal fashion, the parts coulc! be joined in intellectual
schematism, but now the light within had transformed the
“without” into a whole of experience, a feeling that from some
deep cavern of the heart streams of melodious tunes had flowed
into the valley of time and space, and whence they returned back
into the heart as an echo.

While Devendranath’s contact with nature was joyous and
majestic and though he loved nature in his own manner, the
true value of nature with him was the revelation of a greater
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majesty of God whom the nature indicated as its creator and
sustainer. Through every drop of sap that pervaded a tree he
perceived the message of God. But Rabindranath in those days
did not concern himself much about God. His was a passionate
soul which, often vainly fluttering in deep subjective immediacy,
one day found its escape when he realised that the true yearning
that he felt so deeply consisted in the fact that his inner spirit,
which was infinity in itself, poured out into the objective world
and was reflected from there back to his heart, and it was this
reflection that was a source of joy and beauty and it was this
stream returning home into his soul that constituted the internal
yearning that he felt. The infinite manifested itself in the finite
and through the finite forms returned back into the infinite.
As he says, this discovery was his own and it was the passion of
this discovery that was a true revelation for him.

We find here a ring of Hegel’s Philosophy, of the spirit
expressing itself in sensuous terms and coming back to itself
through a new transfiguration which was for Hegel the definition
of art. The philosophy of Hegel had at this time spread its
influence in England not only on the philosophers like Bradley,
Caird, Stirling ind others but also on poets and writers like
Coleridge and Carlyle. It is not unlikely that the poet might
have caught the suggestion somewhere, and in and through his
revelation of that patticular morning’s joy, the truth behind
the suggestion became all on a sudden living ; for though we
have a general agreement with Hegel’s fundamental doctrine,
the special manner in which the enlightenment occurred is not
only peculiarly Indian but also religious, for in describing the
special characteristic of this enlightenment the poet says in his
Reminiscence that he felt as if every one that passed on the street
was dear to his soul. The revelation had not only an artistic
side but an intensely religious side too, inasmuch as it enabled
him to realise the feeling of the brotherhood of man which is the
greatest message of all religions. In Hegel we do not find these
two parts combined together as but two aspects of the same
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experience. Rabindranath has therefore always characterised
evety true art as also being good.

In 2 much later work Rabindranath says that while the
altruistic good of the animal world is for the purpose of race-
preservation only, man has an element in him which seeks good
for itsclf. It is this tendency in man and this supetfluity, which
is not required for his biological purposcs, on which the ethics
of man is founded. So, too, man has a superfluity of emotional
cnetgy which is not required for his self-preservation, and which
he wishes to express for the very joy of expression alone. “When
a feeling is aroused in our hearts, which is far in excess of the
amount that can be completely absorbed by the objcct which has
produced it, it comes back to us and makes us conscious
of ourselves by its teturn waves.”” Rabindranath thus assumcs
that whether in knowledge, energy or emotion, man has
an clement, a fund which far surpasses the ordinary needs
of his body and mind. This surplus emotion cannot remain
at rest but creates joy in expressing itself in objective forms
through images, idcas, instincts and the like and, as it returns
back to consciousness, its putpose is fulfilled and we have the
apprehension of beauty. Rabindranath regards this surplus of
fecling as the personality of a man. He says that it is whete the
man is organic and has thec inherent power to select things from
his surroundings in order to make them his own, where he
can transmute things into his living structure, or, in other
words, is creative that a man displays his personality.

Behind all the forces of naturc there is a spring, a
soutce from which all the life and energy of nature flows, a sort
of Personality. When a poet approaches nature it is not the
separated phenomena of nature only that captivate him, but
the direct communion with nature almost as a living person. It is
the contact of the two personalities, as it were, that forms the
essence of poetic inspiration. To a poet therefore it is not the
details, discrete and separate that have their appeal, but the whole
—the whole of flowing life and flowing joy. 'This flow of life

26
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that the poet perceives is not a mere biological concept, it is a
spiritual concept of the infinite in its concrete form. Tagore
reminds us of what the poet of the Upanisads had said that
no movement of life would be possible if the whole sky were
not full of infinite joy. Tagore thinks that the function of our
personality consists in transforming everything with which we
may have any concern into the human. By this activity of the
superfluous in us art is produced. We sec here that Rabindranath
still holds in 1917, when his Personality was published, almost the
same view that became living to him in the period of his life,
when he was writing his Prabhdt Sangit.

Inhis Religion of Man Tagote says that man alone has an
ideality in him by which he pushes to go beyond himself as no
animal does. He has a fecling that his rcality far exceeds him-
self. The call from within is deep in his mind, it is the
call of his own inner truth which is beyond his ditect knowledge
and analytic logic. As our consciousness more and motre
comptehends it, new valuations are developed in us, ncw depths
and delicacies of delight, the sober dignity of expression through
elimination of tawdriness of frenzicd cmotion and of violence.
The religion of map is thus to be sought not in his gods but in
the dream of his own infinity. The theology that man invented
in his earlier days only supplied him with an emotional pastime
and not with spiritual inspiration. It therefore fell far shott of
his personality, the mission of which is to reveal humanity in
the background of the eternal. It has taken man a long time to
discover the nature of his own spirituality, and the various
religions through which he has passed have the common charac-
teristic that man has sought through them his own supreme
value, which they have often invested with an anthropomorphic
character. Such an anthropomorphic outlook distorts the truth
of man and, like all mistakes in other branches of knowledge,
this too has to be fought against and overcome.

In anoth. t chapter Tagore gives us his positive conception
of the INFINITE as that unity in which the many and the multifold,
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through which it expresses itself, falls far short of its nature ;
the beauty of a lotus is more than the flower in which it is
expressed, and this is the infinitude of beauty, but in comprehen-
ding the concept of this infinite mere magnitude is not the detet-
minant. ‘'The criterion is to be found in the quality of harmony
which produces in us the positive sense of the quality of the
infinity. It seems, however, that Rabindranath hardly tries to
give us close and logical interpretation of the concept of INFINITY
which is the very essence of his view of life and nature. Even
in his Hibbert Lectures he seems to depend for his radical
concept of INFINITY upon the vision and experience that he
had had at the age of eighteen. On that particular morning he felt
that all things which had seemed like disconnected waves, vagrant
and transitory, now obtained a meaning in his mind in relation to
a boundless sea. He felt sure that some Being who comprehended
him and his world was seeking his best expression in all his
experiences uniting them into an ever-widening individuality
which is a spiritual work of art. He argues therefrom that the
great creative mind that was shaping the universe to its eternal
idea was also shaping his own experiences. But since he himself
was a person it had one of its special centres of a personal
relationship growing into a deepening consciousness. He felt
that through all his sortow and suffering he was passing through
the labour of creation. He felt himself as an impartial spectator
witnessing the mystery of a meeting of the two in a creative
comradeship. He felt that here was his religion, where the
INFINITE became defined in humanity and came close 'to him so
as to need his love and co-operation and this idea of his he
exptessed in a later poem called “Jivan Devata”.

In another place he says : “I had a vague notion as to who
or what it was that touched my heart’s chords, like the infant
which does not know its mother’s name or who or what she is.
The feeling which I always had was a deep satisfaction of perso-
nality that flowed into my nature through living channels of
communication from all sides.” He tried to emphasise the idea
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that, in spite of the differences that exist in the wotld of things
among themselves and between us, we are conscious of an organic
unity between them and us, such that we can easily trust in the
testimony of our inspired moments when we feel that there is but
one life that manifests itself in us as well as in the objective world
—an all-petvading Personality answering to the personality of man.
He held that the world consisting of thc animate and inanimate
found its culmination in man, its best exptession. Man, as a crea-
tion, represents the creator and this is why of all creatures it has
been possible for him to comprehend this world in his knowledge,
in his feeling and imagination, to realisc in his individual spirit
a union with a spirit that is everywhere.

The poet tells us that, in the region of nature, by unlock-
ing the secret door of the workshop one may come to the
dark hall where dwells the Mechanic. In this dark hall thete may be
the secret of the wotld mechanism, but the hall of union is there
where dwells the Lover in the heatt of existence. We are remind-
ed in this connection of the import of his drama Rgjz or The
King of the Dark Chamber, where the king was not visible in
any pageant or show but was visible only to the beloved lady
in the dark chamber where all lights were out.

In his carly days the poet was appointed Secretary to
the Brahma Samaj founded by his father. He took part in
the services by composing hymns which unconsciously took
the many-thumbed impression of the orthodox smudge of
tradition, but though he ttied to persuade himself that he was in
harmony with the members of that association, he gradually
began to feel that he was not loyal to the religion, but only to
the religious institution. This institution represented a standard
truth at its static minimum and zealously guarded any growth
and progress. But in religion and art nothing should be guided
by the mass opinion of a community, for religion and art are
peculiatly the field of the solitaty communion of the individual
spirit. After a long struggle the poet had to sever his connec-
tion with the Brahma Samaj. He felt that religion did not
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consist in the crudity of details or pure metaphysical rarefaction.
Religion was above all an all-forsaking sincerity, an intense
yearning of the heart for the divine in man. Temples and
mosques obstructed the path and in the babble of the teachers
and the priests the voice of God cannot be heard. All rituals
and ceremonies and dogmatic beliefs were an obstacle to the
streaming out of the soul. The fundamental creed of his faith
consisted in perceiving God in himself—the God that dwells
within us as an unfathomable reality. We can meet him only by
unlocking our inner doors. Yet this meeting with God, though
it takes place in the solitary cavern of the heart, can at the same
time so transform the person, so expand his love that in its tidal
flood the whole world is deluged with a new insight, 2 new
pulsation of feeling, so that cvery man comes to his heart
apparelled in a celestial light. The lesson of God is not to be taken
from scriptures or written books but from the scriptures of the
heart. When the heart is flooded with such a direct apperception
and intvition of the divine that thc truth and reality of the
objective humanity becomes directly intuitive, this rouses
a profound feeling of longing and love. By an earnest and sincere
sympathy we participate, as it were, in the lives of our fellow
beings. With such a participation “religion inevitably concentrates
itself on humanity which illumines our reason, inspires our
wisdom, stimulates our love and claims our intelligent service ;
and this God which pulsates in us through all humanity and
through all universe by our participation in their essence
cannot be a God of duality, a personal God who is different
from me, but it is thc God who is the essence of my being. I
cannot adore and worship Him any more than I can worship
myself.”

The fundamental difference between the philosophy of the
father ( Maharsi Devendranath ) and the son is that the father
was led by the ordinary cosmological argument of design to
believe in a personal God who created the world out of nothing—
a semitic attitude, and regarded the world as the product of the
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majestic power of God whose energy permeates the world.
Man, a tiny figure of his creation, is by duty bound intellectually
to comprehend the majesty of the Master and to resign his own
will to that of His. In the ecarly stages of Rabindranath’s
thought he was in a sort of conflict and confusion owing to
his great reverence for his father and the interpretation that he
gave to the Upanisads, the holiest of all Hindu scriptures. It is
true that the father, being a monotheist, found it difficult to
accept the Upanisads in toto and preferred the testimony of his
own experiences. This reliance on the testimony of his own
experiences as being of gteater valuc than the messages of the
scriptutes marks his secession from Raja Rammohan Roy and
also from the orthodox schools of Hindu religion. Tagore also
took his stand on the testimony of his own expericnce as being
of greater value than anything else. But his poetic nature was
filled with passion from the very beginning. His love of
natute was stupendously sincere through all his poems.
In Kadi O Komal and Manasi we find an evidence of the
dialectic of passions. Following the course of this inner dialectic
of passion, we find how the lusty part of it soon revealed
its smallness and filled the poet with a scnse of detachment
and left him craving for a passion that was infinite. Side by
side with it, on particular occasions, he had visions of his
positive infinity in the tealisation of his inner personality which
seemed to him to send forth beams of ethereal light bathing the
objective wotld which always opposes our subjective personality
as a barrier of darkness. The man in the street, the tree in
the corner, the house-tops shining in the sun, are entirely
indifferent and indeed opposed to our spirit which cannot
make them its own. They are like stray images hanging in the
intellectual compartment having no meaning for our own
personality. It is only when our inner person streams out
‘and overflows them that it can dissolve them in the juice of its
own natute b fore it can assimilate them. Our spiritual commerce
with the objective world is a continual act of creation of the
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gréat supet-spirit through our human personality, which holds
within it by legacy the infinitude of creative power that is
possessed by the Master.

In a passage in Bhdsa O Chhanda, the poct says that all events
that happen are not truth. Speaking of Rémdyana and its poet
Vilmiki, Narada is made to say that the mind of the poet is a
far greater truth and a truer abode of the hero Rama than his
actual place of location in Ayodhya. But though the poet did
not attach any supetior value to facts and events which are not
transformed by the creative activity, these could not have been
regarded by him as absolutely falsc and non-existent. We
can appeal to certain passages of Tagore wherein he admits more
than two kinds of knowledge. One kind of knowledge, he says,
is that which we gain from other men and the other kind is that
which we attain by obscrvation, experiment, and process
of reasoning. But “the highest truth is that which we can
only realise by plunging into it. And when our conscious-
ness is fully merged in it, then we know that it is no mere
acquisition but that wc are one with it. Thus through medita-
tion when our soul is in true relation with the supreme truth,
then all our actions, words, behaviour become true.” I would,
however, add here another kind of truth of a superior order to
the first and the second but lower than the third referred to
above. ‘This is the truth of aesthetic creation. Rabindranath how-
ever does not discuss this problem elaborately anywhere but from
his stray utterances we may consider it as implicit in his mind
that without the operation of mind nothing has any being or
existence. In a passage from a baw/ writet which he quotes
approvingly in his Religion of Man, it is said that without con-
sciousness everything is dark and nothing exists.

Tagore does not say anything regarding the gradation of
the two kinds of awareness,—awareness of the testimony of othets
and awareness of a scientific order through reasoning. But one
may take the liberty of assuming that he would regard the first as
being the weakest of all kinds of knowledge. That Rabindranath
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very largely discredited merc traditional opinions, however holy
they might be, is evident from his scathing criticisms of the
traditional forms of Hinduism in which customary beliefs and
sctiptural texts had supplanted independent thinking. Rabindra-
nath in all his criticisms of current Hindu society carries the red
banner of a rational revolution. He is the most cloquent advo-
cate of free rationalism. Thus wec may well assume that he
regarded the first type of knowledge as the least true. The second
type of knowledge, namely that of science, was next in order of
reality and truth. Science and reasoning, being based on rational
thought and abstraction, we have here a contribution from our
own mind. The next in order is artistic creation, such as poetry
and music, wherein our inner personality grasps the external data,
not as an acquirement but as an enlightenment of the personality,
through its creative function, its joy of self-elaboration and its
perspective of harmony and unity in multifold ralatedness. But
the highest truth is the truth of religious mecditation, wherein a
person plunges into the heart of reality.

The argument implied in his stray utterances and
poems is not primarily an argument of logic but of intuition
or vision. It was the vision which he once had which gave him
insight into the nature of his own petsonality spontancously
flowing and free. Even before this he used to waite poetry
and good poetty too; but he had not so long found
himself. He divined fot the first time that poetry and art were a
spontaneous effusion of an ever-yearning creative spirit, infinite
in its longings and passions, that flowed out to the objective
world. His ordinary egotistic and rational self stood aside like
a spectator. In this vision he also felt that the mute wotld beside
him was all pulsating with life, and, as in a wintry dusk, through
the hazy cloud of mist,one can see the glow of the sun, so through
this world of inert matter and living beings he petceived the
‘glowing personality of a super-person whose spontaneous powers
were flowing 1 streams of light and colour and shaping in forms
and hues the beautiful wotld that stood dancing before his eyes.
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It was this vision, theartist’s self-discovery and mystic self-enlighten-
ment, that gave him the key to opening the mystery of the universe
of microcosm and macrocosm. In one of his poems he says :

The eternal dream

Is borne on the wings of ageless light

That rends the veil of the vague

And goes across Time,

Weaving ceaseless patterns of being.

A mystery remains dumb,

The meaning of this pilgrimage,

The endless adventure of existence

Whose rush along the sky

Flares up into innumerable rings of paths,—
Till at last knowledge gleams out from the dusk,
In the infinity of human spirit,

And in that dim-lighted dawn

She speechlessly gazes

Through the break in the mist

At the vision of Life and of Love,

Emerging from the tumult

Of profound pain and joy.

From the testimony of this vision and from the analogy of
artistic creation, Tagore concludes that true crcation is only pos-
sible by a person. The joy of emotion stirring up in the breast
of a person can transform unmeaning objects into meaningful
relatedness as integrated within the person. The pulsation of
this joy is apprehended as the joy of the beautiful. ‘The moral
good is unique by itself, it cannot be measured by any other kind
of good. It is its uniqueness that constitutes its infinity, for infi-
nity is that which is not commensurable by anything other than
itself. The aesthetic good or beauty is also in the very same
manner unique in itself,—an inexhaustible supetfluity that cannot
be measured by anything else other than itself. It is for that very
reason that the infinity of moral good, the infinity of beauty, has
each an appeal all by itself. They are both therefore unanalysable
and unthinkable by terms other than themselves. A good act done

27
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to a person is done for the very joy of doing the good. It should
not wait for anything else, no expectation of thanks is needed ;
if they come they are a superfluity of another order. It is like
the case where one has received the full dividend for his share and
unexpectedly gets a bonus.

The creation of bcauty draws us towards the good.
The moral ideal and the artistic ideal pull us towards the same
goal. It is because Tagore concentrated himself on the creative
activity of the aesthetic type, which requires as its negative
condition the moral detachment from egotism and vanity,
jealousy and greed, and as its positive condition a spirit of charity
and friendship, that the question of moral strength was not
taken up separately by him. Moral elevation was taken as a
sine qua non of the spiritual activity and enlightenment. The
fundamental principle of this active creation, by which art is
created and religious spirituality is attained, is love. Misery and
sorrow, obstacles and difficulties that are in the path of our
progress are but occasions for cvoking our creative impulse for
overcoming them in a spirit of joy and love. The contingence
is, in the decpest view, contributory to, or rather an essential
condition of, the perfection of the whole. But it wears the
appearance of a foreign element in which, and in spite of which,
the divine purpose is worked out; and it carries with it dange-
rous possibilities, cxtremities of weakness and of suffering which
it would be hard indeed to justify, if we considered them as
specific parts of a deliberate plan- It is undoubtedly a source of
the arduousness of reality. But it is in this arduousness that is
rooted the grandeur of the world. If we could have our own
choice and we thereby eliminated all pains, we should rub out
out greatest opportunities. ‘Thus Tagote says :

0, You Cruel,

You have done well to bring sorrow unto us.
Let your flaming fire burn in my heart :

The incense of my inner temple

Would not send forth its fragrance

Unless you burn it.



THE FAITH AND PHILOSOPHY OF RABINDRANATH 211

Unless you ignite it my lamp would not give light ;
Without the rude shock of sorrow
Life remains blunt and unconscious.
Sorrow therefore is your own touch
And a reward of my life,
In the darkness of ignorance
I am blind,
It is the light of your thunder
That burns up the pollution of my soul.
Again :
Without sorrow no sorrow ean be removed,
The poison should be treated with a severe burn.
Let the fire burn as it please,
You should not fear.
It will be turned into ashes
And would never burn again.
It is folly to avoid pain,
Cowardice to escape from it ;
It is by dying alone
That death can be conquered.
Again ¥
Strike and strike me again
I can bear still more.
Do not make my life a failure
By playing only the soft tunes ;
Let all the whispering anguish of disappointment
Flame up within me,
Like the mad winds that blow.
Awake thou the whole firmament,
And through my sorrow and anguish
Make me complete.

The real triumph of our life lies in the petception of the
spitit’s power that transforms the very meaning of the past and
transmutes every loss into a gain. This is the way in which we
can find even in the worst tragedy the beatitude of an other-
wise impossible triumph. This is the real omnipotence of atoning
love, unweariedly creating good out of evil. It is the nature of
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goodness and love that no misery, no catastrophe, no cataclysmic
revolution, can affect the purity of their being ; they are like the
petals of a lotus over which rains may passin torrents, may
wither and crumble them, but would not leave a drop of water
behind.

On the point of creative activity Tagore seems to waver at
times, as to whether there is a super-person endowed with
personality and love and crcating the world for rousing up man
and coming into closer communion with it. ‘There are numerous
passages both in verse and in prose, which seem to point to the
view that the purposive creation of the great master has but one
end and one goal, namely his self-revelation to man. Thus he
says :

For meeting me you are coming through endless time,
Your sun and your moon can never cover you under their wings ;
In the mornings and evenings

Through the eternity of time

I hear the ring of your footsteps.
In many of his pocms he expressed his personal adoration to
this divine being.

May the tunes of music multifold

Assemble in me

And make me oblivious of myself,

And in one profound bow, oh Lord ! :

1n one profound bow,

May the music of my little soul

Attain its completion in your ocean of silence.

But there are other passages, patticularly in Ba/ikd, where
the significance of the creative activity has been expressed more
or less in the style of Bergson. In his poem “Chanchala” he
gives a picture of the cosmic movement, the movement that
creates and passes away.

Unseen and speechless
Are Thy waters

That flow on, without a pause
Unlimited and continuous.
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Thou Terrible and thou O Detached !
Purposeless is thy voyage,
And thy movement is thy true and speechless musio.

Moment by moment
Death flickers into life
In tremulous flames.

If Thou shouldst stand for a moment in fatigue
The startled universe

Would quake with the weight

Of the heaving heaps of mountainous matter,
Darkness, lame and speechless,

Heedless and deaf,

The dreadful and flabby obstacle

Would stand across the path

And arrest our movement . . . .

In spite of its Bergsonian ring it has an independent out-
look. The poet has in many places and in many contexts said
that, like the traditional God Siva, the God of death and the God
of life, from whose dance the world has come into being, the
creative activity, from out of which the universe has sprung into
being, is eternally moving on and on, without attachment to
what it creates. It creates to destroy and it destroys to
create. It does not stop for a moment to take account, it
moves and creates in the joy of its motion. If it ceased for a
moment, the world would be a heap of dumb pollution. Our heart
moves in the thythm and the flow of the blood ; if it would
stop for a moment, the whole body would be poisoned. The
secret of life is the secret of motion. It is by this eternal and
unceasing movement that death and life change places and,
though life ends in death, it revives into life again. Our
scriptures say that fire is holy ; it has no attachment, it consumes
everything that is given to it. Detachment or “vairagya” has
according to our scriptures been regarded as the most sensible
provision for the traveller, who wishes to attain liberation.
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This detachment is not merely a personal virtue. It is a
cosmic virtue of the creative activity.

On the other hand, in this same work Ba/dkd, the poet
seems to think that our individual life has a destiny beyond
death—a destiny not of merging with the cosmic cteative
activity but a destiny of longer and longer sojourn and its finite
aspect, repeating the progressing movement of life, which was
revealed in the present one. He feels that the same creative
activity that is displayed in the cosmic plane should also be
displayed in the finite centre qua finite, which also, being an
epitome of the cosmic creative activity and carrying with it its
impregnation, would by itself move in its forward march, leading
itself through unceasing time. Thus in the poem ¢Shahjahan” the
poet says :

How far I look the traveller is nowhere |

His beloved could not bind him,

Nor could his empire ;

The ocean and the mountain

Did not obstruct him ;

At the oall of the music of the stars

He runs towards the lion-gate of the new-born.

Life is greater than love, life is motion unceasing,

And motioh eternal.
In another poem he says :

This I know, *

That I have to fight with the waves

And carry the boat,

Hang the shrouds

And hold the helm,—

This is the command,

This is the destiny.
The destiny that is unknown has woke him up and the call has
come from the windy throats of the storm. The song of death
has roused him in the evening for the new wedding and the
new life. In the deep darkness, through all the misery, suffering,
hatrcd and delusion, heaving like mountainous waves, we have
to carry our boats regardless of everything.
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I have seen sorrow overy day,

Seen sin, in various guise,

I have found from moment to moment,

In the eddy of peaceless moments,

In the streaming flow of life

All over the world,

Death is playing the game of hide and seek.

When in the cruel night of sorrow

By tho stroke of death

Man breaks into pieces

The walls and limits of his mortal sphere,—
Will not the immortal glory of God

Shed light on him ?

Here we find that the poet belicves in finite immortality,
though he is not sure of the exact form in which it would make
its appearance. But this immortality is not limited to us human
beings only ; to the poet it seems as if the wholc world
in its forward march is moving towards an unknown destiny,
from unknown to the unknown; there is a speechless
movement and silence is only broken by the flutter of the wings.

We thus find that in two different moods he indulges
in two different fancies. In some verses and writings
occurring at different times of his life, he feels assured of the
immortal existence of our finite being and individuality, while
in sturdier, and probably more rational, moments he is satisfied
to see the destiny of this finite individuality merging in the
ceaseless cosmic activity.

In one of his recent publications the poet describes his
vision, when through a very grave illness people had almost
despaired of his life. He says that the prison walls of old
ignorance vanished like mist in a moment. ‘The creation of new
life became unveiled in the first gleaming dawn of pure effulgent
consciousness. He perceived himself as boundless and as
crossing the milky way of the distant eternal sky in the transcen-
dent region of light on the banks of the subtlest destruction.

But there is again a particular mood of the poet in which
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he felt absolutely sceptic about the ultimate destiny. Thus
in a letter in verse written to the writer the poet says :

I do not know what day awaits
Beyond the death.

Shall the shadow of this life,
With its last glimmering rays,
Create a new phantom show,
Some new colour,

In the land of the setting sun ?
What I have known of this life
Is not little,

It may have a limiting line,
8till it is limitless,

It's deep truth in my life
Knows my self

As pervading the whole universe.

In the same poem the poet says that before the eternal
question the mind remains absolutely speechless, but sometimes
it so happens that we perceive its tender touch and receive that
with a2 lowly forchead as its greatest pricc. We feel that the
strings of our lyre can never express the music of the transcen-
dent. In a momentary flash we scem to perceive the heart of
the beautiful buf we cannot reach it. The door of this earth
opens for a moment and the secret room is visible for the
twinkling of an eye. The shadow of the transcendent is there,
in the heart of the mortality the vessel of the immortal lies
covered.

Thus in poetic inspiration he feels the deep relation that
exists between the here and the beyond, but as to what exactly the
relation is, the oscillating mind of the poet has given different
expressions in different moods of his life. It is this undecided-
ness in detail and a decided condition as a general attitude, that
marks the humanity of the poet. He is not a professional
_philosopher, who is professionally bound to give any dogmatic
or logical opinion about the mystery of this universe and he is in
no need of making any compromise with any particular religion.
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He feels the pulsation of the wotld around him in his emotional
ecstasy and gives such intellectual interpretation of it as appears
to him to be correct for the moment. But of one thing he is
certain throughout the conviction of his life, that this world is
a part of the immortal, through whatsoever mortal phases it
might pass.

Immediately after his vision at the time of writing the
Prabbit Sangit the poet wrote his drama Prakritir Pratisodh
( Nature’s Revenge ) in which he tried to show that abstract
quest after the infinite, as in the casc of the Ascetic, leads us no-
whete. It was only when the Ascetic’s heart was touched by love
of a woman and its infinite yearning that he really became happy
and realised the purpose of his life. ‘The infinite must descend
into the finite, before it can attain its real fulfilment. Up to the
end the poet has been loyal to this perspective of life and this
forms the keynote of his mental temperament. The poet in his
“Reminiscences” says that the beauty of nature is not mercly
a mirage of the mind but is an expression of the joy of the
infinite itself and it is for this reason that we forget ourselves
before this beauty. This intuition is a real apprehension which
is greater than all logic. It is through this emotional path that
nature drew the Ascetic from out of the sphere of the finite to the
toyal presence of the infinite. ‘The poet himself says that this
dratha was a sort of preface or introduction to all his future
literary efforts.

In the devotional songs of the poet published as a collection
of religious songs written at different times, the poet stretches his
faith very definitely on a personal God, full of faith and trust.
These songs are no doubt very charming but somehow or other
we do not find here the poet in his full self-consciousness and his
inner passions were moving more or less in the traditional ways
of religious worship. In Naivedya, however, written about the age
of forty, the poet’s religious attitude was gradually taking an
independent shape. The same reverence and love for a personal
God and the same resignation appear in a deeper form., There is

28
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a feeling that the music of the eternal God is always heard in our
lives with its power of removing all unholy feelings from our
mind. The gteatness of God is such that once we realise it there
is no scope for out petty egotism.

If the gates of my heart remain ever closed, break open the gate
O Lord ! ... If by your call on any day, my sleop is not broken, awake
me in thundering pain.

The poet is filled with delight as he looks on the world
but still he is deeply conscious of his failings and prays for
the destruction of his egotism. He feels sute sometimes that
in our journey towards God there is no death or separation.
His, however, is not an attitude of a retiting ascetic. He wishes
to be harnessed to work, for he feels that our call to work is the
mission of God and that, unless we cntangle our hearts with
passion, we can keep ourselves holy and pure cven in the dust
and mud of our daily interest :

Take me by your call through the open portals into the assembly
of the world . . . .

The poet was now more than forty years old and it is
not improbable that he was feeling in his mind the reflection
of the world-wide fame that he was to acquire in future and the
urge in his inner soul for a higher destiny in the life of the
world ; yet we do not anywhere find any sign of pensive
disappointment that he was not yet having the rgcognition
from the world at large that he so richly deserved. He had
the broadness of heart to take pleasure and pain in the same
happy spirit as being gifts of God. Thus he says :

‘Whosoever has given me pleasure, has brought me near to God,
and whosoever has given me pain has done the same. I bow to them
all. Whosoever has loved me has lighted His candle, whosoever has
come near to me has brought God into my soul and whosoever has left
me has drawn me towards God,—1I bow to them all. I may or I may
not know, I may or I may not admit, yet wherever I open my eyes I
always find God before me.

Though anxious to be harnessed to public wotk, he
had none of the self-conceit of the politicians and public men.
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Save me, O Lord, from my work. I shake from fear of my own
shadow. My selfish thoughts swallow me. I weave my net of false-
hood and deception everyday ; my egotism shuts the door of my heart.
Save me, O Lord, from myself, save me O Lord !

Yet he is not like 2 devotee of the older type, who wishes to
enjoy God only in his private meditation. He did not wish to
realise God only in subjective emotionalism, but to see Him
and realise Him in His works, in Nature and, above all, in
humanity. Thus he says:

I shall admit you among all—not merely in my mind and in the
corner of my heart or in my own composition, but among all in the
the earth and the sky shall I accept thee, O Lord. By giving up my
all I shall accept thee, and by taking all that is given to me I shall
accopt thee. Not merely in the hymns of adoration or in the sounds of
music or in solitary contemplation, but I shall accept thee where the
world is awake—in whatever is pleasant and unpleasant. I shall accept
thee as I do not know you, and I shall accept thee because I know you.
Not merely in the pleasures of ljfe, not merely in my beaming face, not
merely in the days of advantage and opportunity, but when misery and
sorrow darken like clouds around me I shall humble my head and
accept thee with tears in my eyes.

This spirit of perceiving God everywhere gradually
deepens as we pass to the songs of Kheyd ( 1907 ). But from the
time of the publication of Sdradotsav (1909 ), we find
gradually a deeper realization of the joy of nature as flooding
the heart of the poet—nature not merely in its self-sufficient
aspect of lovely beauty but as revealing God through it. That
through all nature there is a shower of God’s joy is a
creed with which we are very familiar from an eatly period
of the poet’s life. But there it is not so concret and defi-
nite, as we find from the time of the publicatien of Sdradotsav.
He finds the mad showers in the dancing clouds and feels within
himself a yearning. In a stormy night he feels that through the
whole nature his beloved was coming nearer and nearer to him
and the yearning for a distant meeting becomes vivid through his
lines. This is entirely a new attitude with which we were not
familiar before. Whatever he felt about nature, its blessings and
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its joys, wete hitherto expressed in a steteotyped manner, as
coming from God, and this God was introduced to us mote or less
in the traditional perspective. But to see God in the yearning
that is produced in us by the phenomena in nature, sweet and
calm, terrible and devastating, is a view which is at once untradi-
tional and unique. We do not find it in the life-history of the
great mystics of the past, either of India or of the West. It is
here that we may assign the great originality of Rabindranath.
To identify God with the inward psychological yearning that is
produced as an echo from nature suits very well his theory
of art and spirituality.

The secret of the poet’s great confidence and optimism is
discerned in a beautiful song of his in which he says that the
worship that is not completed is not lost ; the flower that falls
down before blossoming, the streamlet that is lost in a sandy
desert—they also are not lost. “What is behind me is not all
false, for what is unrealised here is already realised and completed
in the Lord.”

But with all the ravishing charms of nature through which
the poet realises his deity, he is always true and loyal to his
older idea that mere emotionalism and subjectivity is not the way
of realising God. ~‘Thus in one of his songs he says :

It is only there where you are in tune with the whole world that
I am in contact with you—it is not in the lonely solitariness of the
forest or in the corner of my own mind that I am to find my Lord.
But where you are dear to all you are dear to me. Where you
extend thy hands to others, it is there that my love also wakes up.
Love cannot remain in secret, it spreads out like light.

From about 1920 the oscillations of his mind seem to have
come to a pause and we but seldom hear of his struggles and
failures. Behind all the flowers, herbs and the trees and the
different seasons and theit characteristic behaviour, he feels a
divine presence that speaks to him the message of the unknown.

I shall sing thy name alone and under the shade without any
language and without any hope. I shall call thy name in vain, and



THE FAITH AND PHILOSOPHY OF RABINDRANATH 221

without any need, for the mere intoxication of it, like the infant calling
his mother merely for the sake of calling, merely for the pleasure of
lisping.
Again,
You are so so rich, O Lord | yet you wish to take little grains of
corn from my hands. The world is laughing at you that to make
me a donor you will be a beggar and that from your chariot you will

come down on the ground and walk with me in the fields for ages and
ages.

The faith and trust manifested in songs like these is deep
and fathomless. In morning and evening, through the sky
and the earth he manifests within him an experience of a divine
presence in love that is inimitable.  But, all the same, the poet
also feels that the realisation of the deity is but another name
for the greater and greater realisation of his own self. Thus he
says : “This my increasing knowledge of myself will never end
and it is in this way alone I know Thee.”

We thus see that the philosophy that slowly developed
and permeated through the various stages of the poet’s life was
neither a logical rationalism nor a re-statement of any traditional
philosophy, but is rather the echo of the spiritual experience
through which the poet passed, and which, despite outside
influences, is in reality a creation of the music of the soul, the
inspiration of which came from within and from without. It
gradually dawned on him that the divinity which danced in the
outside world on the wings of the flying seasons, through his
personal joys and sorrows, his yearnings and musings, is the same
within and without. His own personality was but a reflection of
this deity and, standing before the world and before his own mind,
he discovered the super-person not as a metaphysical substance
ot a theological God but as a deep reality and person whom the
poet experienced through all his thoughts and writings, whom
he always felt as the master-musician who blew his flute through
him, and filled him with joy unspeakable. Based on such an
experience the philosophy of Rabindranath becomes concrete and
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living ; becomes the faith of a devotee, the faith of a poet who
has a vision of the unseen.

It should be unwise for us to bring the conviction of the
poet in line with the convictions of other great saints and to pass
any comparative judgment on it ; for that could only be the
subject of a separate endeavour and, indeed, it would be as rash
and as unthinking as to botanise over a flower blooming in the
light of the sun. But we can only say that the depth of the
poet’s feelings regarding his relation with the universe, as
his deity, is at least as rich as any of the passions of the great
saints for their Master that the religious history of the world has
made us familiar with. There is, however, a great difference
between the songs of other saints and mystics and those of
Rabindranath in this, that here the emotions lose their abstract-
ness afid subjectivity. It is no longer the mystic ecstasy that burns
the heart and destroys the individuality but a communion
which holds within it the beauty of the external nature and the
breath of humanity. Our intensity of emotion has mingled
with the'stream of love that flows through nature and man : the
individuality merges in the absolute and yet asserts itself not
merely in resignation to, and deep enjoyment of, the divine,
but in the spirit of the age that he incarnates, the spirit that is
prepared to take humanity as its God, but yet assembles within it
the depth of meditation of the Yogin and the ecstasy of love
of a Nam. Arvir, a St. Francis, a2 St. Catherine or a St. Teresa.
It is virile yet humble, sclf-centred yet all-pervading ; and its
expression does not imply any psychopathic debility, or the
atidness of a metaphysician. It is simple and straight, and a
profundity of sincerity is at the root of it all.



" GURUDEVA
By Guzsdial Mallik

Onry when the gong is sounded in the Hall of Heaven does
there take place a true meeting of one soul with another on
earth. And such a contact is always a2 compact of deep love and
life-long loyalty. It is like Sakuntala’s ring of recognition.
This is exactly what happened to the writer aver a quarter
of a century ago, when he was at College, in Bombay. One
morning he read in a leading local daily that the Poet of Bengal,
Rabindranath Tagore, had been awarded the Nobel Ptize for his
Gitanjali. 'The paper had also pubhshed his photograph The
moment my eyes fell on his handsome face, ‘sorhe one within
me exclaimed in a tone of ecstasy, “This grcat mm ‘will exerasc
a transforming influence on your life.” o .

But some years had to elapsc before I could have the rare
privilege and pleasute of touching his feet in revet&ce, at
Santiniketan. I went there as a pilgrim in August 1919 and
stayed in the Ashrama for about a fostnight. As ill-luck would
have it, the Poet was ill and no visitors wete ever allowed
at the time into his presence. And I would have returned
honie sorely disappointed had not that good man of God, M.
C. F. Andrews, very kindly arrmged for me a five-minute
interview with the Poet.

At the appointed time I was: ushered into hls private
apartment. He returned my" humblé greetings with a smiling
nod. ‘We sat for the remaining few minutes in silence without
exchangmg a single wotd with each other. When the allotted
time was about to be .ovet, Mr. Andrews beckoned to me to rise
and take leave of the Poet. I- ‘obeyed.” And then the miracle
happcned! As I wag about ‘to "depart- from his presence, he
lookeiup and said, *Your seat' here has- bee.n vacant for long ;
so come and occupy it. whmcvcr you can.” - Whereupon 1 was
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moved to the depths of my being. I felt I was re-born and I
experienced at the time an expansion of consciousness which
seemed to touch the uttermost ends of the universe. And
he, whom I had known till then asa Poet, now became my
Gurydeva, my Master.

Since then, off and on, I have been honoured with opportu-
nities to serve his ideals and institution in my own humble way.
But, strange to say, my lips have ever temained sealed whenever
I have found myself in his presence. This may be due to a
lamentable lack of the intetrogative faculty in me, or becausc I
feel overawed by the majesty of his Himalayan mind. One
thing, however, I cannot help truthfully testifying to, that,
sitting near him, I have invariably found that my soul is
mysteriously unveiled to me.

Looking back, however, and trying to assess what I owe to
him, I would like to observe, in a brief compass, that the
transmuting touch of his personality has helped me to sensc and
see that Truth is circular, that it has its nest as well as its sky.
And this has deepened my understanding and appreciation of
its vatious aspects and expressions. I have realized that the
world is larger than the well of the frog in the fable and that
life is both a symphony and a synthesis. The joy of being all
the time on the road and travelling is far greater than worship-
ping at a wayside shrine, no matter how self-satisfying might be
the sense of steeled security in its shadow. Man is the focus-
point and the fulcrum of the Eternal Truth, Beauty and Good-
ness. And so I have learnt to love humanity.

Blessed am I that the Freedom of the City of His Love has
been conferred on me through his grace. 1 feel blessed like the
bamboo piece which the flute-player has fashioned into a vehicle
for pouring forth “melodies eternally new”. To-day I salute him
with grateful love and say to him, in all humility, “Master, my
debt to you is of a nature which can never be paid. But, may
I just tell yo that your magic touch has made me a singer and
a servant of the Spirit 7’
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THE POET AS EDUCATIONIST

By K. R. Kripalani

Or the many priceless gifts which the great Poet of India has
given to his pcoplc and to his age, the educational experiment
at Santiniketan is by no means the lcast. Among his inimitable
creations, it occupics a unique place. Unlike his other composi-
tions he did not rclease it in a finished and perfect form, but,
like Nature hetself, gave it life and impulse, and has since
watched and tended its growth, inviting all those who may to
share in the creation. Its dctects and impeifections, therefore,
reflect the defects and imperfections of ourselves in so far as we
have failed to justify the trust he has left to us ; for it is as
much a gift to his countrymen as a test of their wotthiness to
receive it. ‘That test is being worked out and only the future
can mcasure its results.

This strange entity that has grown for forty years and
seems still to grow, has been variously described as an asrama
where the “forest ideals” of the ancient Indian sages are sought
to be revived ; as an experiment in child education ; as a centre of
Indian Renaissance in art and music; as an international
scat of leatning ; as a social and economic movement for
the uplift of Indian village life. Even mote variously it has
been judged, some over-estimating its actual contribution, others
dismissing it as a mere poet’s fancy. Some have even sneered
at it as a2 haunt of lotus-eaters. No criticism has been adequate,
and, none, we hope, entirely malicious ; for an achievement
that has not been worked out, an ideal whose possibilities are
still struggling, is difficult to judge. A poet’s dream, it undoubt-
edly is, for who but a poet can “‘attract the voice which is yet
inaudible in the ait”, ot “bring the eatliest tidings of the unborn
flower to a sceptic world” ? A haunt of lotus-eaters, it may
casily become, fotr a thing of beauty, though it may inspire

29
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sincere man to noble endeavours, does surely attract many idlers.
Those who would understand Santiniketan must therefore
suspend their judgment for a while and view it as a growing,
struggling thing, with many a scar on its form, left by its forty
years of strife in an unbelieving world. It has grown from such
humble beginnings that not even the great planter knew what
the seed he was watering would finally grow into.

Indeed, we do not know if, had the Poet known that he
was creating such a vast and many-sided institution, he would
have fixed its form in its present shape, or would have selected
the present site for the purpose. For materially the soil seems
hostile to the purpose. Barren and inhospitable, it yields even
drinking water grudgingly and at great cost. But this hungry and
parched soil must have hid a great spiritual secret, for it drew
to it the footsteps, and caught the imagination, of a great man
of uncommon spiritual sensitiveness, the Maharsi Devendranath
Tagore. One may still see the memorable spot sheltered by the
two aged chhatim trees, where the great sage used to sit and
meditate on the One Eternal. His youngest son was then little
more than a babe, and the Maharsi, with that unconscious
prophetic insight which we associate with spiritual men, prepared
the future field of his son’s endeavours by filling that obscure,
neglected spot with his benediction and by giving it its first
habitation and a name. It was natural, therefore, that many
years later when the son, who had already made his mark as a
great poet and a daring thinker, was looking about for a quiet
place, remote from the daily distractions of city life, where
he could conduct his first experiments in child education, his
choice should fall on a place, near at hand and hallowed by its
association with his great father. Thus began in 1901 Santi-
niketan’s cateer as an educational centre. How humble the begin-
ning was may be gauged from the fact that the poet-teacher’s
first batch comprised less than half a dozen pupils.
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1I

This fact has never ceased to surprise me that a great poet,
in the prime of manhood, when his creative powers were in their
full swing, should have chosen to adopt the vocation of a school-
master—the latest among the despised castes of India—in a
neglected corner of Bengal. That he did so and preferred the
hardships of a life of stark simplicity ( Bolpur then had little to
offer by way of what are known as the amenities of life ) to the
easy ways and splendid society of his family in Calcutta, is one
more proof, if such were needed, of Rabindranath’s deep and
passionate interest in problems affecting the welfare of his coun-
try. And of such problems none seemed to him more desetving
of attention than the system of education which had established
itself in the country under the patronage of the British rulers.
As ecarly as 1890, when the Poet was not yet thirty, he wrote an
essay—JS7kshar Her-pher, in which he pointed out the tortuosities
of the then prevailing system of education which, instead of
developing, stunted the minds of the growing generation.
Forced at a very eatly age to master the intricacies of a foreign
language, the Indian child expends all the resources of his mind
in trying to balance himself on crutches and in the meanwhile
forgets the use of his legs. He is wotse off than the unlettered
savage who at least knows how to enjoy the use of his limbs.

The Poet knew by his own bitter experience that of all the
handicaps he had to overcome in his sttuggle to educate himself,
the greatest was the system of education then prevailing in the
country, a system admirably suited to turn out a race of half-
grown, literate, docile subordinates, answering to Aristotle’s des-
cription of ideal slaves, men able to understand reason without
possessing it. To liberate the childrenof the next generation from
this mechanical and degrading “education factory,—lifeless, colout-
less, dissociated from the context of the universe, within bate
white walls staring like eye-balls of the dead”, became the mission
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to which the Poet dedicated the best years of his life. Describing
his own school days, he recalls :  “We had to sit inert, like dead
specimens of some museum, whilst lessons were pelted at us from
on high, like hailstones on flowers.” An apt simile. For children
to him are the flowers of humanity who must be allowed to grow
in freedom and beauty. The arrogant school master must help,
and not thwart, the direct influence on the child’s mind of the
great teacher Nature. The child’s mind is extraordinarily aware of
the things he sees around him and is much more receptive than
his teacher’s to sense-impressions. The wise teacher must there-
fore provide him with the environment which will stimulate and
feed this receptivity. The child learns with his limbs and with his
senses, long before he is able to understand with his full mind.
And so this poet, who was a great lover of children, set out to
create for them an environment which would make their “intro-
duction to the great world of reality easy and joyful.” And
therefore in his School it was “no impertinence for the boys to
be boys.”

Side by side with free physical development and constant
and direct imbibing of the influences of Nature, music and the arts
must be directed to train the child’s emotions and his budding
sensibility. It is interesting to observe how close in this particular
is this Indian sage’s approach to education to that of the Greek
thinkers. Both Plato and Aristotle attached tremendous signifi-
cance to the moulding influence of music and the arts on the soul
of the citizen in training. Not only did they regard a well
thought-out system of education as the greatest moulding influence
in society, but they conceived of education in terms of a full and
harmonious development of the individual. The one-sided
emphasis on mere learning is a bias characteristic of modern
Western universities and their caricatures in India, and none has
condemned it more passionately than Rabindranath.

Permeating and guiding all these various influences on the
growing child’s mind are the wise sympathy and understanding of
the teacher. The téacher must share the life of the pupil and
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watch his activity, not only in the class room but outside as well.
For the child is learning all the time and the teacher who knows
him only in the class room for stated periods in the day can hardly
know him. A good school must therefore be residential. The
Poet himself shared the life of his pupils and by his wise example
created a tradition at Santiniketan which is onc of its enduring
gloties. Today his age and health prevent him from giving that
practical guidance, and those of us to whom he has entrusted this
tradition are little men, lacking his great sympathy and wisdom.
But the tradition nevertheless sustains us and we avail of it accot-
ding to our varying capacity. But cven today one has only to
watch Nandalal Bose at work with his students to rcalise how
great are the results when a wise teacher with sympathy, insight
and imagination is there to catry on the Poet’s ideals.
Santiniketan, however, was destined to become much more
than a School and was to grow with its Founder’s ideals. The
very Arst few years of the century discovered in India a ferment
of new idcas and political aspirations. His own province, in
particular, was the centrc of a great and growing revolutionary
movement. The Poet whose passionate and uplifting writings
had done much to create those aspirations now felt the respon-
sibility of shaping them as well. His experience of those agitated
times taught him, however, that a true and lasting basis of a
pcéple’s national aspirations could only rest on their own creative
and constructive activities. We must purge our moral, social
and economic life of its evils and establish our own self-respect
before we can truly claim the respect of others. In his own
School he had already taught his boys the great lesson of human
equality and had abolished the social distinction between the
Brahmin and the so-called untouchable, the Hindu and the
Muslim. Now he strove consciously to link the educational
activities at Santiniketan to the reconstruction of the social and
economic life of the villages near by. In 1913 some land was
purchased by him near the village Surul, which served as the
nucleus of what today is known as Sriniketan. Today that modest
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beginning has grown to large dimensions and many and varied are
its activities, of which the latest is the good work it is doing to
relieve the suffering of the poor victims of this yeat’s famine.

Meanwhile the conviction had been growing on the Poet
that the new generation of his countrymen was very much like
the branches of a tree, eagerly stretching out for life and expres-
sion, while the soil from which the roots had sprung was daily
being repudiated. The so-called intelligentsia of that gencration,
and to a lesser extent even of this, were borrowing their patterns
of thought, of conduct, even of their feclings, from the West,
thereby justifying the Poet’s charge that the ‘“educational institu-
tions in out countty are India’s alms-bowl of knowledge ; they
lower our intellectual self-respect ; they encourage us to make a
foolish display of decorations composed of borrowed feathers.”
“Once upon a time,” he reminded his countrymen, “we were
in possession of such a thing as our own mind in India. It was
living. It thought, it felt, it expressed itself. It was receptive
as well as productive. That this mind could be of any use in the
process, or in the end, of our education was overlooked by our
modern educational dispensation.” ‘“Life never imitates, it assi-
milates”, and so he warned them that “if the whole world gtows
at last into an exaggerated West, then such an illimitable parody
of the modern age will die, crushed beneath its own wabsurdity.”
It was an obvious truth and yet it needed reiteration by him that
“for proficiency in walking, it is better to train the muscles of
our own legs than to strut upon wooden ones of foreign make,
although they clatter and cause more surprise at our skill in using
them than if they were living and real.” And so the Poet set
about to build up a centre of indigenous learning and culture,
“to break open the treasure-trove of our ancestors and use it for
the commerce of life”. Thus were established the Vidya-Bhavana
(Institute of Oriental Research) and the Kala-Bhavana, (the Home
of Fine Atts), for without the arts, “which are the spontaneous
overflow of our deeper nature and spiritual magnificence”, know-
ledge is ““a dead load of dumb wisdom”.
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But though Rabindranath thus became the most earnest
exponent of a full and complete national renaissance, he was no
narrow nationalist, who distrusted foreign culture and influence
as such. On the contrary, if ever there was a seer whose range
of sympathy knew no bounds, racial or geographical, it is he.
What he objected to was “the artificial arrangement by which
foreign education tends to occupy all the space of our national
mind.” His many wotld tours had revealed to him the dangers
of a narrow and self-complacent nationalism and he was one
of the earliest thinkers to give passionatc utterance to these fears.
What he had prophesied then is being borne out today to the
very letter. As usual, he was not content with mere talking, but
wanted to fulfil his own share of the responsibility. He there-
fore declared open his own centre at Santiniketan to the whole
world and invited thinkers, scholars and artists, irrespective of
any distinction, to come and collaborate in the task of interpreting
the different cultures and religions of the world, and thereby help
in creaung that mutual sympathy, understanding and tolerance
on which alone can the unity of mankind rest. Thus was laid
the foundation at Santiniketan of Visva-Bharati, as a seat of
International Learning and Culture.

) 11

In conclusion the Poet’s ideals of education may be summed
up as follows :

First : The child should be brought up in such environ-
ments as would provide him with opportunities of direct and
close contact with Natute. Civilized existence in society imposes,
inany case, such severe restraints on the first, fresh and vital
impulses of life that human nature tends to be perverted unless
its impulses are renewed and revitalised with constant reference
to Nature.

Second : 'The child’s senses being more alert than his
mind, teaching in its early stage should be, as far as possible,
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through play and activity, so that the child enjoys as he leatns.
He should be encouraged to do things himself and to lean as little
as possible on his teacher.

Third : Both through their work and through thcir play
the children must be constantly traincd in self-reliance and hardi-
hood,—two virtues on which the Poct lays great emphasis, and
the lack of which, alas | tends to make the average middle-class
Indian boy such a mollycoddle. They are best devcloped by
simple living, by looking after one’s own needs, by learning to
“rough” it and by the necessity of drawing on one’s own
resources and having to improvisc one’s own games and cntertain-
ments. As a further training in self-reliance the Poet had also
introduced at Santiniketan the practice of students’ self-govern-
ment. Matters concerning dormitory discipline, picnics, organi-
sed entertainments and literary and other creative activities are
even now mostly regulated by the students themselves.

Fourth : Equal emphasis should be laid on individual
initiative and on group- or corporate-action, so that, along
with self-reliance, a sense of community service and esprit de
corps should also grow.  The students must not only learn to
act in common -but should also feel and claim the community
or the institution as their own. Those who have seen the stu-
dents of Santiniketan either on excursion or engaged in some
group-activity at Santiniketan, like fresco-painting, stage-decora-
ting, etc. or seen them quietly take their turn by day and by
night when one of their comrades, or indeed any asrama tesident,
falls seriously ill, or ever heard them sing lustily their local
anthem—Amader Santiniketan ( She is our own, the darling of
outr hearts, our Santiniketan ), will appreciate the strength and
beauty of this spirit. )

Fifth :  All teaching should be through the mother-tongue
so that the child’s natural urge for self-expression should not be

"impeded by the obstacles of unfamiliar sounds.

Sixth: When the child’s senses have been trained to a

proper awareness of his surroundings and he has learnt to observe
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and love Nature, his experiences should then be made intelligible
to him, at a later stage, in terms of scientific categories. ( For
the Poet is a great advocate of scientific knowledge, though
he denounces its misuse by men as an instrument of greed for
power. He has himself written a general introduction to science
for Bengali rcadets, entitled Visva-Parichaya. )

Seventh : Education to be real must be of the whole man,
of the emotions and the senses as much as of the intellect. Music
and the arts which refine and heighten sensibility, purge emotions
and train one in the exquisite use of his natural instruments of
self-expression, must be made to exercise their influence on the
child from his infancy.

Eighth : While the child’s growing sensibility should be
well grounded in an adequate appreciation of the best traditions
of his people’s cultural heritage, his activities, as he grows up,
should be linked with the economic life of the great mass
of his countrymen. Hence the introduction and evolution at
Santiniketan of the beautiful seasonal festivals, of the Festival
of Tree-planting and Ploughing, of an almost uninterrupted
succession of cultural activities, and the development at Sriniketan
of the various schemes of rural uplift.

Ninth : Though well-tooted in its own indigenous soil,
the citizen-in-embryo’s social and moral consciousness should be
extended to an appreciation of other peoples’ cultures and ideals
of life as well. To bound the mental horizon by national
frontiers is not only to sow the seeds of discord among mankind
but is an abridgment of the human petsonality itself. To foster
an international and world outlook is, therefore, one of the most
emphasised aims of the Poet’s scheme of education at Santiniketan.

And Jast but not least : To ensure that the emphasis on
individual self-expression and the development of the petsonality
does not degenerate into a sharpening of the ego, with its
inevitable passions of cupidity and self-aggrandizement, and
thereby defeat the very aim of true education, the individual
consciousness must be charged with that sense of the one,

30
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impersonal and universal Brahman ( or God, Over-soul, Mind,
Will or Law, whichever term one prefers ), pervading and making
akin all life and nature, which is the common and, one may say,
the one tredeeming feature of the religions of mankind. Mere
intellectual conviction of the unity of mankind ot of the common
destiny of any particular race or class, however effective as
instruments of policy, are insufficient by themsclves to subdue
the tempest of man’s overweening ego. Thought has to be
realized as religious feeling before it can gain access to that
basement of the consciousness where operates in silence the
power-house of the mind.

These are the great ideals which this great poet, sage and
friend of mankind has tried to realise at Santiniketan, against
tremendous obstacles. How far the seeds he has planted have
borne fruit, is yet difficult to estimate. He has done his part,
given us great ideals and has not only indicated the means of
working them but has actually set them going. No man ever
left a richer or a nobler heritage of great possibilities to his
people than he has done. If his people do not acknowledge the
trust, if they let- these possibilities wither for want of nourish-
ment, or, worse still, if they mutilate and distort them by working
them to lesser ends, then they will only prove their own un-
worthiness as heirs. If the high proves too high and the hetoic
too hard, it will be because we are little men, with small minds
and puny shoulders. This is the answer to the petsistent critic
who asks, “What will happen to Santiniketan, when the Poet is
no more?”  What has happened to all the great ideals,
bequeathed to humanity by its great men ? Men live and grow
on them or petish in betraying them, as they ate perishing before
our very eyes.



‘THE GENIUS OF RABINDRANATH—
ITS CHARACTER AND LINEAGE

By Kshitimohan Sen

Brorocrsts consider all living things as the evolved outcome of
their previous organic stage ; variants there might occur but
nothing could appear all of 2 sudden as something botn of itself.
Every living object constitutes the continuity or extension of
some unbroken stream of life. Thatis why, in the world of
men, every one has a generic or family name, along with his speci-
fic personal name. The two together introduce him to others
in the most complete manner. In this respect the Sanskrit word
santana (offspring ) is wonderfully significant. '

The most precious possession of a nation is its literature.
Whetever that literature is truly living and great, most assuredly
it has aiways maintained a vital connection with the literary
expression of the preceding ages. The vast literature of Rabindra-
nath is one of the greatest fortunes of India to-day. A literature
so keenly pulsating with life must reveal the closest relationship
with the deepest thought traditions of ancient India. The exqui-
site expression of his genius, although original, is nothing
accidental nor does it stand all by itself. His genius, too, may be
said to have a name both personal and lineal. In this article we
shall try to trace and discuss the unbroken connection that
Rabindranath’s literature has maintained with the undying
thought traditions and literary expressions of ancient India.

The most ancient literature of India are the Vedas. A
major portion of them are mainly concerned with rites and rituals,
hymns and psalms, connected with religious observances. And
yet through them flows a thin stream of poetry which the lovers
of literature would consider to be the very soul of the Vedas. It
is like the thin line of water trickling along the edge of the vast
sand-bed and constituting the life of the river. To the thirsty
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souls the vast heaps of sand have no meaning as compared to
that refreshing little stream of water.

The inner poetry of the Vedas is to be found in their verses
and songs, and it is with the songs and poems of Rabindranath
that they often have the greatest affinity. Nobody should imagine
that by affinity I mean that the Poet has directly drawn upon the
Vedas for his literary inspiration. His genius is beyond all com-
pare and needs no plagiarism to bolster it. I mean no more than
that there is a vital connection between his literature and that
of the ancient India—a continuity of life as inevitable as in the
world of biology.

Vety carly in life Rabindranath had made a careful study
of the Upanisads ; his own spiritual career, his “sidhana> had
found in them inspiration and sustenance. No wonder that
many of their ideas have often crept into some of his sermons
and religious songs as well.  What is really surprising is that
some passages in the Samhita, with which Rabindranath had the
remotest chance of contact, appear to contain the earliest seeds of
some of his deepest poetic ideas. In such instances we see that,
however great a genius might be, if his works are instinct with
life they cannot be wholly accidental. Whether we know it or
not, in their basic ideas they are all imperceptibly connected in a
sequence with the patent stream. N

The eatly initiation of Rabindranath in the faith of the
Upanisads finds its reflection in profound utterances in the poems
57, 58 and 6o of Naivedya.

The poem §7 begins thus :

(T AFA IATI AN 1A
The mantra 6/7 of Svetisvatara is :
arfaort qed sk |
The poem 57 continues :

AR SFRITH (AN
cTrRel Ffautfen Aata o
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SfAre wAre a2 faeeatsa
e egfyrs \F (73T
G SHY QF7 | (A IHFT BA1A
9% siarsfa |

Herein is reflected the well-known mantra of the Svetias-
vatara Upanisad :

@ ST Asqg

qt forgd gaaarfadn

7 ety Qv eafay

ael @ ARy w0 (R,09)

In the 58th poem of Naivedya Rabindranath writes :

Stzial f¥aitga—fesaina
Ifarg wtaw 2re wWAw-fa37
wfure aArers Myl oty v FeA
I @TEIF A coINifa efeirs,
colatr =it 3fz 37 faarate
5at67 Wwifaal I3 AterS
fafa Sfeatee Sra” coinia 3fwre

. an g1y faes fuee comifa mAs
1D 1P 5 TG &l oA T
=g At A Fiferrg faae |

Here one meets with three distinct messages of the
Upanisads. The first one is from the Taittiriya :

AR, A |l iy Jra,
AR Arater st awe seeeafsfmtra (3,8 )
The next one is from the Kathopanisad :
ey, wag aafd aa: |
warfRree avga gegatefy dem: 0 (&)
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The cosmic image in the poem is also from anothet mantra
of the Kathopanisad :

afzd e svrq @ sror oo fegan (§2)

In the poem 6o of Naivedya the Poet proclaims :

... oot frtEa
CA WYCST [ TS (AN
frargtsaAy, . . .

It is the same message as in the Svetisvatara Upanisad :

wyoeg e srgaem o
a1 @ arnfa fmarfr aeg 0 (34)

This mantra is also found in the Rigveda ( 10, 13, 1) but
it is more likely that the Poet came across this in the Upanisads
with which he has been more familiar since his boyhood
days.

That same poem of Naivedya has the following lines :

... ify arafy $izitg,
LA E S R E R G (6 E RN (£
@Ttfed ; $tea cars, S M 6if%
QIR AfERTS A7, q YA Atfg o

The exact original of this is to be found in the following
message from the Svetasvatara Upanisad :

QqmERd god AEE
Arfieqeot ane: qwEaR |

oty Ferfeafar aegafy

awa: ot fadsaAra 1| (3¢ )

Each and every mantra of the I$opanisad has ever been deeply
fixed in the mind of Rabindranath. tamereafid &y (fn, Q)
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“All things in this life are pervaded by God” ; gawife watfon
fcfifims od @ (fm,R) “One should desite for an active
life lasting for hundred years in order to perform the duties
thereof” ;—these are the ideals that constitute the very basis of
Rabindranath’s life. “Whatever that moves remains unmoved,
that which is distant is very near as well, and being within
remains outside” (Io. 5 ). <“Realise thyself in this creation
and the creation within thyself” (I$o.6). “The knowledge
of the Brahma shorn of all other knowledge of this world
is imperfect, and every other knowledge also is fruitless
without the knowledge of the Brahma” (I$0.9). “One who
realises both these types of knowledge in their true harmony
transcends Death and attains Immortality” (I$o. 11). “The
rich and many-coloured garb that hides the truth should be
removed and the Eternal Truth is to be secn face to face”
(I$o. 15). “One petfect form evolves out of another, yet there is
no decay or loss to the ever perfect One” ( I$opanisad, closing
mantra ).

These truths permeate the whole of Rabindranath’s literature.
His sermons and religious expositions collected in the San#i-
niketan series have freely drawn upon the thoughts and ideas
of the Upanisads and have reclothed them into things of evet-
lasting freshness and beauty. Some of the anecdotes of the
Upanisads have also moved him deeply, e. g. the story of
Satyakima, son of Jabila in the fourth part of the fourth chapter
of the Chhindogya Upanisad. This story of an ideally truthful
Brahmachiri, born of uncertain patentage, has been beautifully
tetold by the Poet in the poem named Brahman in Chitrd.

He has been immensely attracted also by the Tapovanas ot
the forest abodes which in the days of the Upanisads were the
centres for practising Brahmacharya. The underlying falsities
of the modern civilization that flourished round the towns and
cities had pained him very much. That was why at first he
retited to Shelaidah and then, deciding to found a centre of
peaceful activity for the people of the country at large, he started
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the ‘Brahmacharyisrama’ in the Tapovana founded by his father
Maharsi Devendranath, at Santiniketan.

In Chaitdli how deftly the Poet puts in one poem the story
of the Rimiayana. So long as Rima lived in the forest he had a
living Sita as his mate, but as soon as he came to the city he
lost her and had only the golden image of Siti to console him.
A similar tragedy resulting from the neglect of the clean and
fresh life of the Tapovanas is retold in the story of Sakuntala and
Dusyanta in the poem Bané O Rdjye. In the poem Sabhyatir
Prati the Poet has painted the picture of the Tapovanas of olden
times. Even in the language of these and several other poems
of Chaitdli the Poet has consciously maintained a classical quality
akin to that of the ancient poets of India. The poems 24, 25,
26, 27, 28, 29, of Ufsarga must also be mentioned in this connec-
tion as further illustrations where the ideas and the language of
an ancient age reveal the mystery that is common to both.

In Kshanika Rabindranath gave up the classical style and
experimented with the language of everyday use. But there too
in the poem Sekd/ pictures of Kilidisa’s Meghaduta have been
painted in the most colloquial language.

His essays in Prachin Sabitya illustrate how even in the
realm of prose he has followed the same principle of desctibing
the classical age in an appropriate classical language® It is this
sublime language that has largely enabled him to bring once
again into life the ages of the Epics and of Kilidasa in the mind
of his readers.

So far we have traced the connection of Rabindranath’s
literature with the Upanisads with which his acquaintance has
always been direct and intimate. He had almost no occasion to
come across the text of the Vedic Samhitis which deal chiefly
with sactificial rites and rituals and hymns and prayers intended
_to please gods. But the ancient sages of the Vedas did not write
only on the gods and heavens: descriptions of the Universe,
Nature, the seasons, the dawn ( Usd Jand men also occut in the
Vedas. There one often comes across utterances of very deep
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significance that baffle even 2 modern mind. Rabindranath seems

to have an inner relation with the ideas contained in many of
such passages. His implicit affinity with these richest thoughts

and ideas of the Vedas without any previous acquaintance with
them cleatly reveals that, however universal his genius might be,
it maintains its lineal connection with the ancient traditions of
India,—and this was quite natural.

In Kheya Rabindranath describes the dawn in the following
words :

ig L3 I R 10 WA

Htferare @2 ereredifa |
SFICHTS G WA

efora tore Sigta 3R (fazist)

This Dawn has torn open the cover of her breast and stands

beiore us in her full glory. The sky is flooded with her message of
golden light.

'The Poet had no possible chance of knowing that some thousands

of yeats ago Visvaimitra had worshipped the dawn in almost
similar language :

a1 egRe faraet oy arfa sraces @it )

Having thrown away the cover of her breast there walks the
glorious Dawn—the queen of heaven. ( Rigveds ; 3, 61, 4 ).

In the 8oth sukta of the sth mandal there is a wonderful
description of dawn in a prayer. The whole of it is magnificent

poetry :
T gaT @ e R de et gl A s 0 (w40 )

The stainless milk-white Dawn arises like a lady freshly bathed
revealing all her beauty and glory to our eyes.

Y wrgeEr vy AR

fiorftn weft mmn(“, 9,08, 2)
31
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The bright and beautiful Dawn has arrived. Night is her black
sister. She steps aside from her path and in tears bids adieu to the
glorious Dawn.

Whenever we read this hymn, we remember the poem
Sesh Upahar in Rabindranath’s Madnasi :

iy 7if, gfv o= .

w3 gl gfa ...

wifd efote wa, Fata AT F1a
. o4 AAfea AT

AT FT 2T (SIAA 97 ALK

@3l Mifeazal | 5 cofyg AT ...

I am the night, you are the flower; As you blossomed there
appeared dawn ; with that my days came to their close.

A dew drop of tear fell from my eyes into yours and I left for the
other shore.

The description of the rains in the Vedas is magniﬁcent
The 83rd sukta of the sth mandala in the Rigveda is in 1tself a
wondetful pictute of rain.

it sarmat sifafigrarigan s et o )
g faren @ S an v SR aed )
(W5 4, €} 1)
The Dord of rain has come like a brave charioteer lashing the
clouds with the golden whip of lightning. One can hear the distant

thunder roaring like a lion. The sky is overcast with cloud and the
rain is pouring in torrents.

Those who are familiar with the beautiful rain songs of
Rabindranath will easily sense the deep inner sympathy between
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his poetic emotion and that of the Vedic sages across the
incalculable distance of time.

The graphic description of autumn in the Yajurveda also
reveals the sympathetic imagination of the ancient sages. One
would hardly expect Rabindranath to know these scattered pieces
of poetry in the Vedas, although in his Séradotsava (' The Autumn
Festival) he has adopted the following picture of the autumn from
the Yajurveda :

afirgeferacin fmaw shf )

Atk SrgaTet arfe s afwate |
FAFRTATR Tr|ifa swarfa fraa |
awnzita gepta o 9 staaR: |

T T SRR AR ARG || ( A Ao 5 3,8, Q)

The eyes are now free from their grief. With the ceasing of rain
they have received the pleasant touch of fresh light in them. It is a
magic touch that has removed all darkness. All this is God’s own
grace. His garment is of golden colour, stainless and perfect. Enjoy
ye all food in plenty. Wash your bodies and anoint them with fragrant
oil, for I, the life-giving Autumn, have come.

In Gitafijali we have the following song :

F fear @3 wAS (3= N =ify
. T AFIAA (SUA (FIA (A
' fagara Fiar A FC WAl QLA
cFttn arefe (I e (A CII et |
FAZA 2 AW THAINA
O ST @F Al (O FITH,
(5B WO otE ezt
it (A2 AR @I NI A | (Netaf; 2 vs )
This reminds us of one of the songs of Vasistha in the 7th

mandala of the Rigveda. There is no word for word resemblance
between the two songs yet one cannot deny their similarity in
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idea. So far as our knowledge goes, Rabindranath had no occa-
sion to come across this song. This community of idea between
the poets of two widely different ages surely signifies unity of
their inner being.

3T 4% TEIT TGUAT AT Sqq, aggEieny aug |
st qqut sghimaoa @ e faamad QR & 0 (WH, 3, <4, 9)

When God (my beloved ) and I floated far into the sea on the
same boat; when in great joy we have swung to and fro in our boat
on the crest of the waves.

gfrs g gEun arearagi SwR S |
wdtend fore: gigmest sgh am, arreaaarTgRTE: | (W 9,¢¢,)

My God gave me a seat in his boat and most graciously honoured
me with the right of singing to him, It was a rare occasion when
my heavenly Lord asked me to fill my mornings and days with songs
of prayer.

& cTfr A ST YT SR 93gE qUiN N (W 9,¢¢n )

Where has disappeared that deep love of ours ? My mind now
searches in vain for the tranquil and unhampered love of those days.

In our present age the excellence of a literature is adjudged
by its closeness to realities of life. We are not sute whether such
a test was in vogue in ancient India. But there is no room left
for doubt that the science and daties of the everyday world were
not treated with indifference by the sages of the I§opanisad.
According to them life attained its perfection through the proper
wedding of spiritual culture to material knowledge. In ancient
days the soundness of even the highest spiritual ideas was tested
by observing how far they were in harmony with the realities
of the material world.

This is why Lord Buddha touched the ground ( Bhumi-
sparéa mudrd ) while preaching his highest spiritual principles.
He perhaps wanted to suggest to his disciples—“the truth of my
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statements will be verified in your life on this earth that I touch
with my hand.” We do not know what surer test of reality
even a modern mind could have suggested.

The sages of the Vedas Rik, Yaju and Sima, have contem-
plated mostly on heaven and the gods. The Atharvaveda appears
as though to supplement them with its forceful treatment of
ideas connected with the wotld and humanity. Even in the
Rigveda one occasionally comes across such ideas as service of
humanity ( Rik ; 1, 31, 14 ). Heaven and earth are mentioned
jointly in such oft-repcated phrases as— ammgfEft. (1, 159
sukta ; 185 sukta; I, 36 sukta; VI, 170 sukta ). V, 84 sukta
is an exclusive hymn to the Earth. But the extolment of the
earth has reached its high watermark in the Atharvaveda. The
1st sukta of the 12th kinda of the Atharvaveda consists of 63
slokas. The whole of that sukta is a long continued song in
praise of the great Earth. Studied side by side with this Vedic
hymn such well-known poems of Rabindranath as Vasundhara
( The Earth ), Svarga Haité Vidiy ( Farewell to Heaven ) and
Vifva Nritya ( Cosmic Dance ) appear to strike almost a parallel
note.

A common bond of love that Rabindranath’s soul ever
perceives with the different races and the people of the different
countries in this world finds its best expression in his poem
Vasundbara. His heart longs for friendship with the people of
the desert, Tibetans, Persians, Tartars, Chinese and even with the
aboriginal tribes. Within his inmost being he has heard even
the call of the turbulent Bedouines of Arabia ( Daranta Afé, in
Manasi.) 'This longing for union with the greater humanity is
traceable in the Britya-kinda of the Atharvaveda. Brdtyas were
an uosophisticated class of people who did not perform any
elaborate sacrifices which were so common in those days and
sought after truth along Nature’s own path.

The whole of the 2nd sukta of the 1oth kinda in the
Atharvaveda is composed in praise of the greatness of mankind.
g% ( A hymn to Mankind ) is its name. The 8th sukta of the
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11th kinda is again a discussion on man. The 7th sukta of the
roth kinda is known as @1 or in other words a description of
the basic framework of the cosmic universe. There too the
principal point that has been elaborated is the greatness of
humanity. The argument has been concluded with the following
magnificent words :

2 go® mgt figeR fag: cAfgm 0 (9ad 5 20, 9, 29)
aenTg @ fag geafig ae fa w@ 0 (o Y, ¢ R)

Humanity is the vety epitome of the wide and varied
universe. To know it propetly is to realise the highest mani-
festation of Brahma, since in all its world-wide aspects humanity
is permeated with the spirit of God. This universal greatness
of humanity has truly found its triumphant poetic expression in
our age in the literature of Rabindranath.

When we hear Rabindranath sing even the glory of the
uncivilized savage tribes we are reminded of the Brityakinda in
the Atharvaveda of which a reference has already been made.
The Poet sings :

«Fy IS 23y au IEASI—

Aty cFreal wites wifz el e,

atfz cFial Atatas, wifz foul &7, *

atfz foy faytem, atfz @2 #7; »

Cye aamte . fmare

ALY wiere 3fa Afznl =t

«FtSCA| .- e e (3hWA, GAIT SAY)

The sages of the Atharvaveda have, in the same manner,

sung in their Brityakinda the glory of Brityas or those simple
and so-called ‘fallen’ folk who were initiated to no elaborate
_religious system. The whole of the 15th kinda in the Atharva-
veda is nothing but an elaboration of the ideas and unsophistica-

ted spiritual practices of those Brityas who refused to observe
any hard and fast code or tradition of religion.
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When people had lost themselves in the complexities of
sacrificial observance and elaborate religious rites, these unedu-
cated and unsophisticated Brityas preserved in them the primal
simplicity and strength of human life. Truly the Earth is the
perennial source of life and vitality. Against the sophistry and
artificialities of a so-called civilized life the Bratyas, and with them
the sages of the Athatvaveda, had maintained a most intimate
contact with the soil. That was the sole reason why they were
so rich in life—a life instinct with such wide human interest.

It is very intercsting to trace even in some of the great
Vedic composers this contact with the soil. The composer of the
Aitareya Brihmana —the best of all Brihmanas in the Rigveda,
was the sonof a lowly woman (€aRr: Itari—a sudra) and a
veritable child of the soil. Accotding to the curtent legend he had
received his cducation, a perfect one no doubt, at the hands of
the Earth. Hence he received the name Mabidisa—the servant
of the Earth.

One of the distinct features of the Aitareya is its expression
of the ardent desite for journeying freely on an uninterrupted
endless course. As for Rabindranath’s poetry one of its keynotes
is this restlessness for an onward march. Very carly in his boy-
hood this restless longing had found exquisite expression in the
poem Nirjharer Svapna Bhanga ( 'The Fountain Awakened from
its Dicam ) in Prabhit Sangit ( Morning Songs). There in
anothet poem Sré# ( The Stream ) his call is :—&oie-(TTS oA
57, (T (T wig ©iF |

In the Abwin Geet of Kadi O Komal one feels this same
dynamic utge. In Mdnasi, in the poem Dardnta Asd, his soul
cries out—¢Ftete qff gors «112 §ifsql 72 ©e3.. . In the poem
Dui Pikbi ('Two Bitds ) in Sondr Tari the agony of a caged bird
that has lost its freedom of flight finds poignant expression.
In Vifva Nritya ( Cosmic Dance ) the poet’s soul wants to keep
its pace with the rhythmic flow of life that runs through beasts,
birds and the minutest insects. In that well-known song Viddy
( Fatewell ) of Kal/pand he sings in the following strain :
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@317 5y 2
Ay zrare 438, W Frua fe fors 273
In the poem Bilambita ( Belated ) in Kshanikd he cannot see any
end to the prolonged course of life. Viddy .Abbifap narrates
the pathetic and futile effort of Devajinito stop the journey of
Kacha, the pilgrim cternal. In Ddkghar ( Post Officc ) the child
Amal has heard the call of the road. _Achaliyatan is a drama
that depicts the futility of all attempts to kill the dynamic urge in
human life. In Phalguni this same urge for progress has found

wondetful expression. In the poem no. 21 of Naivedya the
Poet sings :

a3 3t 2 At oo
T A O 712 AR

In poem No. 36 it is said that through births and rebirths man
travels eternally like a pilgrim. Hence in poem No. 84 the
Poet earnestly prays—May none of the bonds of the innumerable
active duties of worldly life stagnate that steady journey of the
human soul. Even in Kheya this feeling of a wayfarer lingetrs on
and in the poem Pather Sese the road calls him once again.
There, of course, while marching, he dreams of the final meeting
with God, his beloved. In his Utsarga we hear the poet say :

(33 $T A« sifzal

Jifze 7y fofin aite saifx aifzal ()
He further says :

oI e 3, witfar gqeaw formmd (Riv)

I am restless. I am athirst for far away things.

It has already been described how he often sails in the same
boat with his God ( Gitéfijali ; No. 84 ). It is the eternal voyage
of a lover for his beloved. The worst tragedy of this voyage is
that even hete one’s little and limited ‘self” never leaves him for a
single mom.»nt ( Gstafjali ; No 104 ).

In Gitimalya the Poet sings :

AF I T WA NCAF LAA Y 1 (TR 28)
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He expects that his comrades should cheer him when he starts on
this journey of pursuit of his love (No. 21). The Poet
says :

gfat Fital e Syt

Y ALY W fpateem wifa 1 (Fed)

When the wind strikes favourably on his sail of music his mind is
set free on that open path (No. 76 ). In Gita/i his soul cries

out for this freedom :

7he (ers wte e, sty

oA oA §{fo ) (FR8)

If he ever feels tired and stops short in his journey some-
where on the way then he would ask his God to forgive him
( No. 59 ). Immediately after that he says :

SN &y I | rN—

Sty wrafe @ F ST SN | (72 o )

On the boat of his song he has left the shore and has sailed on the
limitless ocean ( No. 75 ). His own introduction to the world is
that of an eternal wayfarer :—=ifx sifez, 4% winifa AN (72 vo).
As he arrives at the end of one road a new road beckons him, as
it were ( No. 94 ). He sings forth :

*Itg of¥ strgscag A (7,

ALY 5T A2 © coimin Ateq | (R »¢ )
At this stage to walk undaunted is to pay respect to the Lord of
the journey :

eNIA-ACA (7 AAfY,

wifa faey stz =1,

A BT AT FIAFAN (TR v )

In Baldka the poet has boldly refused to submit to the supremacy
of chains, the symbol of bondage :

32
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forraadts @ @ &N
foastar f& 2% ALly (W)

The poem No. 3 is nothing but a song of onward march. In the
poem No. 8 the poet has a vision that nothing is static in this
wotld and thus creation has the continuous flow of an endless
river :

¢z faafs an
w7y faeiar o3 &a

wfafegn wfqaa
ore faaafy |

In the poem No. 18 he says—the moment we cease to move there
accumulate heaps of dead matter. Therefore he sings :

et Wify T ot
foafas smqraa «11e= 6121

A wtFH 4] wifg wag o7 1 (R sy )

His whole life is a voyage towards the unknown ; in that is his
greatest joy (No. 30). The sound of the flight of swans
( Hansa Balaki ) quicken within him an urge of speed and lends
a motion, as it were, to all that stands still. At th@ inmost heart
of the universe rises the yearning cry :—@el =13, (%9l /7, =17
¢TI, When the days at the harbour of life ate over and the
anchor of the boat is weighed the helmsman shouts :

TRITAA AL

ENRRE G ERA L
fite zta Atfg ) (Feq)

Thus the poetty of Rabindranath is permeated through and
through with this note of deep longing for an endless voyage in
pussuit of the great unknown, a note which is unique and beyond
all compate in the vast literature of the wotld. Let us, however,
quote in this connection the hymn of ‘Onward March’ in the
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Aitareya Brihmana ( @R &mgror ) with that well-known refrain
s@fy s@fy.

AT sty sfrcfe fy Of e
QYT T I Y @ qr | Seafy st f—

One who is weary of long journey acquires a grace incomparable.
However important and great one might be, if; he sits idle in this
world he is reduced to insignificance. He who walks endlessly has
God as his comrade and co-traveller. Hence, O Traveller, march along.

giRquit STaY S YA FEnfe: |
D seq @ qroma: WA a9 gan | Safa—

A traveller’s body blooms in grace and beauty. His soul becomes
greater every day. Isn’t that life's greatest achievement ? As he
marches along the open road his sins are automatically destroyed
and they fall dead. Hence, O Traveller, march along.

ATER A e mEsa st g |
A Frgaaer Safy S W) S@f—

An idle man’s fate sits idle too. When one rises and stands
upright his fate also rises and stands up. As he lies down his fate
lies down with him. He who marches along has his fate marching
with him. Hence, O Traveller, march along.

wfe: g vt dfereg o
. sfog'eRar wafy ot e s S@f—
While one sleeps it is Kali-yuga ; when he merely awakes it is

Dwipara ; as he stands up it is Treta, but the moment he steps onward
there is Satya-yuga. Hence, O Traveller, march along.

s & wgfimfy @ @y g |
g o SR A1 o w@ || SARfa—

To march along is to gain immortality ; marching by itself is the
sweetest fruit of the journey. Look at the sun—the ever glorious and
eternal traveller, who once having started on its journey has never
felt drowsy. Henoe, O Traveller, march along.

In this creation, every human soul feels in its deepest
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recess the pining call of the Eternity. The sages have thus asked
in the Atharvaveda :—

T qraY Aeafy wd ¥ WA A7 |
frma: e Syt deaffa wgram 1 (0,9, 29)

Why cannot the wind remain still ; why has the human mind no
rest 7 Why, and in search of what, does the water run out and cannot
stop in its flow even for & moment ?

The call of the Eternal is at the heart of the creation and at
the same time is all pervasive. He who once responds to that
great call throws off with ease all bonds and shackles.

The call of life’s greater truths is too strong for petty
domestic ties and the sanctions of Society. Those who hear that
call very often turn into rebels. In the ancient days many such
rebels renounced Society for good and took to the forest. They
tried to resolve their differences with the prevailing social order
by becoming sanydsis i. e. by renouncing the world. Rabindra-
nath is a rebel too, but he has never even dreamt of renouncing
this world. Living in society he will seek the fulfilment of his
personality :

Aty A If, G A AW (LA, W 90 )

Deliverance is not for me in renunciation. I feel 4he embrace of
freedom in a thousand bonds of delight. ( Gitanjali No. 78 ).

Herein he is unique in his conception. He has lived in the
heart of the world and has bravely borne all the sufferings and
agonies of worldly life. This experience lends fire to the voice
that he ‘raises in protest against all artificial and invidious social
differenees :

IF 37, I& 37, 31 etz

QT YHA TS | (A IR oA

Tfw ¥ T SR qiYEA AN

nzE fofag wifyy e otew,—
cotaifa et oy it 2T, A4 ¥ ( LAAW, W Y8 )
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This revolt signifies an open defiance of authotity of all the lesser
rulers and the humble submission to the laws of the King of
kings. This attitude is comparable to the attitude of a truly chaste
woman who for the sake of her honour refuses to owe wife’s
allegiance to a servant of her husband :

COINT FITIT 19 ATSJLIA ILA

wotd FTAR f0E, ATenI AR

farag =4 ©f7, ¢z ATy |

(1 @F AN O (A Qa2 I

afaal coratea taw feratetd sfq

#fACy, o3 g 1a AR ofq

Fg A (LARY, | 90 )
A similar loyalty of man towards God has been proclaimed by
Rabindranath with still greater force in the poems No. 54, 55, 56,
and 57 of Naifvedya. In the poem No. 56 he has said :

AN TSHTT BT SroEH

faertra wifenl wra w7 favgma
He has insistently tried to wake his counttymen from their death-
like slumber into the realm of eternal truth. In that heaven of
ideal that his imagination has conceived :

. coe TR AIBIAR AFAMAL
fRettaa (wieeete tmem a3 anfw
e wcafa mogl ;... (039, R)

Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into the
dreary desert sand of dead habit. ( Gitanjali No. 35 ).

Rebels against the petty traditions and customs of society
were not rare in ancient days. Besides the opinions of Mahavir and
Buddha similar strong ideas are also found in the Javilopanisad,
Sanyisopanisad and Maitreyi Upanisad ( c. f. 108 Upanisad
Nirnaya Sigara ; pp. 131, 416, 203 ).

In his thoughts and ideas Rabindranath belongs to the
same class as these spiritual rebels. Against the colour and
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caste prejudices and all other deadly ideas that tend to break
humanity into fragments Rabindranath has said :

T AT AT H4R AT TS A
GABAITA (T 54 (SR ATH
Atz fore, AR MG,
HIZANTHT AT 0 ( Astafe, 3 s0q)
Here is thy footstool and there rest thy feet where live the poorest,
and lowliest, and lost. ( Gitanjali No. 10 ).
Immediately after that he says :

€Z G YOI ¢, TITHA FTAR WA,
HANA Z(S 203 SIFHA AR AN ( Astgf@, a2 sov )

The Maitreyi Upanisad also says almost in similar words :

qurisTaTgen famgr wufgartn &= ol |
qaifyad i cfcasma: emegaen gar waffa o (4,03, T %0R)

Those poor creatures who submit themselves to the traditional
caste system must suffer the consequences of their action. He is the

true man who renounces all petty caste distinctions and leads a

blissful life it the joy of his soul.

God spreads His own seat in the midst of the humanity at
large. He accompanies them in their rise and fall and their
joys and sufferings. One must serve and worship Him there
in the proper place of His residence. But we remain ever
blind to this fact and seek Him in vain in man-made temples
and ideals. The voice of Rabindranath therefore reminds us ;

fefa voited ety M core
FAC% 51Tl 1Y
a7 (S8 FI{rR U A,
41Bre A WA | ( Metafd, 52 335 )

He is there where the tiller is tilling the bard ground and where
the path-maker is breaking stones. He is with then in sun and in
shower, and his garment is covered with dust.... ( Gitanjali
No. 11).
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When, instead of setving God there, we sit with our eyes tightly
shut in front of lifeless idols made of stones in closed temples he

whispers in out ears :
BEw o AL WAt
AN YT Y |
TR CAAIATRA IS
3 wifen eta
SR Y WAT WA
T w2 Afed FFies,
a7 oA oY (AR 9 (51T
el MB A (Aotafa, w1ve)

Leave this chanting and singing and telling of beads! Whom
dost thou worship in this lonely dark corner of a temple with doors all
shut ? Open thine eyes and see thy god is not before thee ( Ibid ).

In a painful voice he says similar things in his Nasivedya :
IgYY U 1 T At
CSINtea AR Wy I3 YFi-r4
YW1 (SN, —2 37 ferora
Aw farea wifE e e | ( ¢ARY, ¢ )
Here one is reminded of the wozrds in the Maitreyi Upanisad :
L
AT QAT e |
weATg afd: EEgETART $UIg
qren<i+ afRedggrATE L (R, 24)

If you truly desire Mukts then why worship idols made of stone,
metal, jewels and earth ? A true sadhaka renounces all external
paraphernalia and worships God in the quiet recess of his heart.

Rabindranath thus bears a very close relationship with the
seers of ancient India who gave utterance to the greatest truths
that they had realised in their own life. Needless to say, it will
be a futile effort to try to trace out in his literature the thoughts
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and ideas that are contained in those ancient Shistras which deal
with narrow traditions and thoughts of ancient times. ‘Those
Shastras suffer from want of a wider vision of life and waste
their words on threadbare analysis and unintelligible discussions
on trifling matters. Rabindranath has very well said :

et T Liwl AtTst
cotata 39 wify 3f7,
COtRi WiFMH (SRR ASH
@2 ¢l Ay ertergfe o ( Afoatay =, q0)

Thus for the truths of life Rabindranath has relied upon the
Vedas and the Shiastras that he has himself realised within his
soul, and in this he ranks with the great prophets of the world
who have been born age after age.

In the gfrgretafaey it has been said :

W\ g A A% § A B wSifv A Ay @ Ag e
Tl At 8% @ ¥ @4 9 AW 8 | ¥ "W )

- ( Adyar—Unpublished Upanisads ; page 11)

If you have studied Rigveda then the utmost that you may have
known is about the gods ; if you have studied Yajurveda then you have
learnt the details of all sacrificial rites : if you have studied Samveda
then you perhaps have known everything else that is external, but if
you have mastered the Veda of your inner mind, ‘“M#nasa Veda', only
then you have realised the Brahma.

Rabindranath is a follower of this ‘“Mianasa Veda,” and
thus he spiritually belongs to one family with those seekers after
truth who in ancient India had followed and realised this Veda
of their inner mind. This is why in Rabindranath’s literature one
so often meets with ancient ideas and truths which seem to have
taken there a new birth in our own age.l

1 Trapslated from the or:ginal Bengali by Nirmal Chandra Chatterjee.









A TAGORE CHRONICLE
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InTRODUCTION

We are grateful to Sj. Prabhat Kumar Mukherjee whose labours
have made possible the following chronological summary
of the Poet’s life, as also the bibliographies appended thereto.
Mrt. Mukherjee i5 the author of a two-volume biography in
Bengali of the Poet. As, however, that biography was published
some years back and does not deal with the last ten years of
Rabindranath’s life, he has had to undertake considerable extra
labour to make it up to date, as well as to revise and verify some
of the previously published data, for the sake of this Special
Number. We are also thankful for the help we have received
from Prof. P. C. Mahalanobis’s “A Tagote Chronicle; 1861~
1931” published in the Go/den Book of Tagore, and from Mr.
Amal Home’s excellent treatment of the theme published in the
recent Tagore Birthday Special Supplement of the Calentta
Municipal Gagette.

We have tried to avoid loading the Chronicle with too
mapy details of the Poet’s extraordinarily rich and varied activi-
ties spread over four-score years, and have confined ourselves to
such main events as are likely to indicate the development of his
cateer or are of special public interest. For fuller details the
readers are referred to the vatious books written on the Poet,
given in one of the appended bibliographies.
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TAGORE CHRONICLE
EIGHTY YEARS IN RETROSPECT

1861 Rabindranath Tagore born in Calcutta at the ancestral house
of the Tagoresl at 6 Dwarkanath Tagore Lane, on Tuesday, 7 May, between

the hours of 2-30 and 3 a.m. ( Bengali

Ay RAHAY $1F7 Era 25 Vaisakh 1268 ). Fourteenth
FA—10 WF | e0e 2A4{Y child of Maharshi Debendranath
s3uv X7 | 3 Tagore( 1817-1905 ) and Sm. Sarada

swos Bl B Devi ( 1824-1875 ).
SBITS 3-00-09 GG NS T4 | 1863 Maharshi Debendranath
395913809 buys about six acres of land near Bol-
qe . = pur —the present site of Santiniketan.
0 $ 22 1869-70 (age 8-9) Rabindranath
2 admitted to the Oriental Seminary,

¥ 9

which he leaves after a few months to
join the Calcutta Normal School.
g School teaching reinforced at home
under private tutors. Also practises
wrestling and gymnastics.2 Begins to
€ompose verses.

1871-72 ( age 9-10) Admitted to
the Bengal Academy, an Anglo-Indian
school, but begins to play the truant.

1873 (age 12) Upanayana or
the sacred thread ceremony performed
Entry regarding the Poet's birth reproduced on 6 February. Pays his first visit to

from the Family Book. Santiiketan with his father. Composes
& drama Prithvirdja Pardjaya ( The Defeat of Prithviraj ), the manuseript
of which is lost. Leaves with his father on a North India tour, staying in
Amritsar ( where he acoompanies his father to services in the Golden
Temple of the Sikhs ) and at Dalhousie for four months. Receives regular
lessons from his father in Sanskrit, English and rudiments of Astronomy.

EARE

o TOPE AR G R NA
STFT | coialy d8popd 0

1, The Tagores belong to the Sandilya gotra ( clan) of the Radhiya branch of
Brahmins, In the eighth ocentury they are supposed to have settled in Radba, which
means the right bank of the Ganges in Bengal., They are also known as Pirgli Brahmins,
owing perhaps to some incident the details of which cannot now be traced, which associated
them, in the eyes of their orthodox co-religionists, with the Muslim rulers of those times,
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1874 ( age 18 ) Returns to Caloutta and is admitted to St. Xavier's
School. Study under private tutors continued at home. About this time
he translates Macbeth into Bengali ( a portion of which is later published
in the Bengali monthly Bharats ). .

1875 ( age 14 ) Recites a poem composed by himself on the oceasion
of the Hindu Mela ( a patriotic gathering held annually in Caleutta ), which
is later published in the then bilingual Amrita Bazar Patrika on 26
February.

Death of mother on 8 March.

1876 ( age 15 ) Contributes serially his first long narrative poem,
Banaphul8 (Wild Flower) in eight cantos to Jn@nankur, a Bengali monthly.

1877 ( age 16 ) Composes and recites at the Hindu Mela a poem
satirising the Delhi Durbar held by Lord Lytton on 1 January, while a
severe famine ravaged the country. Makes his first appearance 4 on the
stage in the ocharacter of Alik Babu in a comedy of that name written by
his brother Jyotirindranath and privately staged at the Jorasanko residence.
Bharati, s new Bengali monthly, is started in July under the editor-
ship of his eldest brother Dwijendranath. Rabindranath contributes
several poems, some under the pen-name of Bhinusimha Thakur, several
essays in literary criticism, a long story, Bhikhariné ( The Beggar Maid ),
and an unfinished novel, Karuna, and a long poem Kabi Kahini ( A Poet's
Story ). Essays on, such subjects as ‘‘English Manners”, ‘““The Anglo-Saxons
and their Literature”, and ‘‘Beatrice and Dante’’ show his early study of
and interest in foreign peoples and their culture.

1878 (age 17) Goes to Ahmedabad to stay with his elder brother
Sutypndmnath Tagore, I. C. 8. ( the first Indian member of that service ).

Towards the end of the seventeenth century they are supposed to have left Jessore for
Gobindaporo ( a village on the site of the present Fort William in Oalcutta ) where they
acquired the honorific appellation of *‘Thakur” (meaning Respected Lord, a term of address
for Brahmins ), which later came to be Europeanised as Tagoure and then Tagore. One
Jayaram Thakur amassed considerable fortune under the patronage of the East India
Company. His son Nilmani acquired the site of the present Jorasanko house. His grandson
was Dwarkanath Tagore, known as Prince Dwarkanath, because of his great wealth and
magnificent ways of living. The Tagore Estates were acquired by him. He was one of the
first Indians to go to England, where he died in 1846. The Poet's father Debendranath’
Tagore was the eldest son of Prince Dwarkanath. He came to be known as Maharshi
because of his great religious insight and spiritual attainments.

2. For an escellent account of his boyhood days see Chhele-beld—pub. 1940 : Eng,
tr. My Boyhood Days.

8. V( Sanskrit &) is pronounced in Bengali as b.

4, He.1s supposed to have appeared earlier in an opera, Manamays, by Jyotirindra-
nath, but the exact date of its pc.iormance cannot be traced.
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First musical compositions. First visit to Europe ( September 1878 to March
1880). Sailsb with Satyendranath for England on 20 September by S. S.
Poona. Joins school in Brighton, where he stays with his sister-in-law,
Mrs. Satyendranath Tagore and her ohildren Surendranath and Indira.
Later admitted to the University College, London, where he studies
English Literature under Prof. Henry Morley ( brother of Lord Morley ).
Also studies European music. Attends a session of the House of Commons
to hear Gladstone and Bright ; is a frequent visitor to the British Museum.

1879 (age 18) Rabindranath contributes to Bharaii a series of
letters, Yurop-prabasir Patra ( Letters of a Sojourner in Europe ). Begins
writing a verse-drama Bhagna-hriday ( The Broken Heart ).

1880 (age19) Returns to India in March without completing
any course of study.

1881 ( age 20 ) Composes his first musical drama Balmiks Pratibha
( The Genius of Valmiki ). The play was staged in February, Rabindranath
taking the part of Valmiki.

Condemns the opium trade in China in an article in Bh@raiz, entitled
Chine Maraner Byabasa ( The traffic of death in China ). First appear-
ance a3 a public speaker in May, at the lecture theatre, Calcutta
Medical College, the subject being ‘‘Music and Feeling”, with vocal demons-
trations. Leaves for England to join the Bar with Satyaprasad Ganguly
( his nephew ) and Asutosh Chaudhury (later a Judge of the Calcutta
High Court ) but returns from Madras. Proceeds to Mussoorie to see his
father, returns and stays with his brother Jyotirindranath at Chander-
nagore. Writes the poems of Sandhy@ Sangit (Evening Songs), and continues
musical compositions. Begins in Bha@rati his first extant novel, Bou-Th@ku-
ranit Hat ( The Young Queen's Market ). Publishes a historical drama
in blank verse Rudra Chanda ( June )—dedicated to Jyotirindranath
( composed before his departure on the abortive visit to England ).

1882 (age 21) Lives in Calcutta, at 10 Sudder Street, near the
Indian Museum. Finishes the mnovel Bou-Thakuranir Hat. Publishes
in December a new musical drama Kal Mrigaya ( The Fatal Hunt ),
.based on the legend of King Dasarath killing the son of blind ascetic
parents. The drama was staged, Rabindranath taking the leading role.
It was at 10 Sudder Street that the Vision came to him, while .stand-
ing one morning on the balcony of his house, which revealed to him this
world in a new light and made the commonplace significant, ( described
by him in My Reminiscences and in the Religion of Man ) and inspired

8. Before sailing he stayed for some time with a Bombay family, See Chhele-beld
{ My Boyhood Days ).
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the famous poem Nirjharer Svapna-bhanga ( Awakening of the Fountain ),
of his new book of poems Prabhiit Sangit ( The Morning Songs ).8  Takes
a leading part with Jyotirindranath in an attempt to establish a literary
society called Sarasvat Samay.

1883 (age 22) Sojourn in Karwar ( Bombay Presidency ). Writes
the poetic drama Prakyrtir Pratisodh (Nature’s Revenge, Eng. tr. Sannyast ).
Poems of Chhabi O Gan ( Sketches and Songs ) appear in Bharati. Writes
a number of essays criticising the futile and merely verbal political agitation
of those days.

Marries Mrinalini Devi, 9 December.

1884 (age 23) Death of his sister-in-law Jyotirindranath's wife
on 20 May. As the Poet was deeply attached to her, her death affects
him as the first great sorrow of his life. Poems of Kadi O Komal ( Sharps
and Flats ), with translations from Shelley, Mrs. Browning, Ernest Myers,
Aubrey De Vere, Victor Iugo, and others. Rabindranath is made the
Secretary of the Adi Brahmo Samidj. Enters into a controversy with
the famous Bengali novelist Bankim Chandra Chatterjee over the neo-Hindu
movement. Writes a prose drama Nalini. Publishes Bhanusimha Thakurer
Padawalt ( Poems written in Brajabhasa in imitation of mediaeval
Vaishnava poets ) and Saibab Samgit (Songs of Childhood ). Both the
books dedicated to Kadambari Devi, Jyotirindranath's wife.

1885 (age 24) Publishes an essay on Raja Rammohan Roy in Bharati.
A Bengali Monthly, Balaka ( The Boy ), started under the editorship of
Mrs. Satyendranath Tagore. Rabindranath contributes to it in one year 12
poems, 20 articles on various topics, 9 letters on social questiqns, 8 humorous
sketches in dramatic form, 1 long story Mukut ( The Crown ) and a serial
novel Rajarshi ( The Saintly King ). Edits jointly with his friend Srish
Chandra Mazumdar an anthology of Vaishnava lyrics ; publishes Alochana,
a collection of reviews and essays on various topics. Rabi-chhaya, the first
collection of his songs, is published by & friend. Spends a few months in
Bandra und Sholapur with Satyendranath.

1886 ( age 25 ) His first child, daughter, Madhurilata ( Bela ) born,
22 February. At the second session of the Indian National Congress in
Calcutta ( December, Dadabhai Naoroji presiding ), Rabindranath composes
and sings the opening song : Amra milechhi a5 mayer dake ( Assembled are
we to-day at the call of the Mother ).

1887 (age 26 ) Writes a paper on the Philosophy of Leisure, Alasya
O Sahitya. Poems of Manast being composed. Publishes Ohéths-Patra

6. Bee also the artiole on the Faith & Philosophy of Rabindranath by 8, N. Dasgupta
in the present Number,
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( July ), a series of imaginary letters between a grandfather of an old type
and his modernised grandson. Reads a paper on the ideals of Hindu
marriage in which he opposes the early marriage system ( October ). Also
publishes Samalochand, a series of critical essays on various subjects which
originally appeared in Bharats.

Trust Deed of Santiniketan made by the Maharshi.

1888 ( age 27 ) Composes at the request of Mrs. P. K. Roy a musi-
cal drama Mayar Khela ( Sport of Illusion ).7 Rabindranath goes with family
to Ghazipur ( April), where he continues the poems of Manass,
marked by a distinet note of originality and vigour both in theme and in
technique.

His eldest son Rathindranath born on 27 November.

1889 (age 28 ) Raja O Rani ( The King and the Queen ) is written
and staged, Rabindranath appearing in the role of King Bikram.

1890 ( age 29 ) Writes the famous play Bisarjan ( Sacrifice ), which
is staged at the family residence at Jorasanko, the Poet taking the part of
Raghupati. 8 Rabindranath takes charge of the management of the Tagore
Estates. Spends some time at Santiniketan in the early summer. Composes
the poer~, Meghdnt ( Cloud-Messenger ) after Kalidasa's famous classic of
that name. Sails for England with Satyendranath and Loken Palit on 23
August. Visits Italy, France and England. Returns on 8 November,
Goes to live at Shelidah, the headquarters of the Tagore Estates. Comes
in close contact with the people and their affairs.

Second daughter Renuka born on 31 January.

1891 ( age 30 ) Publishes Yurop Jatirir Dayari ( The Diary of a
Traveller in Europe ). Writes several short stories, notably ‘“The Post-
master” for Hitabadi, a Bengali Weekly. Starts a new Bengali Monthly
Sadhana (December) and contributes several poems, stories, essays, reviews,
political articles, ete.

The Mandir (Temple) at Santiniketan constructed and formally opened
in December ( Bengali Era 7 Pous 1298 ).

1892 (age 81) Publishes a drama in blank verse, Chitrangada
( Eng. tr. Ohitra) in September, illustrated by Abanindranath Tagore,
to whom the book is dedicated. Spends the summer at Santiniketan. His
first oriticism of modern educational system in an article in Sadhana, entitled
Sikshar Her-pher (The Tortuosities of Education)—a vigorous and reasoned
plea for the acceptance of the mother-tongue as the medium of instruction.

7. The play was staged under the auspices of Sakhi Samiti ( a ladies club started by
the Poet's elder sister, Swarnakumari Devi ) and the proceeds made over to the Club.
8. Bee the photograph in the present Number.
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Poems of Sondr Tart ( The Golden Barge—Eng. tr. of some poems in The
Fugitive and The Gardener ).
His third and youngest daughter Mira is born on 12 January.

1893 ( age 32 ) The Poet spends some time in Orissa in connection
with Estate work. Visits Khandagiri, Bhuvaneswar and Puri. Contributes
regularly to S@dhan@ and Bha@rati. In October reads a paper on Imgray O
Bharatbasi ( The Englishman and Indians ) at a meeting of the Chaitanya
Library, with Bankim Chandra Chatterjee in the chair.

1894 ( age 33 ) Publishes in Sadhana a paper on Imgrajer Atamka
( The Englishman’s Fear ) in which he warns his countrymen against the
danger of neglecting the value of Hindu-Muslim unity, In February, while
at Kaligram, composes the dramatic poem Biday Abhisdp ( The Curse at
Farewell ). In May reads a paper on Bankim Chandra Chatterjee under
the auspices of the Chaitanya Library. Collects folk-rhymes and nursery
songs and draws the attention of the public to this branch of folk
literature. Introduces by his appreciative reviews the poet D. L. Roy to
the literary public of Caleutta. Begins in December the series of brilliant
dialogues on life and art in Bharats, entitled Pancha Bhuiter Dayary ( Diary
of the Five Elements ).

Samindra, his youngest son, is born in November.

1895 ( age 34 ) By way of encouraging his nephews Surendra.nath
and Balendranath in their swadeshi enterprises ( a shop for swadeshi cloth
in Calcutta and 4 jute-pressing factory in Kushtia ) the poet enters into
business partnership with them. Writes & series of short stories, beginning
with Kshudita Pashan ( Hungry Stones ). .

1896 ( age 35 ) Composes the poems of Chitr@ ( not to be confused
with English Chitra which is & drama ), Nadi ( The River ) and Chaitaly
( The Last Harvest ). The poem Jibandebata ( The Muse of Life ), whinh
has been the subject of so much controversy, is of this period. Proceeds to
Orissa on Estate business. Partition of the Tagore Estates between
Maharshi Debendranath and his nephews. Composes during the Orissa
tour Malini, a lyrical drama, and is busy revising the text of a collected
edition of his poetical works, known as Kabyagranthivali and published by
Satyaprasad Ganguly.

1897 ( age 86) Writes the humorous comedy, Baikunther Khaia
( The Manuscript of Baikuntha ) and appears in the role of Kedar in a stage
presentation of it. Attends the Bengal Provinoial Conference at Natore,
presided over by his brother Satyendranath. Makes a valiant but unsuccess-
ful attempt to have the proceedings of the Conference conducted in Bengali,
instead of in English. Roturning from Natore, is engeged in writing &
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1901 (age40) Revives Bankim Ohandra Chatterjee’s journal
Bangadaréan and edits it for five years. Contributes serially the novel
Chokher Bali ( The Eyesore ). Composes the poems of Nasbedya (Offerings),
instinet with deep spiritual idealism and wisdom.?

Marriage of the second daughter Renuka to Satyendranath Bhattacharya,
a medical graduate.

Rabindranath comes and lives at Santiniketan with family. Founds
the school which formally opens as Brahmacharyasrama on the 7th Pous,
22 December. The Poet himself teaches the boys, shares their life and
activities. The first teachers to work under him in the School were Jagada-
nanda Roy, William Lawrence, Rewachand ( a Sindhi who became later
Swami Animananda and established a well-known school in a Calcutta
suburb) and Pandit Bhivadhan Vidyarnava. They were later on joined by
Haricharan Banerjee, Brahmabandhava Upadhyaya and the poet Satish
Chandrsa Roy.

1902 ( age 41 ) Rabindranath passes through severe financial diffi-
culties, has to sell his house at Puri, while his wife cheerfully parts with her
jewellery to help him meet the business liabilities as well as the current
expenses of the School which then accepted no fees from the students.
Publishes in his journal Bangadaréan a trenchant retort to Lord Curzon’s
attack ( in the course of the latter’s Convocation Address at the Calcutta
University on 15 February ) on the character of the oriental peoples. His
wife falls seriously ill and is taken to Calcutta where she dies on 23 Novem-
ber. The Poet enshrinbs her memory in a series of deeply moving poems
Smaran ( In Memoriam ).

1903 (age 42) The sudden illness of his second daughte‘r, Renuka,
necessitates her removal to Hazaribagh, then to Almora, where the .poet
composes the poems of Sibu ( lit. The Child. English translations of some
poems in The Crescent Moon ) to entertain his youngest son Samindra.
Returns to Santiniketan to attend to some important business but hurries
back to Almora on receipt of a wire announcing his daughter’s condition to
be serious ; has to walk all the way from Kathgodam as no conveyance was
available, brings Renuka to Calcutta, where she passes away in May, six
months after her mother’s death. Contributes serially to Bangadarian (1908
May—1905 July ) the novel Nauka Dubi ( The Wreck ).

1904 (age 48) The gifted poet Satish Roy dies of smallpox at Santinike-
tan in February. The school is removed temporarily to Shelidah. Prof.
Mohit Chandra Sen edits Kabyagrantha, the second edition of Rabindranath’s

9. The aged Maharshi to whom his son read out the manuscript was greatly pleased
and gave him, with his blessings, & purse towards the expenses of its publication.
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collected poetical works in nine volumes. The Poet's growing interest in
political problems finds expression in such essays as Rajkutumba ( Relatives
of the King ), Ghusa-ghusi ( Blow for blow ) Dharmabodher Drstanta
( Examples of Righteousness ). Reads a paper on Dharma Prachar (Religious
Propaganda ) at the ( old ) City College Hall. Writes and edits a number
of text-books for the use of his School. Sells to Hitabad: the right of publish-
ing his works in & limited edition ( Rabindra-Granthabali ). Advocates
constructive nationalism in a paper on Swadeshi Samas ( National Society)
read at the Minerva Theatre ( 22 July ) with Romesh Chandra Dutt
in the Chair. Outlines a comprehensive programme for the reorganisation
of rural Bengal on the basis of self-help and the revival of cottage industries.
Supports vigorously the movement for honouring the memory of Sivaji.
Writes the famous poem Sivaji Utsab and reads it at the Calcutta Town
Hall. Writes in Bangabhashar Lekhak ( Writers in Bengali Language,—
published by Bangabasi Press, 14 September ) an autobiographical article
which later evokes considerable controversy.

1905 (age 44 ) Maharshi Debendranath dies in Calcutta on 19
January 1905 ( 6 Magh 1311 B. 8.).

The DPoet’'s eldest brother Dwijendranath comes to live at
Santiniketan.

The Poet edits a new monthly Bh@nddr ; creates in its pages a forum
for the discussion of the leading political and economic problems of the day ;
contributes to it a paper on Rajd-Prajad in which he exposes the imperialist
policy of economie exploitation of India. Visits Agartala at the invitation of
the Tripura Literary Conference ; reads a paper on Deshiya Rajya, appealing
to the rulers of the Indian States to encourage and patronise indigenous arts
and grafts. Actively helps Count Okakura and Sister Nivedita in the found-
ing of the new Bengal School of Art sponsored by E.B. Havell and Abanindra-
nath Tagore.

Consequent on Lord Curzon’s decision to bisect the province, a storm of
Anti-partition Agitation sweeps over Bengal. Rabindranath takes an effective
part and advocates a policy of Constructive Non-cooperation ; reads a paper
on Abastha O Byabastha, (The Situation and the Solution) at the Town Hall
on 25 August ; composes many patriotic songs and addresses public meetings.
Acting as the high priest of Indian Nationalism, initiates the Rakhi-bandhan
ceremony, a8 a symbol of the undying unity of Bengal, and heads a huge
procession through the oity, singing his new patriotio song : Bidhir bandhan
katbe tums eman sakiiman 10 ; appeals at a crowded public meeting for a

10. “Are you so mighty as to cut asunder the bond forged by Providence ?"’ Sce the
facsimile of the MS. reproduced in this Number.
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National Fund, where Rs. 60,000 is raised on the spot. Addresses large
gatherings of students and protests at many public meetings against the
Bengal Government’s Circular forbidding students to attend political meetings
or to sing the Bande Mataram on pain of rustication.

1906 ( age 45 ) Sends his eldest son Rathindranath and Santosh
Mazumdar (son of his old friend Sris Chandra Mazumdar ) to the
U.S. A. to study Agriculture. D. L. Roy's unjustified attacks on
Rabindranath’s writings as “obscene” and ‘“‘immoral”. The latter ignores
them. Publishes the Poems of Kheya ( Crossing ) dedicated to Jagadish
Chandra Bose. Presides over the First Bengal Literary Conference at
Cossimbazar. Draws up a scheme of work for the newly founded National
Council of Education ; delivers a course of lectures on Literature under its
auspices.

1907 (age 46) Feels increasing dissatisfaction with the character
the political agitation was assuming,11 its narrow political aims, its disregard
of the wider perspective of social regeneration and enlightenment, the
growing alienation between Hindus and Muslims ; and retires to Santiniketan,
more or less withdrawing from active political activity. Explains his
view-point in an article in Prabasi, entitled Byadhi-O-Tahar-Pratikar ( The
Disease and Its Cure ), in which he advocates a radical social programme as
essential to the attainment of a real and lasting political independence.
Is soverely criticised by his contemporaries. The Poet devotes himself to
literary work and enters on one of the richest and most significant phases
of his creative activity. Begins his novel Gora and contributes it serially
to Prabasi. Is busy over a new collected edition of his prose works, the
proceeds of which are made over to the School at Santiniketan. Publishes
in August his famous poem Arabinda, Rabindrer laho namaskar (hurobigda |
Accept Rabindra's salutations!) addressed to the great Indian patriot and
revolutionary who was then being prosecuted for sedition. _

Marriage of his youngest daughter Mira to Nagendranath Ganguly.

Death of his youngest son, Samindra, from cholera at Monghyr in
November.

1908 (age 47 ) Presides over the Bengal Provinoial Conference,
Pabna, where he calls upon the young men of Bengal to form bands of
workers and dedicate themselves to constructive work in villages and to the
building up of Hindu-Muslim unity. Reads a paper ( 26 May ) on Path-O-
Patheya (The Way and the Wherewithal ), in which he discusses the
terrorist outrage at Muzaffarpur and the discovery of the bomb factory at

11, Bee the article on the Political Ideals of Rabindranath by Sachin Sen in the
present Number,
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Manicktolla in Calcutta, resulting in the arrest of Barindra Ghosh and
others. While admiring the patriotism of those who staked their life for
the oause of their country, and condemning the policy of the British
Government which drove such idealism to desperation, the Poet pleads
with his countrymen against such reckless and destructive expression of their
patriotism.

Saradotsab ( Autumn Festival ) staged at Santiniketan, the poet
appearing in the role of the Sannyisi.

1909 (age 48) Writes and publishes the drama Prayaschitta
( Atonement ) which anticipates the philosophy and technique of Satyagraha
or non-violent non-cooperation in the character of Bairagi Dhananjaya.
Reads at a public meeting in Calcutta, a papor on Tapoban, stating the ideals
of the School at Santiniketan. His son Rathindranath returns from America
in November. The Poet takes him to the family estates on a boat-tour.

1910 ( age 49 ) The Poet composes the songs of (itafijali. Prayas-
chitta is staged at Santiniketan before the autumn holidays, the Poet
appearing in the role of Dhananjaya.

Marriage of Rathindranath to Pratima Devi in January,

1911 ( age 50 ) The Poet's fiftieth Birthday is celebrated at Santi-
niketan. Raja ( The King ) is staged, the Poet appearing in the role of
Thakur-dada. Jiban Smriti ( Reminiscences ) appears serially in Prabasi.
First English translation of one of his poems by Loken Palit appears in the
Modern Review under the title, ‘'Fruitless Cry”, as well as of one of his
short stories.

1912 (age 51 ) On 12 January the Bangiya Sahitya Parishad
( Bengal Literary Academy ) celebrates the Poet's jubilee and presents him
with an Address at the Town Hall, where he is received with ‘‘unparalleled
ova.t;on". The famous national song, Jana gana mana is composed.l2
Reads a paper on DBharatbarser Itihaser Dharal8at the Overtoun Hall
on 16 March. Writes the prose drama, Achaldyatan ( The Castle of
Oonservatism ), in which he ridicules the pretensions of die-hard orthodoxy.
( The play provokes violent criticism from the orthodox.) Lecture on the
proposed Hindu University. Writes the drama Dak-ghar ( The Post-Office ).
The Poet is deeply hurt at a confidential circular issued by the Governments
of East Bengal and Assam that the School at Santiniketan was “‘altogether
unsuitable for the education of the sons of Government servants’”. Projected

12 Itis first sung by the Poet himself on the occasion of the Brahmo Festival
of Maghotsava in January.

18 Translated as “‘My Interpretation of Indian History” by ( Sir ) Jadunath Sarkar
in Modern Review, August and September 1918,
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visit to Europe postponed owing to illness. Translates some poems into
English during convalescence (to be later published as Qitanjali in
England ). .

Third Foreign Tour ( May 1912—September 1913 ). Accompanied by
Rathindranath and Pratima Devi, the Poet sails for Europe on 27 May. In
London he meets Rothenstein whom he had met before in India, and ecasu-
ally shows him the English translations of some of his poems that he had
done during bis last convalescence. Rothenstein, greatly impressed, arranges
a reading at his house in Hampstead Heath, where W. B. Yeats reads out
the poems to a distinguished audience, including Ezra Pound, Alice Meynell,
Ernest Rhys, Henry Nevinson, May Sinclair, Charles Treveleyan and others,
all of whom are enthusiastic in their admiration. It is at this gathering that
Charles Andrews, then & missionary attached to Cambridge Brotherhood,
meets the Poet for the first time. The English Weekly, The Nation, holds
a big party in honour of the Poet where he meets many English writers and
intellectuals. The India Society of London publishes a limited edition of
Gitanjali with an introduction by Yeats and & pencil-sketch of the Poet by
Rothenstein. ( The MS. of Gitanjali was presented by the Poet to
Rothenstein. ) The book is immediately hailed by the literary world as one
of the master-pieces of world’s literature.

In September the Poet buys in London from Lt. Col. N. P. Sinha,
brother of 8. P. Sinha ( Lord Sinha ) the Surul Kuthi ( future centre at
Sriniketan of the Rural Reconstruction Department of Visva-Bharati ).

On 27 QOctober the Poet sails for the United States. Visits Urbana
( Illinois ) and then Chicago, where he is the guest of Mrs. Vaugn Moody.
Lectures at the Chicago University on the ‘‘Ideals of Ancient Civjlization of
India”. Attends the Congress of Races at Rochester where he readg his
famous address on ‘‘Race Conflict”.

1913 (age 52) Delivers a course of lectures at the Harvard
University which were later published as Sadkanad. Returns to England
by the middle of April. Macmillan & Co. publish a popular edition of
Gitanjals,

Goes to a Nursing Home for an operation. Sails for India on 4
September.

On 13 November is received the news of the award of the Nobel Prize
for Literature. A large deputation led by his friends and admirers come
to.Santiniketan in a special train on 23 November to congratulate him. The
Poet chills their erthusiasm by reminding them of those in their midst who
had waited so long for foreign recognition before they gave him theirs. On
926 December the Caloutta University confers on him & D. Litt. ( Honoris
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Causa ).1¢ Macmillan & Co. publish The Gardener, The Crescent Moon and
Chitra.

1914 (age 53 ) On 29 January, at a special reception at the
Government House, Calcutta, Lord Carmichael, Governor of Bengal,
formally hands over to him the Nobel Prize and Medal.

W. W. Pearson comes to reside at Santiniketan.

C. F. Andrews and Nandalal Bose visit Santiniketan. The Poet holds
a public reception in their honour. The drama Achalayatan is staged at
Santiniketan, the Poet appearing in the role of Acharya. Contributes
regularly and profusely poems, stories, essays, ete. to Sabuy Paira, a new
literary monthly in Bengali founded and edited by Pramathanath
Chaudhury. Spends the summer at Ramgarh Hills. On return moves
about in different places, Allahabad ( where he composes the famous poem
“Shahjaban” ), Agra, Darjeeling, Shelidah, ete.

Macmillan & Co. publish The King of the Dark Chamber, The Post
Office and Sadhana.

1915 (age 54 ) The students and staff of the Phoenix School
( started by Gandhiji in Transvaal ) come to roside at Santinikotan. Gandhiji
and Mrs. Gandhi visit Santiniketan on 17 February, but miss the Poet who
returns from his tour five days later. Gandhiji re-visits Santiniketan on 6
March when he is welcomed by the Poet. The Poet writes the drama
Phalguni ( later translated into English and published as The Cycle of
Spring ) and reads it out to the boys at Santiniketan on 4 March. The play
is staged at Santiniketan, with Rabindranath in the role of the blind Bawul.
Receives Lord and Lady Carmichael at Santiniketan on 20 March. Literary
activity oontinues in full swing. The poems of Balaka being composed ;
Chaturanga ( Eng. tr. The Brokenm Ties ) and Ghare-Baire ( Eng. tr. The
Home and the World ) appear serially in Sabuj Patra. On 3 June the King
Emperor confers on him a Knighthood. Spends the summer in Kashmir
with Rathindranath, Pratima Devi and the poet Satyendranath Dutt, While
in Srinagar, contributes, at the request of the Shakespeare Society, to the
Shakespeare Tercentenary Commemoration Volume, a sonnet in Bengali on
the English poet. On return to Calcutta delivers a public lecture on 10
December at the Rammohun Library on Sikshar Bahan ( The Medium of
Education ) in which he pleads for the adoption of Bengali as the medium
of instruction in Bengal.

1916 (556) In January the Phalguni is staged at the Jorasanko
house in aid of the Bankura Famine Relief, the Poet appearing in the dual
role of Kabisekhar and the blind Baul. His collected poetical works in

14 The proposal had been made and the decision taken by the University bofore the
news had been received of the Nobel Prize award,
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Bengali are published in ten volumes, by Indian Publishing House,
Allahabad. Maomillan & Co. publish Frust-Gathering and Humgry Stones
and Other Stories.

Fourth Foreign Tour ( May 1916—~March 1917 ). Sails for Japan on
8 May with Pearson, Andrews and Mukul Dey. Halts for four days at
Rangoon where he is given an enthusiastioc reception. Reaches Kobe on
29 May. In Japan he stays most of the time at Hokone as the guest of
Mr. Hara, to whom he dedicates Stray Birds. The Poetis treated with
great honour and is feted in public and in private, but after his lectures at
the Universities of Tokyo and of Keio Gijiku ( later included in his book
Nationalism) in which he condemns aggressive nationalism and chides Japan
for her policy of imperialism in China, the official attitude turns cold and
reserved. Leaves for the United States on 25 September with Pearson and
Mukul Dey ( Andrews returns to India ). Continues his lectures on
Nationalism at various places, exposing the spirit of violence and imperialist
greed inherent in the Nation-State ;15 is severely criticised by the pro-British
and imperialistic section of the American press ; is, however, accorded a very
warm reception in Boston. Speaks at the Yale University. ( His lectures
during this tour on Art, Education, the World of Personality, eto. are later
published as Personality. )

1917 (age 56 ) Returns to Japan in January, halting at Honolulu
for a day. Reaches India in March. The Vichitra Club at Jorasanko
House, started during his absence by" his nephews Gaganendranath and
Abanindranath and His son Rathindranath, becomes under his auspices the
aotive centre of Caloutta's intellectual, literary and artistic world. The Poet
lends the weight of his authority and practice to the literary mevement led
by Pramathanath Chaudhury to colloquialise the literary tongue. A His
birthday is celebrated in Caloutta. The Sadharan Brahmo BSamaj presents
him in July with an address, read by Sir Brajendranath Seal. The Poet
strongly criticises the (Glovernment in a public protest on 16 June at the
internment of Mrs. Annie Besant. Reads his famous political paper on
Kartar Ichhay Karma ( As the Master Wills ) at the Alfred Theatre,
where he also sings his national song Desha desha nandita karé, composed
at the request of Pandit Malaviya. Warmly supports the oandidature
of Mrs. Besant ( then in internment ) for the Presidentship of the Indian
National Congress against the opposition of Surendranath Banerjee and the
Moderates ; is persuaded to accept the chairmanship of the Reception
Committee against the Moderates’ candidate. Later resigns the chairman-

15 See the article in the present Number on the Political Ideals of Rabindranath
Tagore by Sachin Sen. ‘
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ship when the ocontroversy is resolved with the acoeptance of Mrs. Besant
as the President. The Poet attends the Congress session on the first day,
receiving a great ovation, and recites the poem ‘‘India’s Prayer.”16 The
Dak-ghar (Post Office) is staged by the Poet at the Vichitra Olub Hall, the
audience including Gandhiji, Lokmanya Tilak, Mrs. Besant, Malaviyaji and
other eminent personalities. The communal riots in Bihar provoke from
his pen the famous political paper on Chhotd O Bord ( The Great and the
Small ). 17

Macmillan & Co. publish My Reminiscences, Sacrifice and Other Plays,
The Cycle of Spring, Personality, and Nationalism.

1918 (age 57) Receives Mr. E. S. Montague, the then Secretary of
State for India, at his house in Calcutta. Returns to Santiniketan and
receives Sir Michael Sadler and the members of tho Education Commission
and places his views on the Medium of Education before them. Pens
an allegorical satire on the educational policy fostered in India under the
patronage of the Government : Totakahini ( later translated as The Parrot’s
Training ). Composes the poems of Pal@taka.

The Poet receives the news on 11 May of Pearson’s arrest in China
and deportation to England, at the instance of the British authorities,
for alleged anti-British aotivities in America and Japan. Followed by a
greater sorrow at the death of his eldest daughter Madhurilata ( Bela )
in Caloutta on 16 May. The Poet cancels his visit to Darjeeling and returns
to Santiniketan and occupies himself with teaching work. The Foundation
Stone of Visva-Bharati is laid ( on the site of the present tennis court ).
Maomillan & Co. publish Lover's Gift & Crossing, Mashi and Other Stories.
The Macmillan Company of New York publish Gitanjalt & Fruit-gathering ;
Stories from Tagore ; and Thacker, Spink & Co. of Caloutta The Parrot's
Training.

1919 (age 58 ) The Poet starts on a tour of South India, visiting
Bangalore, Mysore (where he delivers a public lecture on ‘‘The Message of the
Forest” ), Ooty, Coimbatore, Salem, Trichinopoly, Madura and other places.
Stays in Madras at Adyar as the guest of Mrs. Annie Besant and addresses
the ‘‘National University” as its Chancellor. Returns to Caloutta on
14 March and delivers a publio lecture in Caloutta at the Empire Theatre on
Education. ( It was his first lecture in English in Caloutta and it was
also the first time when tiokets for a leoture were sold in Caloutta ).

168 Seo the reproduction of Gaganendranath’s painting of the scene in the present
Number.

17 Bnglish translation by Surendranath Tagore in the Visva-Bharati Quarterly
( Vol, II, Part I, New- Series ),

35
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Returns to Santiniketan and edits a new monthly, Santintketan Patrika.
Is busy writing the prose-sketches of Lipika.

The Poet is deeply agitated over the news of the Jallianwallah Bag
massacre (13 April ) and tho Martial Law atrocities in the Punjab which,
despite the strictest consorship, trickle down to him. Comes down to Calcutta
from Shillong, where he was recuperating his health, and, failing to persuade
the political leaders to convene a public meeting of protest at which he
agrees to preside, he resolves to take action single-handed and, in a letter
to the Viceroy written on 30 May, renounces his Knighthood ; for ‘‘the
very least that I can do for my country is to take all consequences upon
myself in giving voice to the protest of the millions of my countrymen,
surprised into a dumb anguish of terror. Tho time has come when badges
of honour make our shame glaring in the incongruous context of humiliation,
and I for my part wish to stand, shorn of all special distinctions, by the
sido of those of my countrymen who, for their so-called insignificance,
are liable to suffer degradation not fit for human beings.”

Returns to Santiniketan and busies himself with educational activities.
Visva-Bharati, as a centre of higher studies, begins to funotion from July,
the Poet himself taking classes in literature. In September is staged,
Saradotsab with the Poet in the role of tho Sannyf@isi. Visits Shillong
again in October and Sylhet in December.

1920 (ago 59 ) Starts on a tour of western India, accompanied by
C. F. Andrews, Kshitimohan Sen and Santosh Mazumdar, visiting Ahmeda-
bad ( whore he spends a day at the Sabarmati Ashram ), Bhavnagar, Limbdi,
Baroda, Surat and Bombay. Returns to Caleutta on 3 May.

Fifth European Tour ( May 1920—July 1921 ). Leaved for Europe
on 11 May, with Rathindranath and Pratima Devi. In London, Qxford
and Cambridge renews old acquaintances and makes new ones; but is
surprised and not a little pained at the “studied aloofness’ on the part of
several English friends and admirers who had resented his outspoken
comments on the character of British rule in India and the renunciation of
his Knighthood. Leaves for France, staying in Paris as the guest of
M. Albert Kahn ; meets Bergson, Sylvain Levy and other French writers
and scholars. Visits the devastated areas of the last Great War. Is invited
to Holland where he is warmly received by the Dutch. Lectures at the
Hague and Leiden and visits Antwerp and Brussels where he is received in
audience by the King of the Belgians. Returns to England from where he
sails for the U. .} A. arriving in New York on 28 October. Leoctures at
the Brooklyn Academy of Music on ““The Meeting of the East and West”,
and in New York at the Carnegie Hall on ‘‘The Poet’s Religion”.
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1921 (age 60) Returns to London to find the pro-British and
imperialist influence still subtly working against him. Goes to Paris where
he meets Romain Rolland ; lectures at the Musée Guimet. Visits Stras-
bourg where he lectures at the University on “The Message of the Forest” ;
Geneva where he speaks on Education at the Rousseau Institute ; Lucerne,
Basle and Zurich, where he lectures at the University. Stays with Count
Keyserling in Darmstadt and visits Hamburg, then Copenhagen, lecturing
at both the Universities. Visits Sweden where he is treated with great
honour, is received in audience by the King and is the guest of honour at a
banquet given by the Swedish Academy. Comes to Berlin, staying with
Hugo Stinnes as his guest. Delivers two lectures at the University where
he is received with unprecedented enthusiasm. Visits Munich and lectures at
the University. Meets Thomas Mann, Also visits Frankfurt, Vienna and
Prague, drawing everywhere huge and enthusiastic audiences. Returns to
Bombay on 16 July and comes direct to Santiniketan,

Challenges the current popular feeling in the country in a public
lecture in Calcutta (15 August) on Sikshar Milan ( The Meoting of
Cultures ) in which he criticises the Non-co-operation Movement which
was then at its height. The Bengali novelist Sarat Chandra Chatterjee
retorts with a paper on Sikshar Birodh ( The Conflict of Cultures ). The
Poet repeats the challenge in a second public lecture at the Calcutta
University Institute ( 29 Aug.) on Satyer Ahwan ( The Call of Truth ).
Gandhiji replies in a famous article in Youmg India entitled ‘‘The
Great Sentinel”. Barsa-Mangal ( Music Festival of the Rainy Season )
which is such a popular annual celebration at Santiniketan now, is first
initiated and produced by the Poet at the Jorasanko house in September. On
4 September the Bangiya Sahitya Parisad prosent him with an address. On
the 6th Gandhiji meets the Poot at Jorasanko and discusses with him in
private the Non-co-operation movement. On 26 September Pearson returns
to Santiniketan after an absence of five years. Li. K. Elmhirst comes to Santi-
niketan to organise the rural reconstruction centre at Sriniketan. On 21
November Prof. 8. Levi arrives as the first Visiting Professor from Europe,
and helps in the organisation of higher research in Chinese and Tibetan
Studies. On 22 December the great savant, Dr. Sir Brajendranath Seal,
formally inaugurates Visva-Bharati. The Poet makes over to Visva-Bharati
by a trust deed, the land, buildings, library and his other properties at
Santiniketan ( the interest rights on the entire amount of the Nobel Prize
had been already transferred by him as a gift to the Sohool ).

Writes the drama Mukéadhara ( The Waterfall ). Macmillan and Co.
publish The Fugitsive and The Glsmpses of Bengal.
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1922 (age 61) On 6 February is inaugurated the Institute of Rural
Reconstruction at Sriniketan. On 8 July the Poet presides over the Shelley
Centenary meeting in Calcutta. In Septemper S@radotsab is produced at a
public theatre in Caloutta, the Poet with members of the staff at Santiniketan
appearing on the stage. After the performance the Poet starts on & three-
month tour of Southern India and Ceylon, visiting Bombay, Poona, Mysore,
Bangalore, Travancore, Cochin, Madras and Colombo, delivering leotures
everywhere. Writes the poems of Siéu Bholamath. Macmillan and Co.
publish Creative Unity.

His elder brother Satyendranath passes away in December,

1923 ( age 62 ) Visits Sind (Karachi and Hyderabad) and Kathiawar
in March—April. Makes a gift by deed to Visva-Bharati of the copyright
of his Bengali books published till 1922. Spends the summer in Shillong,
where he is engaged in writing the drama Yakshapuri, later re-named Rakia
Karabi ( Eng. tr. Red Oleanders ). Founds the Visva-Bharati Quarterly,
which begins publication from April under his editorship. Appears on the
stage in the role of Jayasinha in a performance of Bisarjan ( Sacrifice ) at
the Empire Theatre in August. Receives the news of Pearson’s death ( in
a railway accident in Italy on 24 September ). In November leaves for a
tour of the States in Western India, with Andrews, Kshitimohan Sen and
Gour Gopal Ghosh, to collect funds for Visva-Bharati.

1924 (age 63) Delivers a course of lectures at the Calcutta University
on Literature. Sixth Foreign Tour ( March—July ). At the invitation of
Liang-Chi-Chao, President of the Universities Lecture Association of China,
the Poet leaves for China on 21 March, accompanied by Kshitimohan Sen,
Nandalal Bose, L. K. Elmhirst and Dr. Kalidas Nag. In Chim the Poet is
received everywhere with great warmth and affection. The highly westerpised
Chinese youth, under the influence of Anglo-American propaganda, is at first
suspicious of the Poet’s ideas, having been misled into imagining him to be
an oriental reactionary, against all progress. But after attending some of
his lectures ( later published as Talks in China ) and specially after the
Poet’s meeting with Dr. Hu Hsi, the apostle of Western progress in China,
and the latter's publicly expressed admiration for the Poet’s mission, they
receive his message of cultural unity with enthusiasm and respect. After
visiting Shanghai, Nanking, Peking ( where he stays a month ) he leaves
for Tai-Yuan-fu ( capital of Shansi ) and then for Hongkong. Leaves China
on 29 May. After a short visit to Japan, returns to India on 21 July.
Writes an open 1. tter to Lord Lytton protesting against the latter's uncalled-
for remarks against the women of Bengal. Takes part in a tableaux
representation of his play drupratan at the Alfred Theatre, Caloutta.
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Seventh Foreign Tour (September 1924—February 1925). On invitation
from the Republic of Peru to attend the Centenary Celebrations of its Inde-
pendence, the Poet sails for South America on 19 September, accompanied by
L. K. Elmhirst, Falls ill during the voyage and disembarks at Buones Ayres.
Rests at San Isadore as the guest of Madame Victoria Ocampo. Composes
the poems of Purabi, which he dedicates to his hostess—'‘Vijaya'.

1925 ( age 64 ) Leaves South America on 4 January, arriving at
Genoa on the 21st. Visits Venice and Milan ( where he gives a discourse on
Music ) and is received with great honour at both the places. Cuts short his
visit owing to illness and returns to India on 17 February. His brother
Jyotirindranath dies shortly after. Gandhiji visits the Poet at Santiniketan
on 29 May. On the death of C. R. Das on 16 June the Poet writes a short
but moving tribute in verse to the memory of the great political leader of
Bengal. Contributes, at the request of Count Keyserling, a paper to the
latter’'s Book of Marriage. Attends a performance of his play Chirakumar
Sabha ( adapted from his novel of that name) at the Star Theatre. Is provok-
ed by public criticism to express his views on Gandhiji's cult of the Spinning
Wheel in a paper entitled Swar@j Sadhan ( published in Sabws Patra ),
stating his reasons for not believing in Charkha as the means of attaining
Swaraj. Prof. Carlo Formichi arrives as a Visiting Professor from Italy,
with a Library of Italian books as a gift from Sig. Mussolini. On 24
November Lord Lytton visits Santiniketan. The Poet presides over the
First Indian Philoscphical Congress at Calcutta on 18 December.

1926 (age 65) In January attends the All-India Music Conference
at Lucknow, where he receives the news of the death of his eldest brother,
Dwijendranath. Visits Dacca on 7 February at the invitation of the Dacca
Uniyersity, where he lectures on “The Philosophy of Art.” Visits several
towns in East Bengal and presides over the anniversary celebrations of the
Abhaya Ashram in Comilla on 19 February. After visiting Agartala, where
he is recoived by the Maharaja, returns to Santiniketan. His 65th Birthday
is celebrated at Santiniketan. Distingnished :epresentatives from several
foreign nations offer him felicitations and gifts. The Maharaja of Porbunder
sends a handsome donation for the Kalabhavana ( Arts School ) at Santi-
niketan. Natir Puja ( Worship of the Dancing Girl ) is staged on the
occasgion.

Eighth Foreign Tour ( May—December 1926 ). As invitations were
pouring in from Italy and as his previous visit had been cut short by
ill-health, the Poet sails for Italy on 16 May. At Naples on 30 May he is
received by the chief officials of the city bearing a message from Mussolini
welcoming him to Italy as the guest of the Italian Government. In Rome the
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Poet is received by Mussolini who greets him with the following remark :
“I am an Italian admirer of yours who has read every one of your books
translated into the Italian language.”18 The Poet is warmly welcomed by
the press and is besieged by enthusiastic admirers. Refuses to be drawn
into any discussion about Fascism, saying : “Let me dream that from the
fire bath the immortal soul of Italy will come out clothed in quenchless
light.” On 7 June the Governor of Rome holds a formal reception in his
honour in the historic Capitol and conveys to the Poet the greetings of the
Eternal City. The British Ambassador arranges a tea at the Embassy,
where many distinguished people are invited to meet the Poet. On
the following day delivers a public lecture on the ‘‘Meaning of Art” under
the auspices of Unione Intellectuale Italiana, attended by the Premier,
and the leading celebrities of Rome. Attends on the 10th afternoon the
Annual Choral Concert of the School Children of Rome.l9 That same
evening attends & reception at the University where the Rector presents
an address of welcome in front of a crowded audience.20 Has a long
audience with the King on the 11th. The Poet is greatly touched by the
simplicity and cordiality with which the King receives him and enquires
after his welfare. Attends a performance of Chitra in Italian.2l1 On the

18. For information regarding tho Poet’s visit to Italy wo have largely drawn on the
notes recorded by Prof. P, 0. Mahalanobis, who was one of the party—Hd.

19. “The huge Coliseum was one sesthing mass of human faces. The Choir, which
consisted of moro than one thousand children, was grouped on a huge wooden gallery. As
we entered, the whole a.udiénco, numbering perhaps 256 to 80 thousand, rose from their seats
and gave such a welcome to the Poet as we shall never forget. The singing was marvellous,
more than a thousand voices singing in harmony. At parting the audience gose again and
saluted in Roman style. The Poet was visibly touched and raising his arms blossed the
children with all his heart . . ..” From P. 0. Mahalanobis’s Notes, .

20, “The orowd was so great near the front entrance that the Poet and the ladies
had to be taken in by a back door. There was a tremondous ovation when the Poet stood
up on the platform and throughout his sp'eeoh there were constant bursts of applause
and cheers, But the climax of the demonstration was reached, when at the request
of a student, the Poet put on the academic cap of the University. The long galleries
outside the Hall were filled with students, and a huge crowd was standing in the immenso
courtyard below to catch a glimpse of the Poet as he passed . ...” Ibid.

21, “There was a large and distinguished audience who gave the Poet a great ovation
on his arrival. The stage and general get-up was very pleasing, and, although we could
not understand the language, we followed the movements of the aotora with great interest.
The interpretation given by the Italian actors differed materially from our own conception.
Ohltra was excited all the time,and was full of tragio feeling from beginning to the end.
Arjuna was more p.'cid, and tried to add a mystic touch, The audience appeared to like
the play very muoh, and the Poet had to stand up and lean over his box to receive their
lppll:ﬂle e o Ibid.
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13th, just before his -departure from Rome, the Poet had another long
interview with the Duce.22 'The Italian philosopher Benedetto Croce,
who was away from Rome, comes over, ‘‘travelling all night” to meet the
Poet.28  Leaves for Florence on the 14th. In an interview given just
before his departure from Rome, he says: “I am not really competent
to judge what the ltalians think and wish. I hope they will realise
that the mere pursuit of material wealth will npever make them
great. They will be a great world power only when they give the
world permanent gifts of ‘the spirit.”?4 In Florence the Poet visits the
famous galleries and other sights of the city. On the 16th the Lieonardo
da Vinei Society gives a public reception in his honour ; on the following
day the Poot reads his paper on ‘“My School” at the University.
Leaves 26 for Turin where on 19 June a reception is given in his
honour by the Societa Pro-Cultura Femminile. On the 20th the Poet
delivers a lecture on ‘‘The City and the Village’ at the Liceo Musicale,
where after the lecture Signora Lipovetzka gives three songs of the Poet in
the Italian vorsion which were received with great applause by the
audience.26 The Poet also recites in Bengali two of his lyrics. On the 21st
a reception is held at the University where Prof. Bertoni welcomes

22. ‘‘The Poet told us that as an artist he had been deeply impressed by tho persona-
lity of Mussolini. ‘An oxfraordinarily powerful facoe with a massive hcad ; the lower
portion is pleasant, very human and oven tender ; a kindly smile which makes his speech
peculiarly attractive, and reveals the many contradiotions in his character ; evidently
possesses & genuine love for culture’.” Ibid.

28. *“Croco : ‘You do not know how much I admire your poetry. Not only for what
it impresses, but for its sober form, as we Italians call it, classical form. This is quite
difforent from our ideas of oriental poetry which we wusually think of as steeped in
fancy’ ....” Ibid.

24, “Most of the people whom we met in Romo were enthusiastic about Mussolini
and Fascism ; but as tho Poet himself told a rcporter. being a State guest, it was difficult
to come info contact with the general publio . Ibid.

26. ‘“‘Before departure Prof. Pavolini ( Ptofesaoz of Sanskrit ) presents him with a
Banskrit quatrain composed for the occasion :

gt et
W arrg [ |
gyt st
T T )

‘The Oity of Flowers, as it was known before, will henceforth be known as the
City of Fruits having heard the amriia of the words of the Guru.’ .. ."” Ibid.

26. ‘‘We could recognise the melodies of ' He mor ¢ debata, bharia e deha pran’, ‘dAmi
chindgo chini tomare 890 bideshin¥', and ‘Jodi i0r dak sune keu nd ase' .. " Ibid.
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the Poet on bhehalf of the authorities. The strenuous programme
in Italy tells on the Poet’s health and he decides to rest for a few days
at Villeneuve in Switzerland from where pressing invitations had
come from Romain Rolland.27 Arrives in Montreux on 22 June and
reaches by car Villeneuve where he stays at Hotel Byrone “‘in the very room
in which Victor Hugo had lived for a long time, overlooking the Lake, with
the Castle of Ohillon in the background.” Is warmly welcomed by Romain
Rolland, “who lived in an adjoining house and came twice or thrice a day
and spent long hours with the Poet in quiet talks. They spoke about art,
musie, literature, the culture of Europe and the East, eagerly seeking for new
points of contact between the two civilizations. Mahatma Gandhi, the non-
co-operation movement, the ideal of non-violence—all these naturally came in
~ for detailed discussion . . . . Rolland was very much disturbed by the reports
then being broadcast about the Poet’s supposed views about Fascism, and
spoke to him about the seriousness of the wholo situation. At the same
time the poet was made acquainted with the translations from Italian
papers which we had brought from Italy. He was considerably upset
and immediately started writing about his experiences in Italy. He
explained that ‘being ignorant of Italian the only precaution I could take
was to repeat emphatically to all my listeners that I had no opportunity yet
to study the history and character of Fascism." He reiterated his views on
Imperialism. ‘I have said it over and over again that the aggressive spirit
of Nationalism and Imperialism,—religions cultivated by most nations of the
West—is & menace to the whole world.’ " At Villeneuve the Poet also meets
George Duhamel, Sir James Frazer (author of The Golden Bough ), and Prof.
Forel. Arrives in Zurich on 6 July, where he gives a public "lecture and
recitations from his poems. In Zurich he meets Signora Salvadori ( wife of
a distinguished Italian Professor in exile ) who gives him first hand informa-
tion about the fascist atrocities witnessed by herself.28 The poet is shooked
and writes a strong letter to the Manchester Guardian condemning the
regime which sanctions the perpetration of such atrocities. The Italian

27. ‘‘After leaving Rome we gradually became aware of the fact that a definite
attempt was being made to create an impression that the Poet had grown enthusiastic
about Fascism. Just before our departure from Turin we thereforc managed to secure
authentic translations of some of the reports in the Italian press. On the whole, our
impression was that although a part of the demonstrations in Rome might have been
organised under Fascist influence, there could be no doubt about the sincerity or the depth
of the sentiments of love and adoration aroused in the public mind by the Poet’s
visit.” Ibid.

28. An account of the interview was published in the Visva-Bharati Quarterly
Oct., 1926,
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press is furious and reviles him in strong terms. After a day’s stay in
Lucerne, where he had accepted an invitation to speak, arrives in Vienna on
10 July. Meets Dr. Angelica Balbanoff, the well-known socialist leader, who
brings with him Sg. Modigliani, the advocate in the Matteoti Trial, who
aquaints the Poet with further tales against the Fascist regime in
Italy. In August the Poet comes to England from where he proceeds to
Norway. In Oslo he is received in audience by the King of Norway ; in
Stookholm he meets Nansen, Sven Hedin, Bjornson, Bojor and other intelleo-
tuals. After visiting Copenhagen and Hamburg, arrives in Berlin on 11 Sep-
tember, where he lectures on ‘“‘Indian Philosophy’’ at the Philharmonic Hall.
Is received by President Hindenhurg on the 14th. Visits Dresden, Cologne,
Prague, Belgrade, Sofia ( whero he is received by King Boris ), Bukharest
( where he is received by King Ferdinand ), Athens and Cairo, his presence
attracting huge audiences everywhere. During his short stay in Athens the
King of Greece confers on him the Order of the Star. In Cairo, a moeting
of the Egyptian Parliament is adjourned in his honour. Returns to
Santiniketan on 19 December.

1927 (age 66 ) Natir Puja ( Worship of the Dancing Girl ) is staged in
Caloutta on 24 January, the Poet appearing on the stage. In March he
produces at Santiniketan a new dance-drama, Natardja. At the invitation
of the Maharaja, visits Bharatpur, where he presides over the Hindi Literary
Conference ; visits Jaipur, Agra and Ahmedabad. Returns to Santiniketan
on 11 April. In May goes to Chandernagore to lay the Foundation Stone of
the Prayer Hall of the Prabartak Sangha. Stays in Shillong for some days,
writing the novel T Purus (Three Generations), later renamed as Jogasoy.

Ninth Foreign Tour ( July—Oectober 1927 ). Leaves Calocutta on
12 J.uly, accompanied by Suniti Kumar Chatterjee, Surendranath Kar and
Dhiren Dev Burman. Visits Singapore ( where he stays for one week and
speaks at several functions ), Malacca, Penang, arriving in Batavia on
22 August; reads at a banquet given in his honour the English rendering
of his poem on Java, Bijayalakshms, written on the voyage.?9 Leaves for
Bali on the 26th, stopping for a few hours at Sourabaya to attend a reception
given in his honour. After spending two weeks in Bali, returns to Central
Java, the Vorstenlanden or the Land of the two Princes, of Soerakarta and
of Djokjakarta. Spends a few days at both the places as the guest of Their
Highnesses ; witnesses the exquisite court-dances and dramatio performances
for which the places are famous and comes into contact with some of the
most prominent intellectuals of the land, both Dutch and Javanese ; gives a

29. The poem was translated into Javanese and greatly appreciated. His poom on
Boro-budur was also translated both in Javanese and in Dutch.

36 .
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lecture on “How India sought to solve the problem of the race-conflict”.
On invitation from Siam ( Thailand ) leaves for Bangkok, arriving on
8 October and is received there ‘‘by a record ocrowd of Siamese, Chinese,
Indians and Europeans.” Is warmly received by the King. Delivers a
lecture on the Ideals of National Education. Returns to Caloutta on
27 October. In December produces on the stage Rituranga ( revised
version of Nataraja ) in Calcutta. Macmillan & Co. publish Fire-flies and
Letters to a Friend.

1928 (age 67 ) Visits Adyar in May where he stays as the guest of
Mrs. Annie Besant ; meets Sri Aurobindo at Pondicherry ; visits Ceylon.
Stops at Bangalore on his way back, whero he finishes his novel Sesher
Kabita ( The Last Poem ).80 Roturns to Santiniketan at the end of June.
Attends in August the Centenary celebrations of the Brahmo Samaj in
Calcutta and reads a paper on ‘‘The Message of Rammohun Roy.” Receives
Lord Irwin, the Viceroy, at Santiniketan on 27 January.

Writes and publishes the poems of Mahua.

1929 (age 68) Tenth Foreign Tour ( February—July 1929 ). At
the invitation of the National Council of Education of Canada, to attend
its Triennial Conference, the Poet sails from Bombay on 1 March, accom-
panied by Apurba Kumar Chanda and Sudhindra Dutt. Stays for two
days in Tokyo and arrives at Vancouver on 6 April. Delivers a lecture
at the Conference on ‘‘The Philosophy of Leisure.”’8! Leaves for the United
States at the invitation of the Harvard, Columbia and several other
Universities. Arrives at Los Angeles and experiences difficulties owing to
the loss of his passport. Resents the treatment accorded to him by the
Emigration Officers and, cancelling all engagements as a protest,82 returns
to Japan. After a round of engagements in Japan, leaves for India, breaking
journey on the way in Indo-China, where he is received with great warmth
by the French Government and the people. Returns to Caloutta on 5 July.

80. For Fnglish translation of the first two chapters, see the Visva-Bharati Quarterly,
Vol. V Part TT, New Series.

81, “Tagoreis a terrific figure,” wroto Clifford Dowling in the Daily Province,
Vancouver, 11 April. “There was nothing of mysticism in his address the other evening and
his dealings were with realily in the realest sense of the word. It is common criticism on
the strect that he talked over nine-tenths of his audionce’s head. So he did, but what of 1t ?
If he had talked so that the nine-tenths of his audience had understood him, the common
criticism would have becn, and justly enough,~that he had nothing to say that was worth
saying, that he had spoken nothing that had not been spoken before,”

82. ‘It was nui a question of personal grievance or of ill-treatment from some
particular officer. I felt the insult was directed towards all Asiatics and I made up my
mind to leave a country where there was no welcome for ourselves.” The Poet fn an
interview to a representative of The Japan Advertiser.
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Recasts his old drama B®%a O Rani as Tapai: which is staged ab the
Joraganko residence in Calocutta, the Poet appearing in the role of King
Bikram. Mr. Takagaki, a well-known exponent of jiu-jitsu comos to
Santiniketan, at the Poet’s invitation, to teach his art to the students.

1930 (age 69) About this time the Poet takes seriously to paint-
ing.88 Visits Baroda in January, at the invitation of the Gaekwar, and
lectures there on ‘‘Man the Artist’.

Eleventh Foreign Tour (March 1930—January 1931). Leaves Calcutta
on 2 March, accompanied by Rathindranath, Pratima Devi and W. Ariam
( his Private Secretary ). Arrives in Marseilles via Colomboon the 26th,
and stays at Cap Martin near Monte Carlo as the guest of M. Kahn; here he
meets Presidont Masaryk of Czechoslovakia. Comes to Paris where on 2 May
an Exhibition of his Paintings is opened at the Galerie Pigalle (the Exhibition
was arranged by Madame Victoria Ocampo, his hostess in Argentina, who
was in Paris then ). The Paintings are highly praised by French art critios.
Arrives in London on 11 May and proceeds to Birmingham where he stays
at the Friends Settlement at Selly Oak. Delivers an address at the George
Cadbury Memorial Hall on ‘‘Civilization and Progress”. On receipt of the
news from India of Gandhiji's arrest, the repression in Bengal, Martial Law
at Sholapur, the Viceregal Ordinances, eto., the Poet is greatly disturbed and,
in an interview with the Manchester Guardian, condemns the repressive and
short-sighted policy of the British Government in India. At Oxford delivers
the Hibbert Lectures34 ( later published by Allen & Unwin as Religion of
Man ). Visits Tlmhirst’s education colony at Dartington Hall, in Devonshire,
and leaves for Germany, arriving in Berlin on 11 July. Meets Einstein.
Attends an Exhibition of his Paintings at Gallery Moller on 16 July ; visits
Dresden, then Munich, where a civiec recoption is accorded to him at the
To'wn Hall. Witnesses the ‘‘Passion Play” at Oberammergau; visits
Denmark, where an Exhibition of his Paintings is opened in
Copenhagen on 9 August. Leaves for the U. 8. 8. R.8 accompanied

88. Bee the two articles on his Drawings in the present Number.
84. Prof. L. P. Jack, introducing the speaker at the first Hibbert Leoture at Manches-
ter College, said ¢

‘“There are some who havo taught us that the space which separates East from West on
the surface of the world had no existence in tho depths of the human spirit. Thero is none
to whom our debt is greater for that lesson, our gratitude more heartfelt, than to the
thinker, poot and philosopher who will speak to you . . . Never has this college been more
honoured in its guest than it is today, and never have we been happier in tho welcome we
offer him,” —Manchester Guardian, 20 May, 1980.

85. In 1926 he had received an invitation from the Soviet Government, but was
takon seriously 111 with influenza at Vienna and thereforo had to postpone the visit. On
this occasion he was invited personally by Lunachursky who came to sce him in Berlin on
behalf of the Soviet Government.
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by Dr. Harry Timbres, the Poet's grand-nephew Soumyendranath Tagore,
Amiya Ohakravarty and Ariam Williams. Arrives in Moscow on
11 September and is accorded a reception on the following day in
VOKS Building, where he is welcomed by Prof. F. N. Petroff, President
of the Society for Cultural Relations with Foreign Countries. On the evening
of the same day a concert is arranged in his honour jointly by the VOKS
and the Moscow Association of Writers at the Club House of the Associa-
tion,36 where he meets Prof. Kogan ( President of the Academy of Arts ),
Prof. Pinkevitch ( Director of the Second Moscow State University), Madame
Litvinov, Ognyed, Vera Inber, Fedor Gladkov ( the author of Cement ),
Eseev and other writers and artists. On 14 September the Poet visits
the first Pioneer Commune ( where a young pioneer girl of fourteen reads
a message of welcome.87 The Poet gives a short reply and answers the
questions put to him by his young audience, and, at their request, sings his
song Jana gana mana. On the 16th he visits the Central Peasants’ House
where he has a talk with the peasants and answers their questions. On the
17th an Exhibition of his Paintings is opened at the State Moscow Museum of
New Western Art.88 Attends the performances of Tolstoy's Resurrection at
the First Moscow Arts Theatre and of Peter the Great at the Second Moscow
Arts Theatre, and of Baiderka ( an Indian love legend ) at the First State
Opera House. Meets students and answers their questions and tells them
about his own school at Santiniketan. Visits the Industrial Labourers’
Commune, the Central Ethnographical State Museums, the Children’s Créche
and Kindergarten of the Dynamo Works, the Museum of Handicrafts, the
Museum of Revolution, and several other Institutions. On the 24th the
Poet delivers his farewell speech at a public meeting arranged in th® Central
House of Trade Unions, in course of which he expresses his admiration for the
Soviet experiments. ‘‘The little that I have seen has convinced me of the
marvellous progress that has been made, the miracle that has been

86. Where Prof. Petroff welcomed him with the words : ‘‘Representatives of Soviet
public life, art and scienco see among them today Rabindranath Tagore, one of the greatest
of living poets and thinkers,”

87. Bee the photograph in the present Number,

88. Prof. Kristy, the Director of the Tretiakov Gallery, in welcoming the Poet said :
“We are sincerely grateful for what we have just scen. When we came here we knew
Rabindranath Tagore merely as a great philosopher and a poet and supposed that for him
art would be merely the hobby of a great man. But the more we acquaint ourselves with
his paintings, the more wo are struck with the creative skill shown in his pictures, We
coneider these works to be & great manifestation of artistio life, and that his methods will
be, like all bigh technioal achievements nssimilated by us from abroad, of the greatest use
to our country.”
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achieved. . . and I dream of the time when it will be possible for that ancient
land of Aryan civilization also to enjoy a great boon of education and equal
opportunities for all the people. I am thankful, truly thankful, to you all
who have helped me in visuslising in a concrete form the dream which I
have been carrying for a long time in my mind, the dream of emancipating
the people’s minds which have been shackled for ages.” At this meeting the
Soviet poet Shingalee recites the Ode to Rabindranath Tagore specially
composed for the ocoasion and the author Galperin recites in Russian three
pieces of Tagore’s poems and the actor Simonov gives selections from the
Post Office.

On September 25 the Poet leaves Moscow, and after resting for three
or four days as the guest of Dr. and Mrs. Mendel at Wannsee in
Berlin, sails for the U. S. A.on 3 October, where in New York on 25 Novem-
ber a great public banquet is given in his honour by 400 leading citizens.
On 1 December the Discussion Guild and the Indian Society of America hold
a reception in his honour at the Carnegie Hall. Is received by President
Hoover in Washington, Ixhibitions of his Paintings are opened at Boston
and New York. Returns to England on 22 December.

1931 ( age 70 ) Leaves for India in January. Writes a new dance-
dramsa, Nabin, which is staged first at Santiniketan, then in Caloutta, at the
Empire Theatre on 14 March. His letters from Russia are collected and
published as Rashiar Chithi. His seventieth birthday is celebrated at
Santiniketan and all over India. On 16 May a large gathering representative
of all sections of the community meets at the Calcutta University Institute
with Mahamahopadhyaya Haraprasad Sastri in the chair, and decides to
celebrate the Poet’s seventieth birthday in a grand and fitting manner.89
The Poet visits Bhopal at the invitation of the Nawab. Sifu-tirthato
is pul.alished. On 30 September the Pandits of the Sanskrit College
in Caleutta bestow on him the title of ‘‘Kavi-Sarvabhouma’”. The Poet
is greatly disturbed and pained at the news of the outrage at the Hijli
Internment Camp where two Bengali political prisoners are shot down
in cold blood by their guards. Condemns the outrage at a monster public

89, A Committee 18 appointed with Sir J. O. Bose as President, J. N. Basu as
General Seoretary, and Shyama Prasad Mookerjee and Amal Home as Joint Seoretaries.
This Committee adopts & scheme of celebration, prepared by Amal Home, and decides to
ocelobrate the event by & festival extending over an entire week during Christmas ( 1981 ),
with a programme including & comprehensive Exhibition illustrating the significant events
and activities of the Poet’s varied life.

40. The English version The Child was aleo published by George Allen & Unwin in
the same year. The English version was written before the Bengali and is perbaps the
only poetical compoeition written by the Poet directly in English,
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meeting held at the Caloutta Maidan.4l Spends the autumn in Darjeeling.
Attends his Birthday celebrations ( Rabindra Jayanti) in Qaloutts in
December. Receives on the 27th at the Town Hall Addresses presented by
several assooiations. The Golden Book of Tagore, bearing the homage of his
friends and admirers all the world over, is presented to him on the
ocoasion. The students of Calcutta also present him with an address at
the Senate Hall of the University., On 28, 29 December Natir Puja is
staged at the Jorasanko house, and on the 30th Sapmochan.

1932 (age 71) The Jayanti celebrations, which were to be continued,
are suddenly cut short on 5 January, owing to the news of the arrest of
Gandhiji ( 4 January ). The Poet is shocked at Gandhiji's arrest so soon
after his return from the Round Table Conforence in London. Issues a
statement on 26 January which, however, is prevented from being fully
published by the Bengal censor. Stays for some time in a riverside-villa at
Khardah, where he writes many poems, among them one on Gandhiji entitled
Prasna ( The Question). An exhibition of his paintings is opened at
Government Art School, Calcutta. Twelfth Foreign Tour (April—June 1932).
At the invitation of His Majesty, Reza Shah Pehlavi, the Poet leaves for
Persia by air on 11 April, accompanied by Pratima Devi, Kedarnath
Chatterjee and Amiya Chakravarty. On orossing the Persian horder,
receives in the plane a wireless message from the Persian Government,
welcoming him. Is received at Bushire on 13 April by the Governor and
entertained at a public banquet. Reaches Shiraz on 16 April where he is
accorded a most enthusiastio welcome in “‘the land of Hafiz and Saadi’” ;
and Ispahan on 22 April where both the Government and Munieipality hold
receptions in his honour. Spends a fortnight in Teheran whete he is over-
whelmed with civic receptions and military salutes, the newspapers hallmg
him as the ‘‘greatest star shining in the Eastern sky”. Has a long interview
with His Majesty Reza Shah Pehlavi on 2 May, to whom the Poet presents
a poem written in his honour. On 7 May both the Government and the
people join to celebrate his birthday with great magnificence. The
Poet is deeply touched at the truly oriental hospitality and grace
with which he had been feted during his stay in Teheran and
pays a moving tribute to his hosts in his farewell speech. On his way back
to India, visits Baghdad where he meets King Feisal of Iraq. Returns to
Qaloutta by air on 8 June. Accepts the offer of the Calcutta University to
deliver the Kamala Lectures ; is presented with an address by the University

41, The meoting was originally to be held in the Town Hall, but owing to the
unpreoedented crowds had to be shifted to the open maidan at the foot of the Ochterloney
Monument.
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at a special Academic Reception on 6 August. Receives the news on 8 August
of the death of his only grandson Nitindranath in Germany. Writes ab
Santiniketan the poems of Parishesh (The End), the prose poems of Punascha
(Postscript) and the drama Kaler Jaira (The March of Time). Is much
perturbed at the news of Gandhiji’s *‘fast unto death’” in Yeravda Jail over
the Communal Award. Sends him a telegram.42 Himself proceeds to Poona
to see Gandhiji, where he is present in Yeravda Jail when Gandhiji breaks
the fast. Receives Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya at Santiniketan on
2 Decomber. Prosides on the 11th at the Seventieth Birthday Celebration
of Sir P. C. Ray at Calcutta and dedicates to him the pamphlet Mahatmajs
& Depressed Humanity.

1933 (age 72) Poure Davoud is sent by the Shah of Persia as a
Visiting Professor to Visva-Bharati. On 18 January the Poet presides at
the inaugural meeting of the Rammohun Roy Centenary in Calcutta. In
March Sapmochan, a dance-drama, is staged again at the Empire
Theatre in Caleutta. In September the performance of two new dramas,
Tasher Desh ( The Kingdom of Cards) and Chandalikat8 are given
in Calcutta, the latter play being read out by the Poet on the stage.
Writes the poems of Bichitrita and dedicates the book to Nandalal
Bose. Visits Bombay with Santiniketan party in November. Mrs. Sarojini
Naidu personally looks after arrangements for his stay and his pregramme
in Bombay. An exhibition of his paintings and of paintings by Santiniketan
artists is opened. The Vice-Chancellor of Bombay University entertains
him at a dinner. Delivers a public lecture at the Regal Theatre on ‘‘The
Challenge of Judgment” ; attends on 29 November a garden party given in
his honour by the Young Men's Parsi Association ; speaks at the Cowasji
Jehangir Hall on 1 December on “The Price of Freedom” ; on the 2nd
attends party given by the Indian Merchants' Chamber. Attends perfor-
mances of Sapmochan and Tasher Desh staged by Santiniketan artistes.
Leaves for Waltair on the 38rd and is the guest of the Andhra University,
where he delivers Sir A. Krishnaswami Aiyer Lectures ( published later as

42, ‘“‘It is worth sacrificing precious life for the sake of India’s unity and her social
integrity. Though we cannot anticipate what effect it may have upon our rulers who may
not understand its immense importance for our people, wo feel oertain that the supreme
appeal of such self-offering to the conscience of our own countrymen will not be in vain.
I fervently hope that wo will not callously allow such national tragedy to reach its extreme
length. Our sorrowing hearts will follow your sublime penance with reverence and love.'”
Rabindranath Tagore.

48, For English translation of both the plays see the Visva-Bharati Quarierly, Vol.
IV, Part IV & Vol, III, Part IV, resp.
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Man) ; spends a day at Vizianagram as the guest of the Dowager Maharani ;
proceeds to Hyderabad Deocan, at the invitation of the State. On the day
of his arrival the Osmania University organises a garden party, where he
delivers his lecture, ‘‘Message to Youth”. Attends on the following day
a State Banquet given in his honour by the Prime Minister. Returns to
Caloutta in December where on the 29th he speaks at the Senate House
on the occasion of the Rammohun Centenary colebrations ; also addresses
the All India Women’s Conference at the Town Hall. Three dramas,
Chandalika, Tasher Desh, Bansari and a novel Malancha are written and
published during the year.

1934 (age 73 ) Receives Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru and his wife
Kamala Devi on 19 January at Santiniketan, holding a public reception in
their honour. In a public statement the Poet deprecates strongly the anti-
Gandhi agitation then on foot in Bengal. Sails for Ceylon, with Santinike-
tan party, on 5 May, roaching Colombo on the 9th. Is entertained on the
following day at the Rotary Club from whero his talk on Visva-Bharati is
broadecast ; on the 11th the Indian Mercantile Chamber of Ceylon present
him with an address ; on the 15th the Corporation holds a civie reception
in his honour. Attends the performance of Sapmochan by the Santiniketan
artistes at the Regal Theatre ; on the 17th gives a recitation of his poems at
the Y. M. C. A. Visits Kandy, Anuradhapur, Jaffna and other places.
While in Ceylon, writes the novel Char Adhyaya ( Four Chapters ).44
Reoturns to Calcutta, on 23 June. Receives at Santiniketan on 31 August
Khan Abhdul Gaffar Khan, who comes there immediately on release from
jail to see his son, a student in the Arts Department. In October the Poet
leaves for Madras, where he is welcomed by the Chief Minister, Raja Saheb
of Bobbili, on behalf of the citizens of Madras. On 22 Ootobeg the
Corporation of Madras present an address at a civic reception ; on the 24th
the Exhibition of his paintings and the paintings of the Santiniketan School
of Art is opened at the Congress House. The Poet attends the performances
of Sapmochan by the Santiniketan artistes. Their Excellencies Sir George
Stanley and Lady Stanley receive the Poet at a garden party at the Govern-
ment House. Visits Waltair on 2 November as the guest of the Maharani
of Vizianagram, and addresses the students of the Andhra University on
the 5th. Leaves for Caloutta on the following day. On 29 November
the Poet, accompanied by his Private Secretary, Anil Kumar Chanda,
leaves for Benares to open the new building of the Rajghat Montessori
School.

44. The novel draws its theme from the revolutionary terrorist movement in
Bengal. An English translation appeared in Adsia.
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1935 (age 74) Receives Sir John Anderson, Governor of Bengal,
at Santiniketan on 6 ﬁebru&ry. Leaves on the same afternoon for Benares,
where he delivers the Convocation Address at the Hindu University on the
8th. Receives a D. Litt ( Honoris Causa ) of the University. Leaves for
Allahabad by oar on the following day and addresses the students at the
Senate Hall of the University on the 12th ; leaves for Lahore on the 13th
and addresses the Punjab Students’' Conference on the 15th : gives a recita-
tion of his poems at the Y. M. C. A. on the following day ; meets leaders of
the Sikh community who call on him, and visits the Gurdwara ; arrives in
Lucknow on the 28th, and addresses the students at the University on
1 and 2 March. Returns to Santiniketan on 4 March. His 75th birthday
is celebrated at Santiniketan. On 12 May the Bangiya Sahitya Parisad hold
a reception in his honour. Spends the summer at Chandernagore, mostly in
a house boat. Returns to Santiniketan on 4 July. His nephew Dinendra-
nath dies in Calcutta on 21 July. In October Saradotsad is staged at
Santiniketan, with the Poet in the role of the Sannyasi. In November the
Japanese poet Yone Noguochi visits Santiniketan and is welcomed by the Poet
at a publio reception. In December Raja ( Arupratan version ) is staged in
Caloutta, with the Poet in the role of Thakurdada. Writes and publishes
Bithika, a book of poems. On 27 December sends a message of felicitations
to the President, Indian National Congress, on the occasion of the Golden
Jubilee of the Congress.

1936 (age 75 ) Leaves for Calcutta on 7 February where during
the ‘‘Bducation Week” he delivers at the Senate Hall a leoture in Bengali on
Eduocation ; returns to Santiniketan on the 14th and is busy preparing a
new version of Chi{r@ngada as a dance-drama, which is produced in Calcutta
at the New Empire Theatre in March, the Poet being present on the stage.
Leates for Patna on 15 March,and is received at Patna station next morning
by large crowds headed by Babu Rajendra Prasad. On the 17th an address
of weloome and & purse are presented to him by the citizens of Patna.
Visits Allahabad, Lahore and Delhi. In Delhi Gandhiji and Kasturi Bai
oome to see him on the evening of 26 March. Gandhiji is much perturbed
that the Poet should have to undertake arduous tours to collect funds for
Visva-Bharati, and at his instance the Poet is presented with a cheque for
Rs. 60,000/- by an anonymous donor. The Delhi Municipality votes a
oivic address to the Poet which is, however, vetoed by the Government. The
oitizens of Delhi hold a public reception in his honour at the Queen’s
Gardens, where an address is presented to him. Princess Niloufar of
Hyderabad ( Deccan ) entertains him at a luncheon party at the Hyderabad
House on the 29th. Motors to Meerut where the Municipality and the

37
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Distriot Board present him with addresses ; returns to Delhi the same
evening and gives a recitation of his poems on the radio ; returns to
Santiniketan on 2 April. Visits Calcutta to preside over a mass meeting
held in the Town Hall on 15 July to protest against the Communal
Award. On 29 July the Dacoa University confers on him in absence a
D. Litt. ( Homoris Causa). On & September he sends a message to
the World Peace Congress at Brussells, in course of which he warns the
delegates : ‘“We cannot have peace until we deserve it by paying its full
price—which is, that the strong must cease to be greedy and the weak must
learn to be bold.” Gives a discourse at the special service held in the
Mandir on the ocoasion of Gandhiji's birthday on 2 Oectober. Dramatises
the poem Parisodh and sets it to musie. The dance-drama is produced in
Caloutta at the Asutosh Hall on 10 & 11 Ootober, the Poet being present on
the stage. On the 11th he also attends the sixtieth birthday celebrations of
the novelist Sarat Chandra Chatterjee and reads an address of welcome to
him. On the 12th he attends a sitting of the Bengal Women Workers’
Conference at the Albert Hall and delivers a long extempore speech. Returns
to Santiniketan on 13 Ootober.

1937 (age 76) On 17 February delivers the Convoeation Address
of the Calcutta University, he being the first non-official to do so and it
being the first time that the Convocation Address is delivered in Bengali.
On 21 February he goes to Chandernagore by boat and addresses the
Bengal Literary Conference. On 8 March presides at a sitting of the
“Parliament of Religiéns” in Caloutta.45 Is present at the opening of the
Cheena-Bhavana (Chinese Hall) for the promotion of Sino-Indian Studies, at
Santiniketan and reads an address on “‘China and India”. «Spends the
summer at Almora where he is engaged in writing Visva-Parichaya, an
introduction to science for Bengali readers. On return from Almora in July,
spends a few days in a boat on his Estates at Patisar ( Rajshahi ). The
Bharati-tirtha of Andhra confers on him in absence the title of Kavi-Samrat,
at a special Convocation held on 24 July. The Poet is busy composing new
gongs for the Barsamangal Festival whioh is staged in Caloutta on 4
and 6 September. Returns to Santiniketan, and prepares to leave for
Gwalior where he had been invited by the Maharaja when he
is suddenly taken seriously ill on 10 September. After some
days of grave anxiety the Poet slowly recovers under the ocare
and treatment of Dr. Sir Nilratan Sircar, aided by several other
dootors from Celeutta. Is brought to Caleutta on 12 October for
further medical treatment ; Gandhiji, Jawaharlal and other Congress

45. Por address delivered on the oocasion see the Visva-Bharati Quarterly, Vol. III
Part 1. ,
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leaders, who had come to Caloutta to attend a session of the A.I.C.C., call
on him. Returns to Santiniketan on 4 November. The A.I.C.C. passes a
resolution of thanksgiving on his recovery. Sends a message to the New
Education Fellowship Conference in Caleutta in December. Writes a number
of poems during convalescence which are later published as Prantik.

1938 (age 77) Receives Lord Lothian at Santiniketan in January ; and
in February Lord Brabourne and Lady Brabourne. On 1 March the Osmania
University confers & D. Litt. ( Honoris Causa ) on the Poet in absence. Is
busy setting the drama Chandalika to music ; the dance-drames is staged in
Calcutta at the Chhaya Theatre on 18, 19 & 20 Maroh, the Poet attending
the last performance. Meets Gandhiji in Calcutta on the 22nd. Spends the
summer at Kalimpong and Mungpu, returning to Santiniketan on 5 July.
Writes a popular treatise on Bengali language, Bangla Bhasa Parichay, the
poems of Senjuti and a humorous drama, Muktir Updy ( The Way to
Salvation ). Addresses the inmates of the Asrama on Gandhiji's Seventieth
Birthday.46 On 9 December Lord Zetland opens an Exhibition of his
paintings at the Calmann GQGallery, London. The Marchioness of
Linlithgow . and her daughter the Lady Anne Hope visit the Poet at
Santiniketan on 19 December.

1939 (age 78) On 21 January Subhas Chandra Bose, then President
of the Indian National Congress, visits Santiniketan and is accorded a public
reception by the Poet. On 81 January Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru arrives in
Santiniketan to perform the opening ceremony of the newly constructed
Hindi-Bhavana. On 7 February the Poet leaves for Caloutta where he
formally inaugurates the Visva-Bharati Sammilani, as a literary and cultural
club in Calcutta ; while there, he attends the performances of Shyama and
Ch.andalika ; returns to Santiniketan on 13 February. At the invitation of
the Congress Government of Orissa the Poet visits Puri at the end of April ;
his birthday is observed with great solemnity, the Premier of Orissa holding
a publio reception in his honour on 9 May. The Poet spends the summer at
Mungpu and Kalimpong returning to Santinizetan on 19 June. On 19
August, at the invitation of Subhas Bose, he lays the foundation stone of the
“Mahajati Sadan” in Caloutta ; on the following evening Pandit Jawaharlal
Nehru, on his way to China, meets him at Jorasanko house. Spends the
autumn at Mungpu, returning to Santiniketan on 11 November. Visits
Midnapore on 15 December and performs the opening ceremony of the
Vidyasagar Memorial Hall.

1940 ( age 79 ) Gandhiji and Kasturibai visit Santiniketan on 17

48, “'To this great soul in & beggar’s garb,” sald the Poet, ‘it is our united privilege
to offer felicitations on his birthday".
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February. On the 18th the Poet holds a formal reception in the Mango Grove
to welcome Gandhiji.4?7 On 21 February the Poet opens the Annual Indus-
trial Exhibition at Suri ; in March he visits Bankura to perform the opening
ceremony of the Bankura Exhibition and to lay the foundation stone of a
Maternity and Child Welfare Centre. On 5§ April C. F. Andrews passes
away ab the Riordan Nursing Home in Calcutta.48 The Poet leaves for
Mungpu on 20 April, returning to Santiniketan on 20 June. On 7 August
the Oxford University holds & special Convocation at Santiniketan to confer
on him & D. Litt ( Honoris Causa ), Sir Maurice Gwyer and Sir Sarvapalli
Radhakrishnan being specially deputed by the University to perform the
ceremony. On 19 September the Poet leaves for Kalimpong, where he is
suddenly taken seriously ill on the 27th. He is brought down to Caleutta,
where for several days his condition causes anxiety. In December he
returns to Santiniketan, to convalesce. On 9 December he receives H. E. Tai
Chi-Tao, President of the Examination Yuan of the Chinese National Govern-
ment. Though confined to bed the Poet’s literary activity continues
unabated ; the books published during the year being : Naba-jatak ( a book
of poems ), Sanai (a book of poems ), Chhele-bela ( an autobiographical
sketch of his boyhood days ), T%n Sangs ( three long short-stories ), Rog-
sajjay and Arogya ( both books of poems composed during convalescence ).

1941 (age 80) On 14 April Santiniketan celebrates the Poet's
eightieth birthday. The Poet gives his message in an address, Sabhkyatar
Sankat ( The Crisis in Civilization ), which is read on the occasion. The
address is widely published and commented on in the Indian press. On
8 May his birthday is celebrated all over India. The Maharaja of Tripura
confers on him the title of *Bharat Bhaskar” ( The Sun of India J. Two new
books during the year are published on his birthday, Janma-dine ( poems )
and Galpa-salpa ( short stories ), as well as the English translation of
Chhele-bela ( My Boyhood Days). The Poet is still convalescing and is
practically confined to bed, though he continues to be active mentally and
maintains his literary activity. He is no longer able to hold the pen with
ease and has therefore to diotate. On 7. AUGUST,Thursdav noon,
the GREAT PORT PASSES AWAY,'

47, "*Homage to the great,” said the Poet, ‘'naturally seeks its manifestation in the
language of simplicity and we offer you these fow words to let you know that we accept
you as our own, as one belonging to all humanity. . .”" Gandhiji in course of his reply
said, "Even though I call this visit & pilgrimage, allow me to say that I am no stranger
here. I feel as if I had come to my home . . .. I have received Gurudev’s blessings and my
hoart is full to the brim with joy., I shall speak no further, because where the relation is
one of love, words are of no use,”

48. *‘In no one mun have I geen such trinm?h of Ohristianity,” said the Poet at the
memorial service held in the Mandir on 5 April ; ‘“His saorifice, the complete surrender of
gelf, will ever remain treasured in our hearts "



RABINDRANATH TAGORE!
By Ezra Pound

THE appearance of “The Poems of Rabindranath Tagore” is, to
my mind, very important. I am by no means sure that I can
convince the reader of this importance. For proof I must refer
him to the text. He must read it quietly. He would do well to
read it aloud, for this apparently simple English translation has
been made by a great musician, by a great artist who is familiar
with a2 music subtler than our own.

It is a little over a month since I went to Mr. Yeats’ rooms
and found him much excited over the advent of a great poet,
someone “greater than any of us.”

It is hard to tell where to begin.

Bengal is a nation of fifty million people. Supetficially it
would seem to be beset with phonographs and railways.
Beneath this there would seem to subsist a culture not wholly
unlike that of twelfth-century Provence.

Mr. Tagore is their great poet and their great musician as
well. He has made them their national song, their Marseillaise,
if an Oriental nation can be said to have an equivalent to such
an anthem. I have heard his “Golden Bengal,” with its music,
and+it is wholly Eastern, yet it has a curious power, a power to
move the crowd. It is “minor” and subjective, yet it has all the
properties of action.

I name this only in passing, to show that he has sung of
all the three things which Dante thought “fitting to be sung of,
in the noblest possible manner,” to wit, love, war and holiness.

The next resemblance to mediaeval conditions is that
“Mr. Tagore” teaches his songs and music to his jongleurs, who
sing them throughout Bengal. He can boast with the best of the

. 1 We are glad to reproduce this article which originally appeared in the Fort-
WMIyEwad of march 1918. We are thankful to Mr. Amal %ome for lending us a
oopy.~—Zd.
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troubadours, “I made it, the words and the notes.” Also, he
sings them himself, I know, for I have heard him.

The *““forms” of this poetty as they stand in the original
Bengali are somewhere between the forms of Provencal canzoni
and the rondels and “odes” of the Pleiade. The rhyme
arrangements are different, and they have rhymes in four syllables,
something, that is, beyond the “leonine.”

Their metres are more comparable to the latest develop-
ment of vers Jibre than to anything else Western.

The language itself is a daughter of Sanscrit. It sounds
more like good Greek than any language I know of.

It is an inflected language, and therefore easy to rhyme in.
You may couple words together as you do in Greek or German.
Mts. Tagore tells me that there is scarcely a poem where you do
not make some such word combination.

I write this to show that it is an ideal language for poets ;
it is fluid, and the order is flexible, and all this makes for preci-
sion. Thus, you may invert in an inflected language, for this
will not cause any confusion as to your meaning.

It makes for precision, since you can have a specific word
for everything. For example, one of Mr. Tagore’s friends was
singing to me and translating informally, and he came to a word
which a careless lexicographer might have translated simply
«gcarf,”1 but no ! It seems they wear a certain kind of scarf in a
certain manner, and there is a special name for the little tip that
hangs back over the shoulder and catches in the wind. This is the
wortd that was used.

The hundred poems in the present volume are all songs to
sing. The tunes and the words are knit together, are made
together, and Oriental music would seem to fit this purpose
better than our own.

Firstly, because it is unencumbeted with a harmony.

Secondly, from the nature of the ragini, which are some-
thing in the nature of the Greek modes.

1, |%# ig obviously meant This and the subsequent footnotes are ours—Ed, V. B, @.
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And in these ragini there is a magic of association. For
certain of these scales are used only for song in the evening, or
for song in the rainy season, or at sunrise, so that a Bengali
hearing any opening bar knows at once the place and atmosphere
of the poem.

For myself I should be apt to find a curious aptness in the
correspondence of the ragz with its own service. At least it
lends a curious ritualistic strength to the art. And no separate
poem ot song can seem a scrap or a disconnected performance,
but must seem a part of the whole order of song and of life. It
takes 2 man more quickly from the sense of himself, and brings
him into the emotion of “the flowing,” of harmonic nature, of
ordetly calm and sequence.

“I do not know whether there is anything more in it. To
us it means a great deal, perhaps it is only association.” I quote
here the author himself. The evcning before he had asked me :
“What is it you find in these poems ( translated ) ? I did not
know that they would interest a European.”

And stripped of all the formal beauty of the original, of
the tune, and of the thythm, and of the subtle blendings of their
thyme, it is small wonder that Mr. Tagore should be curious as
to the effect of what remains in the prose of an alien speech.

I must, from his point of view, have wasted a certain
amount of time in my answers, for I began to discuss his art and
his manner of presentation, rather than his spirit and context.

The precision of his language remains.

The movement of his prose may escape you if you read it
only from print, but read it aloud, a little tentatively, and the
delicacy of its rhythm is at once apparent.

I think this good fortune is unconscious. I do not think
it is an accident. It is the sort of prose rhythm a man would use
after years of word arranging. He would shun kakophony almost
unwittingly.

The next easiest things to note are the occasional brilliant
phrases, now like some pure ‘Hellenic, in “Motning with the
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golden basket in her right hand,” now like the last sophistication
of De Gourmont or Baudelaire.

But beneath and about it all is this spirit of cutious quiet.
We have found our new Greece, suddenly. As the sense of
balance came back upon Eutrope in the days before the Renais-
sance, so it seems to me does this sense of a saner stillness come
now to us in the midst of our clangour of mechanisms.

The “mens sana in corpote sano,” the ethic of the Odyssey,
came then upon the tortured habits of mediaeval thought, and
with no greater power for refreshment.

I am not saying this hastily, nor in an emotional flurry,
not from a love of brandishing statement. I have had a month
to think it over.

Hearing his first Greek professor, hearing for the first time
the curious music of Theocritus, coming for the first time upon
that classic composure which Dante had a little suggested in his
description of limbo, Boccaccio must have felt, I think, little
differently from what we have felt here, we few who have been
privileged to receive the work of Mr. Tagore before the public
had heard it.

“This is my delight, to wait and watoh at the wayside, where
shadow chases light and the rain comes in the wake of the summer."”

“No more noisy, loud words from me. ... Henceforth I deal in
whispers. . . . Full many an hour have I spent in the strife of the
good and the evil, but now it is the pleasure of my playmate of the
empty days to draw my heart on to him, and I know not why is this
sudden oall to what useless inconsequence !"

“In this play-house of infinite forms I have had my play and here
have I caught sight of him that is formless.”

““And because I love this life, I know I shall love death as well.”

If quotation is an unsatisfactory method still these five
passages from as many poems might show a little the tone, and
might certainly indicate the underlying unity of this whole seties
of spiritual lyrics.
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It is not now the time to speak of Mr. Tagore’s other work
which still awaits translation. To find fitting comparison
for the content of volume before us I am compelled to one sole
book of my acquaintance, the Paradiso of Dante.

Ecoo qui orecera li nostri amori.

Dante hears “more than a thousand spirits” singing it as he
comes into the fourth heaven. Yet the voice of the Brahma
Samaj is different, the mysticism is calm rather than fervid.
Such phrases as—

Poi che furono giocondi della faccia di Dio

would seem likely to break the stillness of this Oriental thought.

Perhaps the vision of the celestial bees “in-flowering them-
selves in the rose,” is neatest the key of Tagore.

There is in him the stillness of nature. The poems do not
seem to have been produced by storm or by ignition, but seem to
show the normal habit of his mind. He is at one with nature,
and finds no contradictions. And this is in sharp contrast with
the Western mode, whete man must be shown attempting to
master nature if we are to have “great drama.” It is in contrast
to the Hellenic representation of man the sport of the gods,
and both in the grip of destiny.

« Oddly enough, I wrote some six months ago this passage,
anent the introduction of humanism at the time of the Renais-
sance :

“Man is concerned with man anl forgets the whole and the
flowing. And we have in sequence, first the age of drama, and then
the age of prose.”

And this sort of humanism, having pretty well run its
coufse, it seems to me we have the balance and corrective presen-
ted to us in this writing from Bengal.

I cannot prove it. Every true criticism of an important
work of art must be a personal confession rather than a demons-
tration.

38
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“In the deep shadows of the rainy July, with secret steps, thou
walkest, silent as night, eluding all watchers.

“To-day the morning has closed its eyes, heedless of the insistent
calls of the loud east wind, and a thick veil has been drawn over the
ever-wakeful blue sky.

“The woodlands have hushed their songs and doors are all shut at
every house. Thou art the solitary wayfarer in this deserted street.
Oh my only friend, my best beloved, the gates are open in my house—
do not pass by like a dream.”

This is one lyric of the hundred as you may have it in
English ; remember also what is gone, the form, delicate as a
rondel, the music tenuous, testive. Remember the feet of the
scansion, the first note struck with an accent and three or four
trailing after it, in a measure mote than trochaic.

As fast as I select one poem for quotation, I am convinced,
in reading the next one, that I have chosen wrongly, and that
this next one would have more helped to convince you.

Perhaps simple confession is the best criticism after all.
I do not want to confuse Mr. Tagore’s personality with his work,
and yet the relation between the two is so close that perhaps I
may not offend' by two statements, which I shall not attempt
to explain.

When I leave Mr. Tagore I feel exactly as i I wete a
barbatian clothed in skins, and carrying a stone wat-club, the
kind, that is, whete the stone is bound into a crotched stick vith
thongs.

Perhaps you will get some hint of the cutious quality of
happiness which pervades his poems from the following
incident.

Mr. Tagote was seated on a sofa, and just beginning
to read to me in Bengali, when our hostess’s little girl of
three ran into the room, laughing and making a most infernal

‘clatter. Immediately the poet burst into laughter exactly like
the child’s.

It was startling and it was for 2 moment uncanny. I don’t
attempt to.explain it.
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Was he in some sudden and intimate connection with
the child’s gaiety, or was it merely some Oriental form of
supet-courtesy to prevent our hosts from guessing that he
noticed an interruption? Was it a simple acknowledgment
that the child’s mirth was quite as important in the general
scheme of things as was our discussion of international
aesthetics ?

“Thus it is that thy joy in me is so full.”

If we take these poems as an expression of Bhuddistic
( sic ) thought, it is quite certain that they will change the pre-
vailing conception of Bhuddism among us. For we usually
consider it a sort of ultimate negation, while these poems
are full of light, they are full of positive statement. They
are far closer in temperament to what we are usually led to
call Taoism.

Mr. Tagore has said that our greatest mistake in
regard to Oriental religious thought is that we regard it
as static, while it is, in reality, constantly changing and
developing.

Briefly, I find in these poems a sort of ultimate
common sense, a reminder of one thing and of forty
things of which we are over likely to lose sight in the
confusion of our Western life, in the racket of our cities,
in the jabber of manufactured literature, in the vortex of
advertisement.

There is the same sort of common sense in the first
part of the New Testament, the same happiness in some of
the psalms, but these are so apt to be spoiled for us by
association ; thete are so many fools engaged in mispreach-
ing them, that it is pleasant to find their poetic quality
in some wotk which does not bring into the spectrum of
our thought John Calvin, the Bishop of London, and the
loathly images of cant.

If these poems have a flaw—I do not admit that
they have—but if they have a quality that will put them
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at a disadvantage with the “general reader,” it is that they
are too pious.

Yet I have nothing but pity for the reader who is unable
to see that their piety is the poetic piety of Dante, and that it
is very beautiful.

It is he who weaves the web of this maya in evanescent hues

of gold and silver, blue and green, and lets peep out through its folds
his feet, at whose touch I forget myself.”

“On the day when the lotus bloomed, alas, my mind was straying
and I knew it not. My basket was empty and the fAower remaind
unheeded.”

“Now is the time to sit quiet face to face with thee and to sing
dedication of life in this silent and overflowing leisure.”
Or, again, as he contemplates his departure from
this life, in the sequence of the poems 39 to 41 (i ),! we find
the same serenity :

Wish me good luck, my friends.... We were neighbours for
long, but I received more than I could give.

I do not think I have ever undertaken so difficult a
problem of criticism, for one can praise most poetry in a
series of antitheses. In the work of Mr. Tagore the source
of the charm is in the subtle underflow. It is nothing else
than his “sense of life.” The sort of profound Apperception
of it which leads Rodin to proclaim that “Energy is Beauty.”
It is the sort of apperception of it that we find in Swinburne’s
ballad beginning :—

“I found in dreams a place of wind and flowers,”

where he says in allegory :

“Now assuredly I see my lady is perfect, and transfigureth all sin

and sorrow and death, making them fair as her own eyelids be.”
We have forgotton Swinburne’s eatly wotk over much.
~ The whole force and drive of his message is concentrated in
two early poems, “The Triumph of Time” and in his “Ballad of

1 In Macmillan’s Gitanjali ( 1919 ) the reference should be : poems 90-~99.—2d.
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Life,” which I have quoted. And I think many people have done

his memory wrong in remembering his lesser work in place of

his greater, in forgetting such strophes as that one where he says :
“Clear are these things ; the grass and the sand.”

This seems a digression, but I am hard put to it to find
comparisons for this new work before me. And, besides, it is not
a bad place for saying that there is more in Swinburne’s work
than luxury and decoration. Nothing could be more uttetly
different than the general atmosphere of Swinburne and the
general atmosphere of Tagore, who can say with perfect truth.

““My song has put off all her adornments. She has no pride of
dress and decoration.”

But upon this point, also, he is sound ; he understands
that a very strict form rigorously applied makes it possible for
one to use the very plainest language. This is the greatest value
of such complicated form, which is, on the other hand, a very
dangerous trap for such authors as use it to hide their own
vacuity. . . .

Perhaps the reader is by now sufficiently interested in
our author to endure a short and purely technical discussion.
If not he may well skip the next few paragraphs.

If you have not heard any of the Bengali singers in Lon-
don, you must imagine the following measure sung in “high-
piping Pehlevi,” or, rather, not in Pehlevi, for the Bengali is, as
we have said, related to Sanscrit about as Italian is to Latin. And
Mr. Tagore was rather distressed when I mentioned Omyr’s calm
in connection with his own, although he brightened at the name
of Whitman and seemed interested in my quotation from Dante.
He would have, I think, little use for “Atrt for Art’s sake.”

His second song,! then, is rhymed as follows :

a 8 (b+b), =, a,

1 Obviously the reference is to the original Bengali song in Gitimalya :
cFtotEn ool T T
AT ¥ ¥R ¥H .
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for the first strophe and in the second.
e, o (d+d), &, a

The signs (b+b)and (d+d) indicate that the third and
eighth lines have an inner rhyme. The rhymes are (2 ) kané
kané, which is more than leonine and rhymes with gané gané, &c.

( b)) is eché, ( c ) more than leonine, suria, and (d ) is éze.

This form is, as you see, bound in cunningly as a rondel,
and the rhyme-chords are beautifully modulated.

This is the song beginning,

“No more noisy, loud words for me. Henceforth I deal in
whispers ; the speech of my heart will be carried on in murmurings of
a song.”
Kané fkané is literally not “murmurings of a song,” it is a
colloquial use meaning “from ear to ear.” It is Bengali for
“whisper,” but it is much more pictorial.

The third song! is even more interesting in its construction,
and is comparable to the first “pes” of the strophe in some very
elaborate Tuscan canzoni. It is rhymed and measured as
follows. We have no equivalent in Greek or English for these
feet of five syllables and the reader had better consider them
purely as musical bats.

1, 2, 8, 4, 6—1, 2, 3, 4, 6—1
rhyme in cho

1. 2' 3. 4, 5 - 1, 2 ]
rhyme in tabo

1, 2, 8, 4 6—1, 2, 3, 4, 5—1
rhyme in cho

1, 2, 38, 4 6—1, 2 -

rhyme in tabo
This is followed by three lines of

1, 2, 8 4, 6—1, 2 38, 4, 6—1, 2

rhyming in fee 78
( sio tee ré and phirs ).

1 Original Bei.gali song in Gitimalys :—
wiHien gt W ¥
axfa Amex. ...
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The third division is the same shape as the first, and rhymes

she, kani, she, bani.
The fourth division is three lines like those in the second
division, and rhymes,
bhari, bari, dari.

This mette is, as I have said, not quantitative as the Greek
or Sanscrit measures, but the length of the syllables is considered,
and the musical time of the bars is even. The measures are
more interesting than any now being used in Europe except
those of certain of the most advanced French writers, as, for
instance, the arrangements of sound in Remy de Gourmont’s
“Fleurs de Jadis” or his “Litanies de la Rose.”

In fact, this older language has already found that sort
of metric which we awhile back predicted or hoped for in
English, where all the sorts of recurrence shall be weighed and
balanced and co-ordinated. I do not mean to say that the
ultimate- English metre will be in the least like the Bengali, but
it will be equally fluid and equally able to rely on wvarious
properties. We will not rthyme in four syllables; we may
scarcely rhyme at all ; but there will be new melodies and new
modulations. '

It is interesting for the few who are mad enough to seek
fundamental laws in word music to find here a correspondence
with Western result, for Sappho could discover nothing better
than three lines of eleven syllables relieved by one of five, and
Dante, after careful analysis, could recommend nothing more-
highly than certain lines of eleven syllablcs relieved by some of
seven. Here in the Bengali the use of eleven or twelve is
optional in the song last analysed.

For purely selfish reasons I want this book Gitanjali to be
well received. Mr. Tagore’s wotk does not consist wholly of
such songs as these. There are plays and love lyrics still
hidden in the original. The task on which he has already set
forth is the translation of his children’s songs, and I am anxious
to see them. :
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“Thou hast made me known to friends whom I knew not. Thou
hast given me seats in houses not my own. Thou hast brought the
distant negr and made a brother of the stranger.”

Says Mt. Tagote ( poem 6 ),! and he might have said it
most truly of his own writings, and, indeed, of all great art, for
it is only by the arts that strange peoples can come together in
any friendly intimacy. By such expression they learn a mutual
tespect, and there is more marrow in such expression than in
much propaganda for economic peace.

Rabindranath Tagore has done well for his nation in these
poems. He has well served her Foreign Office.

He has given us a beauty that is distinctly Oriental, and
yet it is almost severe, it is free from that lusciousness, that
overprofusion which, in so much South-Oriental work, repels us.
His work is, above all things, quiet. It is sunny, Apricus, “fed
with sun,” “delighting in sunlight.”

One has in reading it a sense of even air, where many
Orientals only make us awate of abundant vegetation. I will
quote only one more poem, and bid you then go to the book.

I have come to the river,” she said, 'to float my lamp on the
stream when the daylight wanes in the west.” I stood alone among
tall grasses and watched the timid flame of her lamp uselessly drifting
in the tide.” *

1 Masemillans Gitanjali ( 1919 ), poem 68—X4.
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AN INDIAN MYSTIC!
By Evelyn Underhill

“GrranjaLr ( Song Offerings ).”” By Rabindranath Tagore.

A collection of Prose Translations made by the Author
from the Original Bengali. With an Introduction by W. B. Yeats.
( India Society, 10s. 6d net. )

THE poetry of mysticism—the poetty which is inspired by, and
seeks to express, the soul’s direct vision of reality—is, or should
be, the crown of literature, since it claims to fulfil the secret
purpose of all art. It is seldom met in its perfection ; for it
demands in its creator a rare balance of qualities—a disciplined
craftsmanship, an untamed ardour, a featless and vivid intuition of
truth. The mystic poet, in fact, if he would fulfil his high office
as revealer of reality, must be at once—and in a supreme degree
—an attist, a lover, and a seer.

Genius of this type will always be rare ; but its importance
for the spiritual progress of humanity cannot easily be exaggera-
ted. ‘The mystical poets, like the prophets of old, are the “eyes
of the race.” The theme of their lyrics and odes is not, as some
have imagined, a thing strange and remote from us ; but, on the
contrary, something so near—so closely interwoven with e
stuff of our spirits—that we cannot stand away from it, and see
it as it is, without their help. Because they see all things lit up
by the Uncreated Light, and perpetually discover in the multi-
plicity of creation the infinite simplicity of God, they give to us
our most sublime and disinterested vision of the wortld and of
life. ‘That vision is not the fluid and indefinite creation of
metaphysical sentimentality ; it is actual, practical and poignantly

1. We are glad to reproduce for the interest of our readers this review of the first
edition of Gitanjali by Evelyn Underhill, the well-known authority on religious mysticism.
This review originally appeared in The Nation ( London ) of 16 November 1913. We are
thankful to Mr. Amal Home for lending us a copy. Hd, V. B. Q.
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alive. ‘The width of its sweep is balanced by the ditect intimacy
of its appeal to the individual soul. It is transfused by that
passionate love which is the expression of spirit’s instinct for its
source and home.

This is the vision, these the qualitics which wc look for in
mystical poetry of the highest class. We find them alike in the
writings of the East and the West ; in the Sufi Jelaluddin Rumi,
in the Franciscan Jacopone da Todi, in the austere, yet passionate
Carmelite St. John of the Cross. All these, whatever their formal
creed, speak, as Saint Mattin said, “the same language, for they
come from the same country”—the country which Augustine
called “no mete vision, but a home”. To their small company
another name must now be added—that of the Bengali poet,
Rabindranath Tagore. Only the classics of mystical literature
provide a standard by which this handful of “Song Offerings”
can be appraised or understood. These hundred-and-three lyrics,
hete translated by the author into rhythmical prose of singular
beauty, pre-suppose as their origin that same personal and first-
hand expetience of the spiritual order—so changeless and so
various, so ineffable and so homely—which is reported to us by
the great mystics of every period. Here we find again that total
independence of time, that almost complete independence of place,
which characterise those same mystics at the height of their deve-

“lupment ; that same crystalline vision of the “Beauty so old and
so new,” that same exalted passion for reality. Many a phrase is
here which might have been written by the Christian contempla-
tives—by St. Augustine or by Eckhart, by Mechthild of Magde-
burg, or Julian of Norwich—and nothing, perhaps, which these
contemplatives would have failed to understand. Hence, for those
interested in the spiritual history of man, the continuance in our
own day of that living tradition of intercoutse with reality which
we owe to the mystical saints, the appgarance of these poems is
an event of great importance. From the point of view of pure
literature, their high quality can hardly be contested ; yet it is
not mere literary excellence which their author has sought, nor



AN INDIAN MYSTIC 307

is it here that their deepest interest lies. They are offerings, from
finite to infinite—oblations, as their creator holds that all art
should be, laid upon the altar of the world.

“From the words of the poet men take what meanings please
them, yet their last meaning points to thee.”

Rabindranath Tagore has long been famous in India as a
poet of the first rank ; celebrated, not only for his mystical songs,
but for the beauty of his dramas, love poems, and patriotic
hymns. Mr. Yeats quotes a distinguished Bengali doctor as
saying :—

“We have other poets, but none that are his equal ; we call this
the epoch of Rabindranath. No poet seems to me as famous in Europe
a8 he is among us. He is as great in music as in poetry, and his
songs are sung from the west of India into Burmah, wherever Bengali
is spoken . ... He is the first among our saints who has not refused
to live, but has spoken out of Life itself, and that is why we give
him our love.”

In these words, “he has spoken out of Life itself”, we
seem to have the clue to that which is most distinctive in Mr.
Tagote’s poetry. Coming out of the midst of life, it accepts life
in its wholeness as a revelation of the Divine mind. This is not
the «“Via Negativa” of the Neo-platonists but a positive mysticism,
which presses forward to a “more abundant life”. The idea ol -
God which informs it, is far from that concept of a static and
transcendent Absolute which we have been taught to regard as
the centre of Hindu mysticism. The Deity to whom these
songs are offered is at once the striving spirit of Creation, and
that Creation’s etetnal source and end; both infinite and
intimate, “dark with excess of light,” and yet the friend and
lover of each soul.

“Thou art the sky, and thou art the nest as well.”

Since He is in one of His aspects the energetic Spirit of life,
active in His own Creation, inhabiting the flux, this God may
best be found and worshipped, not in the temple “with
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doors all shut”, but within the rich and various wotld of
things :—

*“He is there where the tiller is tilling the hard ground and where
the path-maker is breaking stones. He is with them in sun and in
shower, and his garment is covered with dust. Put off thy holy
mantle and even like him come down on the dusty soil !

“Deliverance ? Where is this deliverance to be found ? Our
master himself has joyfully taken upon him the bonds of creation ; he
is bound with us all for ever.”

The flux of life, the living, changeful, onward-ptessing
universe of modern vitalistic thought, is the stuff from which
this seer has woven his vision of truth.

“All things rush on, they stop not, they look not behind, no
power oan hold them back, they rush on.”

Yet he sees God in this storm of Becoming, controlling
each manifestation of life from greatest to least, pressing all
things on and up towards Perfection :—

‘““Hidden in the heart of things thou art nourishing seeds into
sprouts, buds into blossoms, and ripening flowers into fruitfulness.”

God, then, is conceived by this mystic as pre-eminently
the Creator of life and of beauty ; He is the D1v1ne Minstrel,
and all creation is His song. Like Richard Rolle, the English
"hermit, who called the last state of the transﬁgured soul the
«state of heavenly song”, he is driven again and again to
musical imagery in the attempt to express his vision of the
universe :—

“I know not how thou singest, my Master : I ever listen in silent
smazement.

“The light of thy musio illumines the world. The life breath of
thy music runs from sky to sky. The holy stream of thy musio
breaks through all stony obstacles and rushes on.”

Music has seemed to many of the great contemplatives
the least inadequate of all symbols of reality, eluding the snates
which lutk in more concrete images. Because they discern
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in creation a harmony which is beyond the span of other minds,
they have heard, as this last of their descendants, “the hatp of
the road break out in sweet music of pain”, and have felt a
special obligation laid upon the poet to add his song to the
melodies which fill the universe. St. Prancis of Assisi held
that the perfect friar should not only pray, but sing; and
Catherine of Genoa prized gay music upspringing in the heart
as evidence of its union with God. So here the creation of fresh
beauty is presented as man’s best approach to Perfect Beauty :—

“I know thou takest pleasure in my singing. I know that only
a8 & singer I come before thy presence.

“I touch by the edge of the far-spreading wing of my song thy
feet, which I could never aspire to reach.”

As Abt Vogler claimed for the musician a special initiation
into the secrets of the universe, so for this poet it is the singer
who is admitted to the peculiar intimacy of God. His song-
offering is the sacrament of his ineffable communion with the
Divine Nature ; and it is from this personal and impassioned
intercourse—so characteristic of the mystical consciousness—that
his loveliest melodies are born.

“You came down from your throne and stood at my cottage door.

“I was singing all alone in a corner, and the melody caught yonr
*» gar. You came down and stood at my cottage door.

“Masters are many in your hall, and songs are sung there at all
hours. But the simple carol of this novice struck at your love. One
plaintive little strain mingled with the great music of the world, and

with a flower for a prize you came down and stood at my cottage
door.”

Yet this personal and secret ecstasy is but one side of the
mystic’s complete expetience ; it is balanced by the wide, impet-
sonal consciousness of the eternal Divine immanence in creation,
of the incessant and infinitely various self-revelation of God.

“The steps that I heard in my play-room are the same that are
echoing from star to star.”



310 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

This is the aspect of his vision which the poet offers to
his fellow-men ; the “flaming truth” which he is trying to make
actual for the race. For him the footsteps of Reality are plainly
audible, the light of Reality is everywhere to be seen. It is the
supreme business of the artist to heal the eyes that see not, and
the ears that cannot hear.

““Have you not heard his silent steps ? He comes, comes, ever
oomes.

“Every moment and every age, every day and every night he
comes, 60mes, ever comes.

“Many a song have I sung in many & mood of mind, but all their
notes have always proclaimed, ‘He comes, comes, ever comes,’ "
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CHRONOLOGY OF
TAGORE’S BENGALI BOOKS

1878 : Kabi Kahini (narrative verse).
1880 : Bana-phul (narrative verse.
Written and published serially in
journal earlier than Kabi-Kahint ).
1881 : Balmiki Pratibha (a musical
drama ).

Bhagna-hyday (a drama in
verse ; dedicated to ‘‘Srimati ¢Z . . ."”)

Rudrachanda ( & drama in verse ;
dedicated to ‘‘Brother Jyotidada”,
Jyotirindranath Tagore ).

Yurop Prabasir Patra ( prose :
Letters from a Sojourner in Turope ;
dedicated to ‘‘Brother Jyotidada' ).
1882: Sandhya Sangit ( poems,
“mostly written in the course of the
last two years”).

Kal-mygaya ( musical drams, ).
1883 : Bau-thakuranir Hat (novel :
dedicated to Saudamini Devi ).

Prabhat Sangit ( poems, ‘‘mostly
recent”’, dedicated to Srimati Indira
Devi ).

Bibidha Prasanga ( prose, misce-
llaneous topics ).

1884 : Chhati O Gan ( poems,
“mostly written in the course of the
last year” ).

Prakrtir Pratisodh ( a drama
in verse ).

Nalint ( o prose drama ).

Saisadb Sanyt ( poems ).

Bhanusimha Thakurer Padabali
( poems, written in Brajabhésa,

mostly published during 1877-1881,
under the pen-name ‘‘Bhanusimha”).
1885 : Rammohun Ray ( prose ).

Alochana ( prose, essays; dedi-
cated to the Poet’s Father ).

Rabichhaya ( a collection of
gongs ).

1886 : Kadi O Komal ( poems;
edited by Sir Ashutosh Chaudhuri.
Dedicated to Satyendranath Tagore ).
1887 : Rajarshi ( a novel ) ;
Chithipatra ( prose, essays ).

1888 : Samalochana ( essays ;
dedicated to Mrs. Satyendranath
Tagore ).

Mayar Kheld ( a musical drama:
dedicated to Mrs. P. K. Ray ).
1889: Rma O Rani ( a drama
in verse ; dedicated to Dwijendranath
Tagore ). .

1890 : Bisarjan ( a drama in
verse : based on Rajarshs. - Dedicated
to Surendranath Tagore ).’

Manirs Abhisek (A paper read at a
meeting convened to protest against
o bill sponsored by Lord Oross ).

Manasi ( poems ).

1891 : Yurop Jatrir Dayars, Vol. 1
( Diary of a Traveller in Europe ;
Introduotory Essay. Dedicated to
Lokendranath Palit ).

1892 : Chitrangada ( & drama in
verse : dedicated to Abanindranath
Tagore).
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Goday Galad (& prose comedy ;
dedicated to Priyanath Sen ).

1893 : Ganer Bahi O Balmiki-
pratibha (a ocollection of songs, incor-
porating Balmiki-pratibha).

Yurop Jatrir Dayary, Vol. II
( dedicated to Lokendranath Palit ).
1894 : Sonar Tart ( poems :dedi-
cated to Debendranath Sen ).

Chhots QGalpa (short stories :
dedicated to Biharilal Gupta ).
Chitrangada O Biday-abhisap ( second
edition of Chitriangadd, printed toge-
ther with Biday-abhisap, , ‘‘Curse at
Farewell” : dedicated to Abanindra-
nath Tagore. )

Bichitra Galpa, Parts I & II
( short stories ).

Katha-Chatustaya (short stories).
1895 : (alpadasak ( short sto-
ries : dedioated to Ashutosh Chau-
dhuri ).

1896 : Nadi ( a long poem : dedica-
ted to Balendranath Tagore ).

Chitra ( poems ).

Sanskrita Siksha Parts I & II.

Jabya Granthabali ( colleoted
poems and verse-dramas : incorpora-
ting Malini, a drama, and Chaitals,
a collection of poems ; these two were
now issued for the first time ).

1897 : Baikunther Khata ( a prose
comedy ).

Panchabhut ( essays : dedioated
to Maharaja Jagadindranath Ray ).
1899 : Kanika ( poems: dedicated
to Pramathanath Ray Ohaudhuri of
Santosh ).

1900 : Katha ( poems : dedicated to
Jagadish Chandra Bose ).
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Brahmopanigsad ( paper read at

Santiniketan, December, 1899 ).
Kahint ( poems and short dramas

in verse : dedicated to Radhakishore

Dev Manikya, Maharaja of Tippe-

rah ).

Kalpana ( poems ; dedicated to

Srischandra Mazumdar ).

Kshanika ( poems : dedicated to

Lokendranath Palit ).

Galpa-guchha, Parts I & II (collec-
ted short stories ).
1901 : Brahma-manira ( paper read
at Santiniketan, December, 1900 ).
Naibedya ( poems : dedicated to
the Poet’s Father ).

Aupanisad Brahma (& revised
version of Brahmopanigad ).

Bangla Kriyapader Talika (a
pamphlet ).

1903 : Chokher Bali ( a novel ),
Karmaphal ( a story ).
Kabya-grantha ( in nine volumes

—1908-04. Collected poems and

verse-dramas : edited by Mohitchan-

dra Sen ).

1904 : Ingreji Sopan ( a text-book ).
Swadeshs Samdy ( a pamphlet ).
Rabindra-granthabali ( colleoted

prose ‘;orks and dramas, incorpora-

ting Prajapatir Nirbandha or Chira-
kumar Sabha ).
Sivasi Utsad ( a poem ).

1905 : Swadesh ( patriotic poems ).
Baul ( patriotio songs ).
Bijaya-Sammelan (political essay).

1906 : Atmasakti ( politioal essays ).
Bharatbarsha ( political essays ).
Buajabhakis ( political essay ).
Deshnayak ( political essay ).
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Kheya ( poems : dedicated to
Jagadish Chandra Bose ).

Nauka-dubs ( a novel ).

1907 : Bichitra Prabandha ( misce-
llaneous essays ).

Charitrapusa (biographical essays).

Prachin Sahitya ( essays on
literature ).

Loka Sahitya ( essays on litera-
ture ).

Sahitya ( essays on literature ).

Adhunik Sahitya ( essays on
literature ).

Hasya-Kautuk ( humorous sket-
ohes ).

Byanga-Kautuk (
sketches ).

1908 : Prajapatir Nirbandha ( &
novel ; revised edition of Chirakumar
Sabha ).

Sabhapatir Abhibhasan ( presi-
dential address at the Bengal Provin-
cial Political Conference, Pabna ).

Prahasan ( Goddy Galad end
Batkunther Khata printed in one
volume ).

Rajn Proja ( political essays ).

Samuha ( political essays ).

Swadesh ( political essays ).

Sama; ( essays on social ques-
tions ).

Katha O Kahini ( poems ).

Saradotsad ( drama ).

Gom ( songs ).

Siksha ( essays on education ).
Mukut ( drama, for children ).
1909 : Sabdat~ttva ( essays on

Bengali philology ).
Dharma ( essays on religion ).
Santiniketan I—VIII( sermons ).
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Ingresi Path I ( text-book ).

Sisu ( poems ).

Chayanika (anthology of poems).

Chhutir Para ( text book ).

Prayaschitta ( drama, based on
Bau-thakuranir Hat ).
1910 : Rajsa ( prose drama ).

Santiniketan, IX—XI.

Gora, I &II ( novel : dedicated
to Rathindranath Tagore ).

Gitalipi, I, II, III ( songs, with
notations by Surendranath Banerjee).

Gitangals ( songs ).
1911 : Santinsketan Part XI1I.

Gitalips, IVG—VI.
1912 : Dak-ghar ( prose drams ).

Dharma-Siksha ( a paper on
religious education ).

Dharmer Adhikar (& paper on
religion ).

Santintketan, XIII.

Attt Galpa ( short stories: an
anthology for children ).

Galpa Chariti ( short stories ).

Jibansmyti ( reminisoenes ).

Chhinnapatra ( letters ).

Achalayatan  ( prose drama :
dedicated to Jadunath Sarkar ).

Patha-Sanchay ( text book ).
1914 : Utsarga ( poems : dedicated
to O. F. Andrews ).

Gitimalya ( songs ).
Gitali (songs : dedicated to Rathin-

dranath Tagore & Pratima Devi ).

Gan ( songs ).

1915 : EKabyagrantha ( colleoted
poems and dramas in ten volumes ).
Galpa-Saptak ( short stories ).
1916 : Chaturanga ( novel ; English

translation : Broken Ties ).
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Phalguni ( drama : dedicated to
Dinendranath Tagore ; Eng. tr. The
Cycle of Spring ).

Ghare-Baire ( novel : dedicated to
Pramatha Chaudhuri; Eng. tr. The
Home and the World ).

Balaka ( poems :
Willie Pearson ).

Parichaya ( essays ).

Sanchaya ( essays : dedicated to
Brajendranath Seal ).

1917 : Kartar Ichhay Karma (a
politioal lectare ).

Gan ( songs ).

Dharma Sangit ( songs ).

Gitalekha ( songs, with notations
by Dinendranath Tagore ).

1918 : Guru ( drama, adapted from
Achalayaian ).

Gitalekha, 11.

Palataka ( poems ).

Gita-Panchasika ( songs, with
notations by Dinendranath Tagore ).

Anubad-Charcha  ( textbooks :
passages for translation ).

1919 : Baitalik ( songs, with nota-
tions by Dinendranath Tagore ).

Giti-bithika ( songs, with nota-
tions by Dinendranath Tagore ).

Ketaks ( songs, with notations by
Dinendranath Tagore ).

Japan Jairi (diary of travel
to Japan: dedicated to Ramananda
Chatterjee ).

Sephals ( songs, with notations by
Dinendranath Tagore ).

Kabya-Gis (songs, with notations
by Dinendranath Tagore ).

1920: 4rup Ratan ( drama :
adapted from Raja ).
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Gitalekha, 11 ( songs, with nota-
tions by Dinendranath Tagore ).

Payla Nambar ( short stories ).
1921 : Rin Sodh ( drama: adapted
from' Saradotsab ).

S'iéu Bholanath ( child poems ).

Stkshar Milan ( political essay ).

Satyer Ahban ( pamphlet ).
1922 : Muktadhara (drama: partly
based on Prayaschitta. An English
translation by the author, The Water-
fall, appeared in the Modern Review,
May 1922; another by Marjorie
Sykes in the Visva-Bharati Quar-
terly, February 1941 ).

Barsamangal ( songs ).

Lipika ( prose sketches ).

1923 : Basanta ( musical dramas
for the Spring Festival ; dedicated
to Kazi Nazrul Islam ).

Naba-gatika I & II ( songs with
notations by Dinendranath Tagore ).
1924 : Basanta ( songs with
notations by Dinendranath Tagore ).
1925 : Mayar Khela ( songs with
notations by Indira Devi ).

Purabi ( poems, many of them”
composed during the author’s South
American Tour, dedicated to''Bijaya”,
Viotoria Ocampo, his hostess in
Argentina ).

Sankalan ( prose selections, edi-
ted by Prof. P. 0. Mahalanobis ).

Griha-prabe$ ( dramatised version
of the story Sesher Ratyi ).

Prabahins ( songs ).
 Desher Kas ( address at Srinike-
tan anniversary ).

Barsamangal ( songs ).

Sesh Barshan ( songs ).
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Gti-charecha ( a selection of songs,
edited by Dinendranath Tagore ).
1926 :  Acharyer  Abhibhasan
( address at Visva-Bharati Parishat,
1925 ).

Sodh-bodh ( drama, based on the
story, Karma-phal )

Rakta Karabi (drams: English
translation : Red Oleanders ).

Natir Pusa ( drama, based on the
story, ‘‘Pujfrini” in Kathda Kahini.
English translation by the author in
the Visva-Bharati Quarterly, April
1927).

Ritu Utsab ( a collestion of
plays on the Seasonal Festivals com-
prising Sesh Barshan, S'amdotsab.
Basanta, Sundara, and Phalguni ).

Sangit Gitanjali ( a selection of
songs in the Nagri soript, with nota-
tions by Pandit Bhimrao Sastri ).

Gitimalika I ( songs, with nota-
tions by Dinendranath Tagore ).
1927 :  Lekhan ( epigrammatio
verses in Bengali, with their English
translations, printed in facsimile of
the Poet’s writing, in Berlin ).

Ritu-ranga ( musical drama ).
1928 : Sesh Raksha ( prose drams :
recast version of Goday Galad ).

Palls Prakyti ( address abt Sri-
niketan anniversary ).

Balmiki Pratibha ( songs, with
notations by Dinendranath Tagore ).
1929 : Samavayaniti ( address at
Co-operative Conference ).

" Paritran ( drama ; revised version
of Prayaschitta ).

Jairi ( diary of the Poet's tours
in South America & Java ).
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Jogat-jog ( novel ).

Barsamangal ( songs ).

Sesher Kabita ( novel ).

Tapati ( prose drama ; based on
Raja O Rani ).

Mahua ( poems ).

1930 : Gitimaliks, II ( songs with
notations by Dinendranath Tagore ).

Bhanusimher Patrabals ( seleotion
of letters written between 1917-
1928 ; dedicated to Mrs. B. N.
Mukherjee ).

1931 : Nabin ( musical drama ).

Patha-Prachaya 11, III, & IV
( text-books for Schools ).

Sahaj Path, 1 & II ( lessons
in Bengali for beginners, with
verses ; illustrated by Kalabhavana
artists ).

Rashiar Chithi ( letters from
Russia ; dedicated to Surendranath
Kar ).

Gitotsab ( musical programme,
with new songs ).

Gtabitan I & I1 (collegtion of 1128
songs, arranged chronologicslly ).

Banabani ( songs and poems, in
praise of nature, including Naiarja,
Bargamangal and Nabin ).

Sanchayita ( poetical selections,
made by the Poet himself, with a
preface ).

Pratibhasan ( address at the 70th
Birthday celebrations in Caloutta ).

Sapmochan ( musical drama ).
1932 : Gitabitan III ( collection
of 857 songs composed between
1923-81 ).

Paribesh ( poems; dedicated to
Atulprasad Sen ).
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Kaler Jatra ( two short dramas ;
dedicated to Sarat Chandra
Chatterjee )-

Punabcha (prose poems; dedicated
to “Nitu”, Nitindranath Ganguly,
the Poet’s grandson ).

1933 : Dui bon ( novel ).

Bisva-bidyalayer Rup ( lectures
delivered at the Calcutta Univer-
sity ).

Sikshar Bikiran ( lectures on
oeducation delivered at the Calcutta
University ).

Manusher Dharma ( Kamala lec-
tures at the Caloutta University ).

Chandalika ( drama; English
translation in V. B. Quarterly, N. 8.,
Vol. III, Part III ).

Tasher Desh ( drama based on
the story Ekti Ashade Galpa (1892).
English translation in the V. B. @.,
N. 8. Vol. IV, Part IV ).

Bansari ( drama ).

Bichitrita (81 poems with 31
piotures drawn by the author and
other artists. Dedicated to Nanda-
1al Bose on his 50th Birthday ).

Bharat Pathik Rammohan (essays
on Raja Rammohan Roy ).

1934 : Malancha ( novel ).

Sraban Gatha (songs of the rains).

Char Adhyaya ( novel ).

1935 : Sesh Saptak ( prose-poems ).

Bithika ( poems ).

Svarabitan 1 ( notations of 50
songs by Dinendranath Tagore ).

Arup Ratan ( revised edition ).
1936 : Siksha Svangikaran ( essay
on education ; English translation,
Education Naturalised ).
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Nritya-Natya Chitrangada (musi-
cal version of the drama ).

Nritya-Natya Chitrangadd Svara-
lipi ( notations to the above by
Sailajaranjan Mazumdar ).

Pancha-bhut ( revised edition ).

Praktant (address to ex-students).

Patra-put ( prose poems ; dedica-
ted to his grand-daughter Nandita
Devi and to Krishna Kripalani, on
the occasion of their marriage ).

Chhanda ( essays on Bengali
prosody ; dedicated to Dilip Kumar
Roy ).

Shyamalr ( prose poems ; dedica-
ted to Sm. Rani Mahalanobis ).

Sahityer Pathe ( essays on litera-
ture ; dedicated to Amiya Chandra
Chakravarty ).

Paschattya Bhraman (revised edi-
tion of Yurop Prabasir Paira 1883,
and Yurop Jatrir Dayary 1893 ;
dedicated to Charuchandra Dutt ).

Bichitra Prabandha ( revised
edition ).

Svarabitan 11 (50 songs with
notations by Dinendranath Tagore
and Anadi Dastidar ).

Bangla Sabdatativa ( revised edi-
tion, dedicated Vidhushekhara Sastri).
1937 : EKhapchhada ( humorous
poems . illustrated by the Author ;
dedicated to Rajsekhar Bose ).

Shey ( fantastio stories : illustra-
ted by the author : dedicated to
Charuchandra Bhattacharya ).

Japane O Parasye (an account
of the Persian tour, with a reprint of
Japan-Jatri : dedicated to Rama-
nanda Chatterjee ).
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Kalantar ( socio-political essays ).

Bisva-Parichaya ( an introduction
to soience for Bengali readers ; dedi-
cated to Satyendranath Bose ).

Chhadar Chhabi ( poems : illus-
trated by Nandalal Bose; dedicated
to ‘‘Bauma” Sm. Protima Tagore ).

Prantik ( poems, written during
the author’s serious illness in 1937 ).
1938 : Svarabitan 111 ( songs, with
notations by Dinendranath Tagore ;
edited by S. Mazumdar ).

Pathé O Pather Prante ( letters
from abroad ).

Senjuti ( poems :
Sir Nilratan Sarkar ).

Bangla-bhasa-parichay (introduc-
tion to Bengali language ; dedicated
to Sunitikumar Chatterjee ).

Prahasini ( humorous poems ).

Abhibhasan ( pamphlet : address
at the opening of Sriniketan
Emporium in Calecutta ).

Samdj ( revised edition ).

Gitabitan I ( 673 songs arranged
subject-wise ; of. 1931 ).
1939 : Gitabitan I1 ( 835 songs ).

Nrtyanatya  Chandalika ( a
musical drama, with notations by
S. Mazumdar ).

Akash-pradip ( poems : dedicated
to Sudhindranath Datta ).

Nrtyanatya Syamad@ ( musioal
drama based on Partsodh in Katha O
Kahint; with notations by 8.
Mazumdar ).

Pather Sanchaya ( letters from
Europe and Amer.sa, 1912-18 ).

Abhibh@san ( pamphlet : address
at the laying of the foundation stone
of “Mahajati Sadan” in Caloutia ).

dedicated to
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Rabindranather Bani (pamphlet :
address at the opening of Vidyasagar
Memorial Hall, Midnapur ).

Prosad ( pamphlet : two artioles
on Prasad Chatterji, an ex-student
of Santiniketan ).

Rabindra-rachanabali I, II ( col-
lected works ).

Antardebata ( pamphlet : address
at the Santiniketan Anniversary ).
1940 : Swarabitan IV ( songs, with
notation by Kangalicharan Sen, edi-
ted by S. Mazumdar ).

Nabajatak ( poems ).

Sanai ( poems )

Chitralipi (album of Drawings
and Paintings, with autographed
verses ).

Chhele-bela (prose ; reminiscenes ;
English tr. My Boyhood Days ).

Tin Sangi ( three short stories ).

Rogasajyaya ( poems written dur-
ing the recent serious illness ).

Rabindra-rachanabals III—V.

Rabindra-rachanabalt, Achalita
Samgraha, Vol, I ( con:prising books
withdrawn and out of print for
decades : Kabt Kahini, Bana-phul,
Bhagna-hrdaya, Rudrachanda. Kal-
mrgaya, Bibidha Prasanga, Nalini,
Saisab Sangit, and Balmiks Pratibha,
1st edition ).

1941: Adrogya ( poems written
during convalescence ; dedioated to
Surendranath Kar ).

Janmadind ( poems ).

Galpa-salpa ( short stories ).

Sabhyatar Sankat (address deli-
vered on 14 April at SBantiniketan on
the ooccasion of the Poet’s 80th Birth-
day oelebrations )

Rabindra-rachanabals VI, VII.
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1912 GrrANJALI ( Song-offerings ) : Poems translated by the author
from the original Bengali; with an Introduction by W. B. Yeats and a
pencil-sketch of the author by W. Rothenstein. Dedicated to W. Rothen-
stein. First Limited Edition issued by the India Society of London, 1912,
October. First Published by Macmillan & Co.* 1913, March. 108 Poems :
from @itanjals, 51 pieces ; Gitimalya, 17 ; Naibedya 16, Kheya 11 ; Sisu 3 R
Chaitali, Smaran, Kalpana, Utsarga, Achalayatan, each 1.

1913 THE GARDENER : Poems translated by the author. Dedicated
to W. B. Yeats. There is no Bengali book of this name : the name has
obviously been suggested by the first poem. Translated from Kshanika 25,
Kalpana 16 ; Sonar Tari 9 ; Chaitals 6 ; Utsarga 6 ; Chitra 5; Manasz 3 ;
Mayar Kheld 3 ; Kheya 2 ; Kadi O Komal, Gitalt & Saradotsab 1 each.

1913 TuE CRESCENT MOON: OChild-Poems. Translated by the
author. With 8 illustrations in colour ( by Abanindranath Tagore, Nanda-
lal Bose, Asit Haldar, Surendranath Ganguly.) Dedicated to T. Sturge
Moore. 40 poems : Most of the poems are from Sisu ; Kadi O Komal 4 ;
Sonar Tari, Gitimalya, 1 each.

1913 CHITRA : a drama. Translated by the Author from Chitran-
gada, (1891 ). Dediocated to Mrs. W. Vaughan Moody. First published by
the India Society of London.

1914 TuE KING OF THE DARK CHAMBER : a drama. Translated by
Kshitish Chandra Sen ( 1. C. 8. ) from Raja ( 1910 ).

THE PoST OFFICE: a drama. Translated by Devabrata Mukher;ji
frond Dakghar ( 1912 ) : with a preface by W. B. Yeats. First printed at
the Cuala Press, Dundrum 1914. Macmillan & Co., 1914, March.

SADHANA : The Realisation of Life : Essays. Dedicated to Ernest
Rhys. Lectures delivered at the Harvard University, U. 8. A., in 1912-13.

ONE HUNDRED POBMS OF KABIR: Translated by Rabindranath
Tagore, assisted by Evelyn Underhill, from the original Hindi text, as edited
and rendered into Bengali by Pandit Kshitimohan Sen. With a long
introduction by Evelyn Underhill. First Published by the India Society,
London 1914. Macmillan & Co. 1916.

1915 THE MAHARANI OF ARARAN: A Romantic comedy in one
Aot, adapted by George Calderon, from the Bengali short story Dalsya by

* Exoept where the name of some other Publisher is given, the books which follow
in the above list should be taken as Macmillan Publications.—Ed,
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Rabindranath Tagore. Illustrated by Clarissa Miles. With a character
sketch* of Rabindranath Tagore compiled by Kedarnath Das Gupta.
Published by Francis Griffiths, London.

1916 FruiT GATHERING : Poems translated from : Gi#tal, 16;
Gitimalya 15 ; Balaka 14 ; Utsarga 8 ; Katha 6 ; Kheya 6; Smaran 5;
Chitra 2 ; Naibedya 2; Dharma Sangit 8 ; Kalpana, Gitanjali, B%a,
Manast, Kadi O Komal, Achalayatan, 1 each.

HuNGRY STONES & OTHER STORIES: The Hungry Stones
( Kshudita Pashan, 1895 ) ; Victory ( Jaya-Pardjaya, 1892 ) ; Once there
was a King ( Asambhava Katha 1898 ) ; Lord, the Baby ( Khokar Pratya-
bartana, 1891 ) ; The Kingdom of Cards ( Ekti Ashade Galpa 1892) ;
Devotee ( Boshtami, 1914 ); Vision ( Drishiidana, 1898 ) ; Babus of Nayan-
jore ( Thakurda, 1895 ) ; Living or Dead ( Jibita O Mrita, 1892 ); We
Crown thee King ( Rajtika, 1898 ) ; Renunciation ( Zyaga, 1892);
Kabuliwallah ( Kabuliwalah, 1892 ).

STRAY BIRDS: Epigrams. the Macmillan Company, New York.
Frontispiece in colour by Willy Pogany. Dedicated to T. Hara of
Yokohama, Japan,

1917 My REMINISCENCES : Translated by Surendranath Tagore
from Jiban Smriti, 1912.

SACRIFICE & OTHER PrAYs: Sannyasi or The Ascetic ( Prakytir
Pratishodh, 1884 ) ; Malini ( Malini, 1896 ) ; Sacrifice ( Bisarjan, 1890 ) ;
The King and the Queen ( Raja O Rani, 1889 ).

THE CYCLE OF SPRING : A drama. Translated from Phalguns, 1916.

Dedicated to the Boys of Santiniketan and to Dinendranath Tagore
“who is guide of these boys in their festivals and treasure-house® of all my
songs.”

PERSONALITY : Essays. Lectures delivered in America (1916 ).
Dedicated to C. F. Andrews. Contents : 1. What is Art. 2. The World of
Porsonality. 3. The Second Birth. 4. My School. 5. Meditation, 6. Women.

NATIONALISM : Essays. The Macmillan Co. N. Y. Lectures delivered
in Japan and the U.S.A. Dedicated to 0. F. Andrews.

1918 GITANJALI & FRUIT-GATHERING : Poems with illustrations by
Nandulal Bose, Surendranath Kar, Abanindranath Tagore, Nabendranath
Tagore. The Macmillan Company N. Y.

LOVER'S GIFT & CROSSING : Poems translated from : Balaka, 14 ;
Kshanika, 14 ; Kheya, 10 ; Gitanjali, 8 ; Gitimalya, 8 ; Nasbedya,
Utsarga, 7 each ; Chitra, 5 ; Smaran, Gitali, Chaitals, Kalpans, 4 each ;

* By Ramananda Obatterjee, Annada K. Coomarsswamy, Rev. C. F. Andrews,
W. B. Yeats.
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Achalayatan 3 ; Manasi, Prayaschitia, 2 each ; Kadi O Komal, Kahini 1
each ; about 9 from Dharma Sangit.

MASHI & OTHER STORIES . Mashi ( Sesher Ratri, 1914 ) ; The
Skeleton ( Kankal, 1892 ); The Auspicious Vision ( Subhadyshts, 1900 ) ;
The Supreme Night ( Eka Ratri, 1892 ); Raja and Rani ( Sadar O Andar
1900 ) ; The Trust Property ( Sampaiti Samarpana, 1891 ); The Riddle
Solved ( Samasy@ Puran, 1893 ) ; The Elder Sister ( Didi, 1895 ): Subha
( Subha, 1893 ) ; The Post Master ( Post Master, 1891 ) ; The River-
stairs ( Ghater Katha, 1884 ) ; The Castaway ( Apad, 1895 ); Saved
( Uddhara, 1900 ) ; My Fair Neighbour ( Pratibeshini, 1896 ).

1918 STORIES FROM TAGORE: The Macmillan Co. N, Y.

The Kabuliwallah ( see Hungry Stomes, etc.); The Home-coming
( Chhuti, 1893 ) ; Once There Was a King (see Hungry Stomes, ete. ) ;
Master Mashai ( Master Mashai, 1907 ) ; Subha (see Mashi, ete.); The
Post Master ( Ibid ); The Castaway ( Ibid); The Son of Rashmani
( Rashmansir Chhele, 1911 ); The Babus of Nayanjor ( see Hungry
Stones, eto. ).

1918 THE PARROT'S TRAINING : A Satire on educational methods.
—Thacker, Spink & Co. Calcutta, 1918. Illustrations by Abanindranath
Tagore. Translated from Totakahini, 1918.

1919 THE OENTRE OF INDIAN CULTURE : Kssay.—With vignettes
by Nandalal Bose. Published by the Society for the Promotion of National
Education, Adyar, Madras.

THE HOME AND THE WORLD : A Novel. Translated by Surendra-
nath Tagore from Ghare-Basre 1916.

1921 GREATER INDIA: Hsesays. Translated by Surendranath
Tagore.—S. Ganesan, Madras.

* Contents : 1. Our Swadeshi Samaj (1904—05) 2. The Way to Get it
Done ( 1905—06 ). 3. The One Nationalist Party ( 1908 ). 4. East and
West in Greater India ( 1909—10 ).

THE WRECK : A Novel. Translated from Nauka Dubi ( 1906 ).

1921 THE FUGITIVE : Poems.—The Macmillan Company, N. Y.
Dedicated to W. W. Pearson. Contents : The Fugitive ( Poems from
different books : Liptka, about 20 ; Manast, Sontdr Tari, Chastals, 7 each ;
Chitra 6 ; Kshanikn, Kahini, Palataka, 4 each ; Utsarga, Balaka, 3 each ;
Kadi O Komal, Smaran, 2 each : Kheya, Gitimalya, Kathas 1 each ).

Kach and Devayani (from Bidaya Abhisap, 1898) ; Ama and Vinayaka
( from Sati 1897, ); The Mother's Prayer ( from Gandharir Abedan 1897 );
Somaka and Ritvik ( from Narakbas, 1897 ); Karna and Kunti (from
Karna Kunti Sambad, 1900 ).



$22 TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

PoEMS FROM TAGORR : With an Introduction by C. F. Andrews,
Macmillan & Co. printed at Hare Press, Caloutta.

GLIMPSES OF BENGAL: Letters. Translated by Surendranath
Tagore from Chhinna Patra ( letters written during 1885—1895 ).

TaouGHT RELICS : The Macmillan Company N. Y. 1921. pp. 112,
Thoughts selected from various writings already published.

1922 CREATIVE UNITY . Essays & Lectures. Dedioated to Dr.
Edwin H. Lewis.

1924 LETTERS FROM ABROAD : Ganesan, Madras : Letters written
principally to C. F. Andrews from Europe during the non-co-operation
days of 1921—22. First appeared in Modern Review, 1922.

GorA ! A Novel. Translated from Gora by W. W. Pearson.

THE CURSE AT FAREWELL: A Drama. ( Translation of Bidaya-
abhisap (1898 ) in verse by Prof. E. J. Thompson. (see above The
Fugitive ).

19256 PoeMs: About 22 poems translated by E. J. Thompson in
Benn's Sixpenny Augustus Books of Modern Poetry.

TALKS IN CHINA : Essays. Visva-Bharati Bookshop, 10 Cornwallis
Street. Lectures delivered in China in April and May, 1924. Dedicated
“To my friend Susima ( Tse-mou-Hsu ) to whose kind office I owe my intro-
duction to the great people in China.”. , . . Introduotion by Liang Chi Chao,
President, Universities Association, Peking.

RED OLEANDERS : A Drama. Translated from Rakia-Karabs.

BROKEN TiES & OTHER STORIES : Broken Ties ( Chaturanga, 1916 ) ;
Other Stories : In the Night ( Nisithe, 1895 ) ; The Fugitive Gold ( Svarna
Mriga, 1892) ; Giribala ( Megh O Raudra ) ; The Lost Jewels Manihara,
1898 ), Emancipation ( from Parishodh—a poem ).

1928 FiREFLIES : The Macmillan Co. N. Y. Decorated by Boris
Artzybaschoff. The author’s note : *‘Fireflies had their origin in Ohina and
Japan where thoughts were very often claimed from me in my handwriting
on fans and pieces of silk.”

LETTERS TO A FRIBND : Selected from letters written to O. F.
Andrews. George Allen & Unwin., FEdited with two Introductory
Essays by OC. F. Andrews. Dedicated to the memory of W. W. Pearson.
Revised edition of Letters 4rom Abroad, 1924 .

The BIRTHDAY BOOK : Selected from the English works of Rabindra-
path Tagore. Edited by O. F. Andrews. With 4 illustrations.

LBCTURES AND ADDRESSES : Edited . by Prof. Anthony X. Soares of
Baroda College—Contents : 1. My Life, 2. My School, 8. QCivilization
and Progress, 4. Construction Vs, Oreation, 5. What is Art, 6. Nationalism
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in India, 7. International Relations, 8. The Voice of Humanity, 9. The
Realisation of the Infinite.

1929 THOUGHTS FROM TAGORE : Edited by C. F. Andrews. With
4 Portraits.

1929 ON ORIENTAL CULTURE AND JAPAN'S MISSION : A Lecture
delivered to the members of the Indo-Japanese Association, at the
Industrial Club, Tokyo, May 15, 1929. Published by the Indo-Japanese
Association, Tokyo, pp. 28.

1931 The CHILD : A Prose-poem : George Allen & Unwin 1931.
Written directly in English. Later rendered into Bengali as Sibu-tirtha.
" Retranslated into English from the Bengali by Bhabani Bhattacharya in
The Golden Boat, 1932,

The RELIGION OF MAN : The Hibbert Lectures, 1930. George Allen
& Unwin. Dedicated to Dorothy Elmhirst.

1932 The GOLDEN BOAT: Poems. Translated by Bhabani
Bhattacharya. G. Allen & Unwin, pp. 121 ( 33 Poems from various works
of Tagore ).

MAHATMAJI AND THB DEBEPRESSED HumaANITY Written
during Gandhiji's fast in Yeravda Jail. Visva-Bharati. Dedicated to
Acarya Piafulla Chandra Ray ‘‘in appreciation of his self-sacrifice for his
country and his students.”

1935 EasT AND WEST : Two open letters on international problems
by QGilbert Murray and Rabindranath Tagore. An International Series of
Open Letters. International Institute of Intellectual Co-operation, Paris.

1936 EDUCATION NATURALIZED : English translation by
Surendranath Tagore of a Lecture delivered under the auspices of the New
Education Fellowship at the Senate Hall, Caloutta, February 1936.
Prifited at the Santiniketan Press.

1937 THE CoLLECTED POEMS AND PLAYS of Rabindranath Tagore.
The Maomillan Co. N. Y. pp. 537.

1940 My BovHOOD DAYS—Translatior of Chelebela by Marjorie
Sykes. Visva-Bharati, 1941. First published in Visva-Bharats
Quarterly, 1940.



LIST OF TAGORE’S WRITINGS IN THE VISVA-
BHARATI QUARTERLY

OLD SERIES.
1923

Vol. I, I.  VisvA-BHARATI

My nest-weary wings.™

A visioN oF INDIA’S HISTORY.

Tumultuous years bring thesr voice.

Vol. LII. THE wAY TO UNITY.

This beggar's heart I cannot bear.
tr. Kshitish Chandra Sen, 1.C.8.

A MASQUE OF EARTH AND MAN :
BY ARTHUR GEDDES ( includes six
songs of Rabindranath ).

NoTEs AND COMMENTS.

With the song I am a song.
tr. Kshitish Chandra Sen.
Vol. I, . TEE INDO-IRANIANS.

Judgment.—tr. K. C. Sen.

NoTEs AND COMMENTS

1924

Vol. I, IV. TugE CAR oF TIME
( drama : “Kaler Jatrs" ).
The Freedom of Neglect.
tr. K. C. Sen.
NOTES AND COMMENTS.
W. W. Pearson.
Vol. II, 1 WaAT TaBEN ?
TI've loved this world.
tr. K. C. Sen.
NoTES ( includes address at the
1st anniversary of Sriniketan ).

Vol. I, 1. Tur Guest HOUSE oF
INDIA ( reply to the address given
by the Saraswats, at Santa Orusz,
near Bombay ).

Vol. ILII. Nores AND COMMENTS.

ASHUTOSH MUKHERJI ( in memo-
riam ).

RABINDRANATH TO CHINESE
STUDENTS ( report of his talk to
Chinese students on arrival at Shan-
ghai ).

Special Number : REp OLEANDERS

( drama : ‘‘Rakta Karabi”. With
illustrations by Gaganendranath
Tagore ).

Vol. 1L, lll. CITY AND VILLAGE.
The Magnificence of Death.
NoTES AND COMMENTS.
CONVHRSATION BETWEEN RABIN-
DRANATH TAGORE AND* GOVERNOR
YEN OF SHANSI, CHINA,
RABINDRANATH'S ANSWHRS: TO
QUESTIONS BY THBE STUDBENTS OF
TsiNe Hua COLLEGE ( a report ).

1925

Vol. 11, IV. INTBRNATIONAL RBLA-
710N8 ( & leoture delivered in Japan ).
When all my doors are open.
The Song Bird.

* Titles or first lines of POBMS will be in éfalics, ARTIOLES, STORIES and
DRAMAS will be in roman, the nature of the last two being indicated in brackets.—Ed,
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NoTeEs (Some pages from the
Poet’s travel diary ).

Vol. lIl, 1. Tar Voice oF HuMA-
NITY ( an address at Milan, Italy ).
To Italia.

The Skeleton.

NoTes AND CoMMENTS ( an
address to the Indian Community in
Japan ).

RABINDRANATH'S FAREWELL TO
MILAN.

THE SouL oF THR EAsT (an
address to the Japanese passengers
on board the 8. 8. Suwa-Maru ).
Vol. I, Il. Tagr INDIAN IDEAL OF
MARRIAGE.

With a Grand Scheme in Mind.

The Cleanser ( Satyendranath
Dutt’s ‘Soavenger’ (¢A%%) in Rabindra-
nath's translation ).

NoTeEs AND CoMMENTS ( a dis-
course in South America on Christ-
mas morning ).

DESHBANDHU CHITTARANJAN DAS
( a memorial note autographed ).
THERE ARE SUFFERINGS, ETC. (a fow
lines on the significance of suffering ).

RABINDRANATH'S LAST ToUR ( a
report of interview by the Free
Press of India ). )
Vol. IIL, IlI. JupgMENT.

Come my Lover.

RED OLBANDERS ( author’s inter-
pretation of the drama ).

1926
“Vol. I, IV. TrE PHILOSOPHY OF
OUR PROPLE ( Presidential address

at’ the Indian Philosophical
Oongress ).
The Wreath of Victory.

42
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NoTES AND COMMENTS.

Vol. IV, 1. Tar MEANING OF ART.
April,

The Message.

FAREWELL ADDRESS TO PROF.
CARLO FORMICHI.

Vol. IV, Il. TeE RULE OF THE

GIANT.

Take My Lute, Master.

NoOTES AND COMMENTS.

Vol. IV, lll. A Poer's ScHOOL.
Salutation.—tr. E. Thomson.
NoTES AND COMMENTS ( from a

letter to C. F. Andrews ).

RABINDRANATH TAGORE’'S INTER-
VIEW WITH SIGNORA SALVADORI.
1927

Vol. IV, IV. Fire-flies.

SwAMI SRADDHANANDA (transla-
tion of a memorial speech at Santi-
niketan ).

Vol. V, I. Tug DANCING GIRL'S

WoRSHIP (drama : ‘‘Natir Puja’).

To Buddha on His Birthday ( the
original song also given in Devnagari
and Bengali seript ).

NoTES AND COMMENTS.

Vol. V, Il. TaE PRINCIPLE OF

LITERATURRE (from'‘Sahityer Pathe”).

Vol. V, II. Nores AND COMMENTS

-

( Presidertvial address on Inter-
pational Co-operators’ Day, Cal-
outta ).

SoMB LETTERS ( two letters in
reply to J. T. Sunderland and Henry
Barbusse ).

LETTERS WRITTEN ON THE WAY
TO JAVA (four letters, in translation).
Vol. V, lll. Some Poems.

Rituranga ( The Dance of the
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Seasons : prologue to a musical play).
VisvA-BHARATI BULLETIN : OUR

FOUNDER-PRESIDENT IN MALAYA

(report of his tour and his talks).

1928
Vol. V, IV. LETTERS FROM JAVA.
Vol. VI, L. do
Vol. V], IL do

BAUL SongS ( introduction to a
collection of Baul songs ).
Vol. VI, lll. LETTERS FROM JAVA

Salutation to Aravinda—
tr. K. C. Sen.

NOTES AND COMMENTS.

RaM MoxAN Roy (an address
on the oceasion of the Brahmo
Centenary ).

1929
Vol. VI, IV. LETTERS FRoM JAVA.
He mor Chitta.
tr. Indira Devi Choudhurani.

THE NEXT WORLD ( report of
a conversation with the Poet ).

NoTES AND COMMENTS.

THE FUNCTION OF LIBRARY
( address at the All India Library

. Conference ).
Vol. VII, I & II. MESSAGE TO THE
PARLIAMENT OF RELIGIONS, 1929.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF LEISURE.

MESSAGE OF FAREWELL TO
CANADA.

IDEAL OF EDUCATION (an address
to the Concordia, Tokyo, 1929).

INDJA AND EUROPE ( an inter-
view given at Canada, May, 1929 ).

RABINDRANATH'S  VISIT TO
CANADA AND JAPAN ( includes
a long summary, by Canadian
Press, of the Poet's lecture on
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“The Principles of Literature” ;
his statement to a representative of
The Japan Adviser at Tokyo on the
11th May, 1229 ; an interview at
Honolulu ; an interview with a Chi-
nese Delegation at Tokyo. )

A LETTER ( to a European lady ).
Vol. VI, lll. We are borne in the
arms of the ageless light ( composed
for the opening day celebrations
of the Indian College, Montpellier,
France ).

F1ivE ErRMENTS ( introductory
chapter to ‘'Panchabhut’) #r. Author.

GLEANINGS FROM LETTERS—{r.

1930

Vol. VII, IV. PresipENT'S TOUR IN
CANADA ( extracts from Dalhousie
Review, July 29 ).
Vol. VIIL 1 & Il. LETTERS FROM
RussiA. tr. . Sanyal.
RABINDRANATH TAGORE IN
Russia (includes report of interviews,
replies to addresses of welcome,
several talks and comments on Soviet

aotivities ). .
Vol. VIII, Il INTERNATIONAL
GOODWILL.

MEETING OF THE EAST AND WEST.

BIRTHDAY MESSAGE FROM THE
POET ( on the occasion of his seven-
tieth birthday celebrations ).

1931

Vol. VIIL, IV. MpSsAGE TO THE
S0C1ETY OF FRIENDS.

THE FIRST AND LAST PROPHETS

OF PERSIA.
THE EDUCATIONAL MISSION OF
THE VISVA-BHARATI.
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NEW SERIES
1935

Vol. L1. Where the mind is with-
out fear (autographed ).

ART AND TRADITION.

The Kopas.

The Santal Woman.

THE FUNCTION OF LITERATURE
( from ‘‘Sahitya’—itr. Surendranath

Tagore ).
Vol. LII. And this is an endless
wonder. ’

Kalidasa.

TuE CHANGING AcBE ( “'Kalan-
tar” )

My heart feels shy.
Vol. L, lll. Rericious EDUCATION.
Farewell, My friend ( concluding
poem of ‘“‘Shesher Kabita” ).
THE MATERIAL OF LITERATURE
( from ‘‘Sahitya”; ¢r. 8. N. Tagore).
1936
Vol. I, IV. TaE JUDGING OF
LITERATURE( from ‘‘Sahitya” ;
tr. 8. N. Tagore ).
In the spring time ( “'Bithika" ).
You ask me, mother (‘‘Siéu
Bh3lanath” ).
Vol. II,1. THE GREAT AND THE
SMALL (*‘Chhoto O Boro"—
tr. 8.N. Tagore).
I cannot remember my mother.
THB SENSE OF BBAUTY ( from
"Sahitya”—i¢r. 8. N. Tagore ).
Vol. II, II. UNIVBRSAL LITERATURE
( from ‘“‘Sahitya”—ir. S. N. Tagore).
Along Time's Chariot Path.
LAUGHTER ( from ‘‘Panchabhut”
tr. 8. N. Tagore. ) '
Vol. 1I, lll. Ter PHILOSOPHY OF
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LITERATURE ( from'‘Sghityer Paths”
tr. S. N. Tagore ).

Sc1eNTIFIc  CURIOSITY ( from
“Panchabbut’’—ir. 8. N, Tagore ).

1937
Vol, I, IV, Tag MEANING OF A
PoEM ( from ‘‘Panchabhut’—
tr. S. N. Tagore).

KAcH AND DEBJANI ( Dramatio
Poem—ir. K. R. Kripalani).

JOURNEY IN PERSIA—
tr. S. N. Tagore.

A Prayer.

Vol. Ill, 1. ADDRESS AT THE
PARLIAMENT OF RELIGIONS.

THE NEXUS OF BEAUTY (from
“Panchabhut”—¢r. S. N. Tagore).

CHINA AND INDIA ( address at
the opening of the Chinese IIall at
Santiniketan, April 14, 1937 ).

To Africa.

The Gift—tr. K. C. Sen.
Vol. IIl, II. JourNEY TO PERSIA.
Exchange of gifts.

SUBSTANCE AND FORM ( from
‘“Panchabhut”—ir. 8. N. Tagore ).
Vol. IILIIl. MAN AND WOMAN (from °
““Panchabhut”—¢r. 8. N. Tagore ).

Awakening

MAHATMA GANDHI ( A speech at
Gandhiji's  birthday celebrations,
Santiniketan—ir. 8. N. Tagore ).

To the Painter.
1938
Vol. M, IV. A Fanrasia on
PORTRY ( from ‘‘Panchabhut’—
tr. 8. N. Tagore ).
CHANDALIEA ( drama—
tr. K. R. Kripalani ).
A LBTTER,
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Vol. IV, 1. Worshippers of Buddha.
4An Imprecation.
Visitatton—itr. K. Roy.

Vol. IV, II. ON THE WAY TO

JAPAN—1Ir. Indira Devi Chowdhurani.

Birthday—tr. K. Roy.

AN ADDRESS ( to newly admitted
students at Santiniketan ).

Vol. IV, IIl. Retribution.

The Outcast—ir. K. Roy.

ON THE WAY TO JAPAN ( Cont. )—
tr. Indira Devi Chowdhurani.

PoET TO POET (full text of corres-
pondence between Yone Noguchi and
the Poet on the Sino-Japanese con-
fliet ).

The Kanchan Tree.—tr. K. Roy.

SIR JagaDIS ( Presidential ad-
dress at the first death anniversary of
J. C. Bose, Bose Institute, Calcutta,
November 30, 1938 ).

1939
Vol. IV, IV. Tasugr DEesu
or KINéDOM OF CARDS ( drama ).
tr. K. R. Kripalani.
Vol. V, L. Parisodh—ir. K. Roy.

Jogu, the Gardener—itr. K. Roy.
Vol. V, IL StRAY THOUGHTS
RECALLED.

SHESHER KABITA ( Novel—
tr. K. R. Kripalani and K. Roy ).

Vol. V,HL Dessire for a Human Soul.
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ANTARDEVATA ( a sermon ab
Santiniketan Mandir, Dec. 28,
1939—¢r. A. Chakravarty ).

1940

Vol. V, IV. SarvamM (a lecture in
China, 1924 ; previously published ).
Vol. VL, I. CHARLIE ANDREWS ( an
address at Santiniketan Mandir, in
memory of C. F. Andrews, April 5,
1940—i¢r. M. Sykes. )

Two Poems.

Birthday—ir. K. Roy.

RURAL ENGLAND ( extract from
a letter, 1913—¢r. A. Chakravarty ).
Vol. VL. II. SARUNTALA : Its Inner
Maeaning.

My BovHoop DAvs ( “Chhele-
bela’’—tr. M. Sykes ).
Vol. VI, III. Atonement—
tr. K. Roy.

Four Poems ( written during
convalescence, 1940 ).

My BoyHOOD DAYS ( Cont. )

1941

Vol. VI, 1V. The Bird-Men—
tr. K. Roy. .

CIVILISATION AND PROGRESS
( from “Talks in China” ). !

Indtctment—tr. K. Roy.

Gandhi Maharaj—tr. the Author.

MUKTA-DHARA ( drama—iér. M,
Sykes ).



LIST OF TAGORE’S WRITINGS IN THE
MODERN REVIEW (1910-1941.)

1910

Feb. THE HuNGRrY SToNES ( short
story ) ; ¢r. Pannalal Bose.

1911

Jan. THE POSTMASTER (short story);
tr. Debendranath Mitra.
Feb. SAKUNTALA ! its inner mean-
ing ; tr. Jadunath Sarkar.
Mar. The Future of India.
tr. 8. D. Varma.
Janmakatha* (from ‘‘Siéu”) ;

tr. Ajitkumar Chakravarty and A. K.
Coomaraswami.
Apr. THE RISE AND FALL OF THE
SiKH POWER ; {r. Jadunath Sarkar.

Biday OR FARBWELL. ( from
“Sisu”) fr. Author & A. K. Coomara-
swami.
May. Fruitless Ory ;—
tr. Lokendranath Palit.

*THE IMPACT OF LEUROPE ON

INDIA ¢r. Jadunath Sarkar.
June. RAJA AND RANI (short story);
tr. Keshabchandra Banerjee.
July. THE IMPACT OF EUROPE ON
INDIA ( contd. ); ¢r. Jadunath Sarkar.
Aug. The Death of a Star (‘‘Tarak&r
Atmahatya”) ir. L. Palit. ’
Sept. BEAUTY AND SELF-CONTROL ;
ir. Jadunath Sarkar.

My Father's House—
tr. Maud McCarthy.

*  Mitles of Poems are in italics.

Nov, THE INNOCENT INJURED
( short story ) ; tr. Keshab Chandra
Bannerijee.

Dec. VIOTORIOUS IN DEFEAT (short
story (*'Jai Parajay”) ; fr. Jadunath
Sarkar.

1912

Jan. THE CABULIWALLAH ( short
story ); ¢r. Sister Nivedita.

Feb. To the Ocean ( ‘‘Samudrer
Prati’’ ) ; tr. 8. V., Mukherjee.

The far of ( ‘““Ami Chanchala

Hey"” ) ; tr. S. V. Mukherjee.

Mar. INDIA'S EPiCc; #r. Jadunath
Sarkar.
Apr. Sparks from the Anvil

( epigrammatic verses ).

June WOMAN'S LOT IN EAST

& WEST ; tr. Jadunath Sarkar.

THR SUPREME NIGHT (short story :

“Bk Ratri”); tr. Jadunath Sarkar. .

Sept. The Infinite Love—

tr. by the Author.
The Small—tr. by the Author.
Youth -—tr. by the Author.

Oct. THE RIVER STAIN ( short

story : “Ghater Kaths” );

tr. Jadunath Sarkar.

Nov. Imutile—tr. by the Author.

Dec. THE SPRING-HBAD OF INDIAN

CIVILISATION ; #r. Jadunath Sarkar.
ADAMANT ( short story ) ;

tr. Jadunath Sarkar.
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1913
Apr. RACE CoONFLIOT ( address
delivered at the Congress of the
National Fedoration of Religious
Liberals held at Rochester, New
York ).
June. COMMUNAL LIFR IN INDIA:
tr. Jadunath Sarkar.
July. THE RBLATION OF THE
UNIVERSE AND THE INDIVIDUAL
( address delivered in Liondon ).
Aug. MY INTERPRETATION OF
INDIAN HiISTORY ( ‘‘Bharatbarsher

Itihasher Dhara ) ; ¢r. Jadunath
Sarkar.
Sept. MY INTERPRETATION OF

INDIAN HISTORY ( cont. )
Oct. KALIDAS, THE MORALIST ;
tr. Jadunath Sarkar.
Nov. "Poems—tr. by the Author.
Dec. THE STAGE (“Rangamancha’) ;
tr. S. N. Tagore.

1914
Jan. EYESORE ( novel, “Chokher
Bali” ); ¢r. 8. N. Tagore.
( Serialised : concluded in December

«issue ).

Dec. Poems.

1915
Jan. My Heart is on Fire ( ‘‘Tumi
je surer Agun” ).
Feb. Santiniketan
Song ).
July. A Peace Hymn from The Atharva
Veda ( To Baroness B. Suttner );
tr. Rabindranath Tagore.
Oct.. Unity in Diversity.

1916
Jan. MY REMINISCENOCES
( “Jibansmriti” ; ¢r. 8. N. Tagore.

( The School

TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

Serialised : concluded in the December
issue ).
Feb. Ahalya ‘‘Ahalyar Prati”.
THE CYOLE OF SPRING ( synoposis ).
Apr. MasHI ( short story ) ;
tr. W. W. Pearson.
INDIAN STUDENTS AND WEST BRN
TEACHERS.
A Prayer.
Oct. The Song of the Defeated.
1917
Jan. LETTERS ( “Chhinna Patra” ;
tr. 8. N. Tagore. Serialised : concluded
in the August issue ).
May. GIriBALA ( short story :
“Manbhanjan” ; ¢r. by the Author ).
June. THE SPIRIT OF JAPAN.
THE Lost JEWELS ( short story :
“Manihara” ; tr. W. W. Pearson).
The Sunset of the century
( ““Satabdir Surya” ).
July. THE NATION,

A SHATTERED DREAM (short story
“Durisha” ; ¢r. C. F. ANDRREWS,
with the help of the author ).

Aug. THR EDITOR ( shor® story :
“Sampadak” ; ¢r. W. W. Pearson,
with the help of the author ).
Sept. The Day ts come
( “Desha desha nandita kari” ).
THOU SHALT OBRY ( “Kartar
Ichhay Karma" ) #r. 8. N. Tagore.
Oct. THE MEDIUM OF EDUCATION
( “Sikshar Bahan ) ¢r. 8. N. Tagore.
Nov. THE CONCLUSION ( short story
“Samapti” ¢r. 0. F. Andrews ).
Dec. THR SMALL AND THRE GRREAT
( “Chhoto O Bado”) #r. 8.N.
Tagore.
IN THRE NieET ( short story
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“Nisithe” ) tr. W. W. Pearson,
with the help of the author.

To India ( from *‘Naibedya” )
ir. W. W. Pearson & E. E. Speight.

Song (“Matri mandira punys
angana” ) ¢r. Prof. Manomohan
Ghose.

1918

Jan. Four Poems ( Elusive ;
Adventure ; Reckless ; Spring ; )

Autumn (“'Aji hemanter santi')
tr. W. W. Pearson

Freedom ( '‘Mukta karo, mukta
karo”. )

AT HoME AND OuTsIDE ( Novel :
“Ghare-Biire”, later published by
Macmillan & Co. as The Home and
the World. Serialised : concluded
in the December issue ).

India’s Prayer.

Feb. Victory to thee, Builder of
India’s Destiny ( translation of the
famous national song, Jana gana
mana . . . by the Author).

March. Despair not (‘‘Tor &pon jane
chharbe tore”).

THE PARROT'S TRAINING ( allego-
ricad satire on education ).

Apr. The Qaptain will come to his
helm.

Speak to me my friend of him.
June. The Comqueror.

THE MEBETING OF THE EAST &
THE WHRST.
July. AT THE OROSS ROADS.
Sept. THE OBJBECT AND SUBJECT OF
A SToRY) ( In answer to the letter of
a lady oriticising ‘'‘Ghare-Baire” or
‘At Home and Outside” )
Oct. Hope.
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Nov. VERNACULAR FOR THE M. A.
Degree ( a letter ).

1919
May. THE MESSAGE OF THE FOREST.
June. MOTHER'S PRAYER ( dramatio
poem “‘Gandhdrir Abedan” ).
July. LETTERS FROM AN ONLOOKER
tr. 8. N. Tagore.

LRTTER TO ROMAIN ROLLAND
( In reply to M. Rolland’s letter ).
Aug. TRIAL OF THE HORSE ( allego-
rical satire ).

Sept. THE RUNAWAY ( short story ).
tr. 8. N. Tagore.
Nov. AUTUMN-FESTIVAL ( drama,
“Sarodotsab” ).

1920
Jan. A LETTER ON AUROBINDO
Grosu ( With reference to Jadunath
Sarkar's review of The Home & the
World.

Prayer.

Apr. KARNA AND KUNTI ( dramatio
poem ).
June. TOWARDS THE FUTURE.
July. THR TRIAL (drama : “‘Lakhsmir
Pariksha").

1921
Mar. ON CONSTRUCTIVE WORK
( & lotter ).
Apr. OUR SWADESHI SAMAJ ;
tr. 8. N. Tagore.

A CRY FOR PEACE.

ON BRITISH MENTALITY IN
RELATION TO INDIA ( a letter ).
May. THR WAY TO GBT IT DONB.
tr. S. N. Tagore.

LBETTHERS.

June. EAST AND WEST IN OREATER
INDIA, ¢r. 8. N. Tagore.
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Aug. LETTERS.
Sept. EAST AND WEST.

LBTTERS.

THE SoNG.
Oct. THE HIDDEN TRBASURE ( short
story ) tr. W. W. Pearson.

LETTERS FROM ABROAD.

THR CALL OF TRUTH
Nov. THE UNION OF CULTURES.

LRBETTERS FROM ABROAD.
Dec. THB MODERN AGBE.

LETTERS FROM ABROAD.

1922

Jan. LETTBR FROM THE ATLANTIC.
LETTERS FROM ABROAD.
Feb. A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS
( short novel : “‘Chaturanga” ).
LETTERS FROM ABROAD.
Mar. A BTORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS
( Contd ).
Apr. A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS
( Contd ).
Pilgrim ( from "‘Balaks” ).
May. A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS.
( Contd ).
THB WATERFALL
( drama, ‘‘Muktadhars” ).
June. LETTERS FROM ABROAD.
July. LETTERS FROM ABROAD.
( Includes translation of &
poem “Woman').
Aug. LETTERS FROM ABROAD.
Sept. Picture ( from Balaks ).
tr. K. C. Sen.
Nov. I hawe loved this world’s face
( from Balgka ). Tr. K. O. Sen.
LBTTERS FROM ABROAD.
Dec. My Songs they are like moss
( from ‘‘Balska” ).
tr. K. C. Sen,
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LEBTTERS FROM ABROAD.

1923
Jan. to Dec : GoRrA ( novel ).
Tr. W. W. Pearson.

1924
Jan. THE PROBLEM.
Feb, THE CAR OF TIME ( A drama
in one act reproduced from the .
V. B. Quarterly ).
Aug. THE FOURFOLD WAY OF INDIA.
Oct. THE SCHOOLMASTER.

1925
Jan. To THE PEOPLE OF JAPAN.
Mar. Tempest.
Apr. THE PLACE OF SCIENCE .
( Farewell Leoture at Japan ).
May. TRUTH.
To THE CHILD. ( Spoken at Kyoto
Girl's College ).
My ScHOOL ( Lecture in Japan ).
THE DEATH TRAFFIC ( the original '
Bengali written in 1881 ).
June. GETTING & NOT GETTING
( Translated by the Author from
paragraphs written by him while on
his voyage to the West ). o
July. LETTERS TO A FRIEND
(To C. F. Andrews ). )
Aug. LETTERS TO A FRIEND
('To C. F. Andrews ).
Sept. LETTEBRS TO A FRIEND
(To C. F. Andrews & W. W,
Pearson).
THE CULT OF THE CHARKA.
Dec. STRIVING FOR SWARAJ.

1926
Jan. To ROMAIN ROLLAND.

THR PHILOSOPHY OF OUR PROPLE

( Presidential Address at the Indian
Philosophical Congress ).
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Feb. RABINDRANATH TAGORB AND
KNIGHTHOOD.

1927
Mar. THE SUDRA HABIT.
Apr. On the Birthday of Buddha.
July. Spring that in my Courlyard.
( From ‘Anthology of Modern Indian
Poetry” ed. Gwendoline Goodwin ).
Oct. To Java ( Batavia, 1927 ).
Nov., To Siam ( Bangkok, 1927 ).

1928

Feb. Stam.
May. THE SARASWATI PUJA IN THRE
Ciry COLLEGE HOSTEL.
July. THE PATRIOT ( short story ).
tr. by the Author.

AUROBINDO GHOSH.
Sep. RAM MoHAN Rov.

Oct. MESSA:E TO THE WORLD
LEAGUE FOR PEACH.
Dec. EUROPE, ASIA, AND AFRICA.

1929
Fel. MBESSAGE TO THE PARLIAMENT
OF RELIGIONS.

ADDRESS TO THR S1IKH COMMU-

NITY IN CANADA. ( Reported from
memory by O. F. Andrews ).
Aug. A Weary Pilgrim (a poem
composed on the Pacific Qocean for
Asahi Shimbun dated 8. 8. Taiyo
Maru, May 3, 1929 ).

INTBRVIEW TO THE NEWSPAPER-
MEN AT SAN FRANCISOO ).

Dec. I know my days wsll end—
tr. Indira Devi Chaudhurani.

A Prayer.
ir. Indira Devi Chaudhurani. _

ON TARING OATH OF LOYALTY
(letter written to Charles Andrews).
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1930

Jan. ORGANISATIONS.
Feb. WEALTH & WELFARH,
Dec. MY PIOTURES.

1931
Jan. MY ScHOOL ( Interview at
Moscow ).
Feb. Viston of life and love.
Mar. WiLL DURANT'S
“The Case for India" (review).
May. VOICELESS INDIA.
( & review of Gertrude Emerson’s
book ‘‘Voiceless India” ).
June. MY EDUCATIONAL MISSION.
The Toy Citadel—
tr. Nagendranath Gupta.
July. Princely Pride—
tr. Nagendranath Gupta.
Sept. THE SOVIET SYSTEM.
Nov. ADDRESS ( to the All Bengal
Muslira Students conference ).
To Gautama Buddha
( written in view of the
Mulagandhakuti Vihar, Sarnath ).

1932

Jan. Poems ( 14 poems ).

MOHANDAS KARAMCHAND GANDHI
( translated from the Poet’s Bengali
speech at Santiniketan on Gandhiji’s
last birthday ).
Feb.  Questions.
June. To Kalidasa—
tr. Nagendranath Gupta.
July. ART ( Address at the
reception by the Literary Society of
Tehran, May 1, 1932 ).
Oct. To PERSIA.
Dec. RURAL WELFARE METHODS
( Comments on ““Review of Rural
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Welfare Activities in India, 1932"
by C. F. Strickland ).

1933
Jan. The Victim.
“REBBL INDIA” (review of ‘‘Rebel
India” by H. N. Brailsford ).
Mar. RAM MOHAN Roy
( Presidential Address at the Ram
Mohan Roy Centenary inaugural
meeting, February 18, 1933 ).
June. TAGORE TO GANDHI
( Two letters to Mahatma Gandhi ).
Dec. THE WORKING OF THE LEAGUB
OF NATIONS ( an interview between
the Poet and Prof. Zimmern ).
ASIAN CULTURAL RAPPROCHE-
MENT ( written on 2.12. 32 with
roference to a resolution passed by
the Hindu Mahasabha ).
1934
June. ON RUSSIA.
tr. Dr. Sasadhar Sinha.
Aug. SUPREMBE MAN- ( Readership
Lecture at Andhra University.
Breezy April, Vagrant April.
Sept. I AM HE". (Readership Lecture
at Andhra University, 10. 12, 1933 ).
MORAL, WARFARE. (Message to
the Society of Friends, Ireland).

1935
Jan. Poems.
June. QUESTION.
tr. by Hrishikesh Bhattacharya.
July. Today I gasm you truly.
Aug. THE CAR-FESTIVAL.
tr. by Hrishikesh Bhattacharya.
1938
Apr. A Person. ir. by the Author.
June. Why Deprive me of My Fale.

TAGORE BIRTHDAY NUMBER

A PoBT'S BIOGRAPHY.
Aug. THE SOLUTION OF THE
PROBLEM ( short story ).
COoMMUNAL DEOISION. ( Presi-
dental Address at a Calcutta Con-
ference, 15. 7. 36 ).
Sept. OUTCAST ( short story ).
tr. 8. N. Tagore.
Oct. FALSE HorBs ( short story ).
tr. S. N. Tagoro.
Dec. THE WAYFARING WOMAN
( short story ) ¢r. 8. N. Tagore.
1937
Jan. THE LoST JEWEL (short story)
ir. 8. N. Tagore.
Feb. Poems : (i) Morning, (ii ) The
Night Lamp—tr. Lalit Mohan
Chatterjee.
Apr. RELIGION OF THE SPIRIT AND
SECTARIANISM (Address at Sri Ram-
Krishna Centenary Parliament of
Religions ).
THE MUSIC OF THE WINGS.
tr. Arabinda Bose.
May. CHINA AND INDIA. ( Address
at the opening of Cheena-Bhavana at
Santiniketan.
June. Birthday. .
Sept. INSULT TO MAN’S HUMANITY,
AND PENAL Excess ( Address at
Bantiniketan on Andamans Day ).
tr. Amiya Chakravarty.
Dee. JAGADISH OHANDRA BosBE.
1938
Jan. JAGADISH CHANDRA Bose
( Talk to students at Santiniketan.
tr. 8. Nv Tagore ).
June. A LETTER TO AN INDIAN
FRIEND IN JAPAN ( A. M. Sahay ).
Oct. LETTBR TO NOGUCHI.
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Nov. LETTER TO NOGUCHI.
Dec. JAGADISH CHANDRA BOSE AND
His INSTITUTE.

1939

July. DIFFUSION OF EDUCATION.
tr. Amal Krishna Mukhorjee.
THE CONGRESS ( letter to Dr.
Amiya Chakravarty ).
tr. S. N. Tagore.
Sept. OTHER TIMES
tr. Amal Krishna Mukherjee.
ADDRESS (MAHAJATI SADAN).
Nov. ARMAGEDDON. ( Letter to
Dr. Amiya Chakravarty).

Dec. THE CrisiS.  ( Letter to
Dr. Amiya Chakravarty).
1940

Jan. THE INDWELLING DIVINITY.
tr. Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
Poem ( Christmas, 1939 ).
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INDIA'S PROBLEM.
The Song Bird.
Apr. My LAST TALK IN CHINA.

1941

Jan. Once you had lent to my eyes.
tr. the Author,

RECOVERY
tr. Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.

That Old Day.

tr. the Author.

ART 1IN EpUcCATION ( Letter to
H. E. Tai Chi-Tao ).
Mar. The Great Symphony.
tr. Amiya Chakravarty & Kshitish
Roy.
May. Birthday. tr. Kshitish Roy.

CRISIS IN CIvILISATION ( Ad-
dress on the oceasion of 80th birth-
day celebration at Santiniketan).
June. Sabala—tr. Kshitish Roy.

Woman thow art blessed—
tr. Kshitish Roy.



BOOKS WRITTEN ON TAGORE*
BENGALI

TITLE AUTHOR
Jiban-smriti Autobiographioal
Chhele-bela .
Kabya Parikram@ Ajit Kumar Chakravarty
Rabindranath "
Rabiyana Amarendranath Roy
Rabindranath Anil Chandra Ghosh

Jiban-Shilpi
Rabindrasg@hitye Bharater Bani
Jati Gathané Rabindranath
Raktakarabir Marmakatha
Roalist Rabindranath
Bidrohi Rabindranath
Rabindras@hitye Pallichitra
Kabye Rabindranath
Rabi-Rashmi ( I & IT Vol. )
Banglar Sondr Chhele

Sur O Sangati

Rabindranath vee
Kabi Rabindranather Risitva
Chheleder Rabindranath oo

Rabindranath O Hirendranath

Rabindranath e

Kabindre Rabindranather Adarsha...

Manush Rabindranath

Rabindrakabya Path

Gitanjalir Bhabdhara

Samasamayik Kabir Chokhe
Rabindranath

* This bibliograx™y does not claim to be exhaustive.

Annada Shankar Roy
Benoy Kumar Sarkar
Bharat Chandra Majumdar
Bholanath Sen Gupta
Bijoylal Chattopadhyay

Biswapati Chaudhury
Charuchandra Bandyopadhyay
Dakshinaranjan Majumdar
Dhurjatiprasad Mukhopadhyay
Gayatri Devi .
Induprakash Bandyopadhyay
Jaminikanta Some

Jatish Chandra Mukhopadhyay
Jogendranath Gupta

Jogesh Chandra Burman Roy
Kanan Bihari Mukhopadhyay
Kazi Abdul Wadud

Krishna Bihari Sen

Jatin Bagohi and others

We have mentioned only such

books as were within our reach in the Santiniketan Iibrary. The readers will oblige us by
drawing our notice to books not included in the above lists.—Ed.
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TITLE

Rabindra Pratibha
Rabindranather Kabya
Rabindrasahityer Bhumika
Rabindrajibani ( Vols. I & II)
Rabindragranthapanji
Rabindra DBarshapanji
Rabindrakabyaprabaha
Rabindranath

Jayanti Utsarga

Kabi Prasasti

Kabi Parichiti

Kabir Swapna

Rabindra Sahityer Parichaya
Rabindra Sadhana
Rabindranath

Rabidipita

Sarbaharar Dristité Russiar Chithi ...

Gitanjalir Samalochani

HINDI

Rabindra-Darshan
Ravindra Kavita-Kanan,

AUTHOR

Meaulavi Ekramuddin

Nandalal Bhattacharya
Niharranjan Roy

Prubhat Kumar Mukhopadhyay

Pramathanath Bishi

Priyalal Das

Rabindra Parichaya Sabhl

Rabindra Jayanti Chhatra Chhairs
Utsav Parishad

Rabindra Par¢shad

Radhacharan Das

Sachin Sen

Shibkrishna Datta

Subodh Chandra Sen Gupta

Surendranath Dasgupta

Swadeshranjan Das

Upendra Kumar Kar

Sukhsampat Rai Bhandari
Suryakanta Tripathi

ENGLISH

My Reminiscences— Autobiographical.

# My Boyhood Days— "

Rabindranath Tagore—Ernest Rhys.

The Golden Book of Tagore—edited by Ramananda Chatterjee.
Rabindranath Tagore ( His Life and Work )—Edward Thompson.
Rabindranath Tagore ( Poet & Dramatist )—~Edward Thompson.
Philosophy of Rabindranath—8, Radhakrishnan.

Tagore’s Mysticism—Sybil Baumer.

Sir Rabindranath Tagore : A study of his later workg—

K. 8. Ramaswami Sastri.

Rabindranath Tagore, His religious, social and political Ideals—

Taraknath Das.
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Rabindranath Tagore—Basanta Kumar Roy.

Political Philosophy of Rabindranath—Sachin Sen.
Rabindranath and Borgson—=Sisir Kumar Maitra.
Rabindranath Tagore : His personality and work—YV. Lesny.
Santiniketan : The Bolpur School of Rabindranath Tagore—

W. W. Poarson.
Rabindranath ( His Mind and Art )—Kumudnath Das.

Some impressions about Sir Rabindranath Tagore and his Works—
T. S. Ganesa Iyer.

Rabindranath and his Poetry—K. Vaikunta Rao.

Rabindranath as seen through his “‘Gardener”—Govind Balwant Makody.

The Message of Rabindranath—C. Virabhadradu,

Studies in Rabindranath’s Prosody—Amulyadhan Mukhopadhyaya.

Peculiarity in the imagery in Rabindranath Tagore's poems—

Sarasilal Sarkar.

Arnold, Browning and Rabindranath—Amulya C. Aikat.

The Women of Tennyson and Browning with Glimpses from

Rabindranath—Ramaprasad Mukherjee.

HUNGARIAN
Rahindranath Tagore—Baktay Ervin.
GERMAN
Rabindranath Tagore—Ileinrich Moyer-Benfey.
Rabindranath Tagere als Mensch, Dichter and Philosoph—
Emil Engelhardt.
DUTCH .
Rabindranath Tagore’s Opvoeding’s idealen—Noto Soeroto.
' PORTUGUESE
Shantiniketan —I8. Tuddella de Castro.
FRENCH
La Ponsée de Rabindranath Tagore—Sushil Chandra Mitter.
Tagore Educateur—I. Pieczynska,
ITALIAN
La Poesia di Rabindranath Tagore—Eduardo Taglialatela.
Un Poeta Indiano ( Rabindranath Tagore )—Enrico Castelnuovo.
CHINESE

A Biography of Rabindranath Tagore—Cheng Chen-To.
Tagore and his Philosophy—Feng Fei.



WHO’S WHO AMONG THE
CONTRIBUTORS

RAMANANDA OCHATTERJI, M.A.—the doyen of Indian journalists ;
Founder and Editor of the Modern Review and Prabast ; has presided over
several all-India conferences.

HIRENDRANATH DATTA, M.A., B. L., P. R. 8.—Vice-President,
Bangiya Sahitya Parishad, the premier literary association of Bengal ; Vice-
President, National Council of Education ; Vice-President, Visva-Bharati ;
Vice-President, Intornational Theosophical Society ; well-known author of
several books mostly in Bengali, dealing with the Upanishads, the Vedanta,
the Gita, ete. ; delivered Kamala Lectures of Calcubtta University for 1940.

Dr. J. H, COUSINS ( Kulapati Jayaram )—author of many books on
art, philosophy, and education ; along with AE and Yeats, initiated the
well-known Irish literary movement. Settled in South India since 1915 ;
now art-adviser to the government of Travancore ; was a visiting professor
at Santiniketan for some time.

CHEN LI-FU-—Minister of Education, National Government of
China ; well-known poet and scholar in Chinese.

DHURJATIPRASAD MUKERJI, M. A.—Lecturer in Economics and
Sociology, Lucknow University ; author of several books in English on
Sociology and Economics ; critio and novelist of repute, connoisseur of
olassical Indian musio ; olosely connected with artistic and literary move-
ments of the country ; published two books on Tagore’'s Musio.

+» INDIRA DEVI CHAUDHURANI, B. A.,—wife of Pramathanath
Chaudhury and daughter of Satyendranath Tagore ; well-known Bengali
writer ; a distinguished connoisseur of Indian music.

Dr. 8. K. MAITRA, M. A, Ph. D,.—Head of the Department of
Philosophy and Dean of the Faculty of Arts, Benares Hindu University.

ANNADASANKAR RAY, 1.c.8.—author of a six-volume novel in
Bengali entitled Satyasatya ; has published several volumes of prose and
verse.

Dr. AMIYA CHAKRAVARTY, M.A., D. phil. ( Oxon. )—literary
secretary to Rabindranath Tagore and professor of English at Visva-Bharati
from 1926 to 1933. Appointed Senior Research Fellow at Brasenose College,
Oxford, 1937 to 1940. Joined English Department, Caleutta University,
1941, Published a book on Dynasts and Post-war English Poetry.
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Dr. RADHAKAMAL MUKHERJI, M. A., Ph. D.—Head of the
Department of Foonomics and Soociology, Lucknow University ; author of
numerous publications in the two subjoots on which he is an authority ;
co-operating editor of ‘“‘International Journal of Sociology and Social
Rosearch’’; member of I,'Institut International de Sociologie.

BUDDHADEVA BOSE, M. A.—well-known author in Bengali;
works inolude poetry, criticism, short stories, novels, essays, eto.; active
participant in new movements in Bengali Literature. Founder and Editor of
Kavita, a review devoted entirely to poetry and literature.

Dr. P. GUHA THAKURTA, M. A. ( Harvard ), ph. D. ( Lond. )—
author of Bengali Drama ; Modern Biography ; and several other books
both in English and Bengali. Some time reader in English, Lucknow
University and Asst. Editor, Hindustan Times, Delhi ; now publicity officer,
Indian Tea-market Expansion Board.

PRAMATHANATH CHAUDHURY, Bar-at-law—novelist, story-
writer and essayist of repute ; Founder and Editor of Sabw Patra, which
did much to modernise the form and spirit of Bengali language and
literature, and to which Rabindranath Tagore was a regular contributor,

Dr. STELLA KRAMRISCH, pb, p.—For some time Lecturer in Art,
Visva-Bharati ; at present Lecturer in Indian Art, Calcutta University ;
Lecturer Courtauld Institute, University of London ; author of Indian
Sculpture ; A survey of Painting in the Deccan ; Principles of Indian Art,
ete. Editor of the Journal of the Indian Society of Oriental Art.

LIN SHEN—President of the Chinese Republic.

Dr. SRIKUMAR BANERJI, M. A., ph. D. ( Cal. )—Professor of
English, Presidency (Uollege, Calcutta; sometime Prineipal, Rajshathi College ;
author of Wordsworth’s Theory of Poetic Diction ; has published a History
of the Bengali Novel in Bengali. '

TAI CHI-TAO—President of the Examination Yuan, National Govern-
ment of China : close collaborator of Dr. Sun Yat-Sen ; exponent of Kuomin-
tang philosophy ; eminent Buddhist scholar.

DEWAN CHAND SHARMA, M.A.—Head of the Department of
English, D. A. V. College, Lahore ; published several books including, The
Prophets of the East; Ideals and Beality, eto.

NALINIKANTO GUPTA—disoiple of Sri Aurobindo, inmate of the
Pondicherry Asrama since 1910 ; scholar, litterateur, oritic and poet ;
exponent of Sri Aurobindo’s philosophy ; published several works in English
and Bengali, including The Yoga of Sré Aurobindo.

HUMAYUN KABIR, M. A. ( Oxon. )—was secretary and librarian,
Oxford Union Society ; actively interested in Indian politics ; one of the
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organisers of peasant movement in Bengal ; Member, Bengal Legislature ;
Lecturer, Caloutta University ; published books of verse in Bengali and
o treatise on Kant and Aesthetics : editor, Chaturanga, a Bengali quarterly.

PRABODH CHANDRA SEN, M. A.—Sonior professor of History and
Bengali, Daulatpur College ; authority on scientific study of Bengali metrics ;
edited Kalidasa's Meghadutam : published papers on Rabindranath’s contribu-
tion to Bengali metrics.

MAHAMAHOPADHYAY PANDIT VIDIHUSHEKHAR SASTRI—
for many years Head of the Research Department, Visva-Bharati ; published
many learned works on Vedic subjects and on Tibetan Buddhism. Now
Asutosh Professor of Sanskrit, University of Calcutta.

Dr. K. R. SRINIVASA IYENGAR, M. A., D. Litt. ( Madras )—
Professor of English, Lingaraj College, Belgaum ; publications include
Lytton Strachey : a critical study ; A Hand-book of Indian Administra-
tton, eto.

SACHIN SEN—Asst. Secretary, British Indian Association, Caloutta :
was seoretary to the Hon'ble Sir Provas Chandra Mitter, XK. C. 8. 1., during
the Second Round Table Conference in Liondon. Works include The political®
Philosophy of Rabindranath and Rabindra-Sahityer Parichay.

Dr. 8. N. DASGUPTA, M. A., ph. D., C. I. E.—Principal, Govern-
ment Sanskrit College, Caloutts ; sometime lecturer in Cambridge Univer-
sity ; represented India at different sessions of International Congress of
Philosophy and also International Congress of Faiths. Author of several
books on Indian Philosophy and a Treatise on Rabindranath Tagore's
Poetry.

GURDIAL MALLIK, B. A.—Lecturer in English, Visva-Bharati;
scholar and writer of great insight on religious mysticism.

. KSHITIMOHAN SEN SASTRI, M. A.,,—Head of the Research
Department, Visva-Bharati ; recognised authority on mediaeval mysticism ;
published several works on mediaeval saints.

EZRA POUND—Leader of the American Tmagist School of Poetry.
Author of several books of verse, most notable being the Cantos.

EVELYN UNDERHILL—Woell-known authority on mysticism. Has
published many books on the subject inoluding Mysticism : A Study in the
Nature and Development of Man's Spiritual Consciousness. Co-translator
with Rabindranath Tagore of One Hundred Poems of Kabir.

PROBHAT KUMAR MUKHERJEE—Librarian of Visva-Bharati and
Leoturer in History. Author of a two-volume biography in Bengali of
Rabindranath Tagore: has recently edited an Enoyolopaedia of Knowledge
for boys in Bengali.
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BOOKS BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE
MY BOYHOOD DAYS

In inimitable language the Poect recreates the picture of
his early days in the midst of one of the most
gifted families of all times.

ALREADY IN THE SECOND EDITION

Profusely illustrated : Attistically bound in board and cloth.
Rupees Two only. ( Postage extra ).

CHITRALIPI

AN ALBUM OF
PAINTINGS, DRAWINGS AND ETCHINGS

By
RABINDRANATH TAGORE
Commentaries by the Poet in English and Bengali Verse.

Printed in the Poet’s Autograph.

Plates mounted on thick antique paper :

Bound in thick board and swadeshi cloth.
Price Rupees 4/8 per copy.

CRISIS IN CIVILIZATION

The Poet’s Message on the Bengali New Year’s, Day
Four Annas only ( Inclusive of Postage ).

MAHATMAJI AND DEPRESSED HUMANITY
Written during Mahatmaji’s epic fast.
Annas Twelve only.

Rabindranath’s books in Bengali, Hindi
and English are available at

VISVA-BHARATI BOOKSHOP
2, COLLEGE SQUARE, CALCUTTA.




33 YEARS’ SERVICE

In India to-day there are poor men who once were rich and
rich men who may be poor in the years to come. Life Insurance
is the surest of all safeguards against such bitter losses of
personal fortune. Protection for the needs of to-morrow has
been provided by this prominent national institution for over
33 years. Its contracts, complete in every respect, stand for
uncompromising high quality and proved dependability.

FIGURES THAT IMPRESS
(May—Dec., 1939)

New Business (over) Rs. 2 Crores 10 Lakhs
Policies in Fotce " » 17 5

Life Fund v » 3 10
Total Assets ‘ " » 3 56
Claims Paid (x907-39) » 1 Crore 97
Premium Income ( nearly) 47

Per Rs. 1,000 Per Year.

ON ENDOWMENT Rs. 18
BONUS ON WHOLE LIFE R:. 15

THESE FIGURES ARE UNDENIABLE PROOF OF THE GREAT
AND INCREASING CONFIDENCE OF THE PEOPLE IN THE
HINDUSTHAN'S SOUND, SECURE AND PROFIT-EARNING
POLICIES. GET MORE FACTS FROM US AND DECIDE FOR
YOURSELF. WE ARE ANXIOUS TO HELP YOU, OUR HELP
IS BASED ON EXPERIENCE.

HINDUSTHAN

CO-OPERATIVE INS. SOCIETY, LTD.

HINDUSTHAN BUILDINGS, CALCUTTA.

BRANCHES :—BOMBAY, MADRAS, DELHI, LA
PATNA, NAGPUR, AND DACCA. OFFICES :— OII}Eévléll{cfll‘}gl‘K:
BURMA, CEYLON, Br. EAST AFRICA, MALAYA, ETC.




EFFERSAL

Effervescent
FRUIT SALINE

When you are dull and listless, or feel that

you cannot bring to your day’s work the.

requisite amount of energy and sprightfulness,
take a bubbling glassful of

EFFERSAL
First Thing in the Morning

AND BUBBLE UP WITH HEALTH

& HAPPINESS ALL THE DAY LONG.
In 2”70z. and 6 oz, packings.

" BENGAL“>CHEMICAL
CALCUTTA } ¢ BOMBAY




HINDUSTHAN PROUDLY PRESENTS
RABINDRANATH’S GRAMOPHONE RECORDS

H | (997 (el (9164)
953 | ify gew AT RS 73 (wrgfe) H. 782 ’ The Vision (Recitation)
H 49 (mwasmaas @ (W3R8) 9% W2 { The Trumpet Do
4B 82 | rata st AcA Y Al (A )“- 812 { LS (wrgfe)
H. 342 {cvzﬁ 7 4w (raf) 733 | agpay (@)
45952 | ooaiofa C)

( [I—2ue ) ( PRICE—Rs. 2-12 EACH )

There are more than 50 songs of Rabindranath (sung by different artists ) recorded
and released by HINDUSTHAN MUSICAL PRODUCTS LTD. All these
Gramophone Records will make your set a record one,

Call at any Gramophone dealer or write to us for lists.

Hindusthan Musical Products Ltd.

6/1, Akrur Dutt Lane, Calcutta.

BRAHMAVIDYA

THE ADYAR LIBRARY BULLETIN
APPEARING FOUR TIMES A YEAR

Director : @. Srinivasa Murti, B. A,, B. L,, M. B. & C. M. Vidyaratna. ’
EXitor : Prof, C, Kunhan Raja, M. A., D. Phil., ( Oxon. )
Asst, Editor © A, N, Krishna Aiyangar, M. 4,, L. T,

Rates of Subseription :

Life Subscription Rs, 100

Or $ 50

Or £ 10

Per Annum  Single Copy
India & Ceylon Rs, 6 Rs, 2-8
U, 8. A, $ 3 8 195
British Empire Sh. 12 Sh. 5
Other Countries Rs. 9 Re. 3-8
All Communications to be addressed to ; Th® Director,

ADYAR LIBRARY,
ADYAR, MADRAS S, INDIA,




TIEN HSIA MONTHLY

Published under the Auspices of the Sun Yat-sen Institute for the Advanoement
of Culture and Education

ARTICLES TRANSLATIONS
CHRONICLES BOOK REVIEWS

AIM:
To bring about a better Qultural under standing between China and the West.

SPECIAL FEATURES :
Articles on difforont aspects of Chinese Life and Culture,
Articles on Wostern Life and Letters, which educated Chinese would be

interested in.

Chronicles giving a bird’s-oyc view of movements in Art and Letters in
China to-day.

Full translations into English of Important Chinese writings, both ancient
and modern : poems, essays, stories, sketches, etc.

Reviews of current Chinese and & foreign books.

BOUN D COPIES OF VOLS. 1—IX are now on Sale
SUBSCRIPTIONS ( Payable in advance )
Domeostic: NC$18.00 per annum or $2.00 per copy
Hong Kong: HK$9.00 per annum or $1.00 per copy
America: Gold $5.00 per annum or 60 cents por copy
England and othor Countries: 20/- per annum or 2/6 per copy
Postago free

All subscriptions to be sent to :

MESSRS. KELLY & WALSH, LTD.,
66 NANKING ROAD, SHANGHAL

L

SIR SRI KRISHNARAJA MEMORIAL
NUMBER OF THE QUARTERLY

JOURNAL OF THE MYTHIC SOCIETY

In memory of His Highness Sir Sri Krishnaraja Wadiyar
Bahadur, Maharaja of Mysore 1902-1940 and the Patron of
the Mythxc Society, a Memorial Number of the Quurterly
Journal of the Mythic Society including messages, appreciations'
and a life-sketch of His Highness the late Maharaja of Mysore
and select articles on Mysore and Mysore History will be pubhshed

Price for non-members :—

Rs, 4-0-0 India Postage &
£ 0-8-0 Foreign Packing

$ 20 America Extra.

Book pour orders early to avoid
disappointment
For further particu‘l'ars apply to :—
The General Secretary,

MYTHIC SOCIETY, DALY MEMORIAL HALL,
CENOTAPH ROAD, BANGALORE CITY

-




KAVITA

THE BENGALI POETRY JOURNAL
EDITOR : BUDDHADEVA BOSE

A TAGORE NUMBER of KAVITA has been published on
the Poet’s 8oth birthday. It contains essays on the vatious
aspects of the Poet’s genius by Abanindranath Tagore, Pramatha
Chaudhuri, Indira Devi Chaudhurani, Atul Chandra Gupta,
Sunitikumar  Chattopadhay, Dhurjatiprasad Mukhopadhay,
Niharranjan Ray, Jamini Roy, Pramathanath Bisi, Amiya
Chakravarty, Annadasankar Roy, Humayun Kabir, Bimalaprasad
Mukhopadhay, Jyotirmoy Roy, Deviprosad Chattopadhay,
Ajit Datta, Prabhu Guha-Thakurta, Himanshukumar Datta and
Buddhadeva Bose. There ate motcover two essays by Tagore
himself—his latest pronouncements on literary criticism—reviews
of his latest books, and reproductions of three of his paintings,
one of them in colour. This is definitely one of the finest
symposiums on India’s beloved poet which no lover of Tagore
can afford to be without.

Price One Rupee. Post free to any address in India.
KAVITA BHAVANA

202, RASHBEHARI AVENUE
CALCUTTA.

WHITHER INDIAN YOUTH?

DO YOU WANT TO KNOW THIS ?
THEN READ

“THE STUDENT”
( Organ of the All India Students’ Federation )
*  Carrying The Bannet Of FREEDOM PEACE PROGRESS
The only Forum devoted to the cause of the Student

Community of India.

Containing some unique features of students’ interest :
Students in Action.

Student Movement in India and Abroad.

Questions and their Answers on Students’ Problems.
Reviews of Progressive Books, Journals and Films.

Annual Subscription Rs. 3/- Write to :—
.
Sample Copy Annas 4. Manager

“THE STUDENT”
JUBBULPORE.



THE ARYAN PATH

Editor : SOPHIA WADIA
STANDS FOR IDEALISTIC AND CULTURAIL AIMS,

IDEALS free from Sectarianism. '‘DISCUSSIONS free from
Politics. CULTURE free from National or Racial Bias.

To APPEAR IN MAY AND AFTER :

THE SOCOIAL VALUE OF MYSTICISM By Radhakamal Mukerjee
CITIZENSHIP IN GREEK PHILOSOPHY : I By B. Farrington
184 By P. T. Raju

BUDDHISM UNDER EUROPEAN INFLUENGE By J. M. Ganguli
CRAFTSMANSHIP AND OULTURE IN INDIA By V. R. Ramachandra

Dikshitar
THE COMMUNAL PROBLEM By F. R. Moraos
THE IMPORTANCE OF THE PRESENT By Elizabeth Cross
SWEDISH IDEALISM AND RELIGIOSITY By Alf-Ahlberg
THE GOD IDEA By Horvoy Wescott
LIFE AND THE UNIVERSE By Merton 8. Yewdale
THE EVOLUTION OF INDIAN MYSTICISM By R. 8, Ramaswami Sastri
Annual Bubscription Rs. 6/- Single Copy As. 12/-
W. 8. DEPARTMENT
THE ARYAN PATH OFFICE ’
“Aryasangha’’, Malabar Hill, Bombay.
-

The publishers of Philosophic Abstracts take pleasure in announcing
for Summer 1941 publication

THE DICTIONARY OF PHILOSOPHY

Although embraced in one volume, the dictionary ocovers metaphysios, ethins,
epistemology, logio, philosophy of religion, esthetics, philosophy of law,philosophy of
education, social philosophy and philosophical psychology. Special emphasis has ieen
placed on the definition of basic concepts and terms germane to the contemporary schools
of philosophy, logical positivism, dialectical materialism, mathematioal logic,
neo-scholasticism, philosophy of science, Chinese, Jewish and Indian philosophy.

The DIOCTIONARY OF PHILOSOPHY is edited by Dagobert D, Bui‘f, with the
ocollaboration of Alonzo Church, Rudolf Carnap, G. Watts Cunningham, Ei;ﬁu. Sheffield
Brightroan, Irwin Edman, Rudolf Allers, A. C. Ewing, Ralph Tyler Flewelling, Jorgen
Jorgensen, Ledger Wood, William Marias Malisoff, Carl G. Hempel, B. A. G. Fuller, A,
Cornelius Benjamin, Hunter Guthrie, Wilbur Long, V. J. Mc@ill, A, O. Pegis, Glenn R.
Morrow, Jeseph Ratner, Wendell T. Bush, Dorion Qairns, James K. Feibleman, Paul A,
Behillp, Paul Weiss and & number of other scholars.
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Apiflications for further literature, aa well os
other municetions, should de oddressed to:

PHILOSOPHIC ABSTRACTS
15 East 40th Stregt New York City



















