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Prefatory Hote

These three lectures (two in English and one in Tamil)
were delivered by me (as the Tagore Professor of Humanities
Madras University) on the 22nd, 23rd and 24th July, 1967,
at the Amnamalai University. The Vice Chancellor and
Syndicate of that University invited me to speak under an
Endowment in the name of Rabindranath Tagore, created
during the Birth Centenary yéar of the poet (1961).
Dr. P. Chandra Reddi, who was functioning as the Vice
Chancellor then, was kind enough to inaugurate the series
and sponsor the publication.

The title of the lectures was chosen only to make more
people realise that the influnce of the poet on the intellectuals
in this part of the country is not negligible as believed in
some quarters. He is not a poet of Bengal alone as some
imagine but of the whole of Bharat, if not of the world. ®

I have to thank the Vice Chancellor and the Syndicate of
the Annamalai University for allowing me the satisfaction of
seeing these lectures in print.

S, Dr. Rangachari Road K. Chandrasekharan

¢ Sahridaya’ }
Mylapore
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TAGORE’S PLACE IN INDIAN LITERATURE WITH '
SPECIAL REFERENCE TO TAMIL

I

With the post-Independence achievements of Bharat
in the field of industrialism and her increasing cooperation
with the forces of a new age scientific revolution, it is
her humanities that have received the worst discourage-
ment. One can ‘perceive without much effort the change
of outlook which has come over the youth of this land;
the very college admissions can easily prove the dis-
proportionately larger numbers seeking seats in the
science and technology courses than in those of arts and
literature. Arts and literature, once the pride of our
country, have no great attractions for the rising generation.
The unimaginably large strides which modern science has
made in the nucelar field and in space-fights have left litsle
tfoom for mere dreamers and necromancers with words.
The Valmikis, Kambans and Shakespears do not draw
in the same way younger hearts as they were able once
to do. Except to a few-very few-the desire to cultivate the
literary mind has become negligible, if not nil.

It must be, therefore, temerity on the part of anyone
to imagine that undergraduates in Universities will crowd
in to listen to any discourse on poets and poetry.
However world-renowned a poet may be, he cannot be
interesting to one who has the least inclination to be moved
by poetry. Still there is no ground to lose heart, knowing as
we do, that over centuries back even in a land of
music and poetry as ours, there has been a considerable
paucity of numbers to evince genuine love of poetry.
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(To write poetry or to examine it, there may be one
or two or none even) said Nilakanta Dikshitar in his
characteristically sceptieal manner. He was a poet of merit
who belonged to the 17th century.

1f science can discover to us wonders of the physical
cosmos, poetry can reveal an wuniverse in itself of
the spirit. To an explorer in the realm of thought,
nothing can daunt his spirits except perhaps his own
life coming to an end. Courage of heart is most
needed to follow truth to its ultimate end. Great poets
and thinkers have invariably confirmed by their experiences
that light persists in the midst of darkness and truth
in the midst of untruth. Even so poectry persists in the
midst of science. It was Rabindranath Tagore who
said in his own delightful way :

Truth in her dress finds facts too tight;
In fiction she moves with ease. {

It is clear, therefore, that genuine poets and writers have
their hearts set upon truth. By imagination and fancy
they clothe it in order to draw attention of an otherwise
indifferent world. Stlll, when it comes to the content
of what they write about, it is the enduring substance,
called Truth. Poetry has never attempted to deviate from
what possesses eternal validity to life. Authentic poets
and writers everywhere are living for all times, because
of their having encased the true and the real in the
language of imagery and music.

The peculiarity of India is that despite its fifteen major
languages and their growing literatures, there is only one

* Biva-Lilarnava Canto 1,
T 8tras Birds by Tagore, 14Q,
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image and that is of India. ‘Let the poet sing in any
language of India, it is India that he sings about’ ; Bharata-
Bhagya vidhata is onme, representing Punjaba Sindhu -
Gujarata - Maharatta - Dravida - Utkal - Vanga. Yet most
of these have their roots in the most ancient of them -
Sanskrit. Even Tamil which, according to researchers, has
almost as ancient an origin as Sanskrit, possesses many
common features with sanskrit. Its major classics have
drawn much upon sanskrit, its originality and inspiration.
Even in poetics Dandi Alangaram is a translation of its
sanskrit counterpart, Dandin’s Kavyadarsa. The rest of the
languages of the Dravidian group like Kannada, Telugu
and Malayalam have the same vocabulary with slight
modification of sanskrit roots. In northern Indian
languages, either Sanskrit has been. the main source of
derivation of their diction, or they have through mutilation
undergone changes answering the description of apabramsa.
But the common treasure-house of classics in almost all the
Indian languages contain thieir own version of the Ramayana
and Mahabharata. Puranic episodes find themselves
forming the chief literary heritage for almost all our
regionl languages.

Bengali traces itself to a kind of Prakrit of Sanskrit.
The influence of Sanskrit on the language even in the more
developed stages can be easily detected. Mainly it can be
concluded of Bengali of the present-day that there are two
distinct styles, one called Sadhu bhasha and the other Calita
bhasha. The former has preserved older and heavier forms,
while the latter uses modern and lighter forms based on
the cultivated form of the spoken dialect in Calcutta.
Rabindranath Tagore may be said to have had a great deal
to do with the growth of Calitabhasha.*

‘The Indian literary scene during the middle ages was
almost of a stereotyp redeproduction of the Bhakti literature

* History of Bengali Literature by Dr. Sukumar Sen P 9.
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inevery language. Till our Western contact, and particularly
'English contact, there was very little variation also in the
kind of writing. There was no attempt to deviate from the
conventional themes and settled attitudes to life. Real
imaginative literature revealing originality and freshness
was not much produced. Bengal was no exception to it.
Nevertheless, the earliest to benefit by the contact with
England in their creative writing were the Bengalese.
Opportunity for a greater impetus in writers to break into
new modes and paths was provided to them because of the
greater occasions for cultivating the English language with
Calcutta as the capital and seat of the Viceroy’s head-
quarters. Some of the enterprising publicists had already
travelled to Europe and other Western countries with the
result that there was generated a new enthusiasm to reflect
the onrush of reactions caused by the foreign element upon
our culture. Till the latter part of the nineteenth century,
no doubt there were isolated instances of interesting writing
in the regional languages ; yet they could not be recognised
as landmarks of any real progress. It was the establishment
of the printing press in the early decades of the nineteenth
century which gave also a stimulus to a wider attention
from the literates to the writings of their own countrymen.
The Christian missionary propaganda became the incentier
for printing-work being taken up in a continuous stream.

Nothing so much acted as a lever to effective writing
and individuality as English and its beautiful literature.
Every one of the languages received the impulse to devise
newer genres of writing with its coming into contact with
English literature. However much differences in degree
and depth of understanding could have existed in the
receptivity of new ideas and ways of expression, it was a
conclusive experience of everyone that English had begun
exercising a powerful influence on them. Compulsory
education in English throughout the land naturally afforded
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greater occasion for the development of taste for the
foreign language and its sumptuous literature. The
inducement to express oneself in unconventional manner yet
with ever increasing eagerness for self-expression is one of
the healthy signs for the growth of any literature. No
doubt adaptations there were in plenty; imitations intelli-
gently done also were not few. The desire for writing as a

means of self-expression was getting more and more
perceptible.

Of all the peoples of India, Bengalese were almost the
first to benefit by the renascent tide that had begun to
overtake the land. Moreover a few intellectuals from
Bengal had already made their visits to England and had
imbibed the new spirit for nationalism. The moment the
liberation movement was engineered by the Congress,
Bengal began to evince signs of restlessness and resorted
to speedier methods of winning freedom for the country by
resorting to terrorist organisations. Revolutionary ideas
took root in the soil of Bengal with greater rapidity than
in the other parts of India. In the spheres of religion @hd
social life, the reformist tendencies became noticeably
active. If today anyone is still held in the highest esteem
for his daring and zeal for reform, it is Raja Ram
Mohan Ray.

A wave of a healthy revivalism, equally dynamic,
showed its appearance in religion with the advent of
Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa’s saintly life and teachings.
Swami Vivekananda’s clarion call raised for Indians to
wake up from their mental torpor and complacency
of ages and strive for achieving their manhood, which
alone could effect betterment for the country not only in
the spiritual but in the economic and political spheres
as well. ekt
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Environment alone does not help a thinker or writer to
welcome fresh ideas and originality. - Nevertheless, to some
extent the surrounding conditions and the life of a country
bear upon the shaping of a writer. Rabindranath Tagore’s
appearance as a Poet and a writer of versatile capacity in
his own language, and his rising to great prominence in the
literary world cannot be solely attributed to mere influence
of his environment and the congenial homeatmosphere for
the growth of his genius. There can be no explicit reason
traced to the phenomenon of his cxpansive heart embracing
the entire humanity as well as all life on earth. He was
a born poet. The striking coincidence of his birth in a
I family where his elders where remarkably gifted was no
doubt a matter to reckon with in accounting for his early
leaning to music and the arts. But birth and other advan-
tages are not always the best guarantee for the steadfast
shaping of a poet. Tagore gathered in himself by his own
efforts the benefits of the renacent urges of his period.
As he himself has written: I was born and brought up
in an atmosphere of the confluence of three movements
all of which were revolutionary’’i. There was the religious
meyement of the Brahmo Samaj which under his father
Devendranath Tagore had done much to disengage the
spirit of Hinduism from the stifling ritualism of a later-day
accretion. The pristine purity of the Upanishadic teachings
was revived through the efforts of the Maharashi. Then
there was the literary movement which under Bankim
Chandra Chatterjee had released the lauguage from the
obsession of a heayy style and introduced in its place
a natural and vigorous style of writing. The third and
yet the most potent influence was the national movemnt
whose efforts bore down in its march all obstruction
to a free flow of the current of self-expression.

T Religion of the Artist by Tagore. ( Contemporary Indian
- Philogophy) P 27
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With all that, Tagore gathered into own integration
of genius the |hertiage of a glorious past and the promp-
tings of a new age. He blossomed out into one of the
choicest spirits of mankind. To have developed into an
empodiment of the finest aspirations of all thinking minds
is not given to all but only to a poet. As Masti Venkatesa
Aiyengar has said: ‘ Where life as a whole is the object,
poetry takes the lead : all else stands and waits. Speaking
the finest thought, yet representing the common man
and understood by him, a poet is the voice of the
civilization as no one else can be.”’*

It is an unusual source of enjoyment to know of
the boyhood years of a poet. Our curiosity to find out
how a poet behaved while as a boy, what activities
interested him and who were his companions and teachers—
all these details we would naturally expect in a person who
was a born poet to have been different from those of other
normal persons. Tagore himself, anticipating our eagerness
, on that score, unfolded a much more captivating account
\ than we generally would have felt satisfied with. His
| Jivan Smriti or Reminiscences is a book of absorbing
interest to everyone. The sense of humour which pervades
it from start to finish has revealed the uniqueness of
an autobiography that has no page containing common-
place facts of a boy’s doings. Every little impression that
had been left on a sensitive mind found a place in that
account. He had criticised the biography of Lord Tennyson
by his son as an attempt unworthy of a poet’s life.
For according to him there should be details pertaining to
the inherent qualities of a poet in the making, and
also facts bringing out the poetic mind and art of the
hero. Instead, Lord Tennysons’s biography contained the
usual dull or otherwise common-place occurrences in a
life without special intimations to the reader of what

* Rabindranath Tagore by Masti Venkatesa Aiyengar, 255,
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a poets’ nature would be like. Tagore wrote: “What if the
absence of any biography of our own poet of old leaves our
curiosity unsatisfied - I do not regret. No one places
in the rank of history the stories that are current about
Valmiki. But I sap that these tell us truly of the life
of the poet. The episodes of his life which readers of
Valmiki have gathered from his poetry, are truer to his
nature than his actual incidents may have been’* it is
therefore, when setting to recall his early years, he recorded
only such incidents and happenings which were peculiar
to a boy later to become a rare specimen of the voice
. of Bengal, if not of India as a whole.

The earliest memory he would fondly trace was the
lesson taught in his childhood, when the couplet ‘Jal pade,
Patha Nade’ meaning ‘water drips, leaf quivers’, thrilled
him so much that he later understood the secret of rhymes,
essentiality of verse. The boy’s innate love of rhythm
accounted for the pleasure he derived from verses even |
when chanted by his old family servant, Kailas. The |
Ramayana of Krittivasa in Bengali opened to the boy’s )
imagination a living account ; and seeing the tears rollingi\'
down his cheeks while listening to the moving episodes, an |
old aunt of his would remove the book away from being
further read.

What made him start writing poetry between the ages
of ten and twelve cannot be probed into today with satis-
faction of obtaining an answer. In 1875, in his fourteenth
year, when some leaders of the country met in a conference
to discuss political questions he read out a poem teeming
with patriotism. Tt was later published in the Amurita
Bazar Patrika  Weekly. t His attachment to an elder
brother of his, Jyotindranath Tagore and his wife
Kadambari, was a blessing to him as they both
—*Mm&Treview (19386). Page 604.

 Rabindranath Tagore ; A tiography K.R. Kripalani P 56.
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encouraged him in his writings. His apprenticeship under
his brother was helpful in other ways too. Jyotindranath
“was a good hunter and he took Rabi in some of his
hunting escapades with the result the young heart enter-
tained unusual sensation of the wonder and exhileration
evoked by the wild forests and the unpredlctable habits of
their denizens.

Another circumstance which even more drew him to
the beauties of nature was his accompanying his father,
the Maharshi, in his pilgrimages to the Himalayan slopes,
where the father allowed the young spirit to freely roam
about gathering all that both curiosity and wonder in a
sensitive mind could induce to store up. His stay on the
Himalayas was of such a momentous occurrence to him
that when the time came for leaving the mountains, it was
practically a wrench for him.

What really inspired him first to take to writing poetry
is not so easy of divination. Yet one apparent cause could
be provided. His early enjoyment of Vaishnava songs of
Bengal proved so strong thatin his turn he began to
emulate them. Let us hear himself on it :

“What gave me boldness when I was young was my
early acquintance with the old Vaishnava poems/of Bengal,
full of the freedom of metre and courage of/expression.
I think I was only twelve when these poems first began to
be reprinted. I surreptitiously got hold of gm'/)ies from the
desks of my elders. For the edification of the young, ‘T
must confess that this was not right for a boy of my age.
I should have been passing my examinations and not
_ following a path that would lead to loss of marks. I must
also admit that the greater part of these lyrics was erotic
and not quite suited to a boy, just about to reach his teens.
But my imagination was fully occupied with the beauty of
their form and the music of their words; and their breath,

2
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heavily laden with voluptuousness, passed over my mind
without distracting it”.*

Now we should not forget that the three early influences
on him were sanskrit literature, religious love-poetry of the
Vaishnavas and Western literature. It is said that Kalidasa’s
line describing the Himalayan breeze bearing the particles
of the Ganges water wWificel FerTeiwEo A=Y :
Flaq %ETEZIE: (The breeze shaken by the devadaru
branches and bearing the cool particles of the Ganges)
transported ' the listening youngster to the very regions
where the wild waters of the mountain river scattered their
cool particles to the winds.

Everything, whether tiny or big in nature, was to the
poet something breathing of a personal message. Earth
and heaven, leaf and flower, everything whispered its secret
in his ear. His torture in early life was the school and the
.teacher. How he hated both can be known only in their
completeness, if we read his account of his pet aversions.
The English language was another of his totally inexplicable
dislikes in his education. Bengali came to him with a
naturalness, that he later wrote of it thus: ‘It was because
we were taught in our own language that our minds
quickened. Learning should, as far as possible follow the
process of eating. When the taste begins from the first bite,
the stomach is awakened to its function before it is loaded,
so that its digestive juices get full play. Nothing like this
happens, however, when the Bengalee is taught in the
English language.”’+

His poetic carcer, as already noticed, started much
earlier than one would believe of any one at his age to do.
He composed a sheaf ef poems under the title Bhanusingher

* The Rengion of the Artist by Tagore P. 29
T Cited in ‘Tagore’ by Masti Venkatesa Ayyangar P, 27-28
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Padavali (songs of Bhanu Sing) creating an illusion that
they were of an earlier age come to his hands. When they
published in a local magazine ‘Bharati’ with an explanatory
note to further carry the hoax that he played on peoples’
belief, namely, that he had found the poems in the archives
of the Brahmo Samaj, there was no more doubting of their
authenticity as belonging to an earlier century. A Bengali
scholar seeing it even went to the extent of giving it a high
place, as belonging to the fifteenth century lyrics.

When his capacity to bring out more of such songs and
poems became a settled fact, his father one day gave the
young poet a chance to read some of his poems to him,
Naivedya (offerings) was the proud title of the songs which
delighted his father. 1 A sample from that precious trove
will enable us to know how much of beauty mingled with
spirituality and mystic appeal could ensnare the hearers :

They who are near to ime do not know that
you are nearer to me than they are.
They who speak to me do not know that
my heart is full with your unspoken wciid.i‘.
They who crowd in my path do not know that
I am walking alone with you.
They who love me do not know that
their love brings you to my heart.

It is even said the father who was then in bed got up
and rewarded the young son with a sum of money saying:
‘If the king of the country had known the language and
could appreciate its literature, he would doubtless have
rewarded the poet. Since that is not so, I suppose I must
do it. With which he handed me a cheque ”.*

T Marjorie Sikes ‘Ra.biudra,nat]; Tagore’ P. 50
* My Reminicenees (Macmillian edition 1917)
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. The father’s appreciation of a son’s talents may be
viewed partial or tinged with affection. But the encomium
of an established writer of distinction, living in those times,
cannot be so dispensed with, It was unusual, considering
the experience of the young writer and the comparatively
advanced status of the admirer, who was widely recognised
for his authorship of many novels. Bankim Chandra
Chatterjee, it is recollected by Tagore, snatched a garland
intended for decorating him, and put it round the young
writer’s neck observing: ‘The garland to him; have you
not read his Sandhya Sangeet ? *

However much appreciative the discerning few might
have been; there were not wanting many to find fault -with
the young writer’s language as well as ideas. In his
characteristic humorous vein Tagore mentioned: “In my
versification, vocabulary and ideas, I yielded myself to the
vagaries of an untutored fancy which brought castigation
upon me from critics who were learned, and uproarious
laughter from the witty ...... steadily I cut my way through
derison and occasional patronage into a recognition in
which the proportion of prajse and blame was very much
like that of land and water on our earth.” 7

However much others might have attempted to assess
his real worth, to himself he was quite outspoken and
wrote thus: “There is a phase in a man’s being when the
anguish of vagueness is its only truth ......... The sadness
and pain which sought expression in the Evening Songs had
their roots in the depths of my being. As one’s sleep-
smothered consciousness bristles with a nightmare in its
efforts to awake, so the submerged inner self struggles to
free itself from its complexities and come out into the open.
These songs are the history of that struggle’.

*My Reminiscencescited in Kriplaini’s ‘Tagore A Biography’ P. 96,
T The Religion of an Artist P 39.
{ ‘Rabindranath Tagore A Biography’ ;i by K,R. Kripalani P 98.
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What a penetrating self - commentary on his own
spiritual strivings ! How else to explain a poet whose entire
being was soaked in the consciousness of a higher power
above as the author of everything he did and of everything
he wrote or sang.

The eye cannot see thee, for thou art the eye
within the eye.

The heart cannot know thee, for thow art it’s inward
. secret.

and again :

This little flute of a reed thou hast carried over hills
and dales, and hast breathed through it melodies
eternally new.

At the immortal touch of thy hands my litlle heart
loses its limits in joy and gives birth to utterance
ineffable. T

@‘gore’s songs have come in for a lot of unformed
criticism, too, in that they are breathing of too much
weirdness, mysticism and symbolism. Often such complg-
ints emanate from persons who are either unmoved by pain
and suffering in life or unimpressed by literature which
would require of them to pause for understanding or to
reflect deeply. Poetry has been always difficult to define.
The Muse rarely loves to entertain her audience by mere
blandishments. She seeks such devotees only as would
sit wrapped in meditation and concentration on her
form and her grace. Valmiki chose, even after he had
decided upon the theme for his poem, to meditate
deeply upon it in order to give it a shape and a stamp
of his inner vision SARE: FAEAI: THR SAFANET
(Sitting he was lost in meditation before rendering the
episodes into a poem). Tagore remembered always that

T Gitanjali I (Song).
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for art, if it was the result of self-expression, the required
integration of the self could be obtained only by meditation.
He would unhesitatingly point out: ‘The most important
thing is this universal soul, for which the Eastern sages
have sat in meditation, and Eastern artists have joined
them in active realization.” T :

He went further also to explain the Indian mind and
personality, adding: ‘“We have often heard the Indian
mind described by Western critics as metaphysical, because
it is ready to soar in the infinite. But is has to be noted
that the infinite is not a mere matter of philosophical
speculation to India; it is as real to her as the sunlight.
She must see it, feel it, make use of it in her life. There-
fore, it has come out so profusely in her symbolism of
worship, in her literature™. f

More than his poetic ideas, Tagore’s songs enjoyed
greater popularity in his own Bengal. It is said that the
distinction of Tagore’s songs consists in their harmonious
blending of words and tunes. It is the pride of Carnatic
music that Muthuswami Dikshitar’s classical output of
Kirtanas proved the rare blending of his words with
the long-drawn-out sweetness of his tune. It is the classic
method everywhere which answers for the perfect
consrtuction of the songs. Speaking about music in general,
Tagore once remarked: “Speaking is clear and limited
by its needs; whereas music is mystic and expressive of a
romantic eagerness. That is why speaking creates nearness
between man and man while music helps us to identify
ourselves with Nature.”” * In Tagore’s case music helped
him to identify himself even with God. Music was only
expressing the inexpressible to him. “The song being
great in its own wealth, why should it wait upon the words?

t In ‘Art and Aesthetics:’ What is Art: by Tagore P, 24,

I Art and Aesthetics by Tagore P 25.

* Rabindra sangeet [Tagore] P. 51.



15

~ Rather does it begin where mere worMﬁ@W
G a W , i
in the region of the inexpressible; it “fe{ﬁ{uﬁﬂvhat

words cannot. *’t Tt is the same as what the Upanishads

said : g = FrESR ety TAAEE (Wherefrom words
return baffled along with the mind’.)

Among writers famed for their poetic works, dramas,
short stories, essays, skits etc, very few have been
musicians of a high order, perhaps with the exception
of Valmiki, whose knowledge of music should have equalled
his poetry, as can be inferred by the twins singing the
Ramayana. They should have learnt their excellent art
from the sage alone. Very rarely do we come across any
other instance of a poet of universal merit, combining
in himself soulful music capable of ensnaring the initiated
as well as the uninitiated. Rabindra Sangeet today has
its votaries in thousands. An early incident in the life
of the poet recorded by Ernest Rhys refers to what a
stranger and a-foreigner like, Sir Edwin Montagu (who
later become the Secretary of State for India) had noted
in his diary. Once when travelling through a forest in
Bengal he came upon a clearing where a few men were
sitting round a fire and enjoying songs. He dismounted
his steed and sat near them listening to the songs. Very
soon a poor-looking lad came and participated ‘in the
singing. The song captivated Mr. Montagu, and when he
asked the boy whose composition it was, the reply he
got was that the author was not known. Later again in
another group of singers the song was repeated and Montagu
came to know for the first time it was Rabindranath
Tagore’s. The more interesting fact is the episode happened
many years before Tagore was awarded the Nobel prize.*

Tagore was fond of saying also: ‘God loves me when
I sing; he rewards me when I work’. It is clear his wide

| ‘Reminiscences’ by Tagore (Centenarry Number) P. 18.
* Rabindranath Tagore : (A Biography) by K. R, Kripalani P 8,
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reputation in Bengal was more due to his songs which
enthused by their variety and simplicity the ordinary
folk. In thousands his songs have spread the length and
breadth of his native land. His poetry ranked next only,
so far as Bengal is concerned, to his musical compositions.

His early intimations of God convinced him of the
Universal spirit or Reality becoming something of a
personal experience and visualizable. His love of beauty
in the commonest objects in the world drew him to feel it
in his inmost being so that he began to perceive its sub-
conscious influence on his inner vision. He realised quite
tacitly that the same spirit suffusing the entire universe
infused in him a vibrant awareness and an emperical know-
ledge. He termed it as Jivan Devata or ‘Lord of life’. In
a poem with that name he asked : (““O my Inmost Being,
has your thirst been quenched by comiing into my heart? I
have crushed my heart, like grapes in the Press and filled
your cup with a thousand pourings of joy and sorrow. I have
melted the gold of my desires and made of it ever-new images

Jor your. transcient sport”. Finally he would conclude with

“the cry :

/ g
“How can I, O master-poet, sing adequately your
music!” +

T Rabindranath Tagore (A Biography) K. R, Kripalani P, 166.

E* s
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No other poet in the Indian literary world either
in the past or in the present, or for that matter,
anywhere in our knowledge of poets of other countries
too, has been equal to,K Tagore in the concept of the
‘complete man’ that he himself developed into. In drama-
production, in painting, in dance-training, in knowledge
of sciences, in philosophy, in reformation of language, in
planning new methods of education, in writing lesson-books
for children, in organising institutions for developing
crafts and arts by labour of hand, in chalking out a
comprehensive educational system for boys and girls — in
all these he was not only original but inspiring. Hence in
the Indian world of literature - nay in the “whole world of
literature - unique will be his name as a poet cum musician
cum painter cum educationist and cum what not.

To enumerate his achievements in every field it would
take more time and space. Still a few landmarks of his
record of achievements must be mentioned in order to
place him in Indian literature.- People have oniy known,
him by his reputation or a few of his English translations,
like the Gitanjali, Crescent moon, Sadhana, Post office,
Chitra, Gardener, Creative Unity, The Religion of Man.
At the time of the centenary celebrations, in 1961, of the
poet, when delegates from all over India and the outside
world were invited to a three day’s sessions of reading-
papers on the many aspects of the Poet’s vision and
performance, there was a wide range of the poet’s
capabilities surveyed and discussed. It was easily noticed
then that even at a cursory glance in each class of his body
of writings he reached the top. In postry the Gitanjali,
The Gardener, The Cresent Moon; in short story the
Kabuliwala, Vision, Hungry Stones and a few more; in novel,
The Home and the World, Gora, The Four-chapters; in pIay-
writing Chitra, The Post Office, the Worship by the Dancer; in

3
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essays Sadhana, Creative Unity; in reminiscences., Letters_to
a friend, Reminiscences; We can now add to the list, as more
translations have been ushered into many of the Indian
languages after the Sahitya Akademi began to take up the
work of translating Tagore. Indeed for a list of best books
for a writer, the quantity is astoundingly much. Yet, it is -
‘perhaps only a small portion of what came out from him in
each class. If one were to be induced to adopt the words
of Tennyson in praise of Victor Hugo as applicable to the
genius of Tagore, some satisfaction may be derived; Even
then the complete picture of Tagore may be left out.
Tennyson wrote of Victor Hugo :

¢ Cloud weaver of phantasmal hopes and fears’ ¢Lord
of human tears’ ¢child-lover’ and “Weird Titan by thy
wintry weight of years yet unbroken’t

Tagore was more perhaps than all these. His plays
are not merely representations of realism but portrayals of :
himself and his own ideas impersonating as his characters.
Rather one must own that his plays are not for the public
as such, since a public of his own he had created for his
plays. His attempt to introduce something of an opera of
the Western kind but not exactly in its forms was deemed
his earliest success. Apart from his breaking fresh ground,
his daring in combinging Western tunes (Irish melody with
Indian) and creating a kind of mosaic, offered a strange
expericnce to listeners. He recollected the reactions they
evoked and added : Tt is curious to find that the daring
with which I had played have played havoc with accepted
musical notions did not arouse any resentment; on the
contrary, those who came to hear departed pleased”.*

T Cited in Tagore Birthday Number [on his eighteenth year]
gidited by Kripalani (1941) : ;
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~ Symbolical motifs he had filled often his plays with,
and however unprepossessing they might be, would appeal
to the intellectuals. It is not every drama of his that can
be discussed and analysed here to bring out the merit in
each. Still the One Act play Chitrangada (Chitra in English)
cannot be missed, as it is a unique instance of a deep
thought presented in a singularly fresh manner. Love
between man and woman, depending not on physical
attractions but on the enduring spirit of a higher union
gives the play its permanent value. Apart from the motif,
the qualities of Arjuna and Chitra, through Chitra’s report,
of their reactions to each other on the happenings
of love at first sight, is so engagingly devised that
the reader becomes engrossed in their love by the
suggestive touches. The One Act seems enlarged to a full-
length drama of five Acts, because of the contending
emotions generated in us on witnessing the conflict of
ideologies and ideals. Chitra hungers for spiritual love and
seeks something else than love for love’s sake. It makes us
alive to an endless meaning in the narrow span of an one
Act play.

e

A dance drama Shapa-Mochan produced by the poet,
apart from the effect of a lingering harmony when
music and dance combine to ensnare the hearts of
onlookers, contains none the less a great thought. Beauty
has to justify itself only by redeeming ugliness. A prince
on account of a curse of a God is born with repulsive looks.
He has to cover his face with a mask in order to save
people from receiving shocks at seeing so much ugliness.
A princess falls in love with him, and in their meetings
he tries to dissuade her by saying: ‘You do not know
my real self; do not fall into an error suflicient to blight
your life’. She is unconvinced of his protests and pursues
him. Once, on a moon-light night, he dances with some
of his friends which the princess from a hiding place






