s

ULTURE and divilisa-
tion connote things
that many confuse to .
be similar. And to underline
the fact that they indeed rep-
two separate com-
reg:ﬂh of portmanteau
humnnmna.  many writers
have taken pains to delineate
their areas. In Rabindranath,
this subcontinent. in fact the
first half of twentieth century
world as a whole; had not
only a versatile genius of vast

literary output but also a

painter of pathbreaking
y and a great composer
songs that modernised
subcontinental music and

march te practise what he
preached — socially,

and. most of all, in
miatters educational. It is a

privilege to be Born a Bengali
if only hm:uuTngmwauu

his is the culture thlt has

all over this vast terri-
tory. joining that whole fraec-
tured entity in one cultural

5

As with culture and eivili-
mim nther sets of t:ppnacd

“The 54th

occasion of
presenting Lgc

ho

e to the

of death of Rabindranath Tagore, Bais
great poet and person, The

-‘Shravan, coincides August 6. On this
ily Star takes a modest opportunity of .

g lcces which seek to recall and evaluate parts of his deeds and thoughts.

byWMlHuque
Universalism and regionalism cohabited in the urbane and at the same pastoral Tagore as if

these were one and the same thing.

aesthetic-philosophic entities
met perfectly in Tagore.
regionalism

and the world and mur- 4

placeé in it. And his main
philosophical thrust was anti-
thetical to the Upanishadic
summation of the world be-

. ing all illusion and appear-

anee And no truth and sub-
stance. Outside of Tagere,

- these are *hardly reconcilable

in Tagore their

to world culture and cultiva-
tion of literature and the
arts? Didn't some of the rea-
sons arise from elements he
had  discussed in
pmphﬂir ‘crisis of civilisa-

‘his
- Euro-American.

um?'whun{ure

‘world war eminences
-—Shatmdﬁli ."
Chesterton and Beerbuhm

' _.and even Yeats and Stevenson

~= continues to influence
world' literature? Tagore of
the translated Gitanjali is
surely a junk quite out of
tamper with ‘the times of
satellite
Jackson and Madonna. But no

the African and the white
'I"h:m

TV and Michael

Best Guarantee against Rot

ynnﬂmntalmhemthemenmhmg

himself the most by all that was best of the Occident.

of this irrelevance corre-
sponds very
with that of the relevance
Bangladesh, the Bengali peo-
ple and their culture have to
those worlds. [t is not
Tagoré's worth as a writer
and creative genius that is at
the root of his present
eclipse. The place his people
and his language enjoy in the
scheme of contemporary
power equations of the world
do determine the chances of
his continued acceptance as a
great product of world cul-
ture and civilisation. The
poorest among mnations, al-

ways making a fool of herself

since 1975, Bangladesh
stands at the rockbottom of
international esteem. It is no
wonder this sixth, or perhaps

. Bengali, is not
taughthmnaMuﬁmh

versities outside the subcon-
tinent. Many Universities in
Europe and America that
have long been offering
courses in Bengali. have
ceased to do so or are in the
process of doing so.
Bcngalits are a people

interestingly

given to m of both en-
thusiasm and frustrating self-
pity. But when Bengalies
know in their hearts that in

the genre of short story

Bengali literature can stand
comparison to the very best
in world literature, they are
not far wrong. But who in
-Japan and China or the two
Americas or the continents of
Europe and Africa know
about this or even care about
this? The phenomenon that
accounts for this also ex-
plains very largely the loss of
Tagore to the world abroad.

That Tagore is ngt trendy
and has been long out of fash-
ion in the West, the illusory
hub of culture and civilisa-
tion. is of litfle value both for

Tagore and his people. A far-

more disquieting situation is
developing as the Indian
polity,  together with its
complex cultural realities,

moves away from Tagore and
even Nehru, succumbing to
an inchoate hybrid of Indo-
Anglian mediocrity and root-
lessness and glorying in the
capitu!auun to consumerism

and uatmtaunn. This will be
a far greater force to wean
the Bangladesh Bengalies
away from Tagore. Tagore's
was the single most eflfective
inspiration behind the emer-
gence of Bangladesh. And
Tagore is one whose beacon

light would lead the Bengali .

to his destiny. He is our last
great voice, still heard amo:
the agonising cacophony of
people denouncing
fit of lost self-

the curse of being born a

Bengali. Can another ever
sing more clearly and with
more conviction: Sharthok
Janam amar jonmechhi el
deshe, sharthok janom mago
tomai bhalobeshe. Ullash Kar-
Dutta, the terrorist-revolu-
tionary. on being séntenced
to death into a throaty
rendition of this song before
the pronouncing judge. And
now is come a time his

Amar Sonar Bangla, when
sung as the national anthem
of the homeland of the
Bengali nation is taken as a
great joke and Tagore for a
fool. What Bangladesh needed

most at this hour of trial is

telling in all truth, ami tomai
bhalobashi

With Tagore is essentially -

enmeshed the all important

question of the sustenance of

the Bengali elan that created
a state. A state can die.

Culture doesn't. It rots.
Tagore is our best guarantee
that we shall stop short of
rntnng

Fa111ng Rabindranath We have

ANY people tend to

believe that fate was

€Xira-generous Lo
Rabindranath — both as a
man and a poet. Well. a few
coincidences here and some
rare sirokes of luck there
plaved their parts but not so
much o uvndermine in the
least the painstaking prepar-
atien through rigorous

discipline for life. It is a myth
that the poet's formative pe-

:
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When Tagore took to

Failed Ourselves

by Nilratan Halder

locked to the unlikely candi-
date. a poet in the making,
lor a salvage operation. Ra-
bindranath had to begin from
the scrateh. First he sold ev-

ervithing that was saleable —

mostly the legacies of a za-
mindari past of comfort and
alfluence. then he collected
money from his writing — a
large portion in advance — to

pay off all the debts. What

remained was nothing mere
than pennies: and the finan-
cial manager in a poet started
his tentative journey into the
world way. He did net fail.
Rather the poet turned-za-
mindar helped his estate to
turpn around. And what is

‘amazing in the happy co-exis-

tence of the poetic passion
with this new-found eco-
NOMIC acumen.

instead of making the
poet a hardened bully and
with zamindari in BEast Bengal
— Shelaidah and Shazadpur —
brought him closer to the
people. the peasant class to
be precise. and the heart of

nmu-huupuwm

of green fields“and the vast
expanse ol Padma and Gorai.

He has known nature from a
close quarter ever since his
childhood. Bui now he came
into contact with a particalar
kind of nature  where the

English, the word preeti ex-

Tagore the Painter

T

Nlustration of a scene of Tapati' (a Tagore play)

actly means love. Love in
English means so many
things byt not perhaps what
is meant by this seber

word. The poise and endur-
ing calm beauty of this word
is what | find fascinating. The
poet has asked only for this
frotm his friends and all who
are favourably disposed to-
wards him. He makes it clear
that poetic fame may have to
see good and bad days but
that is not what he is craving
— or even cares for.

So the poet had his feet
planted on the earth all the
time. It is because of this
contact with the world in its
diverse manifestations —
where according to the poet.
Jam's sister Jamuna and the
Ganges coming out of Shiva's
unkempt hair find a meeting
point in the world's eternal
flow — that the poet has re-
joiced. No wonder, the poet
has rejected material contri-
bution to the nurturing of his
young mind. What he consid-
ers highly valuable is the lit-
erary environment at home.

Continued on Page 10

romanticism into the modern world; a romanticism that bled on the thorn af _
romanticism that took unbearable pity for the crisis of civilisation and for the

i
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Self-portrait

hyZhulEﬁnm

He was never an artist in isolation nor did he hold the grcaﬂy expressive and undﬂuted high
hopes of the Romantics. Unlike other great creative geniuses of the

| Gomg by the Golden Boat

. he carried his kind of
A
of

mankind. a romanticism that never sought the Wordsworthian pantheistic God in nature and life.

Forhim nature and life were a rahaspga -or mystery.

He, Rabindranath Tagere (1861-1941);-truly -

was a Renaissance man in a non-Renaissance age, and perhaps God's last Renaissance man who

never
last pub

t his faith in man, even when the curse of the Second World War befell man. he, in his
speech, had pronounced, "It is a sin to lose faith in man". On the 54th death anniver-

sary of this great believer of man, | take the opportunity to present the following piece which
seeks to read and reread the most elusive poem of the whole Tagorean oeuvre — The Golden Boat

or Sonar Tari.

Tﬂ gain a point of entry
into the poem we wou-
id like (0 put Tagore's
versatility on trial. He has,
throughout his life. served
almost all the Muses an

towards the end the Muse o
painting. 'A warehouse is
needed”’, Auden once said of
Jean Cocteau. "to store his
complete works, not
bookshelves” The same is
true about Tagore. It is said of
him that like Goethe he is
not one man rather a com-
bine of many. This one in

marny or niany in one is one-*

central thought ol
Upanishadic philvosophy. And
there is no argument on
Tagore s borrowings from
and influence of Upanishad.
Or une can go even further by
putting that his life-blood was

. always Upanishad. Here in-

voking Bhartrprapanca, one
of the eminent exponents of
the Upanishadic doctrine,
would certainly help us to
shade light into the mystery
of his prodigious sum of cre-
ation. According to Bhar-
trprapanca. Brahman is one,
but its unity is such as it
includes variety. lis concep-
tion is thus of a ene-many.
The variety is due to the infi-
nite number of selves that it
comprehends as well as the
numerous distinctions of the
physical universe. But Lhat
variety is only implicit in it,
and becomes explicit in the

process of creation or sristi -

The whole concept of
Brahman and its coming into
expressing itself in sristi is
significant in our understand-
ing of the many-sided genius
of Tagore. Here, one would

About My Paintings

An apology
for my

is due from me
intrusion into the

world ol pictures and thus of-
fering a perfect instance to
the saying that those who do
el know that they know not
are apt to be rash where an
gels are timidly careful. 1, as
an artist. cannot claim any
merit for my courage: for it is
the unconscious courage of
the unsophisticated. like that
of one whe walks in dream
on perilous path. who is
saved only because he is blind
to the risk.

The only training which |
had irom my voung days was
the training in rhythm. the

-

rhythus i1 thought, the
rhyvthm in sound. I had come
o know that rhythm gives

reality to that which is desul-
tory. which is insignificant in
itself  And. therefore, when
the scratches in my
nianuscript cried, like sin
ners. for salvation, and as-

sailed my eves with the ugli-
ness ol their irrelevance, I
often took nuye time in res
cuing them into a merciful
finality of rhythmn than in car-
rying on what was my obvious
Lol

hi the proeess of this sal-
vage work | came 1o discover

one lact, that in the universe
ol forms there is a perpetual
activity of natural selection in
linnes. and only the [ittest

survives which has in iisell

the lithess of cadence, and |
lelt that to solve the unem-
ployment problem of the
homeless heterogeneous into
interrelated balance of ful-
lilment. is creation itsell. My
pictures #re my versification
inn lines. I by chance they are
entitled 1o claim tion
it must be primarily for some
rhythmic significance of form
which is ultimate, and not for
ALy interpretation of an . id:a.
O rewrlrntatlml of a fact

"k*""r "11 .r“‘,
i * :

definitely recall the much-
celebrated song that opens
thus: "We are all kings in the
kingdom of our majesty”.
This song would point to the
notion of Tagore being the
Brahman or the creator.
Many a time Tagore talked
about jiban-debata. A debata
he searched within himself
and through him to the
greater debata. That is why,
Tagore thought of an equality;
an equality, for him, can only
embrace something of the
same grade. This will explain
why Tagore took lar
interest in Lalon the baul.
Because the bauls or the
mystics also travel psycholog-
ically. Their universe is
within themselves. A journey
of a mystic is essentially a
journey within himself and
through it to a greater self —
the Creator. No doubt.. it is
the deep Upanishadic influ-
ence on the whole that acted
behind the incredible variety
and richness of his creation.

I1

In an L'.'?I-E-E}f of 1960 called
Ecrivains ecrivants,

Hulandﬂm-thesd
between two sorts
and also two sorts of writing.
He suggests that the auther
performs a function and the

writer

writer or ecrivain. The

guistic end, to a meaning or
reality which is, in a sense,
'‘beyond’ the writing; the lat-
ter does not intend to take
the reader his |

but to call the attention

the reader to the activity of
writing itself. The ecrirain
has 'nothing but wn*..g it-
self,’ not as the 'pure’ form

Thus I'ollowing Hﬂ‘thﬂlln
taxonomy we can

Flaubert, Zola and Ernest®
Hemingway in the ‘transitive’
category, and Proust. Joyce
and Samuel t in the

‘intransitive’. Now in any
Continued on page 10

The Golden Boat

by Rabindranath Tagore

Clouds rumbling in the sky: leeming rain.

I sit on the river-bank. sad and alone.

The sheaves lie gathered, harvest has ended,
The river is swollen and fierce in its Tlow.
As we cul the paddy it started to rain.

One small paddy-filed. no one but me —

Flood waters twisting and swirling everywhere.
Trees on the far bank smear shadows like ink

On a vilage painted on deep morning grey.
On this side a paddy-field, no one but me.

Whao is this. steering close to the shore,

Singing? |l leel that he is someone | know.

The sails are filled wide, he gazes ahead,

Waves break helplessly against the boat each side.
| watch and feel | have seen his face before.

Oh w what

foreign land do you

sail?

Come (o the bank and meor your boat for a while.
Go where you want to, give where you care to,
But come to the bank a moment. show your smile -

Take awayv my golden paddy when you sail.

Take it. take as much as you can load.
Is there more? No, none, | have put it aboard.
My intense labour here by the river —

| have parted with it all,
Now take me as well, be

layer upon
kind, take

layer:
me aboard.



