




















started in Northern France, had become popular
and buildings in the Gothic style were being
put up everywhere. In a Gothic building the
walls are broken up into small spaces and
originally these spaces, in the form of painted
panels, were considered as part of the archi-
tectural design.

The Van Eycks, commissioned by the Church
to pamnt wooden panels of these dimensions,
were obliged to find a new medium other
than fresco or tempera and so they perfected
the art of painting in oils, an invention which
was to revolutionise painting and lead to the
development of the portable picture on canvas
or wood. The new medium also made possible
a much wider range of colour and tone and the
more or less flat design demanded by the
restrictions of fresco gave place to three-dimen-
sional painting, in other words a realistic
portrayal of solid forms. (In this connection
it is claimed that Ceylon discovered the art of
painting with oil at a very much earlier date).

With the advent of the small portable wood
panel it became possible for private patrons to
buy pictures for the decoration of their homes
and gradual]y these patrons were to take the
place of the Church in commissioning artists,
thus giving far more scope in subject-matter
to the pamter, previously limited to religious
themes.

Jan Van Eyck (1385-1440) was probably the
son of a workman and was born on the borders
of Flanders and Germany, and his much older
brother and teacher, Hubert, is said to have
drawn his inspiration from the stained glass
windows and illuminated Missals of the Bene-
dictine Convent where he was educated. At
that time artisans were banded together into
Guilds and there were painters’ Guilds, just as
there were Guilds of weavers, brewers,
butchers, leather-workers and so on. The
method of painting in oils, discovered by the
Van Eycks, was disclosed by them to their
QGuild but was kept a close secret from the
public, with the result that oil painting was not
established m Italy until nearly a hundred
years later.

Both Hubert and Ian were made Court
Painters to the Dukes of Burgundy and Jan,
the better educated and more versatile of the
two, was given various diplomatic missions to
perform, which included a trip to Portugal to
ask for the hand of Isabella of Portugal on
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behalf of Philip of Burgundy. As Philip had
not seen his prospective bride Van Eyck was
commissioned to paint a portrait of her. This
was evidently approved for the marriage took
place, but it was a delicate mission for the
painter, who was presumably more fortunate
m his subject than was Holbein, sent on a
similar errand at a later date.

Hans Holbein (1497-1543) was a German and
the son of a painter and was born five years after
the discovery of America by Columbus. .At
Basel he studied wood and copper engraving
but found painting more congenial and may
have visited Italy at the age of 19 or 20.

It was a bad time for painters in Germany
and the Netherlands, for the Emperor
Maximilian, who had done a great deal to
encourage art and learning in those countries
had died, and with the Reformation the old
traditions of religious painting were wrecked
and the State and private patrons had ceased
to give commissions to artists. England, on
the other land, was rich and prosperous under
Henry VIII so Holbein, faced with poverty
mm his own country, went to England to try his
luck, armed with an introduction to Sir Thomas
More from his patron Erasmus.

From this time he spent most of his life in
England, getting commuissions for portraits from
Sir Thomas More and his friends, then from
rich merchants and ﬁnally from Hem‘y VIII
himself and the noblemen of that glittering
Court, to which he became permanently
attached. He was the first of the great foreign
painters to work in England. He aroused the
interest n portrait painting which culminated
two centuries later in the birth of the great
British School of the 18th century.

Amongst other royal commissions which fell
to Holbein’s lot was the task of going to Ger-
many tc pamt Anne of Cleves whom Henry, for
political reasons, wished to marry. Although
Holbein was not usually a flattering portrait
painter his admiration for the far-from-beautiful
Anne appears to have carried him away on this
occasion and the pamnting he brought back so
pleased Henry that final arrangements were
made for the wedding. It is regrettable to
recall that the King’s disappointment on meeting
his bride was such that he forgot to give her the
present he had brought for her and described
her as a *‘ Flemish mare . His remarks about
Holbein are not recorded.



Thirty-four years after Holbein had died in
London from plague, and when Elizabeth was
in the 20th year of her reign in England, Rubens
(].577—1640) was born m Flanders. During
his babyhood religious and political differences
in the Netherlands led to the breaking away of
Holland from Flanders and from this time
onwards Holland was a Protestant State whilst
Flanders still remained under Spain and true

to the Roman Catholic Church.

Rubens had the advantage of a good education
and could speak six or seven languages from
an early age and after studying pamting under
various masters he set upon his own account at
the age of 21, when he visited Venice and fell
under the spell of Titian, whose influence is
obvious in all his paintings, as regards both
subject and treatment.

His charm of manner and knowledge of the
world resulted in his appointment to the Court
of the Duke of Mantna, by whom he was sent
on various diplomatic missions toc foreign
countries, and at the age of 32 he returned to
Flanders as Court Painter to the Archduke of
the Spanish Netherlands, collected a large
number of pupils and became recognised as
the head of the Flemish School of painting.

It was a period of peace after strife in
Flanders, the Catholic Church was predominant
and rich and Rubens was given many commis-
sions for religious and other paintings. He
produced a great number of pictures, mostly
on a large scale, and in order to carry out his
commissions had to enlist the help of his pupils,
who painted clothes, backgrounds and the less
important parts of his pictures—to the advant-
age both of the pupils and of the Master’s purse.
He was the most successful painter of his day,
enjoyed fame and prosperity all his life and,
unlike Rembrandt, died at the height of his
glory.

Combining painting and diplomacy, Rubens
was sent to England to bring about a treaty
between the King of Spain and Charles I of
England, who rewarded him with a commission
and a knighthood, and he became very popular
in England, both as a painter and a diplomat.
His point of view was essentially a worldly one
and his pictures, religious or otherwise, display
a riotous delight in form and colour and the
sensuous qualities of paint.

And then came Van Dyck (1599-1641) the

son of a wealthy silk merchant n Antwerp,

who was born when Rubens was 22 and worked
as his assistant 21 years later. He too went to
Italy and was inspired by the Venetian painters
and after achieving much success in Genoa he
also gravitated to England where he became
attached to the Court of Charles I, that great
patron of the arts.

In England Van Dyck became the most
fashionable portrait painter in the country and,
like Rubens, employed many pupils to work on
his commissions. He was knighted by Charles I
and enjoyed great prosperity in the country of
his adoption.

With Rembrandt (1606-1669) we arrive at
a new stage in the history of painting. On the
breaking away of Holland from Flanders a new
spirit began to show itself in Dutch art and
learning. The influence of the Catholic Church
had gone and Holland, proud of its religious
and political independence, shut itself away
from foreign influence of all kinds and began
to develop within its own boundaries a fresh
and individual art. For the first time artists
began to look at nature with eyes that were
undazzled by either religious fervour or the
gilt magnificience and splendours of a Royal
Court, and for the first time painting became
* domestic ",

For forty years Dutch painting waxed,
mspired by its new spirit, while Italian painting
waned and British hardly existed. The English
demonstrated their appreciation of art in 1649
by executing Charles I, who had imported the
best of the foreign artists, but in Holland paint-
ings by first-class artists were sold in the
markets, together with butter, cheese, vegetables
and meat, and pictures began to decorate the
walls of even the poorer homes.

Rembrandt, the son of a miller of Leiden,
became the foremost portrait painter of
Amsterdam and turned cut numbers of solid
portraits of the still more solid burghers of the
town, enjoying prosperity for some years.
Later, however, being too honest an artist to
flatter his sitters and lacking the patronage of
Church or Court, he fell out of favour and
died eventually a bankrupt, old and lonely,
though one of the greatest painters the world
has known.

The history o.f Vermeer (1632-1675) is even
stranger for it 1s only comparatively recently
that he has become recognised as the exquisite
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VAN DEN BERGHE:

a compromise or balance typical of his
countrymen ; more loosely linked with
foreign schools, Gustave Van de Woestyne
(dead in 1945), a mystic, a poet, the very
slow and thorough painter of religious
and allegorical scenes, still lives and por-
traits, almost ascetic in his will to reduce
composition and colour to the bare
essential ; Valerius de Saedeleer (dead
in 1041), the static painter of static and
silent landscapes; the mischievous
Tytgat, over 70 years old, at once cunning
and childish but gifted with a delicate
and almost powdery range of colour.

* * *

The two main representatives of the
Surrealist school, Magritte and Delvaux,

PORTRAIT OF A SOCIALIST LEADER

have acquired greater fame outside
their country than in it. Magritte
is the more orthodox of the two, as
Delvaux, despite his obsession with
the feminine nude and his over sleek
technique characteristic of the school,
aims less at the relief of the sub-
conscious than at the rendering of
plastic beauty.

Of the younger generation, those
who were in their thirties in 1940,
it is difficult to speak. Their status
offers the discomfort of transition,
mumbling and hesitant, with sporadic
successes due to individual talent and
skill ; their shapelessness is but the
local aspect of a more general un-
settledness.

Although not devoid of individual
talent, the general impression is that
of emptiness and above all faithless-
ness, the already out-of-date pre-war
“avant garde’ being used as mere
recipes, hopelessly devitalised by an
attempt at a synthesis which more
often than not amounts to the neutra-
lising of their respective qualities
instead of their blending.

The diversity of the tendencies
appears less as the manifestation of
an excess of vitality than of the
disintegration of a wilting creative-
ness. Appealing as it may appear at
first to the eye, the present naturalistic
tendency is but shyness, scepticism
and impotence combined, and the abstract
tendencies but the deceitful wrapping of
an empty parcel.

In a world where no problem is local
and therefore cannot be solved locally,
that of the Belgian contemporary schools
of painting is but an aspect of that of the
whole of the contemporary schools of
art, they being themselves but the reflec-
tion of vaster and deeper problems which
will find, no doubt, their resolution in the
coming harmony of a renewed world the
labour pains of which we are all jerkily
going through at present.

CLAUDINE LIBOVITZ

Brussels
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Some Recollections and References to

Dr. ANANDA COOMARASWAMY

“ Chaque occupation est un sacerdoce .

“Those who love their art wear themselves to a shadow with their labours over it,
forgetting even to wash or eat’ .’

HN our world where isolation is in force,
it 1s something that people recognize the
Italian saying, “ Tuito il mondo ¢ paese’ ;
the universe 1s indeed an even smaller place
than these words would indicate. In each
generation there are some few who go fur-
ther and see beyond
this external good and
consider the greater
unity, the * inner ”
man Who is common
to all mankind. The
rarest among us have
the signal capacity to
assimilate * Una veritas
in variis signis varie
resplendeat, and that
this redounds ad
majorem gloriam Dei ;
a glory greater by far
than could be circum-
scribed by any creed
~or confined by the
walls of any church
or temple”. (AKC).
his i1s the arena In
which Dr. Coomara-
swamy s mind worked.

For almost ffty
years this man was a
productive participator
in the intellectual and
scientific circles of both the East and the West,
but he was never overcome by the knowledge
of this world, its minor miracles, our inven-
tiveness, and its major promises, Utopias.
When he wrote the following lines, his mode

r. A. M. Hocart, Les Castes, p. 27.
2. Marcus Aurelius, V. I.
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of life and thinking were above dealing with
the outward appearances of things:
Contra Cartesium
That 1 think is proof Thou art
My only individuality, from whsse dividuality
My postulated in-di-viduality depends.

Were the Doctor
to speak himself, he
might say, in utmost
simplicity: 1 do
not know why anyone
should take any
notice, I did nothing
on my own—I have
only done my part the
best way | knew how.
[ ought to do my
work well, it is my
responsibility. What
[ should like to em-
phasize is that [ have
never wished to build
up or establish a
school of thought or
philosophy, and that
perhaps the greatest
thing [ have learned
1s never to think for
myself; 1 hold with
André¢ Gide that
Toutes choses sont dites
déja. 1 have spent a
lifetime trying to understand what has been
said ; taking no account of the * inferior philo-
sophers . I believe with Heraclitus that the
Word is common to all, and that Wisdom is to
know the Will whereby all things are steered.
I am convinced with Jeremias that the human
cultures in all their apparent diversity are but



the dialects of one and the same language of
the Splrlt and that there is a ° common universe
of dlsco,urse transcending the differences of
tonguecs

Now and again a person among us becomes
proportionately renowned and yet remains
untouched by high esteem. The Doctor knew
the value of apprec1at10n he accepted 1t and
let it serve its purpose, 1f it lent authorlty to
his work, for such people to whom reputation
e el e of persuasien. His was a self-
assigned task, whatever may have prompted it
originally, ol grew into a labour of love and
was done, * for the love of the work to be
done ’’. Every man’s work is the profession
of his faith, the depth and quality of this
devotion exerts an inevitable and powerful
influence on the rest of us.

The Doctor fully understood the intricacies
of his craft ; and what an abuse of confidence
the printed ord s superstitious literate
soc1ety, where misinformation is accepted with-
out resentment. And that the soc1010g1cal
doctrines he was enunciating were necessarily
relatively unpopular. Nevertheless he was
heard and his work leaves a great and important
message to the scholars and students of the
world

Those of Coomaraswamy's views tcok assur-
ance from him, others of wavering and contrary
minds were persuaded more by the material
presented than any skill with which i1t was
rendered, since this man did not consider 1deas
as his own, he let them speak for themselves
Yet he was not averse to using an opponent's
own words, differing the emphaSIS or the
punctuation, if that would carry cenviction.
As he often expressed it, ** I have used the tools
of the present age, that 1s my scientific training,
taking it as 1t was intended, serlously and
without bias. [ have to speak the lanauage of
my colleagues, with this added responsibility,
so far as possible, I go back to original sources,
I take nothing, no one for granted A scholar
who 1s satisfied with translations may as well
use hear-say

To say that anyone is born or dies at the
rlght or wreng time 1s to use ]udgement where
no one is asked to exercise it. let the Lord
blow His seed to take root when and where
He wills. There always are gurus who teach
by example, and professional teachers.
Similarly with students, some hear and also

see, others only hear. The problem is one of
proportion ; at all times far tco many are
distracted by the fog of illusion and mistake
information for knowledge, and knowledge for
wisdom.

Ananda Coomaraswamy was ene of those
teachers who gave unstintingly toward that
which ““ ne learning will avail, but cnly being
born *’.* His was the striving of a lifetime to
know the * way ’’, and to be one with Jacob
Boehme’s, “Not I, the I that I am knows
these things, but God knows them in me”’
Because all men are seekers of the *“ way
whether they profess it or not, it would be to
the good tec have something of this man’s
personal record : to take this material as mere
biography would be to mistake the intention.
We have a right to some particulars of the lives
and work of distinguished and gifted people,
for all that their genius pertains to a moment
in time, as we experience it, if their * spark
belongs to eternity, their understanding to
His intellectuality.

If in the Doctor’s earliest writings there is
an occasional trace of chauvinism and concern
with politics, he very soon overcame this youth-
fulness. As he matured his care was with
the whole of aman’s need. He knew European
cultures, the philosophical writings and art
treasures in which both sacred and secular
were still one. He had witnessed in his cwn
lifetime how more ard more materialistic and
economic interests abserbed the masses and
their leadership—and all other human values
were obliterated. Science had pledged itself
to abolish teil, poverty and war—and brought
a world into an heretofore unknown °‘im-
poverished reality . Indeed a new era in
which men are robbed of the pessibility of
producing masterpieces, where quantity and
speed replace quality and the essence of the
mind and heart are nullified.

As a scientist, art-historian, and meta-
physician the Doctor could not but tell the
truth as he saw it: ** men can never be really
happy unless they bear individual responsﬂ)ﬂny
not only for what they do but for the kind and
quahty of whatever they make. Such happmess
is forever denied to the ma]orlty under condi-
tions of making that are imposed on them by
what is euphemistically called ‘ free enterprise’,
that 1s to say, production for profit rather than

1, Jacob Boehme, that great sanayasi of middle Europe.
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TSNSV HEIHS;

ANANDA COOMARASWAMY
EARLY FORTIES

for use. What we preserve in our museums
were once objects of the market place for every-
one’s daily use. Such things can only be
made by those for whom laborare est orare,
and this 1s possible only where every man can
earn his living by the very work he would rather
be doing than anything else in the world—a
condition that has been attained in social
orders integrated on the basis of vocation,
svadharma !’

Could he admire an age of so much scientific
discovery with so little spiritual nobility and
bankrupt of any artistic distinction? Nor was
he at all sure that with what is left of the great
Indian philosophies and the innate Indian’s
intelligence that he would be able to resist this
Western sickness—indeed has anyone escaped
contamination of this overwhelming madness—
and the glib superduper five year plans?

Such nonsense as the “ vigor of European
action and the serenity of Asiatic thought”
never crossed his mind—when such things
were brought to him he would reply that there
was enough action in the East and thought in
the West to serve all the requirements of life,
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what was wanted was a change of heart, the
wish to understand and to stop longing, that 1s,
coveting what belongs to another.

He was by no means alone in these views :
Professor Whitehead of Harvard, used to say,
“ our leading intellects lack balance . The
Earl of Portsmouth has written, ** the impact
of our world has brought to the East inhuman
mechanistic usury, misery and heavy industry.
Spiritually we have been iconoclastic, and left
the altars of the broken idols empty, and for
that, far more than for the fact that we have
appeared as conquerors, we shall not be lightly
forgiven ”’

Prof. La. Piana, of Harvard, has said, *‘ what
we (Americans) call our civilization is but
a murderous machine with no conscience and
noideals *’; Prof. Foerster of Princeton states
that ** we are an acquisitive society, materialistic
in its interests, unhealthy in its pleasures,
disillusioned in its ideals . . ."" and await blindly,
helplessly the coming disasters. This is barely
to touch the grave problems that concern all
serious W esterners.

But for its lack of humor it might be good
satire—it 1s no easier for the East than for the
West to so much as approach and try to under-
stand one another—the fantastic eyes of
Hollywood are a barrier. One can only wonder
if this great hallucination is altogether chance !
It cannot be expected of a foreign student
to come upon the deeper meanings of any
civilization in the process of four or even six
year courses of crowded professional studies
In a university, or through life in the surround-
ings of a college campus. There are no six easy
lessons that tell ““ all about a given culture ™.

Referring to himself, the Doctor might
smile: ““ by the way, if you must say something,
do not try to white-wash me. [ have lived m
very confused times, | have played the game as
thoroughly and completely as necessity de-
manded. I have tried to take the pleasure and
pain, what the world approves and disapproves
with equilibrium. 1 have been neither elated
by praise nor ashamed by blame. Where is
the man who has not made mistakes ? To have
lived in any other way would have been to
evade the issue—had this not been required of
me 1t would not have happened ...l am not
a Victorian. By meeting the conflict one comes
te know the better from the worse and learns
to discriminate. These indeed are times of



transition when the very contraries of which
the walls of the universe are made cease to be
good and evil—for we ‘ modern’ Europeans
are always pitching two evils, one against the
other "', '

To venture to divide this man’s work from
his life would be a practical impossibility. Each
phase, evolvement and interest was another
step in extricating the Self from himself. He
was not far from fifty when he came ** into
his own ' wholeness. His attention was no
longer with the knowledge of things, but rather
with that knowing them as, that is, realizations.
With the passing years he worked longer and
harder, if possible, at first shortening his
holidays and, during the war and after, taking
none at all. His production and its quality
was and is astonishing.

His voice had always been soft, clear and
Indian, as he liked to call it ; now it was even
more gentle. His thick longish black hair
began to turn grey. His step was firm and his
posture upright, like an arrow. People were
always in awe of him, in his early years because
of his great erudition, and later, one simply
knew that the man had outgrewn his singular
individuality, his one-man-depth and become
selbes gewaltic, or in Sanskrit, svarat . . . Self

led. :

Weare all born infinitely bound and indebted
to our ties, and this debt increases with our
responsibility and capacity to fulfil our charge.
Nor is this kind of duty something one can
relegate to another. Having paid one’s bhakti,
(share) according to one's ‘* station '—if one
has learned to act ‘‘ from impulse and not from
rules *’ one may then begin to take leisure and
liberty. I know of no one, in our immediate
times, who has done his part more willingly
and with better grace, or who was better
prepared—to whom it was clearer that, ** when
a man dies he goes nowhere where he 1s not
already ™.

His great vitality was given to the collecting
and arranging mto adequate order things that
needed doing. His thoughts and writings are
a sequence, or restoring or making available to
us what man has contemplated, all over the
world, since the Beginning. Not for the love
of antiquity, but for the love of that ancient
wisdom.

_Outwardly he adapted himself to every
situation, - inwardly he retained his inner

standards. Obeying his nature and what it
asked of him as a living creature, he confined
himself to his work, and through it learned to
be oblivious to himself. He never took time
out to i1dle. His fishing, gardening and car-
pentry, all of which he did remarkably well,
were further forms of his discipline.

His writings were 1 the simplest langr-:age
possible, if one takes into account the ideas
treated, bringing to mind the great simplicity
of the Sanskrit in the Gita. To be sure, one
cannot expect to read serious work without
some preparation.

One illustration of interest ; on an occasion
the Doctor and a friend, a professor of Eng]ish
tried to parse one of his sentences, taken out
of its context, to see whether 1t could have
been written better or more simply. They
tried various ways without satisfaction ; they
had to resolve that *‘ not a comma could come
out ', and let 1t be.

I was impressed by the little paper the Doctor
wasted, as compared with me; | was always
rewriting my pages, and | commented on how
infrequently I emptied his basket, to which he
replied: “ You, too, will learn, the first
decades are the hardest, after that use the
‘ cut and paste ' method *’. He would cut the
typed lines and paste them together in the
proper order, thus eliminating a great deal of
copy work. He wrote notes in long hand, all
other writing was done con the typewriter, more
often than not, the first outline was the final
copy.

When our son was about twelve years old he
came upon science and skepticism, he said to
his father: ‘‘Now that I know something
about science I cannot believe in God ™. The
Doctor assured him; ‘A little knowledge
is a very dangercus thing’. Far greater minds
than your’s balk at this, you do not have to
believe. God is something that is attained
only by the most lucid intellects—and that,
after incredible effort. You do not hear much
about it : such people keep silence. Crede ut
intelligas, (believe that you may understand) ;
intellige ut credas, (understand that you may
believe) ; and crede et intelligas, (kelieve and
you will understand B

Tradition will say about this man whatever
suits it, some will call him a revolutionist, others
a reactionary, actually he was a monarchist,
who would have a king responsible for the
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welfare of his realm, upon whose dharma his
very life depended. And to this he would
add, ‘‘ when men stop being at war with them-
selves they will not need to be at war with one
another, this too depends on the maharaja’s
dharma—for the fulfilment of the demands of
such a vocation ‘ office-seekers ’ will not do!”’

So far as politics did interest him, he thought
the proletarian forms of society hardly worth
philosophical consideration. They were the
final ends, the results of economic despair and
frightful mismanagement.

His deepest sympathy was with people who
were still a folk and whose artisans spoke o
their heroes in language common to all, and
who still create both form and spirit. For he
well knew that it is not lack of art that
*“ crvilized people suffer from, but rather lack
of what this art or skill shall be used for. Man
does not produce the *“ times ', but the few
who know what is right ought to set the
standards, that the many may follow and be

saved from, “I don’t know what 1s good, but
I know what I like!””

There was a natural austerity about the
Doctor but it was closer to asceticism than
severity. For all his absorptior in so many
directions, he was never too busy, no one was
too unimportant for him to see, and he never
kept anyone waiting an instant. When he was
called to dinner or the telephone, the typewriter
stopped clicking in the middle of a word. When
I was younger and had less dhyana 1 used to
marvel at this, and I once said, | can’t bear
to interrupt—now you will have all the trouble
of getting back into it . . ."" He replied : *° No
trouble, I never really come away from
what I am doing .

If a student, not in his own field of work,
who was struggling to make sense of distracting
ends, questicned him, he gave of himself, his
fullest, sparing no pains, most generously—
all the material he could excavate from his own
or the museum library books, sometimes even
copying out references, and giving chapter
and verse for the smallest request.

Throughout his somewhat over 550 titles
(and some 200 book reviews) some of which
are only a page in length while others run into
big books, there is a continuous thread of
awareness of the tragicomedy of academic
learning, and a consciousness that ‘' the fool
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in man is his fundamental being for se long as
he is without the Self ™.

Toward the end when hewas net entirely well,
and his physician urged him to rest, I would
remind him not tc work so long, se hard, that
he had done his part, and now others must do
their’s. His answer would be : *° My business
is to do His business. Remember, * There 1s
nothing in the three worlds, that should be
done by Me, nor anything unattainable that
might be attained ; yet I mingle in action’ .

(Bhagavat Gita, 111, 22).

His last talk to the Indian students was on
August 15th, 1947. He reminded them that,
‘“ Indian culture is valid not so much because
it is Indian as because it is culture. At the
same time, its special forms are adapted to
a specifically Indian nature and inheritance,
and they are appropriate to us in the same way
that a national dress 1s appropriate to those who
have a right to wear it. We cut a sorry figure
in our foreign or hybrid clothes; and only
invite the ridicule of foreign musicians for
imitating their vulgarisms, such as the har-
monium.

“The younger generation ol go-getters ;
that comes to America to study, and will largely
shape the course of Indian social and edu-
cational policies in the immediate future is, for
the most part, as ignorant of Indian traditicns
and cultural values as any European might be,
and sometimes even more so ; and just because
of this lack of background cannot grasp the
American and European problems that confront
it. Freedom is the opportunily to act in
accordance with one’s own nature, but our
leaders are already de-natured, quite as much
as Lord Macaulay would have wished them to
be ‘a class of persens Indian in blood and colour
but English in tastes, in opinions, in morals,
and in intellect . Because they have yet to
‘ discover * India, they have not realized that
the modern world is no longer an integrated
culture, but an ° organized barbarism’® and
a political pandemonium. They have no more
the moral courage to be ‘ themselves '—without
which they can be of little use to themselves
or anyone else—than had their predecessors
on whom a so-called Western education had
been forcibly imposed in missionary colleges
or government controlled universities.

G will take many a long year yet for
Indians to recover their spontaneity. For the



present, most of cur ‘ educated ’ men are just
as much as Americans dominated by the current
catchwords, ‘equality’, ‘democracy’, ‘progress’,
‘ freedom ’, etc., without qualifying the true
interpretation of such words.

“ In the past, and still today, Indians have
earned and deserved much of the contempt of
the Europeans whom they have flattered so
sincerely by an imitation of all their habits and
ways of thinking. We, too, are on our way to
become a nation of Sudras, atthe same time
industrious and ignorant.

‘‘ Notwithstanding that  all the precepts of
philosophy refer to life ’, we have learnt from
the modern world to despise the lover of
wisdom, and to leap before we look.

*“ On the other hand, there are the great Indian
figures, both known and unknown, who advo-
cate forms of human association unfavourable
to war ; this is significant as much to the rest
of the world as to India, in this age of viclence.
Unlike the Utopias of the modern West the
Indian mind does not expect the ills of the
world to be cured by planning or economics
alone. Nor can the Indian mind think of
‘ success ' 1n terms of money alone. ;

“In particular Bharatan Kumarappa's
masterly work, Capitalism, Socialism, Villagism ?
gives a reasoned argument for decentralization,
local self-sufficiency, small scale manufacture,
and the restoration of direct personal relations
between the producers and the consumers of
the necessaries of life ; and this involves the
whole of Indian culture, since it is the natural
and proper function of the arts to provide for
all the needs of the whole man, as a physical
and metaphysical person, at one and the same
time.

““ Throughout the ages, India has been a land
of profound religious convictions and of equally
generous religious tolerance. Here at least, 1t
is still possible for men to think of their own
faith as the natural friend and ally of all cthers
in a common cause. It has been said of the
West that religion is fast becoming an archaic
and impossible refuge. But in India it still

provides for both the hearts and minds of men,
and gives them an inalienable dignity; and
because of this, the natural cennecticn of
religion with sociclogy and politics has never
been broken. In our experience, culture and
religion have been indivisible, and that, in our
immheritance 1s what we can least afford to
abandon.

* Indian women, at the present day and in so
far as they have not yet been ‘ brought up-to-
date’, are our best conservators of Indian
culture. We may not forget that in a country
like India, any judgement of standards of
culture in terms of statistics of literacy would
be absurd, literacy, in the modern world of
magazines, newspapers and the radio is no
guarantee of culture whatever ; and it i1s far
better not to know how to read than not to know
what to read !

“ In the meantime, also, there is an 1mme-
diate and desperate need for the establishment
of cultural, and nct merely economic and
political, contacts with the rest of the world.
No doubt, the West is very largely responsible
for its own cultural iselatien, which amounts
to a very provincialism ; but the blame is ours,
too, for our students and representatives
abroad are more often engineers, physicists,
politicians, and gospel-graspers (the swamies)
than men of culture—where they ought to
have been both at once, able to contribute
something more than their fees to those from
whom they came to learn the newest techniques.

* When the culture that we now hope will
again come to life was in India, the learned
men of foreign countries came from far away
to study them. The measure of our culture
1s not that of our ability to learn new tricks,
but that of what we have to share and give.

“ Do not consider the inferior philosophers.
Be not deceived, © evil communications corrupt
good manners =’

DONA LUISA COOMARASWAMY
Brookline, Mass., U.S.A.
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in a rudimentary form. Early in this
cent}ury, attempts were made to publish
Indian melodies in the staff notation of
European music and only partial success
was achieved as some of the subtle graces
of Karnatic music were not capable of
reproduction in notation.

Recent trends in Karnatic music show
a disinclination on the part of musicians
and audiences towards the heavy type
of classical music and there is a perceptible
swing to light music. Various influences
like the gradual disappearance of the
traditional method of teaching and the
advent of films and the radio have played
their part in this gradual deterioration in
standards of music. A few composers
like Papanasam Sivan, and a few vocalists
of the orthodox type like Tiger Varada-
chariar, Ariyakudi Ramanuja Iyengar,
Maharajapuram Viswanatha Iyer and
Madura Mani Iyer are keeping the classi-
cal style of music going. Among instru-
mentalists, Rajarathnam Pillai for
Nagaswaram (pipe) Rajamanickam Pillai,
Venkataswami Naidu and Papa Venkata-
rama Iyer (violin) Palladam Sangara Rao
(flute) Karaikudi Sambasiva Iyer (veena)
and Palghat Mani Iyer (Mridangam or
drum) merit prominent mention.

Coming to North Indian music, the
classification of Ragas was according to
the ancient system of Indian music which
recognised six broad groups called Primary
Ragas or Janaka Ragas. Each Primary
Raga had five Raginies or female counter-
parts which bore close relationship or
similarity with the respective primary
Ragas, and each of these again had six
Subsidiary Ragas or Putras as they were
called derived from the Mother Ragas
with delicate variations. Thus originally
the Ragas numbered two hundred and
sixteen. But they did not stop there.
As time passed great musical masterminds
introduced several subtle variations into
them and new Ragas were innovated, so
that today we have over eight hundred
Raga Raginies each with a distinct
melodic form. But actually there are
not perhaps more than about three
hundred of them that are being handled
and elaborated either in North or South
India today. The late revered Pandit

Bhathkande of Bombay the well known
musician and codifier after prodigious
labour and research attempted to classify
the Hindusthani Ragas into ten groups
called the “Thats’’ by which all the Ragas
extant were grouped according to their
Chayas (shades) or aesthetic characteris-
tics. Latterly however after meeting and
discussing with master musicians of
South India he recognised the soundness
and validity of Venkatamuktu’s classific-
ation of 72 Melokartas.

It was during the reign of Moghul
Emperors in North India, the Persian
and Arabic influence over art became
very pronounced and led to the growth of
a mixed style very distinct from that of
the Karnatic music. Though during the
time of the earlier Muhammadan kings the
art of music was neglected, it was very
highly encouraged during the reigns of
Burhamkhan, Babar, Humayun, Akbar
and Shah- Jahan. Babar himself was a
skilful artiste ; and a talented group of
musicians were gathered in his Court
among whom Hafiz Haji and Jalaludin
Muhammad were very famous. It was
in the reign of Akbar that the art of
North Indian music reached its zenith.
Who has not heard of the foremost musi-
cilan of Akbar’s Court, Mian Tan Sen ?
Abul Fazal says ‘“a singer like Tan Sen
has not been in India for the last thousand
years’’. Tan Sen was the originator of
Drupad, the highest type of classical
Hindusthani music. He has left us a rich
legacy of his Drupad compositions and
he was equally great as a vocalist and as
a Sitar player. Many ancestors are told
about his art exposition and one story
goes that when he sang on the banks of
the Jumna fishes used to jump out of
the river on to the land and lie as if dazed.
Another story goes that when he sang
Rag Dipak one day in Akbar's Court
flames shot up all round and could not
be put out until Rag Megh (meaning
cloud) was sung. His music Guru Haridas
Swami, both as a musician and saint,
takes the same place as Tyagaraja in the
South. Among other musicians of Akbar’s
time, may be mentioned Mahapatro, and
Baksh Tulasi, and the famous devotee
Mira bai.
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in which we live today there are greater oOppor-
tunities for comparmg our possessions with
those of other countries and for contrastmg
our lack with the acqu131t10ns of others. Also
we have the means of disseminating and shar-
mg know]edge and information to a greater
degree. Therefore, while the number of those
who do not complam against Ugliness 1s
greater today, by the same token, the number
o oo wohe lowe Beauty and wage war against
Ugliness 1s much greater than it has ever been
in the past. For example, Chicago, which is
notorious for its crime and whose abattoirs
and meat-packing plants are perhaps the
biggest in America, is at the same time one
of the liveliest centres of culture in America,
with a famous university, an opera house, a
Symphony Orchestra, art gallerles theatres
and public libraries.

But we in Asia still live, happily in my
opinion, under an agrlcultura] civilisation
where we turn to Nature for Beauty and where
Beauty is yet a community possession rather
than private. As the cathedral or church in
medieval Europe expressed the collective artis-
tic talent and taste of the community so the
monastery or temple has remained with us
as the focus of our collective cultural efforts.
And in non-competitive times and under a
cultured patronage those efforts, even when
they were prlmltlve were based on good
taste. But in these days of so-called democ-
racy, pmsed as we are at a tran31tory
stage, and when ha1f~educated demagogues
and p011t1c1ans loom large in the publlc life
of our respectlve countries we cannot expect
a cultured patronage. So the survival of
culture and the love of Beauty must become
the special responsibility of those of us who
feel that we live in vain if we do not discover
Beauty and share our discoveries with as many
of our fellow-men as possible.

We must form an arlstocracy of Culture,
an aristocracy to which admission 1s unlimited,
the only quallﬂcatlon belng a sensxblhty toe
good taste. It will be our duty to condemn
bad taste and to uphold all worthy effort. We
must reaffirm universal rules regarding Beauty
and Good Taste and at the same time we ml_.lst
encourage experiment and 1 mmvention. Creative
work consists in expressing In a new language
the old truths—nothmg more. But at every
stage of ‘“ Newness ~’ there must be a standard

even if it be a temporary standard, and there
must be rules—the rules of Good Taste.

Naturally we in Asia cannot borrow whele-
sale from the American Middle-West, no
matter how praise-worthy their standards.
We can admire them for what they are doing
in America or New Zealand or Cuba in their
fight against Philistinism but it would ke
folly to copy them 1n everythlng they do. For
us i Asia our best mentors still are our neigh-
bours. In the case of Ceylon, India is the
most fruitful ally in matters cultural and artis-
tic, that is so long as we do not copy her in
her newer hybrid activities such as the cinema.
When we say that Art is universal in its appeal
it does not mean that Art does not have its
geography. Nothing 1s so conspicucus a
product of a geographical locale as Art. That
1s why we say Beauty i1s relative. Those
African women who enlarge their lips by
inserting wooden discs of graduated size or
those women of Upper Burma who elongate
their necks by mserting several layers of neck-
bands conform to a local standard of beauty

The Singhala woman was beautiful so long
as she remained true to her local standards.
Her jewellery and her dress followed a pattern
which had been hallowed by custom and found
suitable by usage. But the moment our
women adopted a hybrid dress copied frem
the Portuguese and the Dutch they began to
lock like some derelicts of a Caribbean sea-port.
There are still some worthy Singhala women
who haven'’t looked into the mirror since they
looked into it (or their great-great-great-
grandmothers) some three hundred years ago !
But now some sort of reason seems to have
entered our brains and our women have taken
to wearing the Indian sari even though their
menfolk still sport the fashions of Monrovia
and Belgravia.

There is no more graceful dress in the world
than the sari but it must be worn with an
unself-conscious grace, whlch our fashionable
women lack. And the sari is incomplete with-
out flowers in the hair and without appropriate
jewellery. I should very much like to see our
women spending their money on solid gold
jewellery than throw it away in the big sheps
on canned foodstuffs and Axminster carpets.
While Hindu homes are still (after their being
looted by one conqueror after another) full
of silver plate and silver drinking and eating
utensils of every shape and kind Ceylon homes
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The Art of Jamini Roy

SRI CHAITANYA OR KIRTAN

think there are few countries of the world whete the position of art in
its relations to the artist, to the community, to science, religion, politics
and other departments of life is being more eagerly revaluated than
in contemporary India. All these conferences, symposiums, art-annuals and
prolonged discussions (often very wearisome, sentimental, muddled and boring)
bear witness to the fact that we ate involved in a ‘complex’ which must
be analysed clearly before we can go any further in producing art-works.
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For we are heirs, in the realm of art, as in
other fields, to vast accumulations, ranging
from the great ancient and mediaeval
tradition, which ended with the disruption
of the Moghal Empire, to the age-old folk
tradition which broke down under 18th and
1g9th century European influence. Until
‘the forces of ‘civilisation’ imposed them-
selves like a thin veneer on our lives the
ritualistic needs of Indian village society
had kept the arts close to most people. But
with the growth of new groups and patterns
the old crafts have been increasingly des-
troyed until they remain a survival from
which the new integration can arise only
if certain basic questions are asked. For
instance, we have to analyse the creative
process itself and see how an individual
artist integrates by gathering together
certain split off parts of his own nature,
and of his audience, in a work of art. Also,
we must see how far a particular work is
the expression of the personal unconscious
of the artist, that is to say of his psycho-
logical type and to what extent, given
the spark of genius, the similarity of back-
ground and development of the artist and
his public is responsible for that authentic
utterance which strikes a note in various
layers of society and is acclaimed a master-
piece. And there are a host of other

questions : what is the true basis of an
artist’s inspiration of his technmique and
influence ? How much does a particular
style owe to the structure of the commu-
nity of which he is a part? And if the
existing special and aesthetic relations are
inadequate, how can they be changed if
at all? . . . All these considerations arise
when one addresses oneself to a review of
the art of Jamini Roy, certainly one of the
few important painters in India today.
For, if he himself has not self-consciously
asked such questions, he has at least solved
some of them in the only way in which a
painter can—through paint. So that his
work mirrors not only all the current con-
flicts in India, but marks the turning point
of a completely new epoch of development.

(2) |

It was at the house of one of his earliest
friends, the poet Sudhindra Datta, that
I first met Jamini Roy. A somewhat
stocky figure in homespun, with a kindly,
well-moulded round face, crowned by grey-
ing hair, and with mellow Bengali eyes,
he seemed so simple, unassuming and
unostentatious to me and such a refreshing
change from some of the frustrated,
attitudinising artists and writers of rich,
cosmopolitan, dirty Calcutta.

A CAT
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of music and song, river worship, snake
worship, the various cults of the Mother
Goddess—all evidence to the insidious
triumph of folk imagination over the
orthodox mind. Bankura District, where
Jamini Roy was born, shows the process
of revolt and assimilation more intensely
than many others in Bengal. His village
of Beliatore still retained, even in our own
age of railways and motors, its self-suffi-
cient mediaeval economy. Group life was
closely knit together by communal ritual
and immune from contact with the outside
world.

(5)

There is a phrase of Aeschylus which
very aptly describes the attitude of the
artisan in such a landscape: °The eye
of the soul is bright in sleeping and dark
in waking ’. Certainly, the village crafts-
man is not a self-conscious artist. He
fulfils his function in the community by
drawing upon folk imagination and express-
ing the communal taste for age old
primary colours and designs, the conven-
tional forms, in making things for daily

SANTHAL DANCERS AND MUSICIANS

use, such as pots, pans, toys, printed
fabrics, scrolls, ritualistic images, etc.

Jamini Roy had seen the skilled men of
his village at work in his childhood. And,
ostensibly, the instinctive love of the child
to potter about in spite of social and class
taboo, led him to copy their motives and
patterns early. His father, perceiving the
boy’s predilection, had done what was
befitting the status and prestige of a small
landlord—sent Jamini Roy to the Govern-
ment School of Art in Calcutta. When,
after about thirty years of the imbecile
curriculum and European fashions, he
‘returned’ to the folk tradition it was
therefore not difficult for him to regain
the sense of awareness which inspires the
devotees in a family who collaborate on
certain festivals to draw one line each in
the collective picture called the ‘Pat’
drawing ; and he sought out the myths
of the Shaki (love as devotion) cult.

On the surface, this attempt at a depar-
ture from the stustifying rules of the art
school is reminiscent of Matisse and Derain.
But, under Indian conditions it was, as
has been said before, tantamount to a
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revolution. For Jamini Roy restored to
the picture not only the state of mind of
the indigenous artisan, but he consciously
revived that respect for the quality of
line which is an Indian speciality, the result
perhaps of centuries of effort to attain
rhythm, almost as though it were a spiri-
tual exercise. Organisation, balance pro-
portion—these too accrued to him from
the folk tradition. But he transformed
them as only a forward looking emotive
scientist could have done by bringing
out the primary characteristics of the
figure and formalising the less important
features.

No doubt, as Professor Shahid Suhra-
wardy suggested in his pioneer study of
Jamini Roy, his training in European
techniques helped him greatly. For inst-
ance his departure from the straight line
to the curvilinear may have been influenced
by what he saw of the French contempor-
aries. But the synthesis he carried out
is significant for his nearness to the basic
Indian tradition and his transformation
of it into a new style. The sure economy
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and restraint with which he gets a picture
in two or three strokes shows as though he
i1s a medium possessed by the single-
minded vision of the ‘Pat’ draughtsman
and yet in alliance with the mood of the
most genuine elements in world art.

It is perhaps for this reason that one is
particularly impressed by most of his
preparatory drawings and sketches. But
those who remember the 1938 Calcutta
exhibition of Jamini Roy’s work will see
in his painting a development which now
seems to have achieved several phases.
Messrs. John Irwin and Bishnu Dey have
not reproduced many examples of the
early period. Therefore, I would like to
press the claims of one of the Mother and
Child  pictures 1in the collection of
Humphrey House in the style with which
Jamini Roy first startled us by getting
away from the idiotic exuberance of the
Calcutta art world. The tall panel called
the Peasant showed the peculiar discrimi-
nation with which Jamini could select
abstract characteristics and infuse in paint-
ing the strength of simplicity by an
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Five Notable Craftsmen

N the eve of her departure from Ceylon, Lady Moore uttered a note
of warning to the revivalists of our national atts and crafts. She said
that they should not make the mistake of seeking to restore old modes
of thought and old methods without weighing what relevancy they bave to the
modern way of life. The ancient arts and crafts of Ceylon, she thought,
should be developed on modern lines. We may go back to the past for
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