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he days I spent in Shantiniketan back in
the 1970s have already become fondly-

remembered scenes but they still retain their
vivid color, and I believe will never fade from my
memory.

This is because, just like in his philosophy, Tagore’s
spirit solemnly lives on in the streets of Shantiniketan.

Television had not been popularized yet, and the
“good old days” were still intact.

Music permeated throughout people’s lives. I could
vividly sense the profound cultural power of the Bengali
people, people who love “song more than gold”. Music had
become food for the soul, a necessity for life.

Many houses hosted parties during the daily
afternoon tea time.

Friends and relatives would congregate, reciting
verses from poems, performing songs and dances enjoying
the moments of each other’s company and intimacy.

Shantiniketan, filled with beautiful serenity and
nature, had become the resting place for the soul.

In Summer flaming red flowers, creamy white kadam
phool during Monsoon, the fragrant siuli phool in the Fall,
milky white kanchan phool during Spring... seasonal flowers
bloom one after another, spreading their fragrance while
various birds sang and chirped from early morning till
sunset. The teachings given in this natural environment
were ones that stimulated all of the five senses.

Variety of sounds, tastes, shapes, colors, and
fragrances revealing all of universe’s emotions, and to
love these meant loving God; an all-round education that
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promoted life and this worldly ideal lived within these
streets.

The children playing under the mango trees had
no need to divert their attention (in fact they were kind
of forced to) and grew up carefree while taking in their
surroundings.

Being encompassed by a world filled with flowers,
birds and song, I was able to sense the breath of living
beings that were not human, and sense the pulse of the
universe between each breath.

To this day, Tagore is known only as a poet in Japan
and even I first encountered his songs for the first time
when I visited the streets of Shantiniketan.

I started learning Tagore’s songs through his direct
pupil, Shantidev Ghosh, whom I was lucky to meet.
Tagore stated, “The material world fades and disappear s
in nothingness, but verses and lyrics last an eternity,” and
his words ring so true; his words continue to sooth and
empower the souls of people even 68 years after his death.

My heart is filled with regret and resentment that
Tagore is still obscure and nameless in Japan to this day,
even with is 150th birth anniversary in sight. Especially
in today’s deeply chaotic world filled with destruction
of nature, hatred, and discrimination, I pray that his
humanistic spirit that submerges race, ethnicity and
borders and calls for the harmony between God, nature,
and humankind, can now, encompassing all of time and
space, bring peace not only to Japan, but to the entire

world. O
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