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that time I learned from two eminent Kala
Bhavan teachers affectionately known as Nonida
and Monida.

Iwas in Santiniketan from 1985 to 1987. During

In the first year four teachers taught us
basics of fine arts through sketches of flowers and
combination of different forms to create intricate
designs. The teachers gave us extensive homework
which we completed often working late at night.
We used kerosene lamps, and when kerosene was
not available, fireflies literally came to the rescue...
we created our designs in the glow from fireflies
congregating under a big tree creating a dreamy
atmosphere. We all cherished this air of fantasy
around us and no amount of homework was of
concern. We enjoyed every bit of the experience.

My stay in India started with sketches of
beautiful flowers and plants abundant in and around
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Santiniketan. We sketched the gently waving Ashok
tree leaves, Polash flowers resembling the twisted
beak of an orange bird, the sweet scented Seuli
flowers that tenderly greeted guests at the entrance
of Maloncho (Mr. Kripalani’s house) at night, the
neatly planted Tagor flowers forming a fence around
the house, the twin trees of Krishnachura and
Radhachura in front of the house creating a riot of
red and yellow flowers, and many others. We were
mesmerized by the beautiful colors and shapes all
around us that culminated into the delicate prints
we tirelessly designed.

Ilearned the meaning of each and every pattern
used in India prints as I continued to sketch them
on my own. One day when I was sketching in the
Uttarayan garden, one of my classmates asked, “I
always start sketching from the object I think is most
beautiful, how about you?” I was a bit perplexed
at first with this simple question. Then I realized
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I was more concerned about how precisely I could
draw the patterns. But my friend would start with
a flower, then the leaves, next the stem of a tree,
and gradually the whole scene would morph into a
beautiful India print. From that day onwards I made
sure to let the thoughts deep in my heart flow into
my designs. I also came to realize that the flowing
forms and lines in a batik print are all results of such
a creative process.

In the second year I was fully occupied with
Batik prints using local plants for dyeing. There
was a large Horitoki tree in front of the house of Mr.
Kripalani, a renowned biographer of Rabindranath
Tagore. Horitoki has been used for dyeing in India
for ages. Fortunately the first ingredient I used for
dyeing was Horitoki. The long and slender green
Horitaki fruit is quite hard and as you scrape it with
a knife, a kind of bluish fluid ooze from the fruit.
This bluish fluid when used for dyeing results in a

splendid hue of greenish brown. I also remember
having experimented dyeing with Betel nuts. At first
sight the reddish nuts looked beautiful. But boiling
them in water did not produce the anticipated color;
it only resulted in a very light hue for the roll of
thread I was experimenting with. More than five
years have passed since I brought back the thread as
a token to Japan. To my surprise it has now turned
into a beautiful red just as I originally imagined.

In course of my work on dyeing using plants, I
made many friends, and in the process Santiniketan
has made my life very colorful. The other day I met
a friend from Sweden in Santiniketan after about
two years. Rabindranath Tagore built Santiniketan
as an ideal place to live, and we agreed that it was
really such a place for us. Whenever we come back
to this place, in spite of the various outward changes
the feelings deep within us ring the same tone. [
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