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The Seventieth Birthday Address

1 am more than horored—somewaat, indeed, overcome—by vour kindness
in being here ronight, by the messages thar have heen read, and by rhe
presencatien of Mr. Bharatha Iyer’s Pestrchrife. 1 shiould like to recall che
names of four men who might have been present had they been living:
Dr. Denman W. Ross, Dr. Jokn Lodge, Dr. Lucien Scherman, aad Pro-
fessor James Wouds, o ull of whom [ 2m indebted, The furmation of e
Indian collections in the Museum of Fince Arts was almost wholly due to
the initiative of Dr. Denman Ross; Dir. Lodge, who wrote little, will be
remembered for his work in Bosion and Washington, aud also perhaps for
his aphorism, “From the Stonc Agc until now, guclic dégringolade”™; 1
still hope to complete a work on -eincarnation with which Dr. Scherman
charged me not leng before his death; and Professor Woads was oae of
those teachers who can never be replaced.

More than half of my active lifz has been spent in Boswon. I want to
express my grat'tude in the first place 1o the directors ard trustess of the
Museum of Finc Arts, who have elways left me entircly frec to carry an
research not only in the field cf Indian art but, at the same time, in the
wider field of rhe whale rradirional rthenry of 21t ard of the relarion of man
to his wark, end in the fields of comparative rel’gion and metaphysics tc
waich the problems of icorography are a natural introduction. | am grate-
[ul also to the American Orienral Saciery, whose edirors, however much
they diffcred from me “by temperament and training,” as Professor Nor-
man Brown once said, have always felt that I had a “right to be heard,”
aud have allowed me ro he heard. And all this despite the fact that such
studies as I have made necessatily led e back to an enunciation of rela-
rively unpopular sociological dectrines. For, as a student of human manu-

| This addZess wes published in the Journal of the Indian Sovicty of Oricntal Art,
XV (1947). ©D.]

' [AKC saw only galley proofs of the volume cdited by K. Eharatha Iycr, which
was soon after pubh<he.l under the title Az and Thonght: A I’ofxmc in HO)’!G!{J‘
of the Late Dv. Ananda K. Coomaraswany {Londeon, 1947).-
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factures, aware that ell making is per ariem, | could not but see that; as
Ruskin said, “Industry without art is bruealiry,” and thar men can never
be really happy unless they bear an individual respensibility rot only for
what they do but for the kind and the quality of whatever they make. |
could not fail to see that such happiness is forever denied to the majeriry
under the conditions of meking that arc imposed upon them by what is
eupncmistically called “free enterprise,” that is to say, under the condition
of productior. for prefit rather than for use; and no less denied in those
totalitarian forms of society in which che folk is just as mwuch 25 in a
capitalistic regime reduced o the level of a proletariat. Looking at the
works of art that are considered worthy of preservation in our museums,
and thar were once the common objects of the marker place, T could ot
bue realize that a secicty can only be considered truly civilized when it
is possible for every man to earn his living by ths very work he would
rather be daing than anyrhing else in rhe world—a conditon that has
only been attained in social orders integratcd on the basis of vocarion,
seadharma.

At the same time, T should like to emphasize thar T have never built
up z philosophy of my own cr wished to establish a new school of thought.
Perhaps the greatest thing I have learned is never to think for myself; I
fully agree with André Gide that “tontes choses sont dites déja,” znd
what T have sought is to understand what has been said, whie taking
no accourt of the “inferior philosophers.” Holding with Heracleitus that
the Word is common to all, and that Wisdom is to know the Wil whereby
all things are steered, T am convinced with Jeremias that the human cul-
tures in all their apparent diversity are but the dialects of one and the
same language of the spirit, that the=e is a “cornmon universe of dis-
course” vanscending the differences of tongues.

This is my seventieth birthday, and my opportunity to say farewell.
For this is our plan, mine and my wife's, ro retire and rerurn 10 India
next year; thinking of this as an wsum gamang, “going home.” .. 2 We
mean to remain in India, now a free country, for the rest of our lives.

1 have not remained untounched by the religinus philosophies T have
studied and o which I was led by way of the history of art, Intellige ut
credas! In my case, at least, understanding has involved belie”; and for
me the time has come to exchange rhe acrive for a more contemplative way
of life in which it would be my hopc to cxperience more immediately,

2 [Some brief perscnal references, of ne relevance to the theme, a-e delered at
this point—ep.]
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more fully, at least a part of the truth ef which my understanding has
been so far predominantly logica.. And so, though I may be here for an-
other year, T ask you also tu say “good-by”—cqually in the ctymological
sense of the word znd in that of the Sanskrit Szagé, a sautation that ex-
presses the wish “May you come ‘nto your own,” that is, may I know and
become whar T am, no longer this man So-and-so, but the Sclf that is
also the Being of all beings, my Sclf and your Self.




