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bored divinities descenting bag and baggage from their calm abodes in
heavens for permanent settlement on our mischievous earth in search of
misadventures; and innumerable such other tales intriguingly breeding many
more of their kind. Such a virile stock of humanity would surely have not
stayed their native desire to rehearse instinctively experiencesof their emotions
for the amusement of their kith and kin. No, they would not have followed a
script as such, nor would they have played inside their structures for those who
paid but, in keeping with their life-style, in the open and free forall. I should
imagine 2 moved spectator juriping, to the merriment of all present, into
thearena and pushingan actor out to play his part.One generation would
have taken up these plays from another only through words of mouth, each
generation adding to or subtracting from a play some such substance as
occured to it topically.

As it were; assured freedom and informality right at the point cf their
origin gave the theatre wholesome seed, conducive to the growth of propor-
tions large enough to contain the manysided future of Indian life. Religious
rituals, dear to everybody, formed into powerful dramatic narratives which
plump Brahmins sang to hordes of rapt listeners. The professional Brahminic
voice carved a vast stage; as vast as a listener could imagine, presenting the
whole war scene of the great Mahabharta, or the enire Lanka of Ravana at
fire. These Kathas (sacred tales) were translated from the oceanic Sanskrit
epics into simple dialects for instantaneous access of the common people
to them. Simultaneously their dramatic versions were also availabe for pre-
sentation during specific seasons. Many days before the festival, the all-
time Ramayana is ritualistically played from the beginning to the ending
in all the parts of the old country to mark the perennial victory of the godly
consent over the clever dictum of the avaricious devil. Thus the association
of God with the theatre as a leading actor, has always encouraged the re-
ligious Indian people to treat the theatre as a matter of conscience and faith.

The theatre has; ever since, carried itself like a native. That is, like the
local stock of people, it has been getting modified in successive periods of
time, assimilating alien knowledge and behaviour in a morality inherently its
own. Our modern theatre has, on the v’hole, the same milieu as that of the
country today: the bullock cart struggles patiently to move in crowded
lengths while the sputnik luxuriantly shoots up to scale empty skies. Highways
of science and paths of myth seem to cross each other as naturally on the stage
asin ourreal Indianlife. An institution so realistically rich in portrayals and
rooted in the earth must continue to be tended by the best hands available
and such hands must ungrudgingly be granted conveniences of uninterrupted
probe so that this familiar vehicle of intimate expression may remain intact.

Theart of drama has originally grown from the unlettered and untrained
human will. And, although getting more and more cultivated, it still mainly
depends on the simple human will to perform it. Not only this, it has also
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the advantage of a direct communication between the performers and the
spectators: the words start breathing, the shadows of thoughts are so clearly
visible and the action lays itself bare direct and independent of report. The
illusion of reality achieved through on-the-spot human feeling and effort
removes all barriers of artifice in make-believe. One should not be surprised,
therefore, if a spectator were moved torush to the stage to extinguish a fire
which would be part of the story only. It isin fact the instant human touch
in stage plays that accords them a natural superiority to sohisticated arts.
I happened to have witnessec an unprctentious dramatic performance of
‘Kafan’ by Prem Chand, for which theartists used buta desolate country spot
as thier stage. A very intricate story laid in its own surroundings and played
by simple folks attuned to its purport, the play unfolded a meaning which,
I must own, had remained hidden to me in mere written words.

This brings me to a very important point: a play is not a play unless it’s
played. The script of a play is just its part and the temptation to adjudge
the whole game by a part only is being unfair to the game. A play in its
script only is what has occurred to the playwright: the script must actually
happen to the people involved and the happeing be shown rather than merely
reported, as if for the first and the last time like a real happening in life.
It is, therefore, the performance on the stage marking conjoined creative
efforts of artists in different ficlds; which flowers into—what a spectator
knows as - a play. The perceptiveness of actors; the searching ingenuity of
costumes-and makeup-man, the imaginative inventiveness of the lighting
incharge, the assiduity of the stage-organiser, the fancy of the playwright
and the compreshensive creative capacity of the producer to integrate all the
components into an organic whole—all these factors work, inconsonance to
develop into a play of events which really happen. But a real happening
does not take place for its show value and may pass off unnoticed, while a
stage happening must be devised for showing. The failure in the device may
work out into either an exaggeration or an empty effort. It isin this context
that each stage action is deemed accountable and more real than one in life.

Quite a few of our modern plays; however, appear too accountable both
in content and stage-movement. Although fully accountable, art consists in
itsapparent unaccountability.Self-conscious pursuits after complex meanings
and meticulously correct movements of actors on the stage often appear
rather too deliberate for a true happening. Eventhough movements of actors
have to be conscious, they must learn from their art to conceal art. Similarly
a meaing must emerge unmentionably from a play. If a play has to encourage
participation by spectators, they should find its meaning in whatever they
see rather than be told what the play is about. ‘Aadhe Adhure’ by Mohan
Rakesh; otherwiseabrilliantnote ontragic failures in contemporary domestic
relatedness, fails in dramatic presentation owing to its dependence on words
rather than on action. The play makes an excellent reading but the spectator
is stuck up, as if hearing it read to him all the while. He gets to know what








