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Savitri is the prophetic vision of Sri Aurobindo.
It will surpass the Gita and the Bible.

– The Mother
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SRI AUROBINDO’S GAYATRI MANTRA

Tatsavitur varam rupam
jyotih parasya dhimahi
yannah satyena dipayet

Let us meditate on the most auspicious form

of Savitri, on the Light of the Supreme which

shall illumine us with the Truth.
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….the Mother disclosed to us that in the line
For ever love, O beautiful slave of  God!

the word she saw in place of “beautiful”, although she did
not read it, was “powerful”. In the late hours of  the evening,
when she used to be inwardly absorbed in Sri Aurobindo’s
presence, she asked him why she had made that variant in
the line. He answered: “What you have read is a truth – but
a truth of  the future. At present, ‘beautiful’ and not ‘powerful’
is the true word.”

– Amal Kiran

... the line from Savitri that gave me the most overpowering
experience of  the entire book....And when I came to this
particular line... I was as if  suddenly swept up and engulfed
in... (‘the’ is wrong, ‘an’ is wrong – it’s neither one nor the
other; it’s something else) ...eternal Truth. Everything was
abolished except this:

“For ever love, O beautiful slave of  God!”
That alone existed.

– The Mother
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On my birthday, I went to see Mother.  First of  all, She spoke to me about
how to kindle the psychic flame.  Then She spoke about Savitri.

Many a time, She had already spoken on Savitri, but this time, it was in a
special way, for it was a complete teaching that She revealed. I remained as
quiet and as concentrated as possible, in order to assimilate Her words.

Back home, I wished to note down what Mother had explained to me about
Savitri.  But something within me kept saying that I wouldn’t be capable of
rendering it, that it was too beautiful and much too extraordinary and that I
would spoil it all.  And I brushed aside the idea to write down what Mother had
explained.

Years passed but some phrases kept echoing in my mind, such as: “I have
launched myself in a rudderless boat in the vastness of the Infinite.”  Mother had
repeated to me these magical words of  Sri Aurobindo.  And likewise there were
many others which came floating in.  But still I didn’t like the idea of  noting them
down.  And then, one day, I was advised to write what Mother had told me.

However, seven years had passed.  It was a work which I would not have
ventured to do myself. I could only try to be as docile and receptive an instrument
as possible. I then concentrated and what Mother had told me, began to come
back to me: “Each verse of  Savitri is like a revealed Mantra which surpasses all
that man possesses by way of  knowledge, and is arranged in such a way, that
the sonority of the rhythm leads you to the origin of sound, which is OM... It is
the most beautiful thing He has left for man, the highest possible.” So slowly,
almost the whole of it was written down.

Later on, I showed to Mother this report written from memory.  She Herself
brushed it up a bit and gave Her blessings.  She intended to work anew on the
text and bring in some changes.  But perhaps the time to reveal had not come
and the circumstances did not allow Her to finish.

As it is, She found this report “very useful”.  And She replied to a disciple,
“Years ago I have spoken at length about it [Savitri] to Mona Sarkar and he has
noted in French what I said.  Some time back I have seen what he has written
and found it correct on the whole.”

* * *
Do you read Savitri?
Yes, Mother, yes.
You have read the whole poem?
Yes, Mother, I have read it twice.
Have you understood all that you have read?
Not much, but I like poetry, that is why I read it.

THE MOTHER ON SAVITRI
(Report by a Disciple)
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It does not matter if  you do not understand it – Savitri, read it always.  You
will see that every time you read it, something new will be revealed to you.
Each time you will get a new glimpse, each time a new experience; things
which were not there, things you did not understand arise and suddenly become
clear.  Always an unexpected vision comes up through the words and lines.
Every time you try to read and understand, you will see that something is added,
something which was hidden behind is revealed clearly and vividly. I tell you
the very verses you have read once before, will appear to you in a different
light each time you re-read them.  This is what happens invariably.  Always
your experience is enriched, it is a revelation at each step.

But you must not read it as you read other books or newspapers.  You must
read with an empty head, a blank and vacant mind, without there being any
other thought; you must concentrate much, remain empty, calm and open; then
the words, rhythms, vibrations will penetrate directly to this white page, will put
their stamp upon the brain, will explain themselves without your making any
effort.

Savitri alone is sufficient to make you climb to the highest peaks.  If truly
one knows how to meditate on Savitri, one will receive all the help one needs.
For him who wishes to follow this path, it is a concrete help as though the Lord
himself  were taking you by the hand and leading you to the destined goal.  And
then, every question, however personal it may be, has its answer here, every
difficulty finds its solution herein; indeed there is everything that is necessary
for doing the Yoga.

*He has crammed the whole universe in a single book.* It is a marvellous
work, magnificent and of  an incomparable perfection.

You know, before writing Savitri Sri Aurobindo said to me, *I am impelled to
launch on a new adventure; I was hesitant in the beginning, but now I am decided.
Still I do not know how far I shall succeed. I pray for help.* And you know what it
was?  It was – before beginning, I warn you in advance – it was His way of
speaking, so full of  divine humility and modesty.  He never ... *asserted Himself.*
And the day He actually began it, He told me : *I have launched myself in a
rudderless boat upon the vastness of  the Infinite.* And once having started, He
wrote page after page without intermission, as though it were a thing already
complete up there and He had only to transcribe it in ink down here on these
pages.

In truth, the entire form of Savitri has descended “en masse” from the highest
region and Sri Aurobindo with His genius only arranged the lines – in a superb
and magnificent style.  Sometimes entire lines were revealed and He has left

The Mother on Savitri

*The words in between the two asterisks – wherever they appear – were spoken in English by the Mother.
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them intact; He worked hard, untiringly, so that the inspiration could come from
the highest possible summit.  And what a work He has created!  Yes, it is a true
creation in itself.  It is an unequalled work.  Everything is there, and it is put in
such a simple, such a clear form; verses perfectly harmonious, limpid and
eternally true. My child, I have read so many things, but I have never come
across anything which could be compared with Savitri.  I have studied the best
works in Greek, Latin, English and of  course in French literature, also in German
and all the great creations of  the West and the East, including the great epics;
but I repeat it, I have not found anywhere anything comparable with Savitri.
All these literary works seem to me empty, flat, hollow, without any deep reality
– apart from a few rare exceptions, and these too represent only a small fraction
of what Savitri is.  What grandeur, what amplitude, what reality: it is something
immortal and eternal He has created. I tell you once again there is nothing like
it in the whole world.  Even if  one puts aside the vision of  the reality, that is, the
essential substance which is the heart of  the inspiration, and considers only the
lines in themselves, one will find them unique, of the highest classical kind.
What He has created is something man cannot imagine.  For, everything is
there, everything.

It may then be said that Savitri is a revelation, it is a meditation, it is a quest
of  the Infinite, the Eternal.  If  it is read with this aspiration for Immortality, the
reading itself  will serve as a guide to Immortality.  To read Savitri is indeed to
practise Yoga, spiritual concentration; one can find there all that is needed to
realise the Divine. Each step of  Yoga is noted here, including the secret of  all
other Yogas.  Surely, if  one sincerely follows what is revealed here in each line
one will reach finally the transformation of  the Supramental Yoga.  It is truly the
infallible guide who never abandons you; its support is always there for him
who wants to follow the path.  Each verse of Savitri is like a revealed Mantra
which surpasses all that man possessed by way of  knowledge, and I repeat this,
the words are expressed and arranged in such a way that the sonority of  the
rhythm leads you to the origin of sound, which is OM.

My child, yes, everything is there : mysticism, occultism, philosophy, the history
of evolution, the history of  man, of  the gods, of  creation, of Nature.  How the
universe was created, why, for what purpose, what destiny – all is there.  You can
find all the answers to all your questions there.  Everything is explained, even the
future of  man and of the evolution, all that nobody yet knows.  He has described
it all in beautiful and clear words so that spiritual adventurers who wish to solve
the mysteries of  the world may understand it more easily.  But this mystery is well
hidden behind the words and lines and one must rise to the required level of  true
consciousness to discover it.  All prophecies, all that is going to come is presented
with a precise and wonderful clarity.  Sri Aurobindo gives you here the key to find

The Mother on Savitri
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the Truth, to discover the Consciousness, to solve the problem of what the
universe is.  He has also indicated how to open the door of the Inconscience so
that the light may penetrate there and transform it.  He has shown the path, the
way to liberate oneself  from the ignorance and climb up to the superconscience;
each stage, each plane of consciousness, how they can be scaled, how one can
cross even the barrier of  death and attain immortality.  You will find the whole
journey in detail, and as you go forward you can discover things altogether
unknown to man.  That is Savitri, and much more yet.  It is a real experience –
reading Savitri.  All the secrets that man possessed, He has revealed, – as well
as all that awaits him in the future; all this is found in the depth of  Savitri.  But
one must have the knowledge to discover it all, the experience of  the planes of
consciousness, the experience of  the Supermind, even the experience of  the
conquest of Death.  He has noted all the stages, marked each step in order to
advance integrally in the integral Yoga.

All this is His own experience, and what is most surprising is that it is my
own experience also.  It is my sadhana which He has worked out.  Each object,
each event, each realisation, all the descriptions, even the colours are exactly
what I saw and the words, phrases are also exactly what I heard.  And all this
before having read the book. I read Savitri many times afterwards, but earlier,
when He was writing He used to read it to me. Every morning I used to hear
Him read Savitri.  During the night He would write and in the morning read it
to me.  And I observed something curious, that day after day the experiences
He read out to me in the morning were those I had had the previous night,
word by word. Yes, all the descriptions, the colours, the pictures I had seen, the
words I had heard, all, all, I heard it all, put by Him into poetry, into miraculous
poetry.  Yes, they were exactly my experiences of  the previous night which He
read out to me the following morning.  And it was not just one day by chance,
but for days and days together.  And every time I used to compare what He
said with my previous experiences and they were always the same. I repeat, it
was not that I had told Him my experiences and that He had noted them down
afterwards, no, He knew already what I had seen.  It is my experiences He has
presented at length and they were His experiences also.  It is, moreover, the
picture of  Our joint adventure into the unknown or rather into the Supermind.

These are experiences lived by Him, realities, supracosmic truths.  He
experienced all these as one experiences joy or sorrow, physically.  He walked
in the darkness of  inconscience, even in the neighbourhood of death, endured
the sufferings of  perdition, and emerged from the mud, the world-misery to
breathe the sovereign plenitude and enter the supreme Ananda.  He crossed all
these realms, went through the consequences, suffered and endured physically
what one cannot imagine.  Nobody till today has suffered like Him.  He accepted

The Mother on Savitri
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suffering to transform suffering into the joy of  union with the Supreme.  It is
something unique and incomparable in the history of  the world.  It is something
that has never happened before, He is the first to have traced the path in the
Unknown, so that we may be able to walk with certitude towards the Supermind.
He has made the work easy for us.  Savitri is his whole Yoga of  transformation,
and this Yoga appears now for the first time in the earth-consciousness.

And I think that man is not yet ready to receive it.  It is too high and too vast
for him.  He cannot understand it, grasp it, for it is not by the mind that one can
understand Savitri.  One needs spiritual experiences in order to understand
and assimilate it.  The farther one advances on the path of  Yoga, the more does
one assimilate and the better.  No, it is something which will be appreciated
only in the future, it is the poetry of  tomorrow of  which He has spoken in The
Future Poetry.  It is too subtle, too refined, – it is not in the mind or through the
mind, it is in meditation that Savitri is revealed.

And men have the audacity to compare it with the work of  Virgil or Homer
and to find it inferior.  They do not understand, they cannot understand.  What
do they know?  Nothing at all.  And it is useless to try to make them understand.
Men will know what it is, but in a distant future.  It is only the new race with the
new consciousness which will be able to understand. I assure you there is nothing
under the blue sky to compare with Savitri.  It is the mystery of  mysteries.  It is
a *super-epic,* it is super-literature, super-poetry, super-vision, it is a super-
work even if  one considers the number of  lines He has written.  No, these
human words are not adequate to describe Savitri.  Yes, one needs superlatives,
hyperboles to describe it.  It is a hyperepic.  No, words express nothing of  what
Savitri is, at least I do not find them.  It is of immense value – spiritual value and
all other values; it is eternal in its subject, and infinite in its appeal, miraculous in
its mode and power of  execution; it is a unique thing, the more you come in
contact with it, the higher will you be uplifted.  Ah, truly it is something!  It is the
most beautiful thing He has left for man, the highest possible.  What is it?  When
will man know it?  When is he going to lead a life of truth?  When is he going to
accept this in his life?  This yet remains to be seen.

My child, everyday you are going to read Savitri; read properly, with the right
attitude, concentrating a little before opening the pages and trying to keep the
mind as empty as possible, absolutely without a thought.  The direct road is
through the heart. I tell you, if  you try to really concentrate with this aspiration
you can light the flame, the psychic flame, the flame of purification in a very short
time, perhaps in a few days.  What you cannot do normally, you can do with the
help of  Savitri.  Try and you will see how very different it is, how new, if  you read
with this attitude, with this something at the back of your consciousness;

The Mother on Savitri
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as though it were an offering to Sri Aurobindo.  You know it is charged, fully
charged with consciousness; as if Savitri were a being, a real guide.  I tell you,
whoever, wanting to practise Yoga, tries sincerely and feels the necessity for it,
will be able to climb with the help of Savitri to the highest rung of the ladder of
Yoga, will be able to find the secret that Savitri represents.  And this without the
help of  a Guru.  And he will be able to practise it anywhere.  For him Savitri
alone will be the guide, for all that he needs he will find in Savitri.  If he remains
very quiet when before a difficulty, or when he does not know where to turn to
go forward and how to overcome obstacles, for all these hesitations and
incertitudes which overwhelm us at every moment, he will have the necessary
indications, and the necessary concrete help.  If  he remains very calm, open, if
he aspires sincerely, always he will be as if  led by the hand.  If  he has faith, the
will to give himself  and essential sincerity he will reach the final goal.

Indeed, Savitri is something concrete, living, it is all replete, packed with
consciousness, it is the supreme knowledge above all human philosophies and
religions.  It is the spiritual path, it is Yoga, Tapasya, Sadhana, everything, in its
single body.  Savitri has an extraordinary power, it gives out vibrations for him
who can receive them, the true vibrations of  each stage of  consciousness.  It is
incomparable, it is truth in its plenitude, the Truth Sri Aurobindo brought down
on the earth.  My child, one must try to find the secret that Savitri represents,
the prophetic message Sri Aurobindo reveals there for us.  This is the work
before you, it is hard but it is worth the trouble.

5-11-1967 Blessings
–  The Mother

* * *
January 22, 1961
Savitri is really a condensation, a concentration of  the universal Mother –

the eternal universal Mother, Mother of  all universes from all eternity – in an
earthly personality for the Earth’s salvation. And Satyavan is the soul of  the
Earth, the Earth’s jiva. So when the Lord says, ‘he whom you love and whom
you have chosen,’ it means the earth. All the details are there! When she comes
back down, when Death has yielded at last, when all has been settled and the
Supreme tells her, ‘Go, go with him, the one you have chosen’, how does Sri
Aurobindo describe it? He says that she very carefully takes the SOUL of
Satyavan into her arms, like a little child, to pass through all the realms and
come back down to earth. Everything is there! He hasn’t forgotten a single
detail to make it easy to understand – for someone who knows how to
understand. And it is when Savitri reaches the earth that Satyavan regains his
full human stature.

* * *

The Mother on Savitri
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July 4, 1961
Savitri is an exact description – not literature, not poetry (although the form

is very poetical) – an exact description, step by step, paragraph by paragraph,
page by page; as I read, I relived it all. Besides, many of  my own experiences
that I recounted to Sri Aurobindo seem to have been incorporated into Savitri.
He has included many of  them – Nolini says so; he was familiar with the first
version Sri Aurobindo wrote long ago, and he said that an enormous number
of  experiences were added when it was taken up again. This explained to me
why ...suddenly, as I read it, I live the experience – line by line, page by page.
The realism of  it is astounding.

* * *
September 23, 1961
This analogy between the ancient form of  spiritual revelations and Savitri,

this blossoming into poetry of  his prophetic revelation is ... what could be called
the most exceptional part of  his work. And what is remarkable (I saw him do it)
is that he changed Savitri: he went along changing it as his experience changed.
It is clearly the continuing expression of  his experience.

There were whole sections he redid completely, which were like descriptions
of what I had told him of my own experiences. Nolini said this. When I recently
reread Savitri, some phrases were very familiar and I said to Nolini, ‘How odd,
these are almost my very words!’ And he replied, ‘But this has been changed, it
was written differently; it has BECOME like this’. As the thing became more
and more concrete for him, he changed it. The breath of  revelatory prophecy is
extraordinary! It has an extraordinary POWER!

What struck me is that he never wanted to write anything else. To write
those articles for the Bulletin was really a heavy sacrifice for him. He had said
he would complete certain parts of  The Synthesis of  Yoga, but when he was
asked to do so, he replied, ‘No, I don’t want to go down to that mental level’!
Savitri comes from somewhere else altogether. And I think that Savitri is the
most important thing to speak about.

* * *
April 20, 1963
This Savitri is wonderful, he foresaw everything, saw everything, everything,

absolutely everything, there isn’t one point he left unexplored!
* * *

June 6, 1970
Every time I read Savitri, I feel as if  I am reading it for the first time, really.

It’s not that I understand differently, it’s that it’s completely new: I never read it
before! It’s odd. It’s at least the fourth time I read it.

The Mother on Savitri
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And truly there’s everything in it. All the things I’ve discovered lately were
there. And I hadn’t seen it. It’s odd.

The first time I read it was a revelation; it hung together perfectly well from
beginning to end, and I felt I had understood (I did understand something). The
second time I read it, I said to myself, “But this isn’t the same thing as what I
read!...” It hung together, it made up a whole – and I understood something
else. Then, recently when I read, at every passage I said to myself, “How new
this is! And how the things I have found since are there!” Today again, that’s
how it is, as if  I read it for the first time! And it puts me into contact with the
things I have just discovered.

It’s a miraculous book! (Mother laughs)
* * *

As one too great for him he worships her;
He adores her as his regent of  desire,
He yields to her as the mover of his will,
He burns the incense of his nights and days
Offering his life, a splendour of sacrifice....
In a thousand ways he serves her royal needs;
He makes the hours pivot around her will,
Makes all reflect her whims; all is their play:
This whole wide world is only he and she.

(I.4.62)
What a marvelous work!
He goes into a completely different region, so much above thought! It’s constant
vision, it isn’t something thought out – with thought everything becomes flat,
hollow, empty, empty, just like a leaf; while this is full, the full content is there,
alive.

It’s an explanation of  why the world is as it is. At the start he says, He
worships her (here again, there are no words in French: Il lui rend un culte, but
that makes a whole sentence). He worships her as something far greater than
Himself. And then you are almost a spectator of  the Supreme projecting Himself
to take on this creative aspect (necessarily, otherwise it couldn’t be done!), the
Witness watching His own work of  creation and falling in love with this power
of manifestation – you see it all. And ...oh, He wants to give Her her fullest
chance and see, watch all that is going to happen, all that can happen with this
divine Power thrust free into the world. And Sri Aurobindo expresses it as though
he had absolutely fallen in love with Her: whatever She wants, whatever She
does, whatever She thinks, whatever She wills, all of  it – it’s all wonderful! All is
wonderful. It’s so lovely!

The Mother on Savitri
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And, I must say, I was observing this because, originally, the first time I
heard of  it, this conception shocked me, in the sense that ...(I don’t know, it
wasn’t an idea, it was a feeling), as though it meant lending reality to something
which in my consciousness, for a very long time (at least ... millennia perhaps,
I don’t know), had been the Falsehood to be conquered. The Falsehood that
must cease to exist. It’s the aspect of  Truth that must manifest itself, it’s not all
that: doing anything whatsoever just for the fun of it, simply because you have
the full power.... You have the power to do everything, so you do everything,
and knowing that there is a Truth behind, you don’t give a damn about
consequences. That was something ...something which, as far back as I can
remember, I have fought against. I have known it, but it seems to me it was
such a long, long time ago and I rejected it so strongly, saying, “No, no!” and
implored the Lord so intensely that things may be otherwise, beseeched Him
that his all-powerful Truth, his all-powerful Purity and his all-powerful Beauty
may manifest and put an end to all that mess. And at first I was shocked when
Sri Aurobindo told me that; previously, in this life, it hadn’t even crossed my
mind. In that sense Theon’s explanation had been much more (what should I
say?) useful to me from the standpoint of action: the origin of disorder being
the separation of  the primal Powers – but that’s not it! HE is there, blissfully
worshipping all this confusion!

And naturally this time around, when I started translating it came back.
At first there was a shudder (Mother makes a gesture of  stiffening). Then I told
myself, “Haven’t you got beyond that!” And I let myself  flow into the thing.
Then I had a series of  nights with Sri Aurobindo ...so marvelous! You understand,
I see him constantly and I go into that subtle physical world where he has his
abode; the contact is almost permanent (at any rate, that’s how I spend all my
nights: he shows me the work, everything), but still, after this translation of
Savitri he seemed to be smiling at me and telling me, “At last you have
understood!” (Mother laughs) I said, “It isn’t that I didn’t understand, it’s that I
didn’t want it!” I didn’t want, I don’t WANT things to be like that any more, for
thousands of  years I have wanted things to be otherwise!

….
Of course, it [this vision or conception] isn’t allowed into action, because

when you start accepting everything and loving everything and seeing Glory
everywhere – why change!? This is why the Force that had been in me for so
long for the world to progress further made me reject precisely all that legitimized
things as they are by putting you into contact with the inner joy of  living – as he
puts it, His Joy is there, everywhere, so nobody wants to leave the world.

In short, I was able to see the situation from above, a little higher than
the creative Force – from the other side.

The Mother on Savitri
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I used Savitri as a means of  ascension. I began with it on a certain
mental level, each time I could reach a higher level I rewrote from that level.
Moreover I was particular – if  part seemed to me to come from any lower levels
I was not satisfied to leave it because it was good poetry. All had to be as far as
possible of the same mint. In fact Savitri has not been regarded by me as
a poem to be written and finished, but as a field of experimentation
to see how far poetry could be written from one’s own yogic
consciousness and how that could be made creative*.

* * *
The poem was originally written from a lower level, a mixture perhaps of

the inner mind, psychic, poetic intelligence, sublimised vital, afterwards with
the Higher Mind, often illumined and intuitivised, intervening. Most of  the stuff
of  the first book is new or else the old so altered as to be no more what it was;
the best of  the old has sometimes been kept almost intact because it had already
the higher inspiration. Moreover, there have been made several successive
revisions each trying to lift the general level higher and higher towards a possible
Overmind poetry. As it now stands there is a general Overmind influence, I
believe, sometimes coming fully through, sometimes colouring the poetry of
the other higher planes fused together, sometimes lifting anyone of  these higher
planes to its highest or the psychic, poetic intelligence or vital towards them.

* * *
The whole of Savitri is, according to the title of the poem, a legend that is a

symbol and this opening canto is, it may be said, a key beginning and
announcement. So understood there is nothing here otiose or unnecessary; all
is needed to bring out by suggestion some aspect of the thing symbolised and
so start adequately the working out of  the significance of  the whole poem. It will
of  course seem much too long to a reader who does not understand what is
written or, understanding, takes no interest in the subject; but that is unavoidable.

* * *
I have not anywhere in Savitri written anything for the sake of  mere

picturesqueness or merely to produce a rhetorical effect; what I am trying to do
everywhere in the poem is to express exactly something seen, something felt or
experienced; if, for instance, I indulge in the wealth-burdened line or passage, it is
not merely for the pleasure of  the indulgence, but because there is that burden, or
at least what I conceive to be that, in the vision or the experience. When the
expression has been found, I have to judge, not by the intellect or by any set
poetical rule, but by an intuitive feeling, whether it is entirely the right expression

SRI AUROBINDO ON SAVITRI
(Excerpts from letters on Savitri)

*Bold letters are used here just for stress and are not there in the original text.
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and, if  it is not, I have to change and go on changing until I have received the
absolutely right inspiration and the right transcription of it and must never be
satisfied with any à peu près or imperfect transcription even if  that makes good
poetry of  one kind or another. This is what I have tried to do.

* * *
Its expression aims at a certain force, directness and spiritual clarity and

reality. When it is not understood, it is because the truths it expresses are
unfamiliar to the ordinary mind or belong to an untrodden domain or domains
or enter into a field of  occult experience: it is not because there is any attempt at
a dark or vague profundity or at an escape from thought. The thinking is not
intellectual but intuitive or more than intuitive, always expressing a vision, a
spiritual contact or a knowledge which has come by entering into the thing
itself, by identity.

* * *
Every word must be the right word, with the right atmosphere, the right relation

to all the other words, just as every sound in its place and the whole sound together
must bring out the imponderable significance which is beyond verbal expression.

* * *
All birds of  that region are relatives. But this is the bird of  eternal Ananda,

while the Hippogriff  is the divinized Thought and the Bird of  Fire is the Agni-
bird, psychic and tapas. All that however is to mentalise too much and
mentalising always takes most of the life out of spiritual things. That
is why I say it can be seen but nothing said about it.

* * *
First of  all, are words like Inconscient and Ignorance necessarily an abstract

technical jargon? If  so, do not words like consciousness, knowledge etc. undergo
the same ban? Is it meant that they are abstract philosophical terms and can
have no real or concrete meaning, cannot represent things that one feels and
senses or must often fight as one fights a visible foe? The Inconscient and the
Ignorance may be mere empty abstractions and can be dismissed as irrelevant
jargon if one has not come into collision with them or plunged into their dark
and bottomless reality. But to me they are realities, concrete powers whose
resistance is present everywhere and at all times in its tremendous and boundless
mass. In fact, in writing this line I had no intention of teaching philosophy or
forcing in an irrelevant metaphysical idea, although the idea may be there in
implication. I was presenting a happening that was to me something sensible
and, as one might say, psychologically and spiritually concrete.

* * *
But if I had to write for the general reader I could not have written

Savitri at all. It is in fact for myself that I have written it and for those
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who can lend themselves to the subject-matter, images, technique of
mystic poetry.

This is the real stumbling-block of  mystic poetry and specially mystic poetry
of this kind. The mystic feels real and present, even ever present to his experience,
intimate to his being, truths which to the ordinary reader are intellectual
abstractions or metaphysical speculations. He is writing of  experiences that are
foreign to the ordinary mentality. Either they are unintelligible to it and in meeting
them it flounders about as if  in an obscure abyss or it takes them as poetic
fancies expressed in intellectually devised images. That was how a critic in the
Hindu condemned such poems as Nirvana and Transformation. He said that
they were mere intellectual conceptions and images and there was nothing of
religious feeling or spiritual experience. Yet Nirvana was as close a transcription
of a major experience as could be given in language coined by the human
mind of  a realisation in which the mind was entirely silent and into which no
intellectual conception could at all enter. One has to use words and images in
order to convey to the mind some perception, some figure of  that which is
beyond thought. The critic’s non-understanding was made worse by such a
line as:

Only the illimitable Permanent
Is here.

Evidently he took this as technical jargon, abstract philosophy. There was
no such thing; I felt with an overpowering vividness the illimitability or at least
something which could not be described by any other term and no other
description except the “Permanent” could be made of  That which alone
existed. To the mystic there is no such thing as an abstraction. Everything
which to the intellectual mind is abstract has a concreteness, substantiality
which is more real than the sensible form of  an object or of  a physical event.
To me, for instance, consciousness is the very stuff  of  existence and I can feel
it everywhere enveloping and penetrating the stone as much as man or the
animal. A movement, a flow of consciousness is not to me an image but a
fact. If  I wrote “His anger climbed against me in a stream”, it would be to the
general reader a mere image, not something that was felt by me in a sensible
experience; yet I would only be describing in exact terms what actually
happened once, a stream of  anger, a sensible and violent current of  it rising
up from downstairs and rushing upon me as I sat in the veranda of the Guest-
House, the truth of  it being confirmed afterwards by the confession of  the
person who had the movement. This is only one instance, but all that is spiritual
or psychological in Savitri is of  that character. What is to be done under these
circumstances? The mystical poet can only describe what he has felt, seen in
himself  or others or in the world just as he has felt or seen it or experienced
through exact vision, close contact or identity and leave it to the general reader
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to understand or not understand or misunderstand according to his capacity. A
new kind of  poetry demands a new mentality in the recipient as well as in the
writer.

Another question is the place of  philosophy in poetry or whether it has any
place at all. Some romanticists seem to believe that the poet has no right to
think at all, only to see and feel. This accusation has been brought against me
by many that I think too much and that when I try to write in verse, thought
comes in and keeps out poetry. I hold, to the contrary, that philosophy has its
place and can even take a leading place along with psychological experience as
it does in the Gita. All depends on how it is done, whether it is a dry or a living
philosophy, an arid intellectual statement or the expression not only of  the living
truth of  thought but of  something of  its beauty, its light or its power.

* * *
The philosophy of  Savitri is different but it is persistently there; it expresses or

tries to express a total and many-sided vision and experience of all the planes of
being and their action upon each other. Whatever language, whatever terms are
necessary to convey this truth of  vision and experience it uses without scruple or
admitting any mental rule of what is or is not poetic. It does not hesitate to employ
terms which might be considered as technical when these can be turned to express
something direct, vivid and powerful. That need not be an introduction of technical
jargon, that is to say, I suppose, special and artificial language, expressing in this
case only abstract ideas and generalities without any living truth or reality in them.
Such jargon cannot make good literature, much less good poetry. But there is a
‘poeticism’ which establishes a sanitary cordon against words and ideas which it
considers as prosaic but which properly used can strengthen poetry and extend
its range. That limitation I do not admit as legitimate.

* * *
As to the title of  the three cantos about the Yoga of  the King, I intended the

repetition of  the word “Yoga” to bring out and emphasise the fact that this part
of  Aswapati’s spiritual development consisted of  two Yogic movements, one a
psycho-spiritual transformation and the other a greater spiritual transformation
with an ascent to a supreme power. The omission which you suggest would
destroy this significance and leave only something more abstract. In the second
of  these three cantos there is a pause between the two movements and a
description of  the secret knowledge to which he is led and of  which the results
are described in the last canto, but there is no description of  the Yoga itself  or of
the steps by which this knowledge came. That is only indicated, not narrated;
so, to bring in “The Yoga of  the King” as the title of  this canto would not be very
apposite. Aswapati’s Yoga falls into three parts. First, he is achieving his own
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spiritual self-fulfilment as the individual and this is described as the Yoga of  the
King. Next, he makes the ascent as a typical representative of  the race to win
the possibility of  discovery and possession of  all the planes of  consciousness
and this is described in the Second Book: but this too is as yet only an individual
victory. Finally, he aspires no longer for himself  but for all, for a universal
realisation and new creation. That is described in the Book of  the Divine Mother.

* * *
One who has had the kind of  experience which Savitri sets out to express or

who, not having it, is prepared by his temperament, his mental turn, his previous
intellectual knowledge or psychic training, to have some kind of access to it, the
feeling of it if not the full understanding, can enter into the spirit and sense of
the poem and respond to its poetic appeal; but without that it is difficult for an
unprepared reader to respond, – all the more if  this is, as you contend, a new
poetry with a new law of  expression and technique.

* * *
Men have not learnt yet to recognize the Inconscient on which the whole

material world they see is built, or the Ignorance of  which their whole nature
including their knowledge is built; they think that these words are only abstract
metaphysical jargon flung about by the philosophers in their clouds or laboured
out in long and wearisome books like The Life Divine. But it is not so with me
and I take my stand on my own feeling and experience about them as Keats did
on his about truth and beauty. My readers will have to do the same if  they want
to appreciate my poetry, which of  course they are not bound to do.

* * *
 If  you are right in maintaining that Savitri stands as a new mystical poetry

with a new vision and expression of  things, we should expect, at least at first, a
widespread, perhaps, a general failure even in lovers of  poetry to understand it
or appreciate; even those who have some mystical turn or spiritual experience
are likely to pass it by if  it is a different turn from theirs or outside their range of
experience. It took the world something like a hundred years to discover Blake;
it would not be improbable that there might be a greater time-lag here, though
naturally we hope for better things. For in India at least some understanding or
feeling and an audience few and fit may be possible. Perhaps by some miracle
there may be before long a larger appreciative audience.

* * *
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Sri Aurobindo’s achievement in this great poem is one of  which it is not easy
for us to grasp the full significance.  It is not a mythological poem, and ancient
myth – as often as not even believed – used as a back-cloth against which to
display poetic virtuosity.  Neither is it a philosophical poem, an exposition in
verse of  doctrines whose more natural vehicle would be prose.  Nor, again, is it
mere literature, to be evaluated according to the canons of  traditional, or even
modern, English poetry.  Indeed one remembers Sri Aurobindo’s explicit rejection
of  certain criticisms – not of  this poem – made by the Irish poet A.E.* The
English language has been given to the world and its usages and limits can now
no longer be determined exclusively by the ears of  the islanders whose tongue
it originally was.  Those who would remain sole rulers of  their language must
abjure empire.  But to return.

The uniqueness of the achievement lies in the fact that Sri Aurobindo has
closed a gulf that has yawned in the human psyche for many many centuries.
In the ancient world, poetry, whether in Vedic hymns or elsewhere, was – above
all – revelation.  Its subject matter was the eternal truth which dwells in the heart
of  all life.  Of  that secret ‘Truth-Consciousness’ – to  use Sri Aurobindo’s own
terms – Poetry was the essential expression: the Poet was the Seer, not in some
mild Wordsworthian sense, but in the full and ancient meaning of  the word.  He
saw in very actuality the ever-living Gods who from within ruled and still rule all
life and he used all the magic of the divine Logos to weave garments of  sound in

YOGI SRI KRISHNAPREM ON SAVITRI

*A.E. wrote in a letter to Sri Dilip Kumar Roy (dated 6-1-1932): “English is a great
language but it has very few words relating to spiritual ideas.  For example, the word
“Karma” in Sanskrit embodies a philosophy.  There is no word in English embodying
the same idea.  There are many words in Sanskrit charged with meaning which have no
counterpart in English – words like dhyani, sushupti, turiya – and I am sure the language
which the Hindus speak today must be richer in words fitting for spiritual expression
than English, in which there are few luminous words that can be used when there is a
spiritual emotion to be expressed.  I found this difficulty myself  of  finding a vocabulary
though English is the language I heard about my cradle.” To this Sri Aurobindo replied
in a letter :

“But this seems to me a reasoning from the conventions of  a past order which cannot
apply to a new poetry dealing with spiritual things.  A new art of  words written from a
new consciousness demands a new technique.  Truth first – a technique expressive of
the truth in the forms of  beauty has to be found if  it does not exist.  It is no use arguing
from the spiritual inadequacy of the English language : it has to be made adequate.  It
has been plastic enough in the past to succeed in expressing all that it was asked to
express, however new : it must now be urged to a farther new progress.” (A.  E. referred
to some poems of Sri K. D. Sethna sent to him for opinion by Sri Dilip Kumar Roy).
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which those powers could dwell, as it were, embodied.  He was the Seer, the
Prophet, the Magician and his speech was mantra and enchantment, not only
in India but throughout the world.  It was a dim memory of  this that remained
in the medieval European tradition of  Virgil as the great Enchanter.

But this of  which we speak was in that archaic world when men were still
embedded in the matrix of the universal life – in touch with Gods above and
beasts below – the days before the rise of  tyrannous, self-conscious, separative
mind, that “slayer of  the Real”. Gradually, with the rise of  this self-arrogating
power a separation came about.  One became two and head sundered itself
from heart, knowledge from feeling.  For itself  the head forged the new tool of
prose with which to express what it termed the facts of  life, while to the more
conservative heart was relegated whatever was left of  the old magic language,
shorn indeed of  its prestige and power but still possessing the glamour which
clings to the language of  an old but conquered race.  Poetry thus became the
language of  the dispossessed heart, the vehicle of  its dreams and misty unfulfilled
longings, a glowing many-coloured rainbow arched over the rushing waters of
life but existing – as the analytic head is careful to tell us – only in the eye of  the
beholder.

Perhaps the last great Western poet to have made any real attempt to grasp
the inner unity was Dante, and even he made use of  merely traditional myth –
and somewhat degenerated myth at that – for most of  his structure, while Milton
who came later used even more degenerated myth for purposes which it is not
unfair to describe as theological apologetics.  Still later, Blake, a genuine but
undisciplined seer, attempted to recover the lost unity but lost his way in
uncharted private worlds.

After him the venture fails. The best poetry became, more and more, purely
lyrical and subjective.  The rainbow still gleams above the waters, the magic
light still glows within the heart; but more and more, the fissure widened,
polarising, however unspokenly, the poetic with the actual, poetry with life.

In this poem the fissure has been closed.  Savitri (and it is no mere coincidence
that the name is that of  the quintessential verse of  all the Vedas as well as that of
the wife of  Satyavan) is neither subjective fantasy nor yet mere philosophical
thought, but vision and revelation of  the actual inner structure of  the Cosmos
and of  the pilgrim of  life within its sphere – Bhu, Bhuvah, Swah: the Stairway of
the Worlds reveals itself  to our gaze – worlds of  Light above, worlds of  Darkness
beneath – and we see also ever-circling life (“kindled in measure and quenched
in measure”) ascending and descending that Stair under the calm unwinking
gaze of  the Cosmic Gods who shine forth now as of  old.  This and much more
can be seen, not as some theory to be agreed or disagreed with, but as present
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living fact  by any who can open their inner eye.  For poetry – all poetry – is
evocative.  “Out of  discussion,” says Plotinus, “we call to vision”. Far above the
plains of  prose with their challenge to agreement or disagreement, tower the
mountain peaks of poetry calling to vision.  Poetry is indeed the full manifestation
of  the Logos, and when, as here, it is no mere iridescence dependent on some
special standpoint, but the wondrous structure of  the mighty Cosmos, the
‘Adorned One’, that is revealed, then in truth does it manifest in its full, its
highest grandeur.

Such Poetry can only be written either in the early days before the rise to
power of  self-conscious mind or when that particular cycle has run its course
and life establishes itself  once more in the unity beyond, this time with all the
added range and power that has been gained during the reign of  mind.  It is an
omen of the utmost significance and hope that in these years of darkness and
despair such a poem as Savitri should have appeared.  Let us salute the Dawn.

Almora, 12.7.1948

Yogi Sri Krishnaprem on Savitri



( 30)

He who has heard with devotion,
the glorious story of Savitri,
that man is fortunate,
his affairs shall prosper and
never shall sorrow visit him.

(The Mahabharata)

The story of Savitri, as narrated by Rishi Markandeya to Yudhishthira, appears
in chapters 293-299 of  the Vana Parva of  the Mahabharata (published by the
Gita Press, Gorakhpur). This story belongs to the early Vedic period or perhaps
to a still more ancient period. It is called Savitri Upakhyana and has also a subtitle
‘Pativrata Mahatmya’. Pativrata means a married woman who is not only
exceedingly faithful and chaste and a scrupulous observer of virtuous rites and
rituals but is also able to see the very presence of divinity in her husband. Pativrata
Mahatmya means the glory, majesty, importance and greatness of  Pativrata. The
entire story is covered in exactly 300 shlokas (couplets).

The Rishi’s narration begins with the story of  a saintly and devoted King
Ashwapati of  Madra who, having conquered the senses and having been united
with Truth, lived in the holy company of  Brahmins and Rishis. The King was
childless and to beget children he once undertook a long and arduous tapasya. He
offered a hundred-thousand oblations every day to Goddess Savitri for eighteen
years observing the strictest ritual-vows of purity, chastity, abstinence and austerity
during the entire period. At the end of the period, immensely pleased with his
sincerity and devotion, the Goddess Savitri, emerging out of the sacrificial flames
in her splendid form, appeared in front of the King and promised that a lustrous
daughter (kanya tejaswini) would soon be born to him. In due course, a baby-girl
was born to his eldest queen Malwi (hailing from Malwa) and was appropriately
named Savitri after the name of the Goddess. She was of golden hue and beautiful
like Goddess Lakshmi – the goddess of fortune.

The beautiful baby goddess grew into a charming and effulgent young maiden.
Her eyes were like full-blown lotuses but because of  her fiery splendour no one
approached her to ask for her hand in marriage. Seeing his daughter in full youth,
the King asked her to seek a husband of her own choice. Savitri at once set out on
the missioned task accompanied by the elderly and wise counselors of the royal
court. Offering her respects to venerable and aged persons on the way, she traveled
to distant lands and kingdoms inhabited by the most excellent and wise and to
lovely woods of penance of the royal sages. Thus traveling for over two years,
she ultimately came to a lonely hermitage in a deep forest where the blind King
Dyumatsen of  Salwa (in western Rajasthan), who had been driven away from his
kingdom by his enemies, lived with his queen Shaibya and his highly bright and
intelligent, yet simple and devoted, son Satyavan – the Truthful. Savitri saw
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Satyavan and recognising him as the one beloved of her heart she returned with a
happy and fulfilled heart to her father’s place.

When Savitri entered the royal court she found her father, the King, seated
there and engaged in conversation with the heavenly sage Narada. After paying
respect to elders and on being questioned by Narada and her father, she narrated
in detail everything of  her journey and how she finally met and chose Satyavan.

On hearing the name of  Satyavan, Narada declared that in choosing
Satyavan, Savitri has done something accursed and hence a great wrong. On
being questioned by the King, the sage described the most wonderful and rare
qualities of  Satyavan, unequalled by anyone else on earth. However, there was
one blemish which annulled all these and this was that exactly one year from
that very day, Satyavan was destined to abandon his body and pass out of
earthly existence. Hearing this from the sage’s lips, the King advised Savitri to
go on another quest but she remained absolutely firm and resolute in her choice
declaring that she had chosen once and she would not choose again. Narada
was highly impressed and praised her for her high resolve which he declared
was entirely in conformity with the Dharma. Narada advised the King to act
according to Savitri’s wishes and before leaving for his heavenly abode he
blessed them all saying that the marriage shall take place smoothly without any
ill happening. King Ashwapati, accepting the advice of the sage, arranged Savitri’s
wedding with Satyavan without any further delay.

Satyavan and Savitri were both very happy having secured their heart’s desire.
Putting away all ornaments and rich clothes, Savitri took to the simple, hard and
dedicated life of  the hermitage where Dyumatsena lived. She pleased everyone
by her skill and gentle speech, dedicated service, tender care, evenness of  temper,
self-denial and unreserved love. Everyone was enchanted by her radiant
personality and no one could pierce behind the outer veil to see the deep suffering
the virtuous woman bore in her heart. Even though Savitri was extremely happy
that she had married Satyavan, she could not forget, even for a moment, the dire
prophecy of the heavenly sage, Narada. When the year was about to pass and
only four days were left in the life of  Satyavan, Savitri felt greatly afflicted. To
prepare herself  for the impending crisis, she undertook a three-night vow of fasting,
praying and standing at one place night and day. On the morning of  the fateful
day, Savitri secured the permission of  her parents-in-law to accompany Satyavan
to the Shalwan woods where he went daily to collect wood for the sacrificial fire.

The young couple proceeded towards the woods happily, hand in hand.
Satyavan collected a basketful of fruits with the help of Savitri and then he
started cutting the firewood. He wanted to finish his work quickly so that he
could spend the rest of  the time with his beloved. But working hard he suddenly
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felt exhausted and began to perspire profusely. He complained of  a severe
headache, a pain in the limbs and an intense burning sensation in the heart. He
lay down putting his head in Savitri’s lap who knew that the moment foretold
by Narada had arrived.

Shortly, she saw present there a luminous Being in red attire wearing a
splendid crown over his head. This Being, with a dark-hued lustrous body and
blood-red eyes, had a noose in his hand which made him appear awesome
and frightening. Savitri saw him standing close behind Satyavan and on being
questioned about his identity he replied to her that he was Yama, the Lord of
Death, and had come there to forcibly take away Satyavan to his abode, as the
period allotted for his life on the earth was over. When Savitri respectfully
approached him and asked why he himself had come to take Satyavan instead
of sending one of  his emissaries as was his custom, Yama replied, “As he is
established in Dharma and has beautiful features, and is an ocean of  noble
qualities, it is only proper that he be taken by myself in person and not by my
ministers.” Having spoken thus, Yama pulled out with force Satyavan’s soul,
the being no bigger than man’s thumb, tied it up and started moving towards
the South. Savitri, afflicted with agony, went behind Yama, following in his
steps. She could do this because of her faultless devotion, purity and siddhi.
Yama, time and again, tried to turn her back but with wise and appealing words
she moved him to grant her one boon after the other – five boons altogether.
The first two boons concerned the restoration of  eyesight and lost kingdom to
her father-in-law. The next two concerned the grant of  a hundred illustrious
sons to her parents and a hundred mighty and heroic sons to herself  by union
with Satyavan. Yama still resisted granting the fifth boon of  life for Satyavan,
but when Savitri reminded him that his fourth boon will fail to materialize without
the last, he readily agreed and granted Satyavan a life of  four hundred years
with her.

Lord Yama blessed Savitri thus and returned to his abode deep in the South.
Savitri returned to the place where Satyavan’s body was lying dead. Now he
woke up and they both hurriedly returned to their hermitage as the sun had
already set and it was getting very dark. On their return, they found Dyumatsena
anxious about them but with his eyesight unexpectedly restored. Savitri related
to everyone present there the story of her meeting with Yama and all that transpired
between them. The very next day the citizens of Salwa came there to take their
king back to the kingdom, for suddenly the enemy king had been killed by his
own minister and his army had fled. The King returned to Shalwa with his family.
The other two boons of  Yama were also fulfilled in due course.

* * *

The Story of Savitri in the Mahabharata
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Author’s note in Savitri
“The tale of  Satyavan and Savitri is recited in the Mahabharata as a story of

conjugal love conquering death. But this legend is, as shown by many features
of the human tale, one of  the many symbolic myths of  the Vedic cycle. Satyavan
is the soul carrying the divine truth of  being within itself  but descended into the
grip of  death and ignorance; Savitri is the Divine Word, daughter of  the Sun,
goddess of  the supreme Truth who comes down and is born to save; Aswapati,
the Lord of the Horse, her human father, is the Lord of  Tapasya, the concentrated
energy of  spiritual endeavour that helps us to rise from the mortal to the immortal
planes; Dyumatsena, Lord of the Shining Hosts, father of Satyavan, is the Divine
Mind here fallen blind, losing its celestial kingdom of vision, and through that
loss its kingdom of  glory. Still this is not a mere allegory, the characters are not
personified qualities, but incarnations or emanations of  living and conscious
Forces with whom we can enter into concrete touch and they take human bodies
in order to help man and show him the way from his mortal state to a divine
consciousness and immortal life.”

– Sri Aurobindo
* * *

Sri Aurobindo’s talk of  January 3, 1939
DISCIPLE: Has your own epic Savitri anything to do with the Mahabharata

story?
SRI AUROBINDO: Not really. Only the clue is taken from the Mahabharata. My

story is symbolic. I believe that originally the Mahabharata story was also
symbolic, but it has been made into a tale of  conjugal fidelity.

DISCIPLE: What is your symbolism?
SRI AUROBINDO: Well, Satyavan, whom Savitri marries, is the symbol of  the

soul descended into the Kingdom of  Death; and Savitri, who is, as you know,
the Goddess of  Divine Light and Knowledge, comes down to redeem Satyavan
from Death’s grasp.

Aswapati, the father of  Savitri, is the Lord of  Energy. Dyumatsena is “the
one who has the shining hosts”. It is all inner movement, nothing much as
regards outward action.

The poem opens with the Dawn. Savitri awakes on the day of  destiny, the
day when Satyavan has to die. The birth of  Savitri is a boon of  the Supreme
Goddess given to Aswapati. Aswapati is the Yogi who seeks the means to deliver
the world out of Ignorance.

* * *
The basic plot of  the story – with some notable differences – is the same in

the Mahabharata and Sri Aurobindo’s epic Savitri. But, as pointed out by Sri

THE ORIGINAL MAHABHARATA LEGEND AND

SRI AUROBINDO’S SAVITRI
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Aurobindo in his talk above, they do not really have much to do with each
other, especially when one sticks to the outer form of the Mahabharata legend
and does not go behind to the original symbol. However, even when this is
done, there is much in Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri that could not have been even
conceived at that stage of  the cycle of  the Vedic Civilisation. One finds that the
600-line verse (7 cantos, 300 couplets) Mahabharata legend has been turned
into a massive 23,829-line verse (12 Books, 49 Cantos) symbolic epic by Sri
Aurobindo.

Cantos One and Two of  Book 1 have no counterparts in the Mahabharata
legend. Canto One (The Symbol Dawn) corresponds to Sri Aurobindo’s own
experience of  the origin of  the world. In Canto Two (The Issue) the real issue
before Savitri’s soul is:

Whether to bear with Ignorance and death
Or hew the ways of  Immortality,
To win or lose the godlike game for man,
Was her soul’s issue thrown with Destiny’s dice.

Obviously, this is a much deeper issue with cosmic dimensions than the one
present before the Mahabharata Savitri. It is only Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri – the
Divine Grace incarnate – who could resolve it; because not to submit and suffer
was she born but to lead and deliver. For here was no fabric of  terrestrial make fit
for a day’s use by busy careless Powers, but one who could match with the iron
law her sovereign right.

In the original legend the description of  Aswapati’s eighteen-year-long
tapasya and his getting of  the boon from Goddess Savitri are all covered in just
twenty couplets (forty lines). In Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri, Aswapati’s Yoga occupies
a very central place and accounts for almost half  of  the length of  the epic. In the
last three Cantos of  Book I, Book II and Book III a vivid account of  Aswapati’s
Yoga – of  his entry into the occult regions and the resulting psycho-spiritual
transformation enabling him to break into another Space and Time (Book I,
Cantos 3-5); of his descent into Night and an encounter with the Mother of Evil
and the Sons of  Darkness; of  his journey through the various subtle physical,
vital, mental, psychic and mental-spiritual planes of  existence (Book II); of  his
pursuit of  the Unknowable (Book III) where he enters into the supracosmic
realms and comes face to face with the Supreme Divine Mother who grants
him his desired boon by promising that One shall descend and break the iron
law and change Nature’s doom by the lone spirit’s power – is provided in over
ten thousand lines of the most sublime verse in any language.

The Book of  Birth and Quest (Book IV) covers Savitri’s birth, childhood and

The Original Mahabharata Legend and Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri
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quest and provides a vivid and penetrating insight into her divine nature which
made her a being quite above and apart from all those around. Savitri is a
personification of  the Divine Grace and her birth here, unlike in the original
legend, is the Supreme Divine Mother’s answer to Aswapati’s intense aspiration
to lift the whole human race out of its present predicament into a diviner condition
of  being. The next Book, the Book of  Love (Book V) – which describes how
Savitri meets Satyavan and how they recognize, each in the other, their destined
soul mate – has no counterpart in the Mahabharata legend which has no
description of Savitri’s meeting with Satyavan.

The story of  Savitri’s meeting with heavenly sage Narad, the latter’s forecast
of  Satyavan’s death and Savitri’s resolve to marry Satyavan in spite of  the forecast
are all covered in the second canto of  the Savitri Upakhyana which consists of
33 couplets. Here there is no mention of  Savitri’s mother and the whole thing is
disposed off quite summarily without any attempt to penetrate into the deeper
issues which, in the face of  such a predicament, must have been unquestionably
present, at least behind the surface, to the heart and mind of  Savitri’s parents.
These deeper issues lie at the core of  Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri and have received
the attention and treatment due to them in about 1700 lines of  the Book of
Fate(Book VI). This is the part of  Savitri which is supposed to have received its
final revision at the hands of  Sri Aurobindo in the middle of  November 1950,
just three weeks before his passing away. When he was reminded that the Book
of  Death (Book VIII) and the Epilogue (Book XII) were still to be attended to, he
remarked: “Oh, that? We shall see about that later on.” That “later on” was
never to be. This shows the importance Sri Aurobindo attached to this part of
Savitri.

In the Book of  Fate, Savitri’s mother Malwi takes a leading part in the debate
that got initiated after Savitri resolutely refused to go back on her choice of
Satyavan. Overwhelmed by a sense of  the futility of  life in the presence of  such
an adverse inexorable fate, the queen passionately questions Narad on the
necessity of falsehood, evil, pain and suffering in this world and even why such
a creation should have been necessary. And if  there is no creator, what hard
impersonal Necessity compels the vain toil of brief living things? In this Book
the nectar-like words flowing from the lips of  heavenly sage Narad in response
to Malwi’s passionate questionings provide a very deep and immensely valuable
insight into all these deep-rooted problems that have beset humanity ever since
it began to feel, think and live on this globe.

Savitri’s marriage with Satyavan and her life in the hermitage (Canto 3 in the
original legend) is described in the first canto of  the Book of  Yoga (Book VII).
Savitri’s recourse to a three-night vow of  standing night and day at one

The Original Mahabharata Legend and Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri
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place in order to prepare herself  to face Satyavan’s death four days later has
been mentioned in Canto 4 of the Mahabharata legend. This has been made use
of by Sri Aurobindo and developed into a full-fledged Yoga in the next six cantos
of Book VII. These cantos provide a most vivid, living and accurate account of
Savitri’s Yoga – her penetration into the deepest layers of  her inner being, the
finding of her soul, the experience of Nirvana, the experience of Cosmic
Consciousness, etc. – in more than three thousand lines of captivating verse
which are so packed with deep, profound and powerful occult and psychic
vibrations that few can read them without feeling at least a touch of these realms
traversed by Savitri. This Yoga prepares Savitri for her encounter with Death in
the next three books. Books VIII, IX and X deal with Satyavan’s death in the
forest and Savitri’s encounter with Yama, the god of  Death. In the Mahabharata,
the conversation that takes place between them is rather traditional and religio-
ethical in nature by means of  which Savitri is shown to please Yama, win his
favour, and dispose him to grant her one boon after the other till the last one
leading to the return of  the life of Satyavan. In Books IX and X of Sri Aurobindo’s
Savitri, which deal with Savitri’s encounter with Death, the two antagonists face
each other as equal powers and by means of a debate, subtle, ingenious, and
deeply penetrating and extending over the entire length of these books, the later
is pressurized into yielding one boon after the other except the last, which he
obstinately refuses, saying:

O human claimant to immortality,
Reveal thy power, lay bare thy spirit’s force,
Then will I give back to thee Satyavan.
Or if the Mighty Mother is with thee,
Show me her face that I may worship her;
Let deathless eyes look into the eyes of  Death,

Savitri looks on Death and does not answer but a mighty transformation
comes on her

In a flaming moment of apocalypse
The Incarnation thrust aside its veil.

But Death still resists and a direct confrontation takes place in which
Death, knowing his defeat inevitable, flees from the scene taking refuge in
the retreating Night. In the Mahabharata tale, Savitri gets back her husband
after Yama departs from the scene. But at the end of  Book X of  Sri
Aurobindo’s epic, when Death flees leaving Satyavan and Savitri alone,

The Original Mahabharata Legend and Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri
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a mute invisible and translucent wall rises between them.
Book XI, the Book of  the Everlasting Day, which is the culmination of  Sri

Aurobindo’s Savitri, has no apparent basis in the original legend. Here, at the
beginning of this book, we find that the one whom Savitri had faced as Death
and Night reappears before her with a wonderful transfigured shape as the
Tempter of  the Worlds. He repeatedly offers boons to Savitri and asks her to
ascend to his higher worlds with Satyavan to enjoy there these boons. But
Savitri, who sees clearly the real issue behind appearances, resists saying, “I
sacrifice not earth to happier worlds”, and asks him to give her all these boons
for “earth and men”. At last, pleased by Savitri’s resoluteness and fidelity to the
innermost truth of  her being, the supreme voice puts off  the veil and says:

 “O beautiful body of  the incarnate Word,
Thy thoughts are mine, I have spoken with thy voice.
My will is thine, what thou hast chosen I choose:
All thou hast asked I give to earth and men.
All shall be written out in destiny’s book
By my trustee of thought and plan and act,
The executor of  my will, eternal Time.

The above seven lines are followed by 460 more of  the same most inspired
and utterly uplifting verse which provides us an essential picture of  how the
earth shall open to divinity and this earthly life become the life divine in not too
distant a future – a future that exists already on the highest planes. The Supreme’s
promise and the announcement of  the Everlasting Day for earth ends with the
following three supremely important lines :

“Nature shall live to manifest secret God,
The Spirit shall take up the human play,
This earthly life become the life divine.”

* * *

The Original Mahabharata Legend and Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri

Savitri
The supreme revelation of  Sri Aurobindo’s vision.

– The Mother
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Book 1, Canto 1 : The Symbol Dawn
A thought was sown in the unsounded Void,
A sense was born within the darkness’ depths,
A memory quivered in the heart of Time
As if a soul long dead were moved to live:
But the oblivion that succeeds the fall,
Had blotted the crowded tablets of the past,
And all that was destroyed must be rebuilt
And old experience laboured out once more.
All can be done if the god-touch is there. (I.1.3)
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The persistent thrill of a transfiguring touch
Persuaded the inert black quietude
And beauty and wonder disturbed the fields of God.
A wandering hand of pale enchanted light
That glowed along a fading moment’s brink,
Fixed with gold panel and opalescent hinge
A gate of dreams ajar on mystery’s verge.
One lucent corner windowing hidden things
Forced the world’s blind immensity to sight.
The darkness failed and slipped like a falling cloak
From the reclining body of a god.
Then through the pallid rift that seemed at first
Hardly enough for a trickle from the suns,
Outpoured the revelation and the flame. (I.1.3)
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The excess of beauty natural to god-kind
Could not uphold its claim on time-born eyes;
Too mystic-real for space-tenancy
Her body of glory was expunged from heaven:
The rarity and wonder lived no more.
There was the common light of earthly day.
Affranchised from the respite of fatigue
Once more the rumour of the speed of Life
Pursued the cycles of her blinded quest.
All sprang to their unvarying daily acts;
The thousand peoples of the soil and tree
Obeyed the unforeseeing instant’s urge, (I.1.5-6)
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And Savitri too awoke among these tribes
That hastened to join the brilliant Summoner’s chant
And, lured by the beauty of the apparent ways,
Acclaimed their portion of ephemeral joy.
Akin to the eternity whence she came,
No part she took in this small happiness;
A mighty stranger in the human field,
The embodied Guest within made no response.
The call that wakes the leap of human mind,
Its chequered eager motion of pursuit,
Its fluttering-hued illusion of desire,
Visited her heart like a sweet alien note. (I.1.6)
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A prodigal of her rich divinity,
Her self and all she was she had lent to men,
Hoping her greater being to implant
And in their body’s lives acclimatise
That heaven might native grow on mortal soil.
Hard is it to persuade earth-nature’s change;
Mortality bears ill the eternal’s touch:
It fears the pure divine intolerance
Of that assault of ether and of fire;
It murmurs at its sorrowless happiness,
Almost with hate repels the light it brings;
It trembles at its naked power of Truth
And the might and sweetness of its absolute Voice.
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Inflicting on the heights the abysm’s law,
It sullies with its mire heaven’s messengers:
Its thorns of fallen nature are the defence
It turns against the saviour hands of Grace;
It meets the sons of God with death and pain.
A glory of lightnings traversing the earth-scene,
Their sun-thoughts fading, darkened by ignorant minds,
Their work betrayed, their good to evil turned,
The cross their payment for the crown they gave,
Only they leave behind a splendid Name. (I.1.7)
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Even her humanity was half divine:
Her spirit opened to the Spirit in all,
Her nature felt all Nature as its own.
Apart, living within, all lives she bore;
Aloof, she carried in herself the world:
Her dread was one with the great cosmic dread,
Her strength was founded on the cosmic mights;
The universal Mother’s love was hers.
Against the evil at life’s afflicted roots,
Her own calamity its private sign,
Of her pangs she made a mystic poignant sword.
A solitary mind, a world-wide heart,
To the lone Immortal’s unshared work she rose. (I.1.8-9)
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The sacrifice of suffering and desire
Earth offers to the immortal Ecstasy
Began again beneath the eternal Hand.
Awake she endured the moments’ serried march
And looked on this green smiling dangerous world,
And heard the ignorant cry of living things.
Amid the trivial sounds, the unchanging scene
Her soul arose confronting Time and Fate.
Immobile in herself, she gathered force.
This was the day when Satyavan must die. (I.1.10)
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Book 1, Canto 2 : The Issue
Her witness spirit stood reviewing Time.
All that she once had hoped and dreamed and been,
Flew past her eagle-winged through memory’s skies.
As in a many-hued flaming inner dawn,
Her life’s broad highways and its sweet bypaths
Lay mapped to her sun-clear recording view,
From the bright country of her childhood’s days
And the blue mountains of her soaring youth
And the paradise groves and peacock wings of Love
To joy clutched under the silent shadow of doom
In a last turn where heaven raced with hell.
Twelve passionate months led in a day of fate.
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An absolute supernatural darkness falls
On man sometimes when he draws near to God:
An hour arrives when fail all Nature’s means;
Forced out from the protecting Ignorance
And flung back on his naked primal need,
He at length must cast from him his surface soul
And be the ungarbed entity within:
That hour had fallen now on Savitri.
A point she had reached where life must be in vain
Or, in her unborn element awake,
Her will must cancel her body’s destiny.
For only the unborn spirit’s timeless power
Can lift the yoke imposed by birth in Time. (I.2.11-12)
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Her being must confront its formless Cause,
Against the universe weigh its single self.
On the bare peak where Self is alone with Nought
And life has no sense and love no place to stand,
She must plead her case upon extinction’s verge,
In the world’s death-cave uphold life’s helpless claim
And vindicate her right to be and love. (I.2.12)
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A combatant in silent dreadful lists,
The world unknowing, for the world she stood:
No helper had she save the Strength within;
There was no witness of terrestrial eyes;
The Gods above and Nature sole below
Were the spectators of that mighty strife.(I.2.13)
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All in her pointed to a nobler kind.
Near to earth’s wideness, intimate with heaven,
Exalted and swift her young large-visioned spirit
Voyaging through worlds of splendour and of calm
Overflew the ways of Thought to unborn things.
Ardent was her self-poised unstumbling will;
Her mind, a sea of white sincerity,
Passionate in flow, had not one turbid wave.        (I.2.14-15)
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Immortal rhythms swayed in her time-born steps;
Her look, her smile awoke celestial sense
Even in earth-stuff, and their intense delight
Poured a supernal beauty on men’s lives.
A wide self-giving was her native act;
A magnanimity as of sea or sky
Enveloped with its greatness all that came
And gave a sense as of a greatened world:
Her kindly care was a sweet temperate sun,
Her high passion a blue heaven’s equipoise.      (I.2.15)
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A deep of compassion, a hushed sanctuary,
Her inward help unbarred a gate in heaven;
Love in her was wider than the universe,
The whole world could take refuge in her single heart.
The great unsatisfied godhead here could dwell:
Vacant of the dwarf self’s imprisoned air,
Her mood could harbour his sublimer breath
Spiritual that can make all things divine.
For even her gulfs were secrecies of light.
At once she was the stillness and the word,
A continent of self-diffusing peace,
An ocean of untrembling virgin fire; (I.2.15-16)
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There is a darkness in terrestrial things
That will not suffer long too glad a note.
On her too closed the inescapable Hand:
The armed Immortal bore the snare of Time.
One dealt with her who meets the burdened great.
Assigner of the ordeal and the path
Who chooses in this holocaust of the soul
Death, fall and sorrow as the spirit’s goads,
The dubious godhead with his torch of pain
Lit up the chasm of the unfinished world
And called her to fill with her vast self the abyss. (I.2.17)
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For this she had accepted mortal breath;
To wrestle with the Shadow she had come
And must confront the riddle of man’s birth
And life’s brief struggle in dumb Matter’s night.
Whether to bear with Ignorance and death
Or hew the ways of Immortality,
To win or lose the godlike game for man,
Was her soul’s issue thrown with Destiny’s dice.
But not to submit and suffer was she born;
To lead, to deliver was her glorious part.
Here was no fabric of terrestrial make
Fit for a day’s use by busy careless Powers.     (I.2.17)
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Too high the fire spiritual dare not blaze.
If once it met the intense original Flame,
An answering touch might shatter all measures made
And earth sink down with the weight of the Infinite.
A gaol is this immense material world:
Across each road stands armed a stone-eyed Law,
At every gate the huge dim sentinels pace. (I.2.18)
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A force in her that toiled since earth was made,
Accomplishing in life the great world-plan,
Pursuing after death immortal aims,
Repugned to admit frustration’s barren role,
Forfeit the meaning of her birth in Time,
Obey the government of the casual fact
Or yield her high destiny up to passing Chance.
In her own self she found her high recourse;
She matched with the iron law her sovereign right:
Her single will opposed the cosmic rule.
To stay the wheels of Doom this greatness rose.     (I.2.19)
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She faced the engines of the universe;
A heart stood in the way of the driving wheels:
Its giant workings paused in front of a mind,
Its stark conventions met the flame of a soul.
A magic leverage suddenly is caught
That moves the veiled Ineffable’s timeless will:
A prayer, a master act, a king idea
Can link man’s strength to a transcendent Force.
Then miracle is made the common rule,
One mighty deed can change the course of things;
A lonely thought becomes omnipotent. (I.2.20)
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A Godhead stands behind the brute machine.
This truth broke in in a triumph of fire;
A victory was won for God in man,
The deity revealed its hidden face.
The great World-Mother now in her arose:
A living choice reversed fate’s cold dead turn,
Affirmed the spirit’s tread on Circumstance,
Pressed back the senseless dire revolving Wheel
And stopped the mute march of Necessity.
A flaming warrior from the eternal peaks
Empowered to force the door denied and closed
Smote from Death’s visage its dumb absolute
And burst the bounds of consciousness and Time. (I.2.21)
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Book 1, Canto 3: The Yoga of the King: The Yoga
of the Soul’s Release
A world’s desire compelled her mortal birth.
One in the front of the immemorial quest,
Protagonist of the mysterious play
In which the Unknown pursues himself through forms
And limits his eternity by the hours
And the blind Void struggles to live and see,
A thinker and toiler in the ideal’s air,
Brought down to earth’s dumb need her radiant power. (I.3.22)
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Although consenting to mortal ignorance,
His knowledge shared the Light ineffable.
A strength of the original Permanence
Entangled in the moment and its flow,
He kept the vision of the Vasts behind:
A power was in him from the Unknowable.
An archivist of the symbols of the Beyond,
A treasurer of superhuman dreams,
He bore the stamp of mighty memories
And shed their grandiose ray on human life.      (I.3.22)
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This bodily appearance is not all;
The form deceives, the person is a mask;
Hid deep in man celestial powers can dwell.
His fragile ship conveys through the sea of years
An incognito of the Imperishable.
A spirit that is a flame of God abides,
A fiery portion of the Wonderful,
Artist of his own beauty and delight,
Immortal in our mortal poverty. (I.3.23)
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A Seer was born, a shining Guest of Time.
For him mind’s limiting firmament ceased above.
In the griffin forefront of the Night and Day
A gap was rent in the all-concealing vault;
The conscious ends of being went rolling back:
The landmarks of the little person fell,
The island ego joined its continent.
Overpassed was this world of rigid limiting forms:
Life’s barriers opened into the Unknown.
Abolished were conception’s covenants
And, striking off subjection’s rigorous clause,
Annulled the soul’s treaty with Nature’s nescience.
All the grey inhibitions were torn off
And broken the intellect’s hard and lustrous lid; (I.3.25)
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In hands sustained by a transfiguring Might
He caught up lightly like a giant’s bow
Left slumbering in a sealed and secret cave
The powers that sleep unused in man within.
He made of miracle a normal act
And turned to a common part of divine works,
Magnificently natural at this height,
Efforts that would shatter the strength of mortal hearts,
Pursued in a royalty of mighty ease
Aims too sublime for Nature’s daily will:
The gifts of the spirit crowding came to him;
They were his life’s pattern and his privilege. (I.3.26)
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The inner planes uncovered their crystal doors;
Strange powers and influences touched his life.
A vision came of higher realms than ours,
A consciousness of brighter fields and skies,
Of beings less circumscribed than brief-lived men
And subtler bodies than these passing frames,
Objects too fine for our material grasp,
Acts vibrant with a superhuman light
And movements pushed by a superconscient force,
And joys that never flowed through mortal limbs,
And lovelier scenes than earth’s and happier lives.    (I.3.28)
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Immortal eyes approached and looked in his,
And beings of many kingdoms neared and spoke:
The ever-living whom we name as dead
Could leave their glory beyond death and birth
To utter the wisdom which exceeds all phrase:
The kings of evil and the kings of good,
Appellants at the reason’s judgment seat,
Proclaimed the gospel of their opposites,
And all believed themselves spokesmen of God:
The gods of light and titans of the dark
Battled for his soul as for a costly prize. (I.3.30)
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His centre was no more in earthly mind;
A power of seeing silence filled his limbs:
Caught by a voiceless white epiphany
Into a vision that surpasses forms,
Into a living that surpasses life,
He neared the still consciousness sustaining all.
The voice that only by speech can move the mind
Became a silent knowledge in the soul;
The strength that only in action feels its truth
Was lodged now in a mute omnipotent peace.
A leisure in the labour of the worlds,
A pause in the joy and anguish of the search
Restored the stress of Nature to God’s calm. (I.3.32)
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His soul stood free, a witness and a king.
Absorbed no more in the moment-ridden flux
Where mind incessantly drifts as on a raft
Hurried from phenomenon to phenomenon,
He abode at rest in indivisible Time.
As if a story long written but acted now,
In his present he held his future and his past,
Felt in the seconds the uncounted years
And saw the hours like dots upon a page.
An aspect of the unknown Reality
Altered the meaning of the cosmic scene.
This huge material universe became
A small result of a stupendous force: (I.3.33)
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Across a void retreating sky he glimpsed
Through a last glimmer and drift of vanishing stars
The superconscient realms of motionless Peace
Where judgment ceases and the word is mute
And the Unconceived lies pathless and alone.
There came not form or any mounting voice;
There only were Silence and the Absolute.
Out of that stillness mind new-born arose
And woke to truths once inexpressible,
And forms appeared, dumbly significant,
A seeing thought, a self-revealing voice.
He knew the source from which his spirit came:
Movement was married to the immobile Vast;
He plunged his roots into the Infinite,
He based his life upon eternity. (I.3.33-34)
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Only awhile at first these heavenlier states,
These large wide-poised upliftings could endure.
The high and luminous tension breaks too soon,
The body’s stone stillness and the life’s hushed trance,
The breathless might and calm of silent mind;
Or slowly they fail as sets a golden day.
The restless nether members tire of peace;
A nostalgia of old little works and joys,
A need to call back small familiar selves,
To tread the accustomed and inferior way,
The need to rest in a natural pose of fall,
As a child who learns to walk can walk not long,
Replace the titan will for ever to climb,
On the heart’s altar dim the sacred fire.
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An old pull of subconscious cords renews;
It draws the unwilling spirit from the heights,
Or a dull gravitation drags us down
To the blind driven inertia of our base.
This too the supreme Diplomat can use,
He makes our fall a means for greater rise. (I.3.34)
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He comes unseen into our darker parts
And, curtained by the darkness, does his work,
A subtle and all-knowing guest and guide,
Till they too feel the need and will to change.
All here must learn to obey a higher law,
Our body’s cells must hold the Immortal’s flame.
Else would the spirit reach alone its source
Leaving a half-saved world to its dubious fate.
Nature would ever labour unredeemed;
Our earth would ever spin unhelped in Space,
And this immense creation’s purpose fail
Till at last the frustrate universe sank undone.      (I.3.35)
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Each time he rose there was a larger poise,
A dwelling on a higher spirit plane;
The Light remained in him a longer space.
In this oscillation between earth and heaven,
In this ineffable communion’s climb
There grew in him as grows a waxing moon
The glory of the integer of his soul. (I.3.35)
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Even on the struggling Nature left below
Strong periods of illumination came:
Lightnings of glory after glory burned,
Experience was a tale of blaze and fire,
Air rippled round the argosies of the Gods,
Strange riches sailed to him from the Unseen;
Splendours of insight filled the blank of thought,
Knowledge spoke to the inconscient stillnesses,
Rivers poured down of bliss and luminous force,
Visits of beauty, storm-sweeps of delight
Rained from the all-powerful Mystery above.
Thence stooped the eagles of Omniscience. (I.3.37)
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An inspired Knowledge sat enthroned within
Whose seconds illumined more than reason’s years:
An ictus of revealing lustre fell
As if a pointing accent upon Truth,
And like a sky-flare showing all the ground
A swift intuitive discernment shone.
One glance could separate the true and false,
Or raise its rapid torch-fire in the dark
To check the claimants crowding through mind’s gates
Covered by the forged signatures of the gods,
Detect the magic bride in her disguise
Or scan the apparent face of thought and life.    (I.3.37-38)
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Oceans of being met his voyaging soul
Calling to infinite discovery;
Timeless domains of joy and absolute power
Stretched out surrounded by the eternal hush;
The ways that lead to endless happiness
Ran like dream-smiles through meditating vasts:
Disclosed stood up in a gold moment’s blaze
White sun-steppes in the pathless Infinite. (I.3.39-40)
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A glimpse was caught of things for ever unknown:
The letters stood out of the unmoving Word:
In the immutable nameless Origin
Was seen emerging as from fathomless seas
The trail of the Ideas that made the world,
And, sown in the black earth of Nature’s trance,
The seed of the Spirit’s blind and huge desire
From which the tree of cosmos was conceived
And spread its magic arms through a dream of space.  (I.3.40)
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A vision lightened on the viewless heights,
A wisdom illumined from the voiceless depths:
A deeper interpretation greatened Truth,
A grand reversal of the Night and Day;
All the world’s values changed heightening life’s aim;
A wiser word, a larger thought came in
Than what the slow labour of human mind can bring,
A secret sense awoke that could perceive
A Presence and a Greatness everywhere.
The universe was not now this senseless whirl
Borne round inert on an immense machine;
It cast away its grandiose lifeless front,
A mechanism no more or work of Chance,
But a living movement of the body of God. (I.3.42)
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Life kept no more a dull and meaningless shape.
In the struggle and upheaval of the world
He saw the labour of a godhead’s birth.
A secret knowledge masked as Ignorance;
Fate covered with an unseen necessity
The game of chance of an omnipotent Will.
A glory and a rapture and a charm,
The All-Blissful sat unknown within the heart;
Earth’s pains were the ransom of its prisoned delight. (I.3.43)
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Earth grew too narrow for his victory.
Once only registering the heavy tread
Of a blind Power on human littleness,
Life now became a sure approach to God,
Existence a divine experiment
And cosmos the soul’s opportunity.
The world was a conception and a birth
Of Spirit in Matter into living forms,
And Nature bore the Immortal in her womb,
That she might climb through him to eternal life.      (I.3.43)
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Thus came his soul’s release from Ignorance,
His mind and body’s first spiritual change.
A wide God-knowledge poured down from above,
A new world-knowledge broadened from within:
His daily thoughts looked up to the True and One,
His commonest doings welled from an inner Light.
Awakened to the lines that Nature hides,
Attuned to her movements that exceed our ken,
He grew one with a covert universe.
His grasp surprised her mightiest energies’ springs;
He spoke with the unknown Guardians of the worlds,
Forms he descried our mortal eyes see not.           (I.3.44)
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Apart he lived in his mind’s solitude,
A demigod shaping the lives of men:
One soul’s ambition lifted up the race;
A Power worked, but none knew whence it came.
The universal strengths were linked with his;
Filling earth’s smallness with their boundless breadths,
He drew the energies that transmute an age.
Immeasurable by the common look,
He made great dreams a mould for coming things
And cast his deeds like bronze to front the years.
His walk through Time outstripped the human stride.
Lonely his days and splendid like the sun’s.        (I.3.44-45)
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Book 1, Canto 4: The Secret Knowledge
What now we see is a shadow of what must come.
The earth’s uplook to a remote Unknown
Is a preface only of the epic climb
Of human soul from its flat earthly state
To the discovery of a greater self
And the far gleam of an eternal Light.
This world is a beginning and a base
Where Life and Mind erect their structured dreams;
An unborn Power must build reality.
A deathbound littleness is not all we are:
Immortal our forgotten vastnesses
Await discovery in our summit selves;
Unmeasured breadths and depths of being are ours. (I.4.46)
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Our souls can visit in great lonely hours
Still regions of imperishable Light,
All-seeing eagle-peaks of silent Power
And moon-flame oceans of swift fathomless Bliss
And calm immensities of spirit space.
In the unfolding process of the Self
Sometimes the inexpressible Mystery
Elects a human vessel of descent. (I.4.47)
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In moments when the inner lamps are lit
And the life’s cherished guests are left outside,
Our spirit sits alone and speaks to its gulfs.
A wider consciousness opens then its doors;
Invading from spiritual silences
A ray of the timeless Glory stoops awhile
To commune with our seized illumined clay
And leaves its huge white stamp upon our lives.
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In the oblivious field of mortal mind,
Revealed to the closed prophet eyes of trance
Or in some deep internal solitude
Witnessed by a strange immaterial sense,
The signals of eternity appear.
The truth mind could not know unveils its face,
We hear what mortal ears have never heard,
We feel what earthly sense has never felt,
We love what common hearts repel and dread;    (I.4.47-48)
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Ourself and a high stranger whom we feel,
It is and acts unseen as if it were not;
It follows the line of sempiternal birth,
Yet seems to perish with its mortal frame.
Assured of the Apocalypse to be,
It reckons not the moments and the hours;
Great, patient, calm it sees the centuries pass,
Awaiting the slow miracle of our change
In the sure deliberate process of world-force
And the long march of all-revealing Time.
It is the origin and the master-clue,
A silence overhead, an inner voice,
A living image seated in the heart,
An unwalled wideness and a fathomless point,
The truth of all these cryptic shows in Space,
The Real towards which our strivings move,
The secret grandiose meaning of our lives.
A treasure of honey in the combs of God,
A Splendour burning in a tenebrous cloak,
It is our glory of the flame of God,
Our golden fountain of the world’s delight,
An immortality cowled in the cape of death,
The shape of our unborn divinity.
It guards for us our fate in depths within
Where sleeps the eternal seed of transient things.
Always we bear in us a magic key
Concealed in life’s hermetic envelope.
A burning Witness in the sanctuary
Regards through Time and the blind walls of Form;
A timeless Light is in his hidden eyes;
He sees the secret things no words can speak
And knows the goal of the unconscious world
And the heart of the mystery of the journeying years.

(I.4.48-49)
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Earth’s winged chimaeras are Truth’s steeds in Heaven,
The impossible God’s sign of things to be.
But few can look beyond the present state
Or overleap this matted hedge of sense.
All that transpires on earth and all beyond
Are parts of an illimitable plan
The One keeps in his heart and knows alone.
Our outward happenings have their seed within,
And even this random Fate that imitates Chance,
This mass of unintelligible results,
Are the dumb graph of truths that work unseen:
The laws of the Unknown create the known.      (I.4.52)
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Thus will the masked Transcendent mount his throne.
When darkness deepens strangling the earth’s breast
And man’s corporeal mind is the only lamp,
As a thief’s in the night shall be the covert tread
Of one who steps unseen into his house.
A Voice ill-heard shall speak, the soul obey,
A Power into mind’s inner chamber steal,
A charm and sweetness open life’s closed doors
And beauty conquer the resisting world,
The Truth-Light capture Nature by surprise,
A stealth of God compel the heart to bliss
And earth grow unexpectedly divine.
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In Matter shall be lit the spirit’s glow,
In body and body kindled the sacred birth;
Night shall awake to the anthem of the stars,
The days become a happy pilgrim march,
Our will a force of the Eternal’s power,
And thought the rays of a spiritual sun.
A few shall see what none yet understands;
God shall grow up while the wise men talk and sleep;
For man shall not know the coming till its hour
And belief shall be not till the work is done.   (I.4.55)
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Alive in a dead rotating universe
We whirl not here upon a casual globe
Abandoned to a task beyond our force;
Even through the tangled anarchy called Fate
And through the bitterness of death and fall
An outstretched Hand is felt upon our lives.
It is near us in unnumbered bodies and births;
In its unslackening grasp it keeps for us safe
The one inevitable supreme result
No will can take away and no doom change,
The crown of conscious Immortality,
The godhead promised to our struggling souls
When first man’s heart dared death and suffered life.
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One who has shaped this world is ever its lord:
Our errors are his steps upon the way;
He works through the fierce vicissitudes of our lives,
He works through the hard breath of battle and toil,
He works through our sins and sorrows and our tears,
His knowledge overrules our nescience;
Whatever the appearance we must bear,
Whatever our strong ills and present fate,
When nothing we can see but drift and bale,
A mighty Guidance leads us still through all.
After we have served this great divided world
God’s bliss and oneness are our inborn right. (I.4.59)
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He is the Maker and the world he made,
He is the vision and he is the Seer;
He is himself the actor and the act,
He is himself the knower and the known,
He is himself the dreamer and the dream.
There are Two who are One and play in many worlds;
In Knowledge and Ignorance they have spoken and met
And light and darkness are their eyes’ interchange;
Our pleasure and pain are their wrestle and embrace,
Our deeds, our hopes are intimate to their tale;
They are married secretly in our thought and life.
The universe is an endless masquerade:
For nothing here is utterly what it seems;
It is a dream-fact vision of a truth
Which but for the dream would not be wholly true, (I.4.61)
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As one too great for him he worships her;
He adores her as his regent of desire,
He yields to her as the mover of his will,
He burns the incense of his nights and days
Offering his life, a splendour of sacrifice.
A rapt solicitor for her love and grace,
His bliss in her to him is his whole world:
He grows through her in all his being’s powers;
He reads by her God’s hidden aim in things.
Or, a courtier in her countless retinue,
Content to be with her and feel her near
He makes the most of the little that she gives
And all she does drapes with his own delight.
A glance can make his whole day wonderful,
A word from her lips with happiness wings the hours.
He leans on her for all he does and is:
He builds on her largesses his proud fortunate days
And trails his peacock-plumaged joy of life
And suns in the glory of her passing smile.
In a thousand ways he serves her royal needs;
He makes the hours pivot around her will,
Makes all reflect her whims; all is their play:
This whole wide world is only he and she.

This is the knot that ties together the stars:
The Two who are one are the secret of all power,
The Two who are one are the might and right in things.
His soul, silent, supports the world and her,
His acts are her commandment’s registers.
Happy, inert, he lies beneath her feet:
His breast he offers for her cosmic dance
Of which our lives are the quivering theatre,
And none could bear but for his strength within,
Yet none would leave because of his delight.

     (I.4.62-63)
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The master of existence lurks in us
And plays at hide-and-seek with his own Force;
In Nature’s instrument loiters secret God.
The Immanent lives in man as in his house;
He has made the universe his pastime’s field,
A vast gymnasium of his works of might.
All-knowing he accepts our darkened state,
Divine, wears shapes of animal or man;
Eternal, he assents to Fate and Time,
Immortal, dallies with mortality.
The All-Conscious ventured into Ignorance,
The All-Blissful bore to be insensible.
Incarnate in a world of strife and pain,
He puts on joy and sorrow like a robe
And drinks experience like a strengthening wine.   (I.4.66-67)
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A mutual debt binds man to the Supreme:
His nature we must put on as he put ours;
We are sons of God and must be even as he:
His human portion, we must grow divine.
Our life is a paradox with God for key. (I.4.67)
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The Purpose of Her Game*

He sails through life and death and other life,
He travels on through waking and through sleep.
A power is on him from her occult force
That ties him to his own creation’s fate,
And never can the mighty Traveller rest
And never can the mystic voyage cease
Till the nescient dusk is lifted from man’s soul
And the morns of God have overtaken his night.
As long as Nature lasts, he too is there,
For this is sure that he and she are one;
Even when he sleeps, he keeps her on his breast:
Whoever leaves her, he will not depart
To repose without her in the Unknowable.
There is a truth to know, a work to do;
Her play is real; a Mystery he fulfils:
There is a plan in the Mother’s deep world-whim,
A purpose in her vast and random game.
This ever she meant since the first dawn of life,
This constant will she covered with her sport,
To evoke a Person in the impersonal Void,
With the Truth-Light strike earth’s massive roots of trance,
Wake a dumb self in the inconscient depths
And raise a lost Power from its python sleep
That the eyes of the Timeless might look out from Time
And the world manifest the unveiled Divine.
For this he left his white infinity
And laid on the spirit the burden of the flesh,
That Godhead’s seed might flower in mindless Space.

(I.4.72-73)



( 97)

Book 1, Canto 5: The Yoga of the King:
The Yoga of the Spirit’s Freedom and Greatness

This knowledge first he had of time-born men.
Admitted through a curtain of bright mind
That hangs between our thoughts and absolute sight,
He found the occult cave, the mystic door
Near to the well of vision in the soul,
And entered where the Wings of Glory brood
In the silent space where all is for ever known.
Indifferent to doubt and to belief,
Avid of the naked real’s single shock
He shore the cord of mind that ties the earth-heart
And cast away the yoke of Matter’s law.
The body’s rules bound not the spirit’s powers:
When life had stopped its beats, death broke not in;
He dared to live when breath and thought were still.
Thus could he step into that magic place
Which few can even glimpse with hurried glance
Lifted for a moment from mind’s laboured works
And the poverty of Nature’s earthly sight.
All that the Gods have learned is there self-known.
There in a hidden chamber closed and mute
Are kept the record graphs of the cosmic scribe,
And there the tables of the sacred Law,
There is the Book of Being’s index page;
The text and glossary of the Vedic truth
Are there; the rhythms and metres of the stars
Significant of the movements of our fate:
The symbol powers of number and of form,
And the secret code of the history of the world
And Nature’s correspondence with the soul
Are written in the mystic heart of Life.
In the glow of the spirit’s room of memories
He could recover the luminous marginal notes
Dotting with light the crabbed ambiguous scroll,
Rescue the preamble and the saving clause
Of the dark Agreement by which all is ruled     (I.5.74-75)
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A thinking being in an unthinking world,
An island in the sea of the Unknown,
He is a smallness trying to be great,
An animal with some instincts of a god,
His life a story too common to be told,
His deeds a number summing up to nought,
His consciousness a torch lit to be quenched,
His hope a star above a cradle and grave.
And yet a greater destiny may be his,
For the eternal Spirit is his truth.
He can re-create himself and all around
And fashion new the world in which he lives:
He, ignorant, is the Knower beyond Time,
He is the Self above Nature, above Fate. (I.5.78)
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The Swift Arisen God*

In a divine retreat from mortal thought,
In a prodigious gesture of soul-sight,
His being towered into pathless heights,
Naked of its vesture of humanity.
As thus it rose, to meet him bare and pure
A strong Descent leaped down. A Might, a Flame,
A Beauty half-visible with deathless eyes,
A violent Ecstasy, a Sweetness dire,
Enveloped him with its stupendous limbs
And penetrated nerve and heart and brain
That thrilled and fainted with the epiphany:
His nature shuddered in the Unknown’s grasp.
In a moment shorter than death, longer than Time,
By a Power more ruthless than Love, happier than Heaven,
Taken sovereignly into eternal arms,
Haled and coerced by a stark absolute bliss,
In a whirlwind circuit of delight and force
Hurried into unimaginable depths,
Upborne into immeasurable heights,
It was torn out from its mortality
And underwent a new and bourneless change.
An Omniscient knowing without sight or thought,
An indecipherable Omnipotence,
A mystic Form that could contain the worlds,
Yet make one human breast its passionate shrine,
Drew him out of his seeking loneliness
Into the magnitudes of God’s embrace.
As when a timeless Eye annuls the hours
Abolishing the agent and the act,
So now his spirit shone out wide, blank, pure:
His wakened mind became an empty slate
On which the Universal and Sole could write.
All that represses our fallen consciousness
Was taken from him like a forgotten load:
A fire that seemed the body of a god
Consumed the limiting figures of the past
And made large room for a new self to live.
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Eternity’s contact broke the moulds of sense.
A greater Force than the earthly held his limbs,
Huge workings bared his undiscovered sheaths,
Strange energies wrought and screened tremendous hands
Unwound the triple cord of mind and freed
The heavenly wideness of a Godhead’s gaze.
As through a dress the wearer’s shape is seen,
There reached through forms to the hidden absolute
A cosmic feeling and transcendent sight.
Increased and heightened were the instruments.
Illusion lost her aggrandising lens;
As from her failing hand the measures fell,
Atomic looked the things that loomed so large.
The little ego’s ring could join no more;
In the enormous spaces of the self
The body now seemed only a wandering shell,
His mind the many-frescoed outer court
Of an imperishable Inhabitant:
His spirit breathed a superhuman air.
The imprisoned deity rent its magic fence.
As with a sound of thunder and of seas,
Vast barriers crashed around the huge escape.
Immutably coeval with the world,
Circle and end of every hope and toil
Inexorably drawn round thought and act,
The fixed immovable peripheries
Effaced themselves beneath the Incarnate’s tread.
The dire velamen and the bottomless crypt
Between which life and thought for ever move,
Forbidden still to cross the dim dread bounds,
The guardian darknesses mute and formidable,
Empowered to circumscribe the wingless spirit
In the boundaries of Mind and Ignorance,
Protecting no more a dual eternity
Vanished rescinding their enormous role:
Once figure of creation’s vain ellipse,
The expanding zero lost its giant curve.

(I.5.80-82)
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The old adamantine vetoes stood no more:
Overpowered were earth and Nature’s obsolete rule;
The python coils of the restricting Law
Could not restrain the swift arisen God:
Abolished were the scripts of destiny.
There was no small death-hunted creature more,
No fragile form of being to preserve
From an all-swallowing Immensity.
The great hammer-beats of a pent-up world-heart
Burst open the narrow dams that keep us safe
Against the forces of the universe.
The soul and cosmos faced as equal powers.     (I.5.82-83)
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All was uncovered to his sealless eye.
A secret Nature stripped of her defence,
Once in a dreaded half-light formidable,
Overtaken in her mighty privacy
Lay bare to the burning splendour of his will.
In shadowy chambers lit by a strange sun
And opening hardly to hid mystic keys
Her perilous arcanes and hooded Powers
Confessed the advent of a mastering Mind
And bore the compulsion of a time-born gaze.     (I.5.83)
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The Mind*

Mind is a mediator divinity:
Its powers can undo all Nature’s work:
Mind can suspend or change earth’s concrete law.
Affranchised from earth-habit’s drowsy seal
The leaden grip of Matter it can break;
Indifferent to the angry stare of Death,
It can immortalise a moment’s work:
A simple fiat of its thinking force,
The casual pressure of its slight assent
Can liberate the Energy dumb and pent
Within its chambers of mysterious trance:
It makes the body’s sleep a puissant arm,
Holds still the breath, the beatings of the heart,
While the unseen is found, the impossible done,
Communicates without means the unspoken thought;
It moves events by its bare silent will,
Acts at a distance without hands or feet.
This giant Ignorance, this dwarfish Life
It can illumine with a prophet sight,
Invoke the bacchic rapture, the Fury’s goad,
In our body arouse the demon or the god,
Call in the Omniscient and Omnipotent,
Awake a forgotten Almightiness within.
In its own plane a shining emperor,
Even in this rigid realm, Mind can be king:
The logic of its demigod Idea
In the leap of a transitional moment brings
Surprises of creation never achieved
Even by Matter’s strange unconscious skill.
All’s miracle here and can by miracle change.

 (I.5.84-85)
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As one resisting more the more she loves,
Her great possessions and her power and lore
She gave, compelled, with a reluctant joy;
Herself she gave for rapture and for use.
Absolved from aberrations in deep ways,
The ends she recovered for which she was made:
She turned against the evil she had helped
Her engined wrath, her invisible means to slay;
Her dangerous moods and arbitrary force
She surrendered to the service of the soul
And the control of a spiritual will.
A greater despot tamed her despotism.          (I.5.86-87)
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Affranchised from the net of earthly sense
Calm continents of potency were glimpsed;
Homelands of beauty shut to human eyes,
Half-seen at first through wonder’s gleaming lids,
Surprised the vision with felicity;
Sunbelts of knowledge, moonbelts of delight
Stretched out in an ecstasy of widenesses
Beyond our indigent corporeal range.
There he could enter, there awhile abide.
A voyager upon uncharted routes
Fronting the viewless danger of the Unknown,
Adventuring across enormous realms,
He broke into another Space and Time.  (I.5.91)
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Book 2, Canto 1: The World-Stair
Alone he moved watched by the infinity
Around him and the Unknowable above.
All could be seen that shuns the mortal eye,
All could be known the mind has never grasped;
All could be done no mortal will can dare.
A limitless movement filled a limitless peace.
In a profound existence beyond earth’s
Parent or kin to our ideas and dreams
Where Space is a vast experiment of the soul,
In an immaterial substance linked to ours
In a deep oneness of all things that are,
The universe of the Unknown arose.  (II.1.95)
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Our life is a holocaust of the Supreme.
The great World-Mother by her sacrifice
Has made her soul the body of our state;
Accepting sorrow and unconsciousness
Divinity’s lapse from its own splendours wove
The many-patterned ground of all we are. (II.1.99)



( 108)

1 61 61 61 61 6Wednesday, March QkYxqu ‘kqDy] “k”BhQkYxqu ‘kqDy] “k”BhQkYxqu ‘kqDy] “k”BhQkYxqu ‘kqDy] “k”BhQkYxqu ‘kqDy] “k”Bh

A Mystery’s process is the universe.
At first was laid a strange anomalous base,
A void, a cipher of some secret Whole,
Where zero held infinity in its sum
And All and Nothing were a single term,
An eternal negative, a matrix Nought:
Into its forms the Child is ever born
Who lives for ever in the vasts of God.
A slow reversal’s movement then took place:
A gas belched out from some invisible Fire,
Of its dense rings were formed these million stars;
Upon earth’s new-born soil God’s tread was heard.  (II.1.101)
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Book 2, Canto 2: The Kingdom of Subtle Matter
A world of lovelier forms lies near to ours,
Where, undisguised by earth’s deforming sight,
All shapes are beautiful and all things true.
In that lucent ambience mystically clear
The eyes were doors to a celestial sense,
Hearing was music and the touch a charm,
And the heart drew a deeper breath of power.
There dwell earth-nature’s shining origins:
The perfect plans on which she moulds her works,
The distant outcomes of her travailing force,
Repose in a framework of established fate.    (II.2.103)
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A passage for the Powers that move our days,
Occult behind this grosser Nature’s walls,
A gossamer marriage-hall of Mind with Form
Is hidden by a tapestry of dreams;
Heaven’s meanings steal through it as through a veil,
Its inner sight sustains this outer scene.
A finer consciousness with happier lines,
It has a tact our touch cannot attain,
A purity of sense we never feel;
Its intercession with the eternal Ray
Inspires our transient earth’s brief-lived attempts
At beauty and the perfect shape of things.   (II.2.104)
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All that here seems has lovelier semblance there.
Whatever our hearts conceive, our heads create,
Some high original beauty forfeiting,
Thence exiled here consents to an earthly tinge.
Whatever is here of visible charm and grace
Finds there its faultless and immortal lines;
All that is beautiful here is there divine.
Figures are there undreamed by mortal mind:
Bodies that have no earthly counterpart
Traverse the inner eye’s illumined trance
And ravish the heart with their celestial tread
Persuading heaven to inhabit that wonder sphere.  (II.2.104-5)
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It feels what earthly bodies cannot feel
And is more real than this grosser frame.
After the falling of mortality’s cloak
Lightened is its weight to heighten its ascent;
Refined to the touch of finer environments
It drops old patterned palls of denser stuff,
Cancels the grip of earth’s descending pull
And bears the soul from world to higher world,
Till in the naked ether of the peaks
The spirit’s simplicity alone is left,
The eternal being’s first transparent robe. (II.2.105-06)
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Its knowledge is our error’s starting-point;
Its beauty dons our mud-mask ugliness,
Its artist good begins our evil’s tale.
A heaven of creative truths above,
A cosmos of harmonious dreams between,
A chaos of dissolving forms below,
It plunges lost in our inconscient base.
Out of its fall our denser Matter came. (II.2.107)
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A mighty kinship is this daring’s cause.
All we attempt in this imperfect world,
Looks forward or looks back beyond Time’s gloss
To its pure idea and firm inviolate type
In an absolute creation’s flawless skill.
To seize the absolute in shapes that pass,
To fix the eternal’s touch in time-made things,
This is the law of all perfection here.
A fragment here is caught of heaven’s design;
Else could we never hope for greater life
And ecstasy and glory could not be. (II.2.108)
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In that fair subtle realm behind our own
The form is all, and physical gods are kings.
The inspiring Light plays in fine boundaries;
A faultless beauty comes by Nature’s grace;
There liberty is perfection’s guarantee:
Although the absolute Image lacks, the Word
Incarnate, the sheer spiritual ecstasy,
All is a miracle of symmetric charm,
A fantasy of perfect line and rule.
There all feel satisfied in themselves and whole,
A rich completeness is by limit made,
Marvel in an utter littleness abounds,
An intricate rapture riots in a small space:
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Each rhythm is kin to its environment,
Each line is perfect and inevitable,
Each object faultlessly built for charm and use.
All is enamoured of its own delight.
Intact it lives of its perfection sure
In a heaven-pleased self-glad immunity;
Content to be, it has need of nothing more.
Here was not futile effort’s broken heart:
Exempt from the ordeal and the test,
Empty of opposition and of pain,
It was a world that could not fear nor grieve.
It had no grace of error or defeat,
It had no room for fault, no power to fail.      (II.2.113)
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A perfect picture in a perfect frame,
This faery artistry could not keep his will:
Only a moment’s fine release it gave;
A careless hour was spent in a slight bliss.
Our spirit tires of being’s surfaces,
Transcended is the splendour of the form;
It turns to hidden powers and deeper states.
So now he looked beyond for greater light.
His soul’s peak-climb abandoning in its rear
This brilliant courtyard of the House of Days,
He left that fine material Paradise.
His destiny lay beyond in larger Space. (II.2.115)
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Book 2, Canto 3 : The Glory and the Fall of Life

Answering a greater Nature’s troubled call
He crossed the limits of embodied Mind
And entered wide obscure disputed fields
Where all was doubt and change and nothing sure,
A world of search and toil without repose.
As one who meets the face of the Unknown,
A questioner with none to give reply,
Attracted to a problem never solved,
Always uncertain of the ground he trod,
Always drawn on to an inconstant goal
He travelled through a land peopled by doubts
In shifting confines on a quaking base.
In front he saw a boundary ever unreached
And thought himself at each step nearer now,—
A far retreating horizon of mirage.
A vagrancy was there that brooked no home,
A journey of countless paths without a close.
Nothing he found to satisfy his heart;
A tireless wandering sought and could not cease.
There life is the manifest Incalculable,
A movement of unquiet seas, a long
And venturous leap of spirit into Space,
A vexed disturbance in the eternal Calm,
An impulse and passion of the Infinite.
Assuming whatever shape her fancy wills,
Escaped from the restraint of settled forms
She has left the safety of the tried and known.
Unshepherded by the fear that walks through Time,
Undaunted by Fate that dogs and Chance that springs,
She accepts disaster as a common risk;
Careless of suffering, heedless of sin and fall,
She wrestles with danger and discovery
In the unexplored expanses of the soul.
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To be seemed only a long experiment,
The hazard of a seeking ignorant Force
That tries all truths and, finding none supreme,
Moves on unsatisfied, unsure of its end.    (II.3.116-17)

*   *   *
A spirit of her self and aim unsure,
Tired soon of too much joy and happiness,
She needs the spur of pleasure and of pain
And the native taste of suffering and unrest:
She strains for an end that never can she win.
A perverse savour haunts her thirsting lips:
For the grief she weeps which came from her own choice,
For the pleasure yearns that racked with wounds her breast;
Aspiring to heaven she turns her steps towards hell.
Chance she has chosen and danger for playfellows;
Fate’s dreadful swing she has taken for cradle and seat.
Yet pure and bright from the Timeless was her birth,
A lost world-rapture lingers in her eyes,
Her moods are faces of the Infinite:
Beauty and happiness are her native right,
And endless Bliss is her eternal home.

This now revealed its antique face of joy,
A sudden disclosure to the heart of grief
Tempting it to endure and long and hope.
Even in changing worlds bereft of peace,
In an air racked with sorrow and with fear
And while his feet trod on a soil unsafe,
He saw the image of a happier state.
In an architecture of hieratic Space
Circling and mounting towards creation’s tops,
At a blue height which never was too high
For warm communion between body and soul,
As far as heaven, as near as thought and hope,
Glimmered the kingdom of a griefless life.     (II.3.118-19)
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Imagined scenes or great eternal worlds,
Dream-caught or sensed, they touch our hearts with their depths;
Unreal-seeming, yet more real than life,
Happier than happiness, truer than things true,
If dreams these were or captured images,
Dream’s truth made false earth’s vain realities.
In a swift eternal moment fixed there live
Or ever recalled come back to longing eyes
Calm heavens of imperishable Light,
Illumined continents of violet peace,
Oceans and rivers of the mirth of God
And griefless countries under purple suns. (II.3.120)
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This, once a star of bright remote idea
Or imagination’s comet trail of dream,
Took now a close shape of reality.
The gulf between dream-truth, earth-fact was crossed,
The wonder-worlds of life were dreams no more;
His vision made all they unveiled its own:
Their scenes, their happenings met his eyes and heart
And smote them with pure loveliness and bliss.      (II.3.120)
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There work was play and play the only work,
The tasks of heaven a game of godlike might:
A celestial bacchanal for ever pure,
Unstayed by faintness as in mortal frames
Life was an eternity of rapture’s moods:
Age never came, care never lined the face.         (II.3.126)
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There was no falsehood of soul-severance,
There came no crookedness of thought or word
To rob creation of its native truth;
All was sincerity and natural force.
There freedom was sole rule and highest law.
In a happy series climbed or plunged these worlds:
In realms of curious beauty and surprise,
In fields of grandeur and of titan power,
Life played at ease with her immense desires.
A thousand Edens she could build nor pause;
No bound was set to her greatness and to her grace
And to her heavenly variety. (II.3.127)
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This world of bliss he saw and felt its call,
But found no way to enter into its joy;
Across the conscious gulf there was no bridge.
A darker air encircled still his soul
Tied to an image of unquiet life.
In spite of yearning mind and longing sense,
To a sad Thought by grey experience formed
And a vision dimmed by care and sorrow and sleep
All this seemed only a bright desirable dream
Conceived in a longing distance by the heart
Of one who walks in the shadow of earth-pain.    (II.3.128)
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The Fall of Life*

In the crude beginnings of this mortal world
Life was not nor mind’s play nor heart’s desire.
When earth was built in the unconscious Void
And nothing was save a material scene,
Identified with sea and sky and stone
Her young gods yearned for the release of souls
Asleep in objects, vague, inanimate.
In that desolate grandeur, in that beauty bare,
In the deaf stillness, mid the unheeded sounds,
Heavy was the uncommunicated load
Of Godhead in a world that had no needs;
For none was there to feel or to receive.
This solid mass which brooked no throb of sense
Could not contain their vast creative urge:
Immersed no more in Matter’s harmony,
The Spirit lost its statuesque repose.
In the uncaring trance it groped for sight,
Passioned for the movements of a conscious heart,
Famishing for speech and thought and joy and love,
In the dumb insensitive wheeling day and night
Hungered for the beat of yearning and response.
The poised inconscience shaken with a touch,
The intuitive Silence trembling with a name,
They cried to Life to invade the senseless mould
And in brute forms awake divinity.
A voice was heard on the mute rolling globe,
A murmur moaned in the unlistening Void.
A being seemed to breathe where once was none:
Something pent up in dead insentient depths,
Denied conscious existence, lost to joy,
Turned as if one asleep since dateless time.
Aware of its own buried reality,
Remembering its forgotten self and right,
It yearned to know, to aspire, to enjoy, to live.
Life heard the call and left her native light.
Overflowing from her bright magnificent plane
On the rigid coil and sprawl of mortal Space,
Here too the gracious great-winged Angel poured
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Her splendour and her swiftness and her bliss,
Hoping to fill a fair new world with joy.
As comes a goddess to a mortal’s breast
And fills his days with her celestial clasp,
She stooped to make her home in transient shapes;
In Matter’s womb she cast the Immortal’s fire,
In the unfeeling Vast woke thought and hope,
Smote with her charm and beauty flesh and nerve
And forced delight on earth’s insensible frame.
Alive and clad with trees and herbs and flowers
Earth’s great brown body smiled towards the skies,
Azure replied to azure in the sea’s laugh;
New sentient creatures filled the unseen depths,
Life’s glory and swiftness ran in the beauty of beasts,
Man dared and thought and met with his soul the world.
But while the magic breath was on its way,
Before her gifts could reach our prisoned hearts,
A dark ambiguous Presence questioned all.
The secret Will that robes itself with Night
And offers to spirit the ordeal of the flesh,
Imposed a mystic mask of death and pain.
Interned now in the slow and suffering years
Sojourns the winged and wonderful wayfarer
And can no more recall her happier state,
But must obey the inert Inconscient’s law,
Insensible foundation of a world
In which blind limits are on beauty laid
And sorrow and joy as struggling comrades live.
A dim and dreadful muteness fell on her:
Abolished was her subtle mighty spirit
And slain her boon of child-god happiness,
And all her glory into littleness turned
And all her sweetness into a maimed desire.
To feed death with her works is here life’s doom.
So veiled was her immortality that she seemed,
Inflicting consciousness on unconscious things,
An episode in an eternal death,
A myth of being that must for ever cease.
Such was the evil mystery of her change.

(II.3.129-31)
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Book 2, Canto 4: The Kingdoms of the Little Life
A world that ever seeks for something missed,
Hunts for the joy that earth has failed to keep.
Too near to our gates its unappeased unrest
For peace to live on the inert solid globe:
It has joined its hunger to the hunger of earth,
It has given the law of craving to our lives,
It has made our spirit’s need a fathomless gulf.
An Influence entered mortal night and day,
A shadow overcast the time-born race; (II.4.132)
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A Power beyond earth’s scope has touched the earth;
The repose that might have been can be no more;
A formless yearning passions in man’s heart,
A cry is in his blood for happier things:
Else could he roam on a free sunlit soil
With the childlike pain-forgetting mind of beasts
Or live happy, unmoved, like flowers and trees.
The Might that came upon the earth to bless,
Has stayed on earth to suffer and aspire. (II.4.132-33)
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A contradiction founds the base of life:
The eternal, the divine Reality
Has faced itself with its own contraries;
Being became the Void and Conscious-Force
Nescience and walk of a blind Energy
And Ecstasy took the figure of world-pain.
In a mysterious dispensation’s law
A Wisdom that prepares its far-off ends
Planned so to start her slow aeonic game. (II.4.141)
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A difficult evolution from below
Called a masked intervention from above;
Else this great, blind inconscient universe
Could never have disclosed its hidden mind,
Or even in blinkers worked in beast and man
The Intelligence that devised the cosmic scheme.   (II.4.146-47)
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Book 2, Canto 5 : The Godheads of the Little Life

A fixed and narrow power with rigid forms,
He saw the empire of the little life,
An unhappy corner in eternity.
It lived upon the margin of the Idea
Protected by Ignorance as in a shell.
Then, hoping to learn the secret of this world
He peered across its scanty fringe of sight,
To disengage from its surface-clear obscurity
The Force that moved it and the Idea that made,
Imposing smallness on the Infinite,
The ruling spirit of its littleness,
The divine law that gave it right to be,
Its claim on Nature and its need in Time.
He plunged his gaze into the siege of mist
That held this ill-lit straitened continent
Ringed with the skies and seas of ignorance
And kept it safe from Truth and Self and Light.
As when a searchlight stabs the Night’s blind breast
And dwellings and trees and figures of men appear
As if revealed to an eye in Nothingness,
All lurking things were torn out of their veils
And held up in his vision’s sun-white blaze.
A busy restless uncouth populace
Teemed in their dusky unnoted thousands there.
In a mist of secrecy wrapping the world-scene
The little deities of Time’s nether act
Who work remote from Heaven’s controlling eye,
Plotted, unknown to the creatures whom they move,
The small conspiracies of this petty reign
Amused with the small contrivings, the brief hopes
And little eager steps and little ways
And reptile wallowings in the dark and dust,
And the crouch and ignominy of creeping life.
A trepidant and motley multitude,
A strange pell-mell of magic artisans,
Was seen moulding the plastic clay of life,
An elfin brood, an elemental kind.
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Astonished by the unaccustomed glow,
As if immanent in the shadows started up
Imps with wry limbs and carved beast visages,
Sprite-prompters goblin-wizened or faery-small,
And genii fairer but unsouled and poor
And fallen beings, their heavenly portion lost,
And errant divinities trapped in Time’s dust.
Ignorant and dangerous wills but armed with power,
Half-animal, half-god their mood, their shape.
Out of the greyness of a dim background
Their whispers come, an inarticulate force,
Awake in mind an echoing thought or word,
To their sting of impulse the heart’s sanction draw,
And in that little Nature do their work
And fill its powers and creatures with unease.
Its seed of joy they curse with sorrow’s fruit,
Put out with error’s breath its scanty lights
And turn its surface truths to falsehood’s ends,
Its small emotions spur, its passions drive
To the abyss or through the bog and mire:
Or else with a goad of hard dry lusts they prick,
While jogs on devious ways that nowhere lead
Life’s cart finding no issue from ignorance.
To sport with good and evil is their law;
Luring to failure and meaningless success,
All models they corrupt, all measures cheat,
Make knowledge a poison, virtue a pattern dull
And lead the endless cycles of desire
Through semblances of sad or happy chance
To an inescapable fatality.
All by their influence is enacted there.
Nor there alone is their empire or their role:
Wherever are soulless minds and guideless lives
And in a small body self is all that counts,
Wherever love and light and largeness lack,
These crooked fashioners take up their task.
To all half-conscious worlds they extend their reign.

(II.5.151-53)



( 133)

77777Thursday, April pS=k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khpS=k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khpS=k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khpS=k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khpS=k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’kh

Here too these godlings drive our human hearts,
Our nature’s twilight is their lurking-place:
Here too the darkened primitive heart obeys
The veiled suggestions of a hidden Mind
That dogs our knowledge with misleading light
And stands between us and the Truth that saves.
It speaks to us with the voices of the Night:
Our darkened lives to greater darkness move;
Our seekings listen to calamitous hopes.
A structure of unseeing thoughts is built
And reason used by an irrational Force.
This earth is not alone our teacher and nurse;
The powers of all the worlds have entrance here.    (II.5.153)
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On the hearth of Space it kindled a viewless Fire
That, scattering worlds as one might scatter seeds,
Whirled out the luminous order of the stars.
An ocean of electric Energy
Formlessly formed its strange wave-particles
Constructing by their dance this solid scheme,
Its mightiness in the atom shut to rest;
Masses were forged or feigned and visible shapes;
Light flung the photon’s swift revealing spark
And showed, in the minuteness of its flash
Imaged, this cosmos of apparent things.
Thus has been made this real impossible world,
An obvious miracle or convincing show. (II.5.155)
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Impenetrable, a mystery recondite
Is the vast plan of which we are a part;
Its harmonies are discords to our view
Because we know not the great theme they serve.
Inscrutable work the cosmic agencies.
Only the fringe of a wide surge we see;
Our instruments have not that greater light,
Our will tunes not with the eternal Will,
Our heart’s sight is too blind and passionate.
Impotent to share in Nature’s mystic tact,
Inapt to feel the pulse and core of things,
Our reason cannot sound life’s mighty sea
And only counts its waves and scans its foam;    (II.5.160-61)
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All is not here a blinded Nature’s task:
A Word, a Wisdom watches us from on high,
A Witness sanctioning her will and works,
An Eye unseen in the unseeing vast;
There is an Influence from a Light above,
There are thoughts remote and sealed eternities;
A mystic motive drives the stars and suns.
In this passage from a deaf unknowing Force
To struggling consciousness and transient breath
A mighty Supernature waits on Time.
The world is other than we now think and see,
Our lives a deeper mystery than we have dreamed;
Our minds are starters in the race to God,
Our souls deputed selves of the Supreme. (II.5.168-69)



( 137)

In this investiture of fleshly life
A soul that is a spark of God survives
And sometimes it breaks through the sordid screen
And kindles a fire that makes us half-divine.
In our body’s cells there sits a hidden Power
That sees the unseen and plans eternity,
Our smallest parts have room for deepest needs;
There too the golden Messengers can come:
A door is cut in the mud wall of self;
Across the lowly threshold with bowed heads
Angels of ecstasy and self-giving pass,
And lodged in an inner sanctuary of dream
The makers of the image of deity live.
Pity is there and fire-winged sacrifice,
And flashes of sympathy and tenderness
Cast heaven-lights from the heart’s secluded shrine.
A work is done in the deep silences;
A glory and wonder of spiritual sense,
A laughter in beauty’s everlasting space
Transforming world-experience into joy,
Inhabit the mystery of the untouched gulfs;
Lulled by Time’s beats eternity sleeps in us.
In the sealed hermetic heart, the happy core,
Unmoved behind this outer shape of death
The eternal Entity prepares within
Its matter of divine felicity,
Its reign of heavenly phenomenon.
Even in our sceptic mind of ignorance
A foresight comes of some immense release,
Our will lifts towards it slow and shaping hands.
Each part in us desires its absolute.
Our thoughts covet the everlasting Light,
Our strength derives from an omnipotent Force,
And since from a veiled God-joy the worlds were made
And since eternal Beauty asks for form
Even here where all is made of being’s dust,
Our hearts are captured by ensnaring shapes,
Our very senses blindly seek for bliss. (II.5.169-70)
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Book 2, Canto 6 : The Kingdoms and Godheads
of the Greater Life
This realm inspires us with our vaster hopes;
Its forces have made landings on our globe,
Its signs have traced their pattern in our lives:
It lends a sovereign movement to our fate,
Its errant waves motive our life’s high surge.
All that we seek for is prefigured there
And all we have not known nor ever sought
Which yet one day must be born in human hearts
That the Timeless may fulfil itself in things. (II.6.176)
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This is her secret and impossible task
To catch the boundless in a net of birth,
To cast the spirit into physical form,
To lend speech and thought to the Ineffable;
She is pushed to reveal the ever Unmanifest.
Yet by her skill the impossible has been done:
She follows her sublime irrational plan,
Invents devices of her magic art
To find new bodies for the Infinite
And images of the Unimaginable;
She has lured the Eternal into the arms of Time.    (II.6.177-78)
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As long as the world lasts her failure lives
Astonishing and foiling Reason’s gaze,
A folly and a beauty unspeakable,
A superb madness of the will to live,
A daring, a delirium of delight.
This is her being’s law, its sole resource;
She sates, though satisfaction never comes,
Her hungry will to lavish everywhere
Her many-imaged fictions of the Self
And thousand fashions of one Reality. (II.6.178)
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He and She*

This world is her long journey through the night,
The suns and planets lamps to light her road,
Our reason is the confidante of her thoughts,
Our senses are her vibrant witnesses.
There drawing her signs from things half true, half false,
She labours to replace by realised dreams
The memory of her lost eternity.
These are her deeds in this huge world-ignorance:
Till the veil is lifted, till the night is dead,
In light or dark she keeps her tireless search;
Time is her road of endless pilgrimage.
One mighty passion motives all her works.
Her eternal Lover is her action’s cause;
For him she leaped forth from the unseen Vasts
To move here in a stark unconscious world.
Its acts are her commerce with her hidden Guest,
His moods she takes for her heart’s passionate moulds;
In beauty she treasures the sunlight of his smile.
Ashamed of her rich cosmic poverty,
She cajoles with her small gifts his mightiness,
Holds with her scenes his look’s fidelity
And woos his large-eyed wandering thoughts to dwell
In figures of her million-impulsed Force.
Only to attract her veiled companion
And keep him close to her breast in her world-cloak
Lest from her arms he turn to his formless peace,
Is her heart’s business and her clinging care.
Yet when he is most near, she feels him far.
For contradiction is her nature’s law.
Although she is ever in him and he in her,
As if unaware of the eternal tie,
Her will is to shut God into her works
And keep him as her cherished prisoner
That never they may part again in Time.

(II.6.181-82)
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A universe she builds from truths and myths,
But what she needed most she cannot build;
All shown is a figure or copy of the Truth,
But the Real veils from her its mystic face.
All else she finds, there lacks eternity;
All is sought out, but missed the Infinite. (II.6.183)
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The beings of that world of greater life,
Tenants of a larger air and freer space,
Live not by the body or in outward things:
A deeper living was their seat of self.
In that intense domain of intimacy
Objects dwell as companions of the soul;
The body’s actions are a minor script,
The surface rendering of a life within.
All forces are Life’s retinue in that world
And thought and body as her handmaids move.    (II.6.183)
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Yet is it joy to live and to create
And joy to love and labour though all fails,
And joy to seek though all we find deceives
And all on which we lean betrays our trust;
Yet something in its depths was worth the pain,
A passionate memory haunts with ecstasy’s fire.
Even grief has joy hidden beneath its roots:
For nothing is truly vain the One has made:
In our defeated hearts God’s strength survives
And victory’s star still lights our desperate road;
Our death is made a passage to new worlds.
This to Life’s music gives its anthem swell. (II.6.194)



( 145)

1 91 91 91 91 9Tuesday, April pS=k ‘kqDy] n’kehpS=k ‘kqDy] n’kehpS=k ‘kqDy] n’kehpS=k ‘kqDy] n’kehpS=k ‘kqDy] n’keh

Her depths remember what she came to do,
But the mind has forgotten or the heart mistakes:
In Nature’s endless lines is lost the God.
In knowledge to sum up omniscience,
In action to erect the Omnipotent,
To create her Creator here was her heart’s conceit,
To invade the cosmic scene with utter God.     (II.6.195)
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Our being must move eternally through Time;
Death helps us not, vain is the hope to cease;
A secret Will compels us to endure.
Our life’s repose is in the Infinite;
It cannot end, its end is Life supreme.
Death is a passage, not the goal of our walk:
Some ancient deep impulsion labours on:
Our souls are dragged as with a hidden leash,
Carried from birth to birth, from world to world,
Our acts prolong after the body’s fall
The old perpetual journey without pause. (II.6.197)
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There is no end of seeking and of birth,
There is no end of dying and return;
The life that wins its aim asks greater aims,
The life that fails and dies must live again;
Till it has found itself it cannot cease.
All must be done for which life and death were made.
But who shall say that even then is rest?
Or there repose and action are the same
In the deep breast of God’s supreme delight.
In a high state where ignorance is no more,
Each movement is a wave of peace and bliss,
Repose God’s motionless creative force,
Action a ripple in the Infinite
And birth a gesture of Eternity. (II.6.200)
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Book 2, Canto 7 : The Descent into Night

A mind absolved from life, made calm to know,
A heart divorced from the blindness and the pang,
The seal of tears, the bond of ignorance,
He turned to find that wide world-failure’s cause.
Away he looked from Nature’s visible face
And sent his gaze into the viewless Vast,
The formidable unknown Infinity,
Asleep behind the endless coil of things,
That carries the universe in its timeless breadths
And the ripples of its being are our lives.
The worlds are built by its unconscious Breath
And Matter and Mind are its figures or its powers,
Our waking thoughts the output of its dreams.
The veil was rent that covers Nature’s depths:
He saw the fount of the world’s lasting pain
And the mouth of the black pit of Ignorance;
The evil guarded at the roots of life
Raised up its head and looked into his eyes.
On a dim bank where dies subjective Space,
From a stark ridge overlooking all that is,
A tenebrous awakened Nescience,
Her wide blank eyes wondering at Time and Form,
Stared at the inventions of the living Void
And the Abyss whence our beginnings rose.
Behind appeared a grey carved mask of Night
Watching the birth of all created things.
A hidden Puissance conscious of its force,
A vague and lurking Presence everywhere,
A contrary Doom that threatens all things made,
A Death figuring as the dark seed of life,
Seemed to engender and to slay the world.  (II.7.202)
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It was a no man’s land of evil air,
A crowded neighbourhood without one home,
A borderland between the world and hell.
There unreality was Nature’s lord:
It was a space where nothing could be true,
For nothing was what it had claimed to be:
A high appearance wrapped a specious void.
Yet nothing would confess its own pretence
Even to itself in the ambiguous heart:
A vast deception was the law of things;
Only by that deception they could live. (II.7.206)
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He saw a city of ancient Ignorance
Founded upon a soil that knew not Light.
There each in his own darkness walked alone:
Only they agreed to differ in Evil’s paths,
To live in their own way for their own selves
Or to enforce a common lie and wrong;
There Ego was lord upon his peacock seat
And Falsehood sat by him, his mate and queen:
The world turned to them as Heaven to Truth and God.    (II.7.208-09)
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A zealot fervour pushed their ruthless cults,
All faith not theirs bled scourged as heresy;
They questioned, captived, tortured, burned or smote
And forced the soul to abandon right or die.
Amid her clashing creeds and warring sects
Religion sat upon a blood-stained throne.
A hundred tyrannies oppressed and slew
And founded unity upon fraud and force.(II.7.210)
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A lie was there the truth and truth a lie.
Here must the traveller of the upward Way—
For daring Hell’s kingdoms winds the heavenly route—
Pause or pass slowly through that perilous space,
A prayer upon his lips and the great Name.
If probed not all discernment’s keen spear-point,
He might stumble into falsity’s endless net. (II.7.210)
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Only were safe who kept God in their hearts:
Courage their armour, faith their sword, they must walk,
The hand ready to smite, the eye to scout,
Casting a javelin regard in front,
Heroes and soldiers of the army of Light.
Hardly even so, the grisly danger past,
Released into a calmer purer air,
They dared at length to breathe and smile once more.
Once more they moved beneath a real sun.
Though Hell claimed rule, the spirit still had power.
This No-man’s-land he passed without debate;         (II.7.211)
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A greater darkness waited, a worse reign,
If worse can be where all is evil’s extreme;
Yet to the cloaked the uncloaked is naked worst.
There God and Truth and the supernal Light
Had never been or else had power no more.
As when one slips in a deep moment’s trance
Over mind’s border into another world,
He crossed a boundary whose stealthy trace
Eye could not see but only the soul feel.
Into an armoured fierce domain he came
And saw himself wandering like a lost soul
Amid grimed walls and savage slums of Night.      (II.7.211)
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A race possessed inhabited those parts.
A force demoniac lurking in man’s depths
That heaves suppressed by the heart’s human law,
Awed by the calm and sovereign eyes of Thought,
Can in a fire and earthquake of the soul
Arise and, calling to its native night,
Overthrow the reason, occupy the life
And stamp its hoof on Nature’s shaking ground:
This was for them their being’s flaming core.       (II.7.214)
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In street and house, in councils and in courts
Beings he met who looked like living men
And climbed in speech upon high wings of thought
But harboured all that is subhuman, vile
And lower than the lowest reptile’s crawl.
The reason meant for nearness to the gods
And uplift to heavenly scale by the touch of mind
Only enhanced by its enlightening ray
Their inborn nature’s wry monstrosity.         (II.7.215)
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In that wide cynic den of thinking beasts
One looked in vain for a trace of pity or love;
There was no touch of sweetness anywhere,
But only Force and its acolytes, greed and hate:
There was no help for suffering, none to save,
None dared resist or speak a noble word.
Armed with the aegis of tyrannic Power,
Signing the edicts of her dreadful rule
And using blood and torture as a seal,
Darkness proclaimed her slogans to the world.       (II.7.215)
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But he endured, stilled the vain terror, bore
The smothering coils of agony and affright;
Then peace returned and the soul’s sovereign gaze.
To the blank horror a calm Light replied:
Immutable, undying and unborn,
Mighty and mute the Godhead in him woke
And faced the pain and danger of the world.
He mastered the tides of Nature with a look:
He met with his bare spirit naked Hell. (II.7.218-19)
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Book 2, Canto 8 : The World of Falsehood,
the Mother of Evil and the Sons of Darkness
A violent, fierce and formidable world,
An ancient womb of huge calamitous dreams,
Coiled like a larva in the obscurity
That keeps it from the spear-points of Heaven’s stars.
It was the gate of a false Infinite,
An eternity of disastrous absolutes,
An immense negation of spiritual things.
All once self-luminous in the spirit’s sphere
Turned now into their own dark contraries:
Being collapsed into a pointless void
That yet was a zero parent of the worlds; (II.8.220-21)
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There suffering was Nature’s daily food
Alluring to the anguished heart and flesh,
And torture was the formula of delight,
Pain mimicked the celestial ecstasy.
There Good, a faithless gardener of God,
Watered with virtue the world’s upas-tree
And, careful of the outward word and act,
Engrafted his hypocrite blooms on native ill.
All high things served their nether opposite:
The forms of Gods sustained a demon cult;
Heaven’s face became a mask and snare of Hell.  (II.8.221-22)
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A nameless Power, a shadowy Will arose
Immense and alien to our universe.
In the inconceivable Purpose none can gauge
A vast Non-Being robed itself with shape,
The boundless Nescience of the unconscious depths
Covered eternity with nothingness.
A seeking Mind replaced the seeing Soul:
Life grew into a huge and hungry death,
The Spirit’s bliss was changed to cosmic pain.      (II.8.223)
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The doors of God they have locked with keys of creed
And shut out by the Law his tireless Grace.
Along all Nature’s lines they have set their posts
And intercept the caravans of Light;
Wherever the Gods act, they intervene.
A yoke is laid upon the world’s dim heart;
Masked are its beats from the supernal Bliss,
And the closed peripheries of brilliant Mind
Block the fine entries of celestial Fire.
Always the dark Adventurers seem to win;
Nature they fill with evil’s institutes,
Turn into defeats the victories of Truth,
Proclaim as falsehoods the eternal laws,
And load the dice of Doom with wizard lies;
The world’s shrines they have occupied, usurped its thrones.  (II.8.225-26)
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The giant sons of Darkness sit and plan
The drama of the earth, their tragic stage.
All who would raise the fallen world must come
Under the dangerous arches of their power;
For even the radiant children of the gods
To darken their privilege is and dreadful right.
None can reach heaven who has not passed through hell. (II.8.226-27)
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The Kingdom of Pain*

This too the traveller of the worlds must dare.
A warrior in the dateless duel’s strife,
He entered into dumb despairing Night
Challenging the darkness with his luminous soul.
Alarming with his steps the threshold gloom
He came into a fierce and dolorous realm
Peopled by souls who never had tasted bliss;
Ignorant like men born blind who know not light,
They could equate worst ill with highest good,
Virtue was to their eyes a face of sin
And evil and misery were their natural state.
A dire administration’s penal code
Making of grief and pain the common law,
Decreeing universal joylessness
Had changed life into a stoic sacrament
And torture into a daily festival.
An act was passed to chastise happiness;
Laughter and pleasure were banned as deadly sins:
A questionless mind was ranked as wise content,
A dull heart’s silent apathy as peace:
Sleep was not there, torpor was the sole rest,
Death came but neither respite gave nor end;
Always the soul lived on and suffered more.
Ever he deeper probed that kingdom of pain;
Around him grew the terror of a world
Of agony followed by worse agony,
And in the terror a great wicked joy
Glad of one’s own and others’ calamity.
There thought and life were a long punishment,
The breath a burden and all hope a scourge,
The body a field of torment, a massed unease;
Repose was a waiting between pang and pang.
This was the law of things none dreamed to change:

(II.8.227-28)
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Hate was the black archangel of that realm;
It glowed, a sombre jewel in the heart
Burning the soul with its malignant rays,
And wallowed in its fell abysm of might.
These passions even objects seemed to exude,—
For mind overflowed into the inanimate
That answered with the wickedness it received,—
Against their users used malignant powers,
Hurt without hands and strangely, suddenly slew,
Appointed as instruments of an unseen doom.      (II.8.229)
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In this infernal realm he dared to press
Even into its deepest pit and darkest core,
Perturbed its tenebrous base, dared to contest
Its ancient privileged right and absolute force:
In Night he plunged to know her dreadful heart,
In Hell he sought the root and cause of Hell.        (II.8.229-30)
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There in the slumber of the cosmic Will
He saw the secret key of Nature’s change.
A light was with him, an invisible hand
Was laid upon the error and the pain
Till it became a quivering ecstasy,
The shock of sweetness of an arm’s embrace.
He saw in Night the Eternal’s shadowy veil,
Knew death for a cellar of the house of life,
In destruction felt creation’s hasty pace,
Knew loss as the price of a celestial gain
And hell as a short cut to heaven’s gates.
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Then in Illusion’s occult factory
And in the Inconscient’s magic printing-house
Torn were the formats of the primal Night
And shattered the stereotypes of Ignorance.
Alive, breathing a deep spiritual breath,
Nature expunged her stiff mechanical code
And the articles of the bound soul’s contract,
Falsehood gave back to Truth her tortured shape.
Annulled were the tables of the law of Pain,
And in their place grew luminous characters.    (II.8.231-32)
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Hell split across its huge abrupt façade
As if a magic building were undone,
Night opened and vanished like a gulf of dream.
Into being’s gap scooped out as empty Space
In which she had filled the place of absent God,
There poured a wide intimate and blissful Dawn;
Healed were all things that Time’s torn heart had made
And sorrow could live no more in Nature’s breast:
Division ceased to be, for God was there.
The soul lit the conscious body with its ray,
Matter and spirit mingled and were one. (II.8.232)
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Book 2, Canto 9 : The Paradise of the Life-Gods
The shining Edens of the vital gods
Received him in their deathless harmonies.
All things were perfect there that flower in Time;
Beauty was there creation’s native mould,
Peace was a thrilled voluptuous purity.
There Love fulfilled her gold and roseate dreams
And Strength her crowned and mighty reveries;
Desire climbed up, a swift omnipotent flame,
And Pleasure had the stature of the gods;
Dream walked along the highways of the stars;
Sweet common things turned into miracles:      (II.9.234-35)
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A giant drop of the Bliss unknowable
Overwhelmed his limbs and round his soul became
A fiery ocean of felicity;
He foundered drowned in sweet and burning vasts:
The dire delight that could shatter mortal flesh,
The rapture that the gods sustain he bore.
Immortal pleasure cleansed him in its waves
And turned his strength into undying power.
Immortality captured Time and carried Life.     (II.9.237)
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Book 2, Canto 10 : The Kingdoms and Godheads
of the Little Mind
This too must now be overpassed and left,
As all must be until the Highest is gained
In whom the world and self grow true and one:
Till That is reached our journeying cannot cease.
Always a nameless goal beckons beyond,
Always ascends the zigzag of the gods
And upward points the spirit’s climbing Fire.      (II.10.238)
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A glory and sweetness of satisfied desire
Tied up the spirit to golden posts of bliss.
It could not house the wideness of a soul
Which needed all infinity for its home. (II.10.238-39)
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For knowledge comes not to us as a guest
Called into our chamber from the outer world;
A friend and inmate of our secret self,
It hid behind our minds and fell asleep
And slowly wakes beneath the blows of life;
The mighty daemon lies unshaped within,
To evoke, to give it form is Nature’s task.
All was a chaos of the true and false,
Mind sought amid deep mists of Nescience;
It looked within itself but saw not God.
A material interim diplomacy
Denied the Truth that transient truths might live
And hid the Deity in creed and guess
That the World-Ignorance might grow slowly wise.  (II.10.244)
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A dwarf three-bodied trinity was her serf.
First, smallest of the three, but strong of limb,
A low-brow with a square and heavy jowl,
A pigmy Thought needing to live in bounds
For ever stooped to hammer fact and form.
Absorbed and cabined in external sight,
It takes its stand on Nature’s solid base.
A technician admirable, a thinker crude,
A riveter of Life to habit’s grooves,
Obedient to gross Matter’s tyranny,
A prisoner of the moulds in which it works,
It binds itself by what itself creates.
A slave of a fixed mass of absolute rules,
It sees as Law the habits of the world,
It sees as Truth the habits of the mind. (II.10.245)
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The old sure memories are its capital stock:
Only what sense can grasp seems absolute:
External fact it figures as sole truth,
Wisdom identifies with the earthward look,
And things long known and actions always done
Are to its clinging hold a balustrade
Of safety on the perilous stair of Time.
Heaven’s trust to it are the established ancient ways,
Immutable laws man has no right to change,
A sacred legacy from the great dead past
Or the one road that God has made for life,
A firm shape of Nature never to be changed,
Part of the huge routine of the universe. (II.10.246)
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A fiery spirit came, next of the three.
A hunchback rider of the red Wild-Ass,
A rash Intelligence leaped down lion-maned
From the great mystic Flame that rings the worlds
And with its dire edge eats at being’s heart.
Thence sprang the burning vision of Desire.
A thousand shapes it wore, took numberless names:
A need of multitude and uncertainty
Pricks it for ever to pursue the One
On countless roads across the vasts of Time
Through circuits of unending difference.
It burns all breasts with an ambiguous fire.     (II.10.247)
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An eager spring to seize and to possess
Unguided by reason or the seeing soul
Was its first natural motion and its last,
It squandered life’s force to achieve the impossible:
It scorned the straight road and ran on wandering curves
And left what it had won for untried things;
It saw unrealised aims as instant fate
And chose the precipice for its leap to heaven.
Adventure its system in the gamble of life,
It took fortuitous gains as safe results;
Error discouraged not its confident view
Ignorant of the deep law of being’s ways
And failure could not slow its fiery clutch;   (II.10.248)
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Attempt, not victory, was the charm of life.
An uncertain winner of uncertain stakes,
Instinct its dam and the life-mind its sire,
It ran its race and came in first or last.
Yet were its works nor small and vain nor null;
It nursed a portion of infinity’s strength
And could create the high things its fancy willed;
Its passion caught what calm intelligence missed.
Insight of impulse laid its leaping grasp
On heavens high Thought had hidden in dazzling mist,
Caught glimmers that revealed a lurking sun:
It probed the void and found a treasure there.     (II.10.249)
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Of all these Powers the greatest was the last.
Arriving late from a far plane of thought
Into a packed irrational world of Chance
Where all was grossly felt and blindly done,
Yet the haphazard seemed the inevitable,
Came Reason, the squat godhead artisan,
To her narrow house upon a ridge in Time.
Adept of clear contrivance and design,
A pensive face and close and peering eyes,
She took her firm and irremovable seat,
The strongest, wisest of the troll-like Three.        (II.10.249)
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Impatient of enigma and the unknown,
Intolerant of the lawless and the unique,
Imposing reflection on the march of Force,
Imposing clarity on the unfathomable,
She strove to reduce to rules the mystic world.
Nothing she knew but all things hoped to know.   (II.10.250)
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An inconclusive play is Reason’s toil.
Each strong idea can use her as its tool;
Accepting every brief she pleads her case.
Open to every thought, she cannot know.
The eternal Advocate seated as judge
Armours in logic’s invulnerable mail
A thousand combatants for Truth’s veiled throne
And sets on a high horse-back of argument
To tilt for ever with a wordy lance
In a mock tournament where none can win.      (II.10.252)
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Book  2, Canto 11 : The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Greater Mind
His being stretched beyond the sight of Thought.
For the spirit is eternal and unmade
And not by thinking was its greatness born,
And not by thinking can its knowledge come.
It knows itself and in itself it lives,
It moves where no thought is nor any form.
Its feet are steadied upon finite things,
Its wings can dare to cross the Infinite.
Arriving into his ken a wonder space
Of great and marvellous meetings called his steps,
Where Thought leaned on a Vision beyond thought
And shaped a world from the Unthinkable.
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On peaks imagination cannot tread,
In the horizons of a tireless sight,
Under a blue veil of eternity
The splendours of ideal Mind were seen
Outstretched across the boundaries of things known.
Origin of the little that we are,
Instinct with the endless more that we must be,
A prop of all that human strength enacts,
Creator of hopes by earth unrealised,
It spreads beyond the expanding universe;
It wings beyond the boundaries of Dream,
It overtops the ceiling of life’s soar.        (II.11.260-61)
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In its vast ambit of ideal Space
Where beauty and mightiness walk hand in hand,
The Spirit’s truths take form as living Gods
And each can build a world in its own right.  (II.11.261)
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All things are real that here are only dreams,
In our unknown depths sleeps their reserve of truth,
On our unreached heights they reign and come to us
In thought and muse trailing their robes of light.
But our dwarf will and cold pragmatic sense
Admit not the celestial visitants:
Awaiting us on the Ideal’s peaks
Or guarded in our secret self unseen
Yet flashed sometimes across the awakened soul,
Hide from our lives their greatness, beauty, power.  (II.11.263)
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To all that Spirit conceives they give a mould;
Persuading Nature into visible moods
They lend a finite shape to infinite things.
Each power that leaps from the Unmanifest
Leaving the largeness of the Eternal’s peace
They seized and held by their precisian eye
And made a figurante in the cosmic dance.
Its free caprice they bound by rhythmic laws
And compelled to accept its posture and its line
In the wizardry of an ordered universe.
The All-containing was contained in form,
Oneness was carved into units measurable,
The limitless built into a cosmic sum:
Unending Space was beaten into a curve,
Indivisible Time into small minutes cut,  (II.11.266-67)
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A timeless Spirit was made the slave of the hours;
The Unbound was cast into a prison of birth
To make a world that Mind could grasp and rule.
On an earth which looked towards a thousand suns,
That the created might grow Nature’s lord
And Matter’s depths be illumined with a soul
They tied to date and norm and finite scope
The million-mysteried movement of the One.      (II.11.268)
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For the birth and death of the worlds they fixed a date,
The diameter of infinity was drawn,
Measured the distant arc of the unseen heights
And visualised the plumbless viewless depths,
Till all seemed known that in all time could be.
All was coerced by number, name and form;
Nothing was left untold, incalculable.
Yet was their wisdom circled with a nought:
Truths they could find and hold but not the one Truth:
The Highest was to them unknowable.
By knowing too much they missed the whole to be known:
The fathomless heart of the world was left unguessed
And the Transcendent kept its secrecy.  (II.11.270-71)
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A great all-ruling Consciousness is there
And Mind unwitting serves a higher Power;
It is a channel, not the source of all.
The cosmos is no accident in Time;
There is a meaning in each play of Chance,
There is a freedom in each face of Fate.
A Wisdom knows and guides the mysteried world;
A Truth-gaze shapes its beings and events;
A Word self-born upon creation’s heights,
Voice of the Eternal in the temporal spheres,
Prophet of the seeings of the Absolute,
Sows the Idea’s significance in Form
And from that seed the growths of Time arise.       (II.11.271)
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She made earth her home, for whom heaven was too small.
In a human breast her occult presence lived;
He carved from his own self his figure of her:
She shaped her body to a mind’s embrace.
Into thought’s narrow limits she has come;
Her greatness she has suffered to be pressed
Into the little cabin of the Idea,
The closed room of a lonely thinker’s grasp:
She has lowered her heights to the stature of our souls
And dazzled our lids with her celestial gaze.
Thus each is satisfied with his high gain
And thinks himself beyond mortality blest,
A king of truth upon his separate throne.         (II.11.275)
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But thought nor word can seize eternal Truth:
The whole world lives in a lonely ray of her sun.
In our thinking’s close and narrow lamp-lit house
The vanity of our shut mortal mind
Dreams that the chains of thought have made her ours;
But only we play with our own brilliant bonds;
Tying her down, it is ourselves we tie.
In our hypnosis by one luminous point
We see not what small figure of her we hold;
We feel not her inspiring boundlessness,
We share not her immortal liberty.
Thus is it even with the seer and sage;
For still the human limits the divine:
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Out of our thoughts we must leap up to sight,
Breathe her divine illimitable air,
Her simple vast supremacy confess,
Dare to surrender to her absolute.
Then the Unmanifest reflects his form
In the still mind as in a living glass;
The timeless Ray descends into our hearts
And we are rapt into eternity.
For Truth is wider, greater than her forms.
A thousand icons they have made of her
And find her in the idols they adore;
But she remains herself and infinite.      (II.11.276)
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Book 2, Canto 12 : The Heavens of the Ideal
Always the Ideal beckoned from afar.
Awakened by the touch of the Unseen,
Deserting the boundary of things achieved,
Aspired the strong discoverer, tireless Thought,
Revealing at each step a luminous world.
It left known summits for the unknown peaks:
Impassioned, it sought the lone unrealised Truth,
It longed for the Light that knows not death and birth.
Each stage of the soul’s remote ascent was built
Into a constant heaven felt always here.
At each pace of the journey marvellous
A new degree of wonder and of bliss,
A new rung formed in Being’s mighty stair,
At either end of each effulgent stair       (II.12.277)
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The heavens of the ideal Mind were seen
In a blue lucency of dreaming Space
Like strips of brilliant sky clinging to the moon.
On one side glimmered hue on floating hue,
A glory of sunrise breaking on the soul,
In a tremulous rapture of the heart’s insight
And the spontaneous bliss that beauty gives,
The lovely kingdoms of the deathless Rose.
Above the spirit cased in mortal sense
Are superconscious realms of heavenly peace,
Below, the Inconscient’s sullen dim abyss,
Between, behind our life, the deathless Rose.       (II.12.277-78)
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Far from our eager reach those summits live,
Too lofty for our mortal strength and height,
Hardly in a dire ecstasy of toil
Climbed by the spirit’s naked athlete will.
Austere, intolerant they claim from us
Efforts too lasting for our mortal nerve
Our hearts cannot cleave to nor our flesh support;
Only the Eternal’s strength in us can dare
To attempt the immense adventure of that climb
And the sacrifice of all we cherish here.        (II.12.280)
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He through the Ideal’s kingdoms moved at will,
Accepted their beauty and their greatness bore,
Partook of the glories of their wonder fields,
But passed nor stayed beneath their splendour’s rule.
All there was an intense but partial light.
In each a seraph-winged high-browed Idea
United all knowledge by one master thought,
Persuaded all action to one golden sense,
All powers subjected to a single power
And made a world where it could reign alone,
An absolute ideal’s perfect home.  (II.12.281)
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Book 2,  Canto 13 : In the Self of Mind
He stood on a wide arc of summit Space
Alone with an enormous Self of Mind
Which held all life in a corner of its vasts.
Omnipotent, immobile and aloof,
In the world which sprang from it, it took no part:
It gave no heed to the paeans of victory,
It was indifferent to its own defeats,
It heard the cry of grief and made no sign;
Impartial fell its gaze on evil and good,
It saw destruction come and did not move.
An equal Cause of things, a lonely Seer
And Master of its multitude of forms,
It acted not but bore all thoughts and deeds,     (II.13.283)
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All now he seemed to understand and know;
Desire came not nor any gust of will,
The great perturbed inquirer lost his task;
Nothing was asked nor wanted any more.
There he could stay, the Self, the Silence won:
His soul had peace, it knew the cosmic Whole.
Then suddenly a luminous finger fell
On all things seen or touched or heard or felt
And showed his mind that nothing could be known;
That must be reached from which all knowledge comes.
The sceptic Ray disrupted all that seems
And smote at the very roots of thought and sense. (II.13.284)
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Assailed by the edge of the convicting beam
The builder Reason lost her confidence
In the successful sleight and turn of thought
That makes the soul the prisoner of a phrase.
Its highest wisdom was a brilliant guess,
Its mighty structured science of the worlds
A passing light on being’s surfaces.
There was nothing there but a schema drawn by sense,
A substitute for eternal mysteries,
A scrawl figure of reality, a plan
And elevation by the architect Word
Imposed upon the semblances of Time.  (II.13.286)
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This great spectator and creator Mind
Was only some half-seeing’s delegate,
A veil that hung between the soul and Light,
An idol, not the living body of God.
Even the still spirit that looks upon its works
Was some pale front of the Unknowable;
A shadow seemed the wide and witness Self,
Its liberation and immobile calm
A void recoil of being from Time-made things,
Not the self-vision of Eternity.  (II.13.286)
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A greater Spirit than the Self of Mind
Must answer to the questioning of his soul.
For here was no firm clue and no sure road;
High-climbing pathways ceased in the unknown;
An artist Sight constructed the Beyond
In contrary patterns and conflicting hues;
A part-experience fragmented the Whole.        (II.13.287)
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Book 2,  Canto 14: The World-Soul
Into a wonderful bodiless realm he came,
The home of a passion without name or voice,
A depth he felt answering to every height,
A nook was found that could embrace all worlds,
A point that was the conscious knot of Space,
An hour eternal in the heart of Time.
The silent Soul of all the world was there:
A Being lived, a Presence and a Power,
A single Person who was himself and all
And cherished Nature’s sweet and dangerous throbs
Transfigured into beats divine and pure.  (II.14.290-91)
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All there was soul or made of sheer soul-stuff;
A sky of soul covered a deep soul-ground.
All here was known by a spiritual sense:
Thought was not there but a knowledge near and one
Seized on all things by a moved identity,
A sympathy of self with other selves,
The touch of consciousness on consciousness
And being’s look on being with inmost gaze
And heart laid bare to heart without walls of speech
And the unanimity of seeing minds
In myriad forms luminous with the one God.
Life was not there, but an impassioned force,
Finer than fineness, deeper than the deeps,
Felt as a subtle and spiritual power,
A quivering out from soul to answering soul,
A mystic movement, a close influence,
A free and happy and intense approach
Of being to being with no screen or check,
Without which life and love could never have been.
Body was not there, for bodies were needed not,
The soul itself was its own deathless form
And met at once the touch of other souls
Close, blissful, concrete, wonderfully true.
As when one walks in sleep through luminous dreams
And, conscious, knows the truth their figures mean,
Here where reality was its own dream,
He knew things by their soul and not their shape:
As those who have lived long made one in love
Need word nor sign for heart’s reply to heart,
He met and communed without bar of speech
With beings unveiled by a material frame.
There was a strange spiritual scenery,
A loveliness of lakes and streams and hills,
A flow, a fixity in a soul-space,
And plains and valleys, stretches of soul-joy,
And gardens that were flower-tracts of the spirit,
Its meditations of tinged reverie.
Air was the breath of a pure infinite.
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A fragrance wandered in a coloured haze
As if the scent and hue of all sweet flowers
Had mingled to copy heaven’s atmosphere.
Appealing to the soul and not the eye
Beauty lived there at home in her own house,
There all was beautiful by its own right
And needed not the splendour of a robe.
All objects were like bodies of the Gods,
A spirit symbol environing a soul,
For world and self were one reality.

Immersed in voiceless internatal trance
The beings that once wore forms on earth sat there
In shining chambers of spiritual sleep.
Passed were the pillar-posts of birth and death,
Passed was their little scene of symbol deeds,
Passed were the heavens and hells of their long road;
They had returned into the world’s deep soul.
All now was gathered into pregnant rest:
Person and nature suffered a slumber change.
In trance they gathered back their bygone selves,
In a background memory’s foreseeing muse
Prophetic of new personality
Arranged the map of their coming destiny’s course:
Heirs of their past, their future’s discoverers,
Electors of their own self-chosen lot,
They waited for the adventure of new life.
A Person persistent through the lapse of worlds,
Although the same for ever in many shapes
By the outward mind unrecognisable,
Assuming names unknown in unknown climes
Imprints through Time upon the earth’s worn page
A growing figure of its secret self,
And learns by experience what the spirit knew,
Till it can see its truth alive and God.

 (II.14.291-93)
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Here was the fashioning chamber of the worlds.
An interval was left twixt act and act,
Twixt birth and birth, twixt dream and waking dream,
A pause that gave new strength to do and be.
Beyond were regions of delight and peace,
Mute birthplaces of light and hope and love,
And cradles of heavenly rapture and repose.
In a slumber of the voices of the world
He of the eternal moment grew aware;
His knowledge stripped bare of the garbs of sense
Knew by identity without thought or word;
His being saw itself without its veils,
Life’s line fell from the spirit’s infinity.        (II.14.294)
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Above them all she stands supporting all,
The sole omnipotent Goddess ever-veiled
Of whom the world is the inscrutable mask;
The ages are the footfalls of her tread,
Their happenings the figure of her thoughts,
And all creation is her endless act.
His spirit was made a vessel of her force;
Mute in the fathomless passion of his will
He outstretched to her his folded hands of prayer.  (II.14.295)
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Book 2, Canto 15 : The Kingdoms of the Greater Knowledge
It was a plane of undetermined spirit
That could be a zero or round sum of things,
A state in which all ceased and all began.
All it became that figures the absolute,
A high vast peak whence Spirit could see the worlds,
Calm’s wide epiphany, wisdom’s mute home,
A lonely station of Omniscience,
A diving-board of the Eternal’s power,
A white floor in the house of All-Delight.
Here came the thought that passes beyond Thought,
Here the still Voice which our listening cannot hear,
The Knowledge by which the knower is the known,
The Love in which beloved and lover are one.   (II.15.297-98)
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He saw the splendour of the spirit’s realms,
The greatness and wonder of its boundless works,
The power and passion leaping from its calm,
The rapture of its movement and its rest,
And its fire-sweet miracle of transcendent life,
The million-pointing undivided grasp
Of its vision of one same stupendous All,
Its inexhaustible acts in a timeless Time,
A space that is its own infinity.
A glorious multiple of one radiant Self,
Answering to joy with joy, to love with love,
All there were moving mansions of God-bliss;
Eternal and unique they lived the One.  (II.15.298)
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He had reached the top of all that can be known:
His sight surpassed creation’s head and base;
Ablaze the triple heavens revealed their suns,
The obscure Abyss exposed its monstrous rule.
All but the ultimate Mystery was his field,
Almost the Unknowable disclosed its rim.
His self’s infinities began to emerge,
The hidden universes cried to him;
Eternities called to eternities
Sending their speechless message still remote.      (II.15.300)
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The primal Energy took him in its arms;
His brain was wrapped in overwhelming light,
An all-embracing knowledge seized his heart:
Thoughts rose in him no earthly mind can hold,
Mights played that never coursed through mortal nerves:
He scanned the secrets of the Overmind,
He bore the rapture of the Oversoul.
A borderer of the empire of the Sun,
Attuned to the supernal harmonies,
He linked creation to the Eternal’s sphere.
His finite parts approached their absolutes,
His actions framed the movements of the Gods,
His will took up the reins of cosmic Force.  (II.15.301-02)
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Book 3, Canto 1 : The Pursuit of the Unknowable

All is too little that the world can give:
Its power and knowledge are the gifts of Time
And cannot fill the spirit’s sacred thirst.
Although of One these forms of greatness are
And by its breath of grace our lives abide,
Although more near to us than nearness’ self,
It is some utter truth of what we are;
Hidden by its own works, it seemed far-off,
Impenetrable, occult, voiceless, obscure.
The Presence was lost by which all things have charm,
The Glory lacked of which they are dim signs.
The world lived on made empty of its Cause,
Like love when the beloved’s face is gone.
The labour to know seemed a vain strife of Mind;
All knowledge ended in the Unknowable:
The effort to rule seemed a vain pride of Will;
A trivial achievement scorned by Time,
All power retired into the Omnipotent.
A cave of darkness guards the eternal Light.
A silence settled on his striving heart;
Absolved from the voices of the world’s desire,
He turned to the Ineffable’s timeless call.
A Being intimate and unnameable,
A wide compelling ecstasy and peace
Felt in himself and all and yet ungrasped,
Approached and faded from his soul’s pursuit
As if for ever luring him beyond.
Near, it retreated; far, it called him still.
Nothing could satisfy but its delight:
Its absence left the greatest actions dull,
Its presence made the smallest seem divine.
When it was there, the heart’s abyss was filled;
But when the uplifting Deity withdrew,
Existence lost its aim in the Inane.    (III.1.305-06)
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On a dizzy verge where all disguises fail
And human mind must abdicate in Light
Or die like a moth in the naked blaze of Truth,
He stood compelled to a tremendous choice.
All he had been and all towards which he grew
Must now be left behind or else transform
Into a self of That which has no name.
Alone and fronting an intangible Force
Which offered nothing to the grasp of Thought,
His spirit faced the adventure of the Inane.      (III.1.306-07)
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A stark companionless Reality
Answered at last to his soul’s passionate search:
Passionless, wordless, absorbed in its fathomless hush,
Keeping the mystery none would ever pierce,
It brooded inscrutable and intangible
Facing him with its dumb tremendous calm.
It had no kinship with the universe:
There was no act, no movement in its Vast:
Life’s question met by its silence died on her lips,
The world’s effort ceased convicted of ignorance
Finding no sanction of supernal Light:
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There was no mind there with its need to know,
There was no heart there with its need to love.
All person perished in its namelessness.
There was no second, it had no partner or peer;
Only itself was real to itself.
A pure existence safe from thought and mood,
A consciousness of unshared immortal bliss,
It dwelt aloof in its bare infinite,
One and unique, unutterably sole.
A Being formless, featureless and mute
That knew itself by its own timeless self,
Aware for ever in its motionless depths,
Uncreating, uncreated and unborn,
The One by whom all live, who lives by none,       (III.1.308-09)
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Book 3, Canto2 : The Adoration of the Divine Mother

A stillness absolute, incommunicable,
Meets the sheer self-discovery of the soul;
A wall of stillness shuts it from the world,
A gulf of stillness swallows up the sense
And makes unreal all that mind has known,
All that the labouring senses still would weave
Prolonging an imaged unreality.
Self’s vast spiritual silence occupies Space;
Only the Inconceivable is left,
Only the Nameless without space and time:
Abolished is the burdening need of life:
Thought falls from us, we cease from joy and grief;
The ego is dead; we are freed from being and care,
We have done with birth and death and work and fate.
O soul, it is too early to rejoice!
Thou hast reached the boundless silence of the Self,
Thou hast leaped into a glad divine abyss;
But where hast thou thrown Self’s mission and Self’s
power?
On what dead bank on the Eternal’s road?
One was within thee who was self and world,
What hast thou done for his purpose in the stars?
Escape brings not the victory and the crown!
Something thou cam’st to do from the Unknown,
But nothing is finished and the world goes on
Because only half God’s cosmic work is done.
Only the everlasting No has neared
And stared into thy eyes and killed thy heart:
But where is the Lover’s everlasting Yes,
And immortality in the secret heart,
The voice that chants to the creator Fire,
The symbolled OM, the great assenting Word,
The bridge between the rapture and the calm,
The passion and the beauty of the Bride,
The chamber where the glorious enemies kiss,
The smile that saves, the golden peak of things?

   (III.2.310)
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A high and blank negation is not all,
A huge extinction is not God’s last word,
Life’s ultimate sense, the close of being’s course,
The meaning of this great mysterious world.
In absolute silence sleeps an absolute Power.
Awaking, it can wake the trance-bound soul
And in the ray reveal the parent sun:
It can make the world a vessel of Spirit’s force,
It can fashion in the clay God’s perfect shape.
To free the self is but one radiant pace;
Here to fulfil himself was God’s desire. (III.2.311-12)
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For one was there supreme behind the God.
A Mother Might brooded upon the world;
A Consciousness revealed its marvellous front
Transcending all that is, denying none:
Imperishable above our fallen heads
He felt a rapturous and unstumbling Force.
The undying Truth appeared, the enduring Power
Of all that here is made and then destroyed,
The Mother of all godheads and all strengths
Who, mediatrix, binds earth to the Supreme.    (III.2.313)
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Wrong could not come where all was light and love.
The Formless and the Formed were joined in her:
Immensity was exceeded by a look,
A Face revealed the crowded Infinite.
Incarnating inexpressibly in her limbs
The boundless joy the blind world-forces seek,
Her body of beauty mooned the seas of bliss.
At the head she stands of birth and toil and fate,
In their slow round the cycles turn to her call;
Alone her hands can change Time’s dragon base.   (III.2.314)
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She is the Force, the inevitable Word,
The magnet of our difficult ascent,
The Sun from which we kindle all our suns,
The Light that leans from the unrealised Vasts,
The joy that beckons from the impossible,
The Might of all that never yet came down.
All Nature dumbly calls to her alone
To heal with her feet the aching throb of life
And break the seals on the dim soul of man
And kindle her fire in the closed heart of things.
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All here shall be one day her sweetness’ home,
All contraries prepare her harmony;
Towards her our knowledge climbs, our passion gropes;
In her miraculous rapture we shall dwell,
Her clasp shall turn to ecstasy our pain.
Our self shall be one self with all through her.
In her confirmed because transformed in her,
Our life shall find in its fulfilled response
Above, the boundless hushed beatitudes,
Below, the wonder of the embrace divine.
This known as in a thunder-flash of God,
The rapture of things eternal filled his limbs;
Amazement fell upon his ravished sense;
His spirit was caught in her intolerant flame.
Once seen, his heart acknowledged only her.    (III.2.314-15)
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All he had done was to prepare a field;
His small beginnings asked for a mighty end:
For all that he had been must now new-shape
In him her joy to embody, to enshrine
Her beauty and greatness in his house of life.
But now his being was too wide for self;
His heart’s demand had grown immeasurable:
His single freedom could not satisfy,
Her light, her bliss he asked for earth and men.
But vain are human power and human love
To break earth’s seal of ignorance and death;
His nature’s might seemed now an infant’s grasp;
Heaven is too high for outstretched hands to seize.
This Light comes not by struggle or by thought;
In the mind’s silence the Transcendent acts
And the hushed heart hears the unuttered Word.
A vast surrender was his only strength.
A Power that lives upon the heights must act,
Bring into life’s closed room the Immortal’s air
And fill the finite with the Infinite.
All that denies must be torn out and slain
And crushed the many longings for whose sake
We lose the One for whom our lives were made.
Now other claims had hushed in him their cry:
Only he longed to draw her presence and power
Into his heart and mind and breathing frame;
Only he yearned to call for ever down
Her healing touch of love and truth and joy
Into the darkness of the suffering world.
His soul was freed and given to her alone.

(III.2.315-16)
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Book 3, Canto 3 : The House of the Spirit and the New Creation
A strength he sought that was not yet on earth,
Help from a Power too great for mortal will,
The light of a Truth now only seen afar,
A sanction from his high omnipotent Source.
But from the appalling heights there stooped no voice;
The timeless lids were closed; no opening came.
A neutral helpless void oppressed the years.
In the texture of our bound humanity
He felt the stark resistance huge and dumb
Of our inconscient and unseeing base,
The stubborn mute rejection in life’s depths,
The ignorant No in the origin of things. (III.3.317)
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This now he willed to discover and exile,
The element in him betraying God.
All Nature’s recondite spaces were stripped bare,
All her dim crypts and corners searched with fire
Where refugee instincts and unshaped revolts
Could shelter find in darkness’ sanctuary
Against the white purity of heaven’s cleansing flame.
All seemed to have perished that was undivine:
Yet some minutest dissident might escape
And still a centre lurk of the blind force.
For the Inconscient too is infinite;
The more its abysses we insist to sound,
The more it stretches, stretches endlessly.
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Then lest a human cry should spoil the Truth
He tore desire up from its bleeding roots
And offered to the gods the vacant place.
Thus could he bear the touch immaculate.
A last and mightiest transformation came.
His soul was all in front like a great sea
Flooding the mind and body with its waves;
His being, spread to embrace the universe,
United the within and the without
To make of life a cosmic harmony,
An empire of the immanent Divine.   (III.3.319)
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There was no cleavage between soul and soul,
There was no barrier between world and God.
Overpowered were form and memory’s limiting line;
The covering mind was seized and torn apart;
It was dissolved and now no more could be,
The one Consciousness that made the world was seen;
All now was luminosity and force.
Abolished in its last thin fainting trace
The circle of the little self was gone;
The separate being could no more be felt;
It disappeared and knew itself no more,
Lost in the spirit’s wide identity.
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His nature grew a movement of the All,
Exploring itself to find that all was He,
His soul was a delegation of the All
That turned from itself to join the one Supreme.
Transcended was the human formula;
Man’s heart that had obscured the Inviolable
Assumed the mighty beating of a god’s;
His seeking mind ceased in the Truth that knows;
His life was a flow of the universal life.
He stood fulfilled on the world’s highest line
Awaiting the ascent beyond the world, (III.3.319)
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The great world-rhythms were heart-beats of one Soul,
To feel was a flame-discovery of God,
All mind was a single harp of many strings,
All life a song of many meeting lives;
For worlds were many, but the Self was one.
This knowledge now was made a cosmos’ seed:
This seed was cased in the safety of the Light,
It needed not a sheath of Ignorance.
Then from the trance of that tremendous clasp
And from the throbbings of that single Heart
And from the naked Spirit’s victory
A new and marvellous creation rose. (III.3.323)
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There was no sob of suffering anywhere;
Experience ran from point to point of joy:
Bliss was the pure undying truth of things.
All Nature was a conscious front of God:
A wisdom worked in all, self-moved, self-sure,
A plenitude of illimitable Light,
An authenticity of intuitive Truth,
A glory and passion of creative Force.
Infallible, leaping from eternity,
The moment’s thought inspired the passing act.
A word, a laughter, sprang from Silence’ breast,
A rhythm of Beauty in the calm of Space,
A knowledge in the fathomless heart of Time.   (III.3.324-25)
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There was no gulf between the thought and fact,
Ever they replied like bird to calling bird;
The will obeyed the thought, the act the will.
There was a harmony woven twixt soul and soul.
A marriage with eternity divinised Time.
There Life pursued, unwearied of her sport,
Joy in her heart and laughter on her lips,
The bright adventure of God’s game of chance.   (III.3.327-28)
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Against this glory of spiritual states,
Their parallels and yet their opposites,
Floated and swayed, eclipsed and shadowlike
As if a doubt made substance, flickering, pale,
This other scheme two vast negations found.
A world that knows not its inhabiting Self
Labours to find its cause and need to be;
A spirit ignorant of the world it made,
Obscured by Matter, travestied by Life,
Struggles to emerge, to be free, to know and reign;
These were close-tied in one disharmony,
Yet the divergent lines met not at all.
Three Powers governed its irrational course,
In the beginning an unknowing Force,
In the middle an embodied striving soul,
In its end a silent spirit denying life.        (III.3.329-30)
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As yet thought only some high spirit’s dream
Or a vexed illusion in man’s toiling mind,
A new creation from the old shall rise,
A Knowledge inarticulate find speech,
Beauty suppressed burst into paradise bloom,
Pleasure and pain dive into absolute bliss.
A tongueless oracle shall speak at last,
The Superconscient conscious grow on earth,     (III.3.330)
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Book 3, Canto 4: The Vision and the Boon

A Shape was seen on threshold Mind, a Voice
Absolute and wise in the heart’s chambers spoke:
“O Son of Strength who climbst creation’s peaks,
No soul is thy companion in the light;
Alone thou standest at the eternal doors.
What thou hast won is thine, but ask no more.
O Spirit aspiring in an ignorant frame,
O Voice arisen from the Inconscient’s world,
How shalt thou speak for men whose hearts are dumb,
Make purblind earth the soul’s seer-vision’s home
Or lighten the burden of the senseless globe?
I am the Mystery beyond reach of mind,
I am the goal of the travail of the suns;
My fire and sweetness are the cause of life.
But too immense my danger and my joy.
Awake not the immeasurable descent,
Speak not my secret name to hostile Time;
Man is too weak to bear the Infinite’s weight.
Truth born too soon might break the imperfect earth.
Leave the all-seeing Power to hew its way:
In thy single vast achievement reign apart
Helping the world with thy great lonely days.
I ask thee not to merge thy heart of flame
In the Immobile’s wide uncaring bliss,
Turned from the fruitless motion of the years,
Deserting the fierce labour of the worlds,
Aloof from beings, lost in the Alone.
How shall thy mighty spirit brook repose
While Death is still unconquered on the earth
And Time a field of suffering and pain?
Thy soul was born to share the laden Force;
Obey thy nature and fulfil thy fate:
Accept the difficulty and godlike toil,
For the slow-paced omniscient purpose live.
The Enigma’s knot is tied in humankind.   (III.4.335-36)
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Because the human instrument has failed,
The Godhead frustrate sleeps within its seed,
A spirit entangled in the forms it made.
His failure is not failure whom God leads;
Through all the slow mysterious march goes on:
An immutable Power has made this mutable world;
A self-fulfilling transcendence treads man’s road;
The driver of the soul upon its path,
It knows its steps, its way is inevitable,
And how shall the end be vain when God is guide?   (III.4.339)
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There is no end to the world’s stupendous march,
There is no rest for the embodied soul.
It must live on, describe all Time’s huge curve.
An Influx presses from the closed Beyond
Forbidding to him rest and earthly ease,
Till he has found himself he cannot pause.
A Light there is that leads, a Power that aids;
Unmarked, unfelt it sees in him and acts:
Ignorant, he forms the All-Conscient in his depths,
Human, looks up to superhuman peaks:
A borrower of Supernature’s gold,
He paves his road to Immortality.
The high gods look on man and watch and choose
Today’s impossibles for the future’s base.        (III.4.339)
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My light shall be in thee, my strength thy force.
Let not the impatient Titan drive thy heart,
Ask not the imperfect fruit, the partial prize.
Only one boon, to greaten thy spirit, demand;
Only one joy, to raise thy kind, desire.
Above blind fate and the antagonist powers
Moveless there stands a high unchanging Will;
To its omnipotence leave thy work’s result.
All things shall change in God’s transfiguring hour.” (III.4.341)
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But Aswapati’s heart replied to her,
A cry amid the silence of the Vasts:
“How shall I rest content with mortal days
And the dull measure of terrestrial things,
I who have seen behind the cosmic mask
The glory and the beauty of thy face?
Hard is the doom to which thou bindst thy sons!
How long shall our spirits battle with the Night
And bear defeat and the brute yoke of Death,
We who are vessels of a deathless Force
And builders of the godhead of the race?
Or if it is thy work I do below
Amid the error and waste of human life
In the vague light of man’s half-conscious mind,
Why breaks not in some distant gleam of thee?
Ever the centuries and millenniums pass.
Where in the greyness is thy coming’s ray?
Where is the thunder of thy victory’s wings?
Only we hear the feet of passing gods.
A plan in the occult eternal Mind
Mapped out to backward and prophetic sight,
The aeons ever repeat their changeless round,
The cycles all rebuild and ever aspire.
All we have done is ever still to do.
All breaks and all renews and is the same.
Huge revolutions of life’s fruitless gyre,
The new-born ages perish like the old,
As if the sad Enigma kept its right
Till all is done for which this scene was made.
Too little the strength that now with us is born,
Too faint the light that steals through Nature’s lids,
Too scant the joy with which she buys our pain. (III.4.341-42)
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I know that thy creation cannot fail:
For even through the mists of mortal thought
Infallible are thy mysterious steps,
And, though Necessity dons the garb of Chance,
Hidden in the blind shifts of Fate she keeps
The slow calm logic of Infinity’s pace
And the inviolate sequence of its will.
All life is fixed in an ascending scale
And adamantine is the evolving Law;
In the beginning is prepared the close.
This strange irrational product of the mire,
This compromise between the beast and god,
Is not the crown of thy miraculous world.  (III.4.342-43)
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I saw the Omnipotent’s flaming pioneers
Over the heavenly verge which turns towards life
Come crowding down the amber stairs of birth;
Forerunners of a divine multitude,
Out of the paths of the morning star they came
Into the little room of mortal life.
I saw them cross the twilight of an age,
The sun-eyed children of a marvellous dawn,
The great creators with wide brows of calm,
The massive barrier-breakers of the world
And wrestlers with destiny in her lists of will,
The labourers in the quarries of the gods,
The messengers of the Incommunicable,
The architects of immortality.
Into the fallen human sphere they came,
Faces that wore the Immortal’s glory still,
Voices that communed still with the thoughts of God,
Bodies made beautiful by the spirit’s light,
Carrying the magic word, the mystic fire,
Carrying the Dionysian cup of joy,
Approaching eyes of a diviner man,
Lips chanting an unknown anthem of the soul,
Feet echoing in the corridors of Time.
High priests of wisdom, sweetness, might and bliss,
Discoverers of beauty’s sunlit ways
And swimmers of Love’s laughing fiery floods
And dancers within rapture’s golden doors,
Their tread one day shall change the suffering earth
And justify the light on Nature’s face.
Although Fate lingers in the high Beyond
And the work seems vain on which our heart’s force was spent,
All shall be done for which our pain was borne.
Even as of old man came behind the beast
This high divine successor surely shall come
Behind man’s inefficient mortal pace,
Behind his vain labour, sweat and blood and tears:
He shall know what mortal mind barely durst think,
He shall do what the heart of the mortal could not dare.
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Inheritor of the toil of human time,
He shall take on him the burden of the gods;
All heavenly light shall visit the earth’s thoughts,
The might of heaven shall fortify earthly hearts;
Earth’s deeds shall touch the superhuman’s height,
Earth’s seeing widen into the infinite.
Heavy unchanged weighs still the imperfect world;
The splendid youth of Time has passed and failed;
Heavy and long are the years our labour counts
And still the seals are firm upon man’s soul
And weary is the ancient Mother’s heart.
O Truth defended in thy secret sun,
Voice of her mighty musings in shut heavens
On things withdrawn within her luminous depths,
O Wisdom-Splendour, Mother of the universe,
Creatrix, the Eternal’s artist Bride,
Linger not long with thy transmuting hand
Pressed vainly on one golden bar of Time,
As if Time dare not open its heart to God.
O radiant fountain of the world’s delight
World-free and unattainable above,
O Bliss who ever dwellst deep-hid within
While men seek thee outside and never find,
Mystery and Muse with hieratic tongue,
Incarnate the white passion of thy force,
Mission to earth some living form of thee.
One moment fill with thy eternity,
Let thy infinity in one body live,
All-Knowledge wrap one mind in seas of light,
All-Love throb single in one human heart.
Immortal, treading the earth with mortal feet
All heaven’s beauty crowd in earthly limbs!
Omnipotence, girdle with the power of God
Movements and moments of a mortal will,
Pack with the eternal might one human hour
And with one gesture change all future time.
Let a great word be spoken from the heights
And one great act unlock the doors of Fate.”
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His prayer sank down in the resisting Night
Oppressed by the thousand forces that deny,
As if too weak to climb to the Supreme.
But there arose a wide consenting Voice;
The spirit of beauty was revealed in sound:
Light floated round the marvellous Vision’s brow
And on her lips the Immortal’s joy took shape.
“O strong forerunner, I have heard thy cry.
One shall descend and break the iron Law,
Change Nature’s doom by the lone spirit’s power.
A limitless Mind that can contain the world,
A sweet and violent heart of ardent calms
Moved by the passions of the gods shall come.
All mights and greatnesses shall join in her;
Beauty shall walk celestial on the earth,
Delight shall sleep in the cloud-net of her hair,
And in her body as on his homing tree
Immortal Love shall beat his glorious wings.
A music of griefless things shall weave her charm;
The harps of the Perfect shall attune her voice,
The streams of Heaven shall murmur in her laugh,
Her lips shall be the honeycombs of God,
Her limbs his golden jars of ecstasy,
Her breasts the rapture-flowers of Paradise.
She shall bear Wisdom in her voiceless bosom,
Strength shall be with her like a conqueror’s sword
And from her eyes the Eternal’s bliss shall gaze.
A seed shall be sown in Death’s tremendous hour,
A branch of heaven transplant to human soil;
Nature shall overleap her mortal step;
Fate shall be changed by an unchanging will.”

 (III.4.343-46)
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Book 4, Canto 1 : The Birth and Childhood of the Flame
Answering earth’s yearning and her cry for bliss,
A greatness from our other countries came.
A silence in the noise of earthly things
Immutably revealed the secret Word,
A mightier influx filled the oblivious clay:
A lamp was lit, a sacred image made.
A mediating ray had touched the earth
Bridging the gulf between man’s mind and God’s;
Its brightness linked our transience to the Unknown.
A spirit of its celestial source aware
Translating heaven into a human shape
Descended into earth’s imperfect mould  (IV.1.353)
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A Mind empowered from Truth’s immutable seat
Was framed for vision and interpreting act
And instruments were sovereignly designed
To express divinity in terrestrial signs.
Outlined by the pressure of this new descent
A lovelier body formed than earth had known.  (IV.1.354)



( 244)

2 92 92 92 92 9Friday, July Jko.k Ñ”.k] uoehJko.k Ñ”.k] uoehJko.k Ñ”.k] uoehJko.k Ñ”.k] uoehJko.k Ñ”.k] uoeh

A scout of victory in a vigil tower,
Her aspiration called high destiny down;
A silent warrior paced in her city of strength
Inviolate, guarding Truth’s diamond throne.
A nectarous haloed moon her passionate heart
Loved all and spoke no word and made no sign,
But kept her bosom’s rapturous secrecy
A blissful ardent moved and voiceless world.
Proud, swift and joyful ran the wave of life
Within her like a stream in Paradise.
Many high gods dwelt in one beautiful home;
Yet was her nature’s orb a perfect whole,
Harmonious like a chant with many tones,
Immense and various like a universe. (IV.1.358)
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Book 4, Canto 2 : The Growth of the Flame
A boundless knowledge greater than man’s thought,
A happiness too high for heart and sense
Locked in the world and yearning for release
She felt in her; waiting as yet for form,
It asked for objects around which to grow
And natures strong to bear without recoil
The splendour of her native royalty,
Her greatness and her sweetness and her bliss,
Her might to possess and her vast power to love:
Earth made a stepping-stone to conquer heaven,
The soul saw beyond heaven’s limiting boundaries,
Met a great light from the Unknowable
And dreamed of a transcendent action’s sphere.
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Aware of the universal Self in all
She turned to living hearts and human forms,
Her soul’s reflections, complements, counterparts,
The close outlying portions of her being
Divided from her by walls of body and mind
Yet to her spirit bound by ties divine.
Overcoming invisible hedge and masked defence
And the loneliness that separates soul from soul,
She wished to make all one immense embrace
That she might house in it all living things
Raised into a splendid point of seeing light
Out of division’s dense inconscient cleft,
And make them one with God and world and her.   (IV.2.362)
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A mind daring heavenly experiment,
Growing towards some largeness they felt near,
Testing the unknown’s bound with eager touch
They still were prisoned by their human grain:
They could not keep up with her tireless step;
Too small and eager for her large-paced will,
Too narrow to look with the unborn Infinite’s gaze
Their nature weary grew of things too great.
For even the close partners of her thoughts
Who could have walked the nearest to her ray,
Worshipped the power and light they felt in her
But could not match the measure of her soul.         (IV.2.363)
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Her will was puissant on their nature’s acts,
Her heart’s inexhaustible sweetness lured their hearts,
A being they loved whose bounds exceeded theirs;
Her measure they could not reach but bore her touch,
Answering with the flower’s answer to the sun
They gave themselves to her and asked no more.  (IV.2.364)
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Whoever is too great must lonely live.
Adored he walks in mighty solitude;
Vain is his labour to create his kind,
His only comrade is the Strength within.
Thus was it for a while with Savitri.
All worshipped marvellingly, none dared to claim.
Her mind sat high pouring its golden beams,
Her heart was a crowded temple of delight.
A single lamp lit in perfection’s house,
A bright pure image in a priestless shrine,
Midst those encircling lives her spirit dwelt,
Apart in herself until her hour of fate. (IV.2.368)
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Book 4, Canto 3 : The Call to the Quest
The Wise who know see but one half of Truth,
The strong climb hardly to a low-peaked height,
The hearts that yearn are given one hour to love.
His tale half told, falters the secret Bard;
The gods are still too few in mortal forms.”
The Voice withdrew into its hidden skies.
But like a shining answer from the gods
Approached through sun-bright spaces Savitri.
Advancing amid tall heaven-pillaring trees,
Apparelled in her flickering-coloured robe
She seemed, burning towards the eternal realms,
A bright moved torch of incense and of flame
That from the sky-roofed temple-soil of earth
A pilgrim hand lifts in an invisible shrine.
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There came the gift of a revealing hour:
He saw through depths that reinterpret all,
Limited not now by the dull body’s eyes,
New-found through an arch of clear discovery,
This intimation of the world’s delight,
This wonder of the divine Artist’s make
Carved like a nectar-cup for thirsty gods,
This breathing Scripture of the Eternal’s joy,
This net of sweetness woven of aureate fire.     (IV.3.372)
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One force shall be your mover and your guide,
One light shall be around you and within;
Hand in strong hand confront Heaven’s question, life:
Challenge the ordeal of the immense disguise.
Ascend from Nature to divinity’s heights;
Face the high gods, crowned with felicity,
Then meet a greater god, thy self beyond Time.”
This word was seed of all the thing to be:
A hand from some Greatness opened her heart’s locked doors
And showed the work for which her strength was born.



( 253)

99999Tuesday, August Jko.k ‘kqDy] prqFkhZJko.k ‘kqDy] prqFkhZJko.k ‘kqDy] prqFkhZJko.k ‘kqDy] prqFkhZJko.k ‘kqDy] prqFkhZ

As when the mantra sinks in Yoga’s ear,
Its message enters stirring the blind brain
And keeps in the dim ignorant cells its sound;
The hearer understands a form of words
And, musing on the index thought it holds,
He strives to read it with the labouring mind,
But finds bright hints, not the embodied truth:
Then, falling silent in himself to know
He meets the deeper listening of his soul:
The Word repeats itself in rhythmic strains:
Thought, vision, feeling, sense, the body’s self
Are seized unutterably and he endures
An ecstasy and an immortal change;
He feels a Wideness and becomes a Power,
All knowledge rushes on him like a sea: (IV.3.374-75)



( 254)

1 01 01 01 01 0Wednesday, August Jko.k ‘kqDy] iapehJko.k ‘kqDy] iapehJko.k ‘kqDy] iapehJko.k ‘kqDy] iapehJko.k ‘kqDy] iapeh

Book 4, Canto 4 : The Quest
Nothing we think or do is void or vain;
Each is an energy loosed and holds its course.
The shadowy keepers of our deathless past
Have made our fate the child of our own acts,
And from the furrows laboured by our will
We reap the fruit of our forgotten deeds. (IV.4. 378)
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A prescient architect of Fate and Chance
Who builds our lives on a foreseen design
The meaning knows and consequence of each step
And watches the inferior stumbling powers.
Upon her silent heights she was aware
Of a calm Presence throned above her brows
Who saw the goal and chose each fateful curve;
It used the body for its pedestal;
The eyes that wandered were its searchlight fires,
The hands that held the reins its living tools;
All was the working of an ancient plan,
A way proposed by an unerring Guide. (IV.4. 378)
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Book 5, Canto 1: The Destined Meeting-Place
But now the destined spot and hour were close;
Unknowing she had neared her nameless goal.
For though a dress of blind and devious chance
Is laid upon the work of all-wise Fate,
Our acts interpret an omniscient Force
That dwells in the compelling stuff of things,
And nothing happens in the cosmic play
But at its time and in its foreseen place.  (V.1.389)
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This was the scene which the ambiguous Mother
Had chosen for her brief felicitous hour;
Here in this solitude far from the world
Her part she began in the world’s joy and strife.
Here were disclosed to her the mystic courts,
The lurking doors of beauty and surprise,
The wings that murmur in the golden house,
The temple of sweetness and the fiery aisle.
A stranger on the sorrowful roads of Time,
Immortal under the yoke of death and fate,
A sacrificant of the bliss and pain of the spheres,
Love in the wilderness met Savitri.     (V.1.391)
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Book 5, Canto 2 : Satyavan
As if a weapon of the living Light,
Erect and lofty like a spear of God
His figure led the splendour of the morn.
Noble and clear as the broad peaceful heavens
A tablet of young wisdom was his brow;
Freedom’s imperious beauty curved his limbs,
The joy of life was on his open face.
His look was a wide daybreak of the gods,
His head was a youthful Rishi’s touched with light,
His body was a lover’s and a king’s.
In the magnificent dawning of his force
Built like a moving statue of delight
He illumined the border of the forest page.   (V.2.393)
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The mastery free natures have was his
And their assent to joy and spacious calm;
One with the single Spirit inhabiting all,
He laid experience at the Godhead’s feet;
His mind was open to her infinite mind,
His acts were rhythmic with her primal force;
He had subdued his mortal thought to hers.
That day he had turned from his accustomed paths;
For One who, knowing every moment’s load,
Can move in all our studied or careless steps,
Had laid the spell of destiny on his feet
And drawn him to the forest’s flowering verge.    (V.2.394)
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There is a Power within that knows beyond
Our knowings; we are greater than our thoughts,
And sometimes earth unveils that vision here.
To live, to love are signs of infinite things,
Love is a glory from eternity’s spheres.
Abased, disfigured, mocked by baser mights
That steal his name and shape and ecstasy,
He is still the godhead by which all can change.
A mystery wakes in our inconscient stuff,
A bliss is born that can remake our life. (V.2.397-98)
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Book 5, Canto 3 : Satyavan and Savitri
“Speak more to me, speak more, O Satyavan,
Speak of thyself and all thou art within;
I would know thee as if we had ever lived
Together in the chamber of our souls.
Speak till a light shall come into my heart
And my moved mortal mind shall understand
What all the deathless being in me feels.
It knows that thou art he my spirit has sought
Amidst earth’s thronging visages and forms
Across the golden spaces of my life.” (V.3.406)
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“O golden princess, perfect Savitri,
More I would tell than failing words can speak,
Of all that thou hast meant to me, unknown,
All that the lightning-flash of love reveals
In one great hour of the unveiling gods.
Even a brief nearness has reshaped my life.
For now I know that all I lived and was
Moved towards this moment of my heart’s rebirth;
I look back on the meaning of myself,
A soul made ready on earth’s soil for thee. (V.3.406)
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Allured to her lashes by his passionate words
Her fathomless soul looked out at him from her eyes;
Passing her lips in liquid sounds it spoke.
This word alone she uttered and said all:
“O Satyavan, I have heard thee and I know;
I know that thou and only thou art he.” (V.3.409)
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He gathered all Savitri into his clasp.
Around her his embrace became the sign
Of a locked closeness through slow intimate years,
A first sweet summary of delight to come,
One brevity intense of all long life.
In a wide moment of two souls that meet
She felt her being flow into him as in waves
A river pours into a mighty sea.
As when a soul is merging into God
To live in Him for ever and know His joy,
Her consciousness grew aware of him alone
And all her separate self was lost in his. (V.3.410)
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Book 6, Canto 1 : The Word of Fate
He sang of the glory and marvel still to be born,
Of Godhead throwing off at last its veil,
Of bodies made divine and life made bliss,
Immortal sweetness clasping immortal might,
Heart sensing heart, thought looking straight at thought,
And the delight when every barrier falls,
And the transfiguration and the ecstasy.
And as he sang the demons wept with joy
Foreseeing the end of their long dreadful task
And the defeat for which they hoped in vain,
And glad release from their self-chosen doom
And return into the One from whom they came.  (VI.1.416-17)
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“Father and king, I have carried out thy will.
One whom I sought I found in distant lands;
I have obeyed my heart, I have heard its call.
On the borders of a dreaming wilderness
Mid Shalwa’s giant hills and brooding woods
In his thatched hermitage Dyumatsena dwells,
Blind, exiled, outcast, once a mighty king.
The son of Dyumatsena, Satyavan,
I have met on the wild forest’s lonely verge.
My father, I have chosen. This is done.” (VI.1.424)
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Then Aswapati looked within and saw
A heavy shadow float above the name
Chased by a sudden and stupendous light;
He looked into his daughter’s eyes and spoke:
“Well hast thou done and I approve thy choice.
If this is all, then all is surely well;
If there is more, then all can still be well.
Whether it seem good or evil to men’s eyes,
Only for good the secret Will can work.
Our destiny is written in double terms:
Through Nature’s contraries we draw nearer God;
Out of the darkness we still grow to light.
Death is our road to immortality.
‘Cry woe, cry woe,’ the world’s lost voices wail,
Yet conquers the eternal Good at last.” (VI.1.424-25)
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“What help is in prevision to the driven?
Safe doors cry opening near, the doomed pass on.
A future knowledge is an added pain,
A torturing burden and a fruitless light
On the enormous scene that Fate has built.
The eternal poet, universal Mind,
Has paged each line of his imperial act;
Invisible the giant actors tread
And man lives like some secret player’s mask.
He knows not even what his lips shall speak.
For a mysterious Power compels his steps
And life is stronger than his trembling soul.
None can refuse what the stark Force demands:
Her eyes are fixed upon her mighty aim;
No cry or prayer can turn her from her path.
She has leaped an arrow from the bow of God.”  (VI.1.426-27)
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In one brief year when this bright hour flies back
And perches careless on a branch of Time,
This sovereign glory ends heaven lent to earth,
This splendour vanishes from the mortal’s sky:
Heaven’s greatness came, but was too great to stay.
Twelve swift-winged months are given to him and her;
This day returning Satyavan must die.” (VI.1.431)



( 270)

2 92 92 92 92 9Monday, August Hkkæin Ñ”.k] n’kehHkkæin Ñ”.k] n’kehHkkæin Ñ”.k] n’kehHkkæin Ñ”.k] n’kehHkkæin Ñ”.k] n’keh

But Savitri answered from her violent heart,—
Her voice was calm, her face was fixed like steel:
“Once my heart chose and chooses not again.
The word I have spoken can never be erased,
It is written in the record book of God.
The truth once uttered, from the earth’s air effaced,
By mind forgotten, sounds immortally
For ever in the memory of Time.
Once the dice fall thrown by the hand of Fate
In an eternal moment of the gods.
My heart has sealed its troth to Satyavan:
Its signature adverse Fate cannot efface,
Its seal not Fate nor Death nor Time dissolve.
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Those who shall part who have grown one being within?
Death’s grip can break our bodies, not our souls;
If death take him, I too know how to die.
Let Fate do with me what she will or can;
I am stronger than death and greater than my fate;
My love shall outlast the world, doom falls from me
Helpless against my immortality.
Fate’s law may change, but not my spirit’s will.”  (VI.1.432)
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“My will is part of the eternal Will,
My fate is what my spirit’s strength can make,
My fate is what my spirit’s strength can bear;
My strength is not the Titan’s; it is God’s.
I have discovered my glad reality
Beyond my body in another’s being:
I have found the deep unchanging soul of love.
Then how shall I desire a lonely good,
Or slay, aspiring to white vacant peace,
The endless hope that made my soul spring forth
Out of its infinite solitude and sleep?
My spirit has glimpsed the glory for which it came,
The beating of one vast heart in the flame of things,
My eternity clasped by his eternity
And, tireless of the sweet abysms of Time,
Deep possibility always to love.
This, this is first, last joy and to its throb
The riches of a thousand fortunate years
Are poverty. Nothing to me are death and grief
Or ordinary lives and happy days.
And what to me are common souls of men
Or eyes and lips that are not Satyavan’s?
I have no need to draw back from his arms
And the discovered paradise of his love
And journey into a still infinity.
Only now for my soul in Satyavan
I treasure the rich occasion of my birth:
In sunlight and a dream of emerald ways
I shall walk with him like gods in Paradise.
If for a year, that year is all my life.
And yet I know this is not all my fate
Only to live and love awhile and die.
For I know now why my spirit came on earth
And who I am and who he is I love.
I have looked at him from my immortal Self,
I have seen God smile at me in Satyavan;
I have seen the Eternal in a human face.”
Then none could answer to her words. Silent
They sat and looked into the eyes of Fate. (VI.1.435-36)



( 273)

3 13 13 13 13 1Wednesday, August Hkknzin Ñ”.k] }kn’khHkknzin Ñ”.k] }kn’khHkknzin Ñ”.k] }kn’khHkknzin Ñ”.k] }kn’khHkknzin Ñ”.k] }kn’kh

Bokk 6, Canto 2 : The Way of Fate and the Problem of Pain
“O seer, in the earth’s strange twi-natured life
By what pitiless adverse Necessity
Or what cold freak of a Creator’s will,
By what random accident or governed Chance
That shaped a rule out of fortuitous steps,
Made destiny from an hour’s emotion, came
Into the unreadable mystery of Time
The direr mystery of grief and pain?
Is it thy God who made this cruel law?
Or some disastrous Power has marred his work
And he stands helpless to defend or save?  (VI.2.437-38)
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Or if no being watches the works of Time,
What hard impersonal Necessity
Compels the vain toil of brief living things?
A great Illusion then has built the stars.
But where then is the soul’s security,
Its poise in this circling of unreal suns?
Or else it is a wanderer from its home
Who strayed into a blind alley of Time and chance
And finds no issue from a meaningless world.
Or where begins and ends Illusion’s reign?
Perhaps the soul we feel is only a dream,
Eternal self a fiction sensed in trance.” (VI.2.442)
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The Necessity of Pain

Then after a silence Narad made reply:
Tuning his lips to earthly sound he spoke,
And something now of the deep sense of fate
Weighted the fragile hints of mortal speech.
His forehead shone with vision solemnised,
Turned to a tablet of supernal thoughts
As if characters of an unwritten tongue
Had left in its breadth the inscriptions of the gods.
Bare in that light Time toiled, his unseen works
Detected; the broad-flung far-seeing schemes
Unfinished which his aeoned flight unrolls
Were mapped already in that world-wide look.
“Was then the sun a dream because there is night?
Hidden in the mortal’s heart the Eternal lives:
He lives secret in the chamber of thy soul,
A Light shines there nor pain nor grief can cross.
A darkness stands between thyself and him,
Thou canst not hear or feel the marvellous Guest,
Thou canst not see the beatific sun.
O queen, thy thought is a light of the Ignorance,
Its brilliant curtain hides from thee God’s face.
It illumes a world born from the Inconscience
But hides the Immortal’s meaning in the world.
Thy mind’s light hides from thee the Eternal’s thought,
Thy heart’s hopes hide from thee the Eternal’s will,
Earth’s joys shut from thee the Immortal’s bliss.
Thence rose the need of a dark intruding god,
The world’s dread teacher, the creator, pain.
Where Ignorance is, there suffering too must come;
Thy grief is a cry of darkness to the Light;
Pain was the first-born of the Inconscience
Which was thy body’s dumb original base;
Already slept there pain’s subconscient shape:
A shadow in a shadowy tenebrous womb,
Till life shall move, it waits to wake and be.
In one caul with joy came forth the dreadful Power.
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In life’s breast it was born hiding its twin;
But pain came first, then only joy could be.
Pain ploughed the first hard ground of the world-drowse.
By pain a spirit started from the clod,
By pain Life stirred in the subliminal deep.
Interned, submerged, hidden in Matter’s trance
Awoke to itself the dreamer, sleeping Mind;
It made a visible realm out of its dreams,
It drew its shapes from the subconscient depths,
Then turned to look upon the world it had made.
By pain and joy, the bright and tenebrous twins,
The inanimate world perceived its sentient soul,
Else had the Inconscient never suffered change.
Pain is the hammer of the Gods to break
A dead resistance in the mortal’s heart,
His slow inertia as of living stone.
If the heart were not forced to want and weep,
His soul would have lain down content, at ease,
And never thought to exceed the human start
And never learned to climb towards the Sun.
This earth is full of labour, packed with pain;
Throes of an endless birth coerce her still;
The centuries end, the ages vainly pass
And yet the Godhead in her is not born.
The ancient Mother faces all with joy,
Calls for the ardent pang, the grandiose thrill;
For with pain and labour all creation comes.
This earth is full of the anguish of the gods;
Ever they travail driven by Time’s goad,
And strive to work out the eternal Will
And shape the life divine in mortal forms.
His will must be worked out in human breasts
Against the Evil that rises from the gulfs,
Against the world’s Ignorance and its obstinate strength,
Against the stumblings of man’s pervert will,
Against the deep folly of his human mind,
Against the blind reluctance of his heart.
The spirit is doomed to pain till man is free.

* * *
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Pain is the hand of Nature sculpturing men
To greatness: an inspired labour chisels
With heavenly cruelty an unwilling mould.
Implacable in the passion of their will,
Lifting the hammers of titanic toil
The demiurges of the universe work;
They shape with giant strokes their own; their sons
Are marked with their enormous stamp of fire.
Although the shaping god’s tremendous touch
Is torture unbearable to mortal nerves,
The fiery spirit grows in strength within
And feels a joy in every titan pang.
He who would save himself lives bare and calm;
He who would save the race must share its pain:
This he shall know who obeys that grandiose urge.
The Great who came to save this suffering world
And rescue out of Time’s shadow and the Law,
Must pass beneath the yoke of grief and pain;
They are caught by the Wheel that they had hoped to break,
On their shoulders they must bear man’s load of fate.
Heaven’s riches they bring, their sufferings count the price
Or they pay the gift of knowledge with their lives.
The Son of God born as the Son of man
Has drunk the bitter cup, owned Godhead’s debt,
The debt the Eternal owes to the fallen kind
His will has bound to death and struggling life
That yearns in vain for rest and endless peace.
Now is the debt paid, wiped off the original score.
The Eternal suffers in a human form,
He has signed salvation’s testament with his blood:
He has opened the doors of his undying peace.
The Deity compensates the creature’s claim,
The Creator bears the law of pain and death;
A retribution smites the incarnate God.
His love has paved the mortal’s road to Heaven:
He has given his life and light to balance here
The dark account of mortal ignorance.

(VI.2.442-45)
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The Mystery of Evil in the Human Heart*

A dark concealed hostility is lodged
In the human depths, in the hidden heart of Time
That claims the right to change and mar God’s work.
A secret enmity ambushes the world’s march;
It leaves a mark on thought and speech and act:
It stamps stain and defect on all things done;
Till it is slain peace is forbidden on earth.
There is no visible foe, but the unseen
Is round us, forces intangible besiege,
Touches from alien realms, thoughts not our own
Overtake us and compel the erring heart;
Our lives are caught in an ambiguous net.
An adversary Force was born of old:
Invader of the life of mortal man,
It hides from him the straight immortal path.
A power came in to veil the eternal Light,
A power opposed to the eternal will
Diverts the messages of the infallible Word,
Contorts the contours of the cosmic plan:
A whisper lures to evil the human heart,
It seals up wisdom’s eyes, the soul’s regard,
It is the origin of our suffering here,
It binds earth to calamity and pain.
This all must conquer who would bring down God’s peace.
This hidden foe lodged in the human breast
Man must overcome or miss his higher fate.
This is the inner war without escape.

(VI.2.447-48)
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“Hard is the world-redeemer’s heavy task;
The world itself becomes his adversary,
Those he would save are his antagonists:
This world is in love with its own ignorance,
Its darkness turns away from the saviour light,
It gives the cross in payment for the crown.
His work is a trickle of splendour in a long night;
He sees the long march of Time, the little won;
A few are saved, the rest strive on and fail:
A Sun has passed, on earth Night’s shadow falls.
Yes, there are happy ways near to God’s sun;
But few are they who tread the sunlit path;
Only the pure in soul can walk in light.       (VI.2.448)
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His spirit’s stature transcending pain and bliss,
He fronts evil and good with calm and equal eyes.
He too must grapple with the riddling Sphinx
And plunge into her long obscurity.
He has broken into the Inconscient’s depths
That veil themselves even from their own regard:
He has seen God’s slumber shape these magic worlds.
He has watched the dumb God fashioning Matter’s frame,
Dreaming the dreams of its unknowing sleep,
And watched the unconscious Force that built the stars.
He has learned the Inconscient’s workings and its law,
Its incoherent thoughts and rigid acts,
Its hazard wastes of impulse and idea,
The chaos of its mechanic frequencies,
Its random calls, its whispers falsely true,
Misleaders of the hooded listening soul.
All things come to its ear but nothing abides;
All rose from the silence, all goes back to its hush.
Its somnolence founded the universe,
Its obscure waking makes the world seem vain.
Arisen from Nothingness and towards Nothingness turned,
Its dark and potent nescience was earth’s start;
It is the waste stuff from which all was made;
Into its deeps creation can collapse.
Its opposition clogs the march of the soul,
It is the mother of our ignorance.
He must call light into its dark abysms,
Else never can Truth conquer Matter’s sleep
And all earth look into the eyes of God.
All things obscure his knowledge must relume,
All things perverse his power must unknot:
He must pass to the other shore of falsehood’s sea,
He must enter the world’s dark to bring there light.
The heart of evil must be bared to his eyes,
He must learn its cosmic dark necessity,
Its right and its dire roots in Nature’s soil.
He must know the thought that moves the demon act
And justifies the Titan’s erring pride
And the falsehood lurking in earth’s crooked dreams:
He must enter the eternity of Night
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And know God’s darkness as he knows his Sun.
For this he must go down into the pit,
For this he must invade the dolorous Vasts.
Imperishable and wise and infinite,
He still must travel Hell the world to save.
Into the eternal Light he shall emerge
On borders of the meeting of all worlds;
There on the verge of Nature’s summit steps
The secret Law of each thing is fulfilled,
All contraries heal their long dissidence.
There meet and clasp the eternal opposites,
There pain becomes a violent fiery joy;
Evil turns back to its original good,
And sorrow lies upon the breasts of Bliss:
She has learned to weep glad tears of happiness;
Her gaze is charged with a wistful ecstasy.
Then shall be ended here the Law of Pain.
Earth shall be made a home of Heaven’s light,
A seer heaven-born shall lodge in human breasts;
The superconscient beam shall touch men’s eyes
And the truth-conscious world come down to earth
Invading Matter with the Spirit’s ray,
Awaking its silence to immortal thoughts,
Awaking the dumb heart to the living Word.
This mortal life shall house Eternity’s bliss,
The body’s self taste immortality.
Then shall the world-redeemer’s task be done.

“Till then must life carry its seed of death
And sorrow’s plaint be heard in the slow Night.
O mortal, bear this great world’s law of pain,
In thy hard passage through a suffering world
Lean for thy soul’s support on Heaven’s strength,
Turn towards high Truth, aspire to love and peace.
A little bliss is lent thee from above,
A touch divine upon thy human days.
Make of thy daily way a pilgrimage,
For through small joys and griefs thou mov’st towards God.

(VI.2.449-51)
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Because thy strength is a part and not God’s whole,
Because afflicted by the little self
Thy consciousness forgets to be divine
As it walks in the vague penumbra of the flesh
And cannot bear the world’s tremendous touch,
Thou criest out and sayst that there is pain.
Indifference, pain and joy, a triple disguise,
Attire of the rapturous Dancer in the ways,
Withhold from thee the body of God’s bliss.
Thy spirit’s strength shall make thee one with God,
Thy agony shall change to ecstasy,
Indifference deepen into infinity’s calm
And joy laugh nude on the peaks of the Absolute. (VI.2.454)
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The Why of this World*

“O mortal who complainst of death and fate,
Accuse none of the harms thyself hast called;
This troubled world thou hast chosen for thy home,
Thou art thyself the author of thy pain.
Once in the immortal boundlessness of Self,
In a vast of Truth and Consciousness and Light
The soul looked out from its felicity.
It felt the Spirit’s interminable bliss,
It knew itself deathless, timeless, spaceless, one,
It saw the Eternal, lived in the Infinite.
Then, curious of a shadow thrown by Truth,
It strained towards some otherness of self,
It was drawn to an unknown Face peering through night.
It sensed a negative infinity,
A void supernal whose immense excess
Imitating God and everlasting Time
Offered a ground for Nature’s adverse birth
And Matter’s rigid hard unconsciousness
Harbouring the brilliance of a transient soul
That lights up birth and death and ignorant life.
A Mind arose that stared at Nothingness
Till figures formed of what could never be;
It housed the contrary of all that is.
A Nought appeared as Being’s huge sealed cause,
Its dumb support in a blank infinite,
In whose abysm spirit must disappear:
A darkened Nature lived and held the seed
Of Spirit hidden and feigning not to be.
Eternal Consciousness became a freak
Of an unsouled almighty Inconscient
And, breathed no more as spirit’s native air,
Bliss was an incident of a mortal hour,
A stranger in the insentient universe.
As one drawn by the grandeur of the Void
The soul attracted leaned to the Abyss:
It longed for the adventure of Ignorance
And the marvel and surprise of the Unknown
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And the endless possibility that lurked
In the womb of Chaos and in Nothing’s gulf
Or looked from the unfathomed eyes of Chance.
It tired of its unchanging happiness,
It turned away from immortality:
It was drawn to hazard’s call and danger’s charm,
It yearned to the pathos of grief, the drama of pain,
Perdition’s peril, the wounded bare escape,
The music of ruin and its glamour and crash,
The savour of pity and the gamble of love
And passion and the ambiguous face of Fate.
A world of hard endeavour and difficult toil,
And battle on extinction’s perilous verge,
A clash of forces, a vast incertitude,
The joy of creation out of Nothingness,
Strange meetings on the roads of Ignorance
And the companionship of half-known souls
Or the solitary greatness and lonely force
Of a separate being conquering its world,
Called it from its too safe eternity.
A huge descent began, a giant fall:
For what the spirit sees, creates a truth
And what the soul imagines is made a world.
A Thought that leaped from the Timeless can become,
Indicator of cosmic consequence
And the itinerary of the gods,
A cyclic movement in eternal Time.
Thus came, born from a blind tremendous choice,
This great perplexed and discontented world,
This haunt of Ignorance, this home of Pain:
There are pitched desire’s tents, grief’s headquarters.
A vast disguise conceals the Eternal’s bliss.”

(VI.2.454-56)
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What is Fate ?*

“O Aswapati, random seem the ways
Along whose banks your footsteps stray or run
In casual hours or moments of the gods,
Yet your least stumblings are foreseen above.
Infallibly the curves of life are drawn
Following the stream of Time through the unknown;
They are led by a clue the calm immortals keep.
This blazoned hieroglyph of prophet morns
A meaning more sublime in symbols writes
Than sealed Thought wakes to, but of this high script
How shall my voice convince the mind of earth?
Heaven’s wiser love rejects the mortal’s prayer;
Unblinded by the breath of his desire,
Unclouded by the mists of fear and hope,
It bends above the strife of love with death;
It keeps for her her privilege of pain.
A greatness in thy daughter’s soul resides
That can transform herself and all around
But must cross on stones of suffering to its goal.
Although designed like a nectar cup of heaven,
Of heavenly ether made she sought this air,
She too must share the human need of grief
And all her cause of joy transmute to pain.
The mind of mortal man is led by words,
His sight retires behind the walls of Thought
And looks out only through half-opened doors.
He cuts the boundless Truth into sky-strips
And every strip he takes for all the heavens.
He stares at infinite possibility
And gives to the plastic Vast the name of Chance;
He sees the long results of an all-wise Force
Planning a sequence of steps in endless Time
But in its links imagines a senseless chain
Or the dead hand of cold Necessity;
He answers not to the mystic Mother’s heart,
Misses the ardent heavings of her breast
And feels cold rigid limbs of lifeless Law.
The will of the Timeless working out in Time
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In the free absolute steps of cosmic Truth
He thinks a dead machine or unconscious Fate.
A Magician’s formulas have made Matter’s laws
And while they last, all things by them are bound;
But the spirit’s consent is needed for each act
And Freedom walks in the same pace with Law.
All here can change if the Magician choose.
If human will could be made one with God’s,
If human thought could echo the thoughts of God,
Man might be all-knowing and omnipotent;
But now he walks in Nature’s doubtful ray.
Yet can the mind of man receive God’s light,
The force of man can be driven by God’s force,
Then is he a miracle doing miracles.
For only so can he be Nature’s king.
It is decreed and Satyavan must die;
The hour is fixed, chosen the fatal stroke.
What else shall be is written in her soul
But till the hour reveals the fateful script,
The writing waits illegible and mute.
Fate is Truth working out in Ignorance.
O King, thy fate is a transaction done
At every hour between Nature and thy soul
With God for its foreseeing arbiter.
Fate is a balance drawn in Destiny’s book.
Man can accept his fate, he can refuse.
Even if the One maintains the unseen decree
He writes thy refusal in thy credit page:
For doom is not a close, a mystic seal.
Arisen from the tragic crash of life,
Arisen from the body’s torture and death,
The spirit rises mightier by defeat;
Its godlike wings grow wider with each fall.
Its splendid failures sum to victory.
O man, the events that meet thee on thy road,
Though they smite thy body and soul with joy and grief,
Are not thy fate,—they touch thee awhile and pass;
Even death can cut not short thy spirit’s walk:
Thy goal, the road thou choosest are thy fate.

(VI.2.456-58)
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This world was not built with random bricks of Chance,
A blind god is not destiny’s architect;
A conscious power has drawn the plan of life,
There is a meaning in each curve and line.
It is an architecture high and grand
By many named and nameless masons built
In which unseeing hands obey the Unseen,
And of its master-builders she is one. (VI.2.459-60)



( 288)

“Queen, strive no more to change the secret will;
Time’s accidents are steps in its vast scheme.
Bring not thy brief and helpless human tears
Across the fathomless moments of a heart
That knows its single will and God’s as one:
It can embrace its hostile destiny;
It sits apart with grief and facing death,
Affronting adverse fate armed and alone.
In this enormous world standing apart
In the mightiness of her silent spirit’s will,
In the passion of her soul of sacrifice
Her lonely strength facing the universe,
Affronting fate, asks not man’s help nor god’s:
Sometimes one life is charged with earth’s destiny,
It cries not for succour from the time-bound powers.
Alone she is equal to her mighty task.
Intervene not in a strife too great for thee,
A struggle too deep for mortal thought to sound,
Its question to this Nature’s rigid bounds
When the soul fronts nude of garbs the infinite,
Its too vast theme of a lonely mortal will
Pacing the silence of eternity.
As a star, uncompanioned, moves in heaven
Unastonished by the immensities of Space,
Travelling infinity by its own light,
The great are strongest when they stand alone.
A God-given might of being is their force,
A ray from self’s solitude of light the guide;
The soul that can live alone with itself meets God;
Its lonely universe is their rendezvous.
A day may come when she must stand unhelped
On a dangerous brink of the world’s doom and hers,
Carrying the world’s future on her lonely breast,
Carrying the human hope in a heart left sole
To conquer or fail on a last desperate verge,
Alone with death and close to extinction’s edge.
Her single greatness in that last dire scene
Must cross alone a perilous bridge in Time
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And reach an apex of world-destiny
Where all is won or all is lost for man.
In that tremendous silence lone and lost
Of a deciding hour in the world’s fate,
In her soul’s climbing beyond mortal time
When she stands sole with Death or sole with God
Apart upon a silent desperate brink,
Alone with her self and death and destiny
As on some verge between Time and Timelessness
When being must end or life rebuild its base,
Alone she must conquer or alone must fall.
No human aid can reach her in that hour,
No armoured god stand shining at her side.
Cry not to heaven, for she alone can save.
For this the silent Force came missioned down;
In her the conscious Will took human shape:
She only can save herself and save the world.
O queen, stand back from that stupendous scene,
Come not between her and her hour of Fate.
Her hour must come and none can intervene:
Think not to turn her from her heaven-sent task,
Strive not to save her from her own high will.
Thou hast no place in that tremendous strife;
Thy love and longing are not arbiters there;
Leave the world’s fate and her to God’s sole guard.
Even if he seems to leave her to her lone strength,
Even though all falters and falls and sees an end
And the heart fails and only are death and night,
God-given her strength can battle against doom
Even on a brink where Death alone seems close
And no human strength can hinder or can help.
Think not to intercede with the hidden Will,
Intrude not twixt her spirit and its force
But leave her to her mighty self and Fate.”

(VI.2.460-62)
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Book 7, Canto 1 :  The Joy of Union; the Ordeal of the
Foreknowledge of Death and the Heart’s Grief and Pain
Here Matter seems to mould the body’s life
And the soul follows where its nature drives.
Nature and Fate compel his free-will’s choice.
But greater spirits this balance can reverse
And make the soul the artist of its fate.
This is the mystic truth our ignorance hides:
Doom is a passage for our inborn force,
Our ordeal is the hidden spirit’s choice,
Ananke is our being’s own decree.   (VII.1.465)
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All put behind her that was once her life,
All welcomed that henceforth was his and hers,
She abode with Satyavan in the wild woods:
Priceless she deemed her joy so close to death;
Apart with love she lived for love alone.
As if self-poised above the march of days,
Her immobile spirit watched the haste of Time,
A statue of passion and invincible force,
An absolutism of sweet imperious will,
A tranquillity and a violence of the gods
Indomitable and immutable. (VII.1.467-68)
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The grief of all the world came near to her.
Night’s darkness seemed her future’s ominous face.
The shadow of her lover’s doom arose
And fear laid hands upon her mortal heart.
The moments swift and ruthless raced; alarmed
Her thoughts, her mind remembered Narad’s date.
A trembling moved accountant of her riches,
She reckoned the insufficient days between:
A dire expectancy knocked at her breast;       (VII.1.469)
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In vain she looked upon her depths to find
A ground of stillness and the spirit’s peace.
Still veiled from her was the silent Being within
Who sees life’s drama pass with unmoved eyes,
Supports the sorrow of the mind and heart
And bears in human breasts the world and fate.
A glimpse or flashes came, the Presence was hid.
Only her violent heart and passionate will
Were pushed in front to meet the immutable doom;
Defenceless, nude, bound to her human lot
They had no means to act, no way to save.
These she controlled, nothing was shown outside:  (VII.1.470)
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Book 7, Canto 2 : The Parable of the Search for the Soul
“Why camest thou to this dumb deathbound earth,
This ignorant life beneath indifferent skies
Tied like a sacrifice on the altar of Time,
O spirit, O immortal energy,
If ’twas to nurse grief in a helpless heart
Or with hard tearless eyes await thy doom?
Arise, O soul, and vanquish Time and Death.” (VII.2.475)
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A Power within her answered the still Voice:
“I am thy portion here charged with thy work,
As thou myself seated for ever above,
Speak to my depths, O great and deathless Voice,
Command, for I am here to do thy will.”
The Voice replied: “Remember why thou cam’st:
Find out thy soul, recover thy hid self,
In silence seek God’s meaning in thy depths,
Then mortal nature change to the divine.
Open God’s door, enter into his trance.
Cast Thought from thee, that nimble ape of Light:
In his tremendous hush stilling thy brain
His vast Truth wake within and know and see.   (VII.2.476)
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This evil Nature housed in human hearts,
A foreign inhabitant, a dangerous guest:
The soul that harbours it it can dislodge,
Expel the householder, possess the house.
An opposite potency contradicting God,
A momentary Evil’s almightiness
Has straddled the straight path of Nature’s acts.
It imitates the Godhead it denies,
Puts on his figure and assumes his face.
A Manichean creator and destroyer,
This can abolish man, annul his world.
But there is a guardian power, there are Hands that save,
Calm eyes divine regard the human scene. (VII.2.482)

Tuesday, September
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Earth must transform herself and equal Heaven
Or Heaven descend into earth’s mortal state.
But for such vast spiritual change to be,
Out of the mystic cavern in man’s heart
The heavenly Psyche must put off her veil
And step into common nature’s crowded rooms
And stand uncovered in that nature’s front
And rule its thoughts and fill the body and life.   (VII.2.486-87)
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Book 7, Canto 3 : The Entry into the Inner Countries
“For man thou seekst, not for thyself alone.
Only if God assumes the human mind
And puts on mortal ignorance for his cloak
And makes himself the Dwarf with triple stride,
Can he help man to grow into the God.
As man disguised the cosmic Greatness works
And finds the mystic inaccessible gate
And opens the Immortal’s golden door.
Man, human, follows in God’s human steps.
Accepting his darkness thou must bring to him light,
Accepting his sorrow thou must bring to him bliss.
In Matter’s body find thy heaven-born soul.”

Thursday, September
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Then Savitri surged out of her body’s wall
And stood a little span outside herself
And looked into her subtle being’s depths
And in its heart as in a lotus-bud
Divined her secret and mysterious soul.
At the dim portal of the inner life
That bars out from our depths the body’s mind
And all that lives but by the body’s breath,
She knocked and pressed against the ebony gate.
The living portal groaned with sullen hinge:
Heavily reluctant it complained inert
Against the tyranny of the spirit’s touch.
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A formidable voice cried from within:
“Back, creature of earth, lest tortured and torn thou die.”
A dreadful murmur rose like a dim sea;
The Serpent of the threshold hissing rose,
A fatal guardian hood with monstrous coils,
The hounds of darkness growled with jaws agape,
And trolls and gnomes and goblins scowled and stared
And wild beast roarings thrilled the blood with fear
And menace muttered in a dangerous tongue.
Unshaken her will pressed on the rigid bars:
The gate swung wide with a protesting jar,
The opponent Powers withdrew their dreadful guard;
Her being entered into the inner worlds. (VII.3.488-89)
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A rally without key of common will,
Thought stared at thought and pulled at the taut brain
As if to pluck the reason from its seat
And cast its corpse into life’s wayside drain;
So might forgotten lie in Nature’s mud
Abandoned the slain sentinel of the soul.
So could life’s power shake from it mind’s rule,
Nature renounce the spirit’s government
And the bare elemental energies
Make of the sense a glory of boundless joy,
A splendour of ecstatic anarchy,
A revel mighty and mad of utter bliss. (VII.3.490)
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An inner voice could speak the unreal’s Word;
Its puissance dangerous and absolute
Could mingle poison with the wine of God.
On these high shining backs falsehood could ride;
Truth lay with delight in error’s passionate arms
Gliding downstream in a blithe gilded barge:
She edged her ray with a magnificent lie.
Here in Life’s nether realms all contraries meet;
Truth stares and does her works with bandaged eyes
And Ignorance is Wisdom’s patron here:
Those galloping hooves in their enthusiast speed
Could bear to a dangerous intermediate zone
Where Death walks wearing a robe of deathless Life. (VII.3.494)
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“O Savitri, from thy hidden soul we come.
We are the messengers, the occult gods
Who help men’s drab and heavy ignorant lives
To wake to beauty and the wonder of things
Touching them with glory and divinity;
In evil we light the deathless flame of good
And hold the torch of knowledge on ignorant roads;
We are thy will and all men’s will towards Light.
O human copy and disguise of God
Who seekst the deity thou keepest hid
And livest by the Truth thou hast not known,
Follow the world’s winding highway to its source.
There in the silence few have ever reached,
Thou shalt see the Fire burning on the bare stone
And the deep cavern of thy secret soul.” (VII.3.501)
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Book 7, Canto 4 : The Triple Soul-Forces
“O Savitri, I am thy secret soul.
To share the suffering of the world I came,
I draw my children’s pangs into my breast.
I am the nurse of the dolour beneath the stars;
I am the soul of all who wailing writhe
Under the ruthless harrow of the Gods.
I am woman, nurse and slave and beaten beast;
I tend the hands that gave me cruel blows.
The hearts that spurned my love and zeal I serve;
I am the courted queen, the pampered doll,
I am the giver of the bowl of rice,
I am the worshipped Angel of the House.
I am in all that suffers and that cries. (VII.4.503-04)

Thursday, September
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Within me a blind faith and mercy dwell;
I carry the fire that never can be quenched
And the compassion that supports the suns.
I am the hope that looks towards my God,
My God who never came to me till now;
His voice I hear that ever says ‘I come’:
I know that one day he shall come at last.” (VII.4.505)
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“Madonna of suffering, Mother of grief divine,
Thou art a portion of my soul put forth
To bear the unbearable sorrow of the world.
Because thou art, men yield not to their doom,
But ask for happiness and strive with fate;
Because thou art, the wretched still can hope.
But thine is the power to solace, not to save.
One day I will return, a bringer of strength,
And make thee drink from the Eternal’s cup;
His streams of force shall triumph in thy limbs
And Wisdom’s calm control thy passionate heart.
Thy love shall be the bond of humankind,
Compassion the bright key of Nature’s acts:
Misery shall pass abolished from the earth; (VII.4.507)
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Durga – The Mother of Might*

Here on a boulder carved like a huge throne
A Woman sat in gold and purple sheen,
Armed with the trident and the thunderbolt,
Her feet upon a couchant lion’s back.
A formidable smile curved round her lips,
Heaven-fire laughed in the corners of her eyes;
Her body a mass of courage and heavenly strength,
She menaced the triumph of the nether gods.
A halo of lightnings flamed around her head
And sovereignty, a great cestus, zoned her robe
And majesty and victory sat with her
Guarding in the wide cosmic battlefield
Against the flat equality of Death
And the all-levelling insurgent Night
The hierarchy of the ordered Powers,
The high changeless values, the peaked eminences,
The privileged aristocracy of Truth,
And in the governing Ideal’s sun
The triumvirate of wisdom, love and bliss
And the sole autocracy of the absolute Light.
August on her seat in the inner world of Mind,
The Mother of Might looked down on passing things,
Listened to the advancing tread of Time,
Saw the irresistible wheeling of the suns
And heard the thunder of the march of God.
Amid the swaying Forces in their strife
Sovereign was her word of luminous command,
Her speech like a war-cry rang or a pilgrim chant.
A charm restoring hope in failing hearts
Aspired the harmony of her puissant voice:
“O Savitri, I am thy secret soul.
I have come down into the human world
And the movement watched by an unsleeping Eye
And the dark contrariety of earth’s fate
And the battle of the bright and sombre Powers.
I stand upon earth’s paths of danger and grief
And help the unfortunate and save the doomed.
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To the strong I bring the guerdon of their strength,
To the weak I bring the armour of my force;
To men who long I carry their coveted joy:
I am fortune justifying the great and wise
By the sanction of the plaudits of the crowd,
Then trampling them with the armed heel of fate.
My ear is leaned to the cry of the oppressed,
I topple down the thrones of tyrant kings:
A cry comes from proscribed and hunted lives
Appealing to me against a pitiless world,
A voice of the forsaken and desolate
And the lone prisoner in his dungeon cell.
Men hail in my coming the Almighty’s force
Or praise with thankful tears his saviour Grace.
I smite the Titan who bestrides the world
And slay the ogre in his blood-stained den.
I am Durga, goddess of the proud and strong,
And Lakshmi, queen of the fair and fortunate;
I wear the face of Kali when I kill,
I trample the corpses of the demon hordes.
I am charged by God to do his mighty work,
Uncaring I serve his will who sent me forth,
Reckless of peril and earthly consequence.
I reason not of virtue and of sin
But do the deed he has put into my heart.
I fear not for the angry frown of Heaven,
I flinch not from the red assault of Hell;
I crush the opposition of the gods,
Tread down a million goblin obstacles.
I guide man to the path of the Divine
And guard him from the red Wolf and the Snake.
I set in his mortal hand my heavenly sword
And put on him the breastplate of the gods.
I break the ignorant pride of human mind
And lead the thought to the wideness of the Truth;
I rend man’s narrow and successful life
And force his sorrowful eyes to gaze at the sun
That he may die to earth and live in his soul.
I know the goal, I know the secret route;
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I have studied the map of the invisible worlds;
I am the battle’s head, the journey’s star.
But the great obstinate world resists my Word,
And the crookedness and evil in man’s heart
Is stronger than Reason, profounder than the Pit,
And the malignancy of hostile Powers
Puts craftily back the clock of destiny
And mightier seems than the eternal Will.
The cosmic evil is too deep to unroot,
The cosmic suffering is too vast to heal.
A few I guide who pass me towards the Light;
A few I save, the mass falls back unsaved;
A few I help, the many strive and fail.
But my heart I have hardened and I do my work:
Slowly the light grows greater in the East,
Slowly the world progresses on God’s road.
His seal is on my task, it cannot fail:
I shall hear the silver swing of heaven’s gates
When God comes out to meet the soul of the world.”

(VII.4.508-510)
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“Madonna of might, Mother of works and force,
Thou art a portion of my soul put forth
To help mankind and help the travail of Time.
Because thou art in him, man hopes and dares;
Because thou art, men’s souls can climb the heavens
And walk like gods in the presence of the Supreme.
But without wisdom power is like a wind,
It can breathe upon the heights and kiss the sky,
It cannot build the extreme eternal things.
Thou hast given men strength, wisdom thou couldst not give.
One day I will return, a bringer of light;
Then will I give to thee the mirror of God;
Thou shalt see self and world as by him they are seen
Reflected in the bright pool of thy soul.
Thy wisdom shall be vast as vast thy power.
Then hate shall dwell no more in human hearts,
And fear and weakness shall desert men’s lives,  (VII.4.513-14)
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“Madonna of light, Mother of joy and peace,
Thou art a portion of my self put forth
To raise the spirit to its forgotten heights
And wake the soul by touches of the heavens.
Because thou art, the soul draws near to God;
Because thou art, love grows in spite of hate
And knowledge walks unslain in the pit of Night.
But not by showering heaven’s golden rain
Upon the intellect’s hard and rocky soil
Can the tree of Paradise flower on earthly ground
And the Bird of Paradise sit upon life’s boughs
And the winds of Paradise visit mortal air.
Even if thou rain down intuition’s rays,
The mind of man will think it earth’s own gleam,
His spirit by spiritual ego sink,
Or his soul dream shut in sainthood’s brilliant cell
Where only a bright shadow of God can come.
His hunger for the eternal thou must nurse
And fill his yearning heart with heaven’s fire
And bring God down into his body and life.
One day I will return, His hand in mine,
And thou shalt see the face of the Absolute.
Then shall the holy marriage be achieved,
Then shall the divine family be born.
There shall be light and peace in all the worlds.”

(VII.4.520-21)
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Book 7, Canto 5 : The Finding of the Soul
Onward she passed seeking the soul’s mystic cave.
At first she stepped into a night of God.
The light was quenched that helps the labouring world,
The power that struggles and stumbles in our life;
This inefficient mind gave up its thoughts,
The striving heart its unavailing hopes.
All knowledge failed and the Idea’s forms
And Wisdom screened in awe her lowly head
Feeling a Truth too great for thought or speech,
Formless, ineffable, for ever the same.
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An innocent and holy Ignorance
Adored like one who worships formless God
The unseen Light she could not claim nor own.
In a simple purity of emptiness
Her mind knelt down before the unknowable.
All was abolished save her naked self
And the prostrate yearning of her surrendered heart:
There was no strength in her, no pride of force;
The lofty burning of desire had sunk
Ashamed, a vanity of separate self,
The hope of spiritual greatness fled,
Salvation she asked not nor a heavenly crown:
Humility seemed now too proud a state. (VII.5.522)
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As if an old remembered dream come true,
She recognised in her prophetic mind
The imperishable lustre of that sky,
The tremulous sweetness of that happy air
And, covered from mind’s view and life’s approach,
The mystic cavern in the sacred hill
And knew the dwelling of her secret soul.
As if in some Elysian occult depth,
Truth’s last retreat from thought’s profaning touch,
As if in a rock-temple’s solitude hid,
God’s refuge from an ignorant worshipping world,
It lay withdrawn even from life’s inner sense,
Receding from the entangled heart’s desire.      (VII.5.523)

Thursday, September
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There was no step of breathing men, no sound,
Only the living nearness of the soul.
Yet all the worlds and God himself were there,
For every symbol was a reality
And brought the presence which had given it life.
All this she saw and inly felt and knew
Not by some thought of mind but by the self.
A light not born of sun or moon or fire,
A light that dwelt within and saw within
Shedding an intimate visibility
Made secrecy more revealing than the word:
Our sight and sense are a fallible gaze and touch
And only the spirit’s vision is wholly true. (VII.5.524-25)
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A sealed identity within her woke;
She knew herself the Beloved of the Supreme:
These Gods and Goddesses were he and she:
The Mother was she of Beauty and Delight,
The Word in Brahma’s vast creating clasp,
The World-Puissance on almighty Shiva’s lap,—
The Master and the Mother of all lives
Watching the worlds their twin regard had made,
And Krishna and Radha for ever entwined in bliss,
The Adorer and Adored self-lost and one. (VII.5.525)
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In the last chamber on a golden seat
One sat whose shape no vision could define;
Only one felt the world’s unattainable fount,
A Power of which she was a straying Force,
An invisible Beauty, goal of the world’s desire,
A Sun of which all knowledge is a beam,
A Greatness without whom no life could be.
Thence all departed into silent self,
And all became formless and pure and bare.
Then through a tunnel dug in the last rock
She came out where there shone a deathless sun.
A house was there all made of flame and light
And crossing a wall of doorless living fire
There suddenly she met her secret soul.

A being stood immortal in transience,
Deathless dallying with momentary things,
In whose wide eyes of tranquil happiness
Which pity and sorrow could not abrogate
Infinity turned its gaze on finite shapes:
Observer of the silent steps of the hours,
Eternity upheld the minute’s acts
And the passing scenes of the Everlasting’s play.
In the mystery of its selecting will,
In the Divine Comedy a participant,
The Spirit’s conscious representative,
God’s delegate in our humanity,
Comrade of the universe, the Transcendent’s ray,
She had come into the mortal body’s room
To play at ball with Time and Circumstance.
A joy in the world her master movement here,
The passion of the game lighted her eyes:
A smile on her lips welcomed earth’s bliss and grief,
A laugh was her return to pleasure and pain.
All things she saw as a masquerade of Truth
Disguised in the costumes of Ignorance,
Crossing the years to immortality;
All she could front with the strong spirit’s peace.
But since she knows the toil of mind and life
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As a mother feels and shares her children’s lives,
She puts forth a small portion of herself,
A being no bigger than the thumb of man
Into a hidden region of the heart
To face the pang and to forget the bliss,
To share the suffering and endure earth’s wounds
And labour mid the labour of the stars.
This in us laughs and weeps, suffers the stroke,
Exults in victory, struggles for the crown;
Identified with the mind and body and life,
It takes on itself their anguish and defeat,
Bleeds with Fate’s whips and hangs upon the cross,
Yet is the unwounded and immortal self
Supporting the actor in the human scene.
Through this she sends us her glory and her powers,
Pushes to wisdom’s heights, through misery’s gulfs;
She gives us strength to do our daily task
And sympathy that partakes of others’ grief
And the little strength we have to help our race,
We who must fill the role of the universe
Acting itself out in a slight human shape
And on our shoulders carry the struggling world.
This is in us the godhead small and marred;
In this human portion of divinity
She seats the greatness of the Soul in Time
To uplift from light to light, from power to power,
Till on a heavenly peak it stands, a king.
In body weak, in its heart an invincible might,
It climbs stumbling, held up by an unseen hand,
A toiling spirit in a mortal shape.
Here in this chamber of flame and light they met;
They looked upon each other, knew themselves,
The secret deity and its human part,
The calm immortal and the struggling soul.
Then with a magic transformation’s speed
They rushed into each other and grew one.

Once more she was human upon earthly soil
In the muttering night amid the rain-swept woods
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And the rude cottage where she sat in trance:
That subtle world withdrew deeply within
Behind the sun-veil of the inner sight.
But now the half-opened lotus bud of her heart
Had bloomed and stood disclosed to the earthly ray;
In an image shone revealed her secret soul.
There was no wall severing the soul and mind,
No mystic fence guarding from the claims of life.
In its deep lotus home her being sat
As if on concentration’s marble seat,
Calling the mighty Mother of the worlds
To make this earthly tenement her house.
As in a flash from a supernal light,
A living image of the original Power,
A face, a form came down into her heart
And made of it its temple and pure abode.
But when its feet had touched the quivering bloom,
A mighty movement rocked the inner space
As if a world were shaken and found its soul:
Out of the Inconscient’s soulless mindless night
A flaming Serpent rose released from sleep.
It rose billowing its coils and stood erect
And climbing mightily, stormily on its way
It touched her centres with its flaming mouth;
As if a fiery kiss had broken their sleep,
They bloomed and laughed surcharged with light and bliss.
Then at the crown it joined the Eternal’s space.
In the flower of the head, in the flower of Matter’s base,
In each divine stronghold and Nature-knot
It held together the mystic stream which joins
The viewless summits with the unseen depths,
The string of forts that make the frail defence
Safeguarding us against the enormous world,
Our lines of self-expression in its Vast.
An image sat of the original Power
Wearing the mighty Mother’s form and face.
Armed, bearer of the weapon and the sign
Whose occult might no magic can imitate,
Manifold yet one she sat, a guardian force:
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A saviour gesture stretched her lifted arm,
And symbol of some native cosmic strength,
A sacred beast lay prone below her feet,
A silent flame-eyed mass of living force.
All underwent a high celestial change:
Breaking the black Inconscient’s blind mute wall,
Effacing the circles of the Ignorance,
Powers and divinities burst flaming forth;
Each part of the being trembling with delight
Lay overwhelmed with tides of happiness
And saw her hand in every circumstance
And felt her touch in every limb and cell.
In the country of the lotus of the head
Which thinking mind has made its busy space,
In the castle of the lotus twixt the brows
Whence it shoots the arrows of its sight and will,
In the passage of the lotus of the throat
Where speech must rise and the expressing mind
And the heart’s impulse run towards word and act,
A glad uplift and a new working came.
The immortal’s thoughts displaced our bounded view,
The immortal’s thoughts earth’s drab idea and sense;
All things now bore a deeper heavenlier sense.
A glad clear harmony marked their truth’s outline,
Reset the balance and measures of the world.
Each shape showed its occult design, unveiled
God’s meaning in it for which it was made
And the vivid splendour of his artist thought.
A channel of the mighty Mother’s choice,
The immortal’s will took into its calm control
Our blind or erring government of life;
A loose republic once of wants and needs,
Then bowed to the uncertain sovereign mind,
Life now obeyed to a diviner rule
And every act became an act of God.

(VII.5.525-29)
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In the kingdom of the lotus of the heart
Love chanting its pure hymeneal hymn
Made life and body mirrors of sacred joy
And all the emotions gave themselves to God.
In the navel lotus’ broad imperial range
Its proud ambitions and its master lusts
Were tamed into instruments of a great calm sway
To do a work of God on earthly soil.
In the narrow nether centre’s petty parts
Its childish game of daily dwarf desires
Was changed into a sweet and boisterous play,
A romp of little gods with life in Time.
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In the deep place where once the Serpent slept,
There came a grip on Matter’s giant powers
For large utilities in life’s little space;
A firm ground was made for Heaven’s descending might.
Behind all reigned her sovereign deathless soul:
Casting aside its veil of Ignorance,
Allied to gods and cosmic beings and powers
It built the harmony of its human state;
Surrendered into the great World-Mother’s hands
Only she obeyed her sole supreme behest
In the enigma of the Inconscient’s world.
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A secret soul behind supporting all
Is master and witness of our ignorant life,
Admits the Person’s look and Nature’s role.
But once the hidden doors are flung apart
Then the veiled king steps out in Nature’s front;
A Light comes down into the Ignorance,
Its heavy painful knot loosens its grasp:
The mind becomes a mastered instrument
And life a hue and figure of the soul.
All happily grows towards knowledge and towards bliss. (VII.5.529-30)
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An inner law of beauty shapes our lives;
Our words become the natural speech of Truth,
Each thought is a ripple on a sea of Light.
Then sin and virtue leave the cosmic lists;
They struggle no more in our delivered hearts:
Our acts chime with God’s simple natural good
Or serve the rule of a supernal Right.
All moods unlovely, evil and untrue
Forsake their stations in fierce disarray
And hide their shame in the subconscient’s dusk. (VII.5.530-31)
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In the slow process of the evolving spirit,
In the brief stade between a death and birth
A first perfection’s stage is reached at last;
Out of the wood and stone of our nature’s stuff
A temple is shaped where the high gods could live.
Even if the struggling world is left outside
One man’s perfection still can save the world.
There is won a new proximity to the skies,
A first betrothal of the Earth to Heaven,
A deep concordat between Truth and Life:
A camp of God is pitched in human time. (VII.5.531)
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Book 7, Canto 6 : Nirvana and the Discovery of the All-Negating Absolute
And Savitri’s life was glad, fulfilled like earth’s;
She had found herself, she knew her being’s aim.
Although her kingdom of marvellous change within
Remained unspoken in her secret breast,
All that lived round her felt its magic’s charm:
The trees’ rustling voices told it to the winds,
Flowers spoke in ardent hues an unknown joy,
The birds’ carolling became a canticle,
The beasts forgot their strife and lived at ease.
Absorbed in wide communion with the Unseen
The mild ascetics of the wood received
A sudden greatening of their lonely muse.
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This bright perfection of her inner state
Poured overflowing into her outward scene,
Made beautiful dull common natural things
And action wonderful and time divine.
Even the smallest meanest work became
A sweet or glad and glorious sacrament,
An offering to the self of the great world
Or a service to the One in each and all.
A light invaded all from her being’s light;
Her heart-beats’ dance communicated bliss:
Happiness grew happier, shared with her, by her touch
And grief some solace found when she drew near. (VII.6.532-33)
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An abyss yawned suddenly beneath her heart.
A vast and nameless fear dragged at her nerves
As drags a wild beast its half-slaughtered prey;
It seemed to have no den from which it sprang:
It was not hers, but hid its unseen cause.
Then rushing came its vast and fearful Fount.
A formless Dread with shapeless endless wings
Filling the universe with its dangerous breath,
A denser darkness than the Night could bear,
Enveloped the heavens and possessed the earth.  (VII.6.534)
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I have created all, all I devour;
I am Death and the dark terrible Mother of life,
I am Kali black and naked in the world,
I am Maya and the universe is my cheat.
I lay waste human happiness with my breath
And slay the will to live, the joy to be
That all may pass back into nothingness
And only abide the eternal and absolute.
For only the blank Eternal can be true.
All else is shadow and flash in Mind’s bright glass,  (VII.6.535)
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The cry of the Abyss drew Heaven’s reply,
A might of storm chased by the might of the Sun.
“O soul, bare not thy kingdom to the foe;
Consent to hide thy royalty of bliss
Lest Time and Fate find out its avenues
And beat with thunderous knock upon thy gates.
Hide whilst thou canst thy treasure of separate self
Behind the luminous rampart of thy depths
Till of a vaster empire it grows part.
But not for self alone the Self is won:
Content abide not with one conquered realm;
Adventure all to make the whole world thine,
To break into greater kingdoms turn thy force.
Fear not to be nothing that thou mayst be all;
Assent to the emptiness of the Supreme
That all in thee may reach its absolute. (VII.6.536)
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Our tasks are given, we are but instruments;
Nothing is all our own that we create:
The Power that acts in us is not our force.
The genius too receives from some high fount
Concealed in a supernal secrecy
The work that gives him an immortal name.
The word, the form, the charm, the glory and grace
Are missioned sparks from a stupendous Fire;
A sample from the laboratory of God
Of which he holds the patent upon earth,
Comes to him wrapped in golden coverings;
He listens for Inspiration’s postman knock
And takes delivery of the priceless gift
A little spoilt by the receiver mind
Or mixed with the manufacture of his brain;
When least defaced, then is it most divine. (VII.6.542)
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Vain was the provocation of events;
Nothing within answered an outside touch,
No nerve was stirred and no reaction rose.
Yet still her body saw and moved and spoke;
It understood without the aid of thought,
It said whatever needed to be said,
It did whatever needed to be done.
There was no person there behind the act, (VII.6.545)
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A formless liberation came on her.
Once sepulchred alive in brain and flesh
She had risen up from body, mind and life;
She was no more a Person in a world,
She had escaped into infinity.
What once had been herself had disappeared;
There was no frame of things, no figure of soul.
A refugee from the domain of sense,
Evading the necessity of thought,
Delivered from Knowledge and from Ignorance
And rescued from the true and the untrue,
She shared the Superconscient’s high retreat
Beyond the self-born Word, the nude Idea, (VII.6.548)
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She was a point in the unknowable.
Only some last annulment now remained,
Annihilation’s vague indefinable step:
A memory of being still was there
And kept her separate from nothingness:
She was in That but still became not That.
This shadow of herself so close to nought
Could be again self ’s point d’appui to live,
Return out of the Inconceivable
And be what some mysterious vast might choose.  (VII.6.549)
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Book 7, Canto 7 : The Discovery of the Cosmic Spirit
and the Cosmic Consciousness
A voice began to speak from her own heart
That was not hers, yet mastered thought and sense.
As it spoke all changed within her and without;
All was, all lived; she felt all being one;
The world of unreality ceased to be:
There was no more a universe built by mind,
Convicted as a structure or a sign;
A spirit, a being saw created things
And cast itself into unnumbered forms
And was what it saw and made; all now became
An evidence of one stupendous truth,
A Truth in which negation had no place,
A being and a living consciousness,
A stark and absolute Reality. (VII.7.554-55)
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It was her self, it was the self of all,
It was the reality of existing things,
It was the consciousness of all that lived
And felt and saw; it was Timelessness and Time,
It was the Bliss of formlessness and form.
It was all Love and the one Beloved’s arms,
It was sight and thought in one all-seeing Mind,
It was joy of Being on the peaks of God.
She passed beyond Time into eternity,
Slipped out of space and became the Infinite;
Her being rose into unreachable heights
And found no end of its journey in the Self.
It plunged into the unfathomable deeps
And found no end to the silent mystery
That held all world within one lonely breast,
Yet harboured all creation’s multitudes. (VII.7.555)
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An individual, one with cosmic self
In the heart of the Transcendent’s miracle
And the secret of World-personality
Was the creator and the lord of all.
Mind was a single innumerable look
Upon himself and all that he became.
Life was his drama and the Vast a stage,
The universe was his body, God its soul.
All was one single immense reality,
All its innumerable phenomenon.
Her spirit saw the world as living God;
It saw the One and knew that all was He. (VII.7.556)
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She was thought and the passion of the world’s heart,
She was the godhead hid in the heart of man,
She was the climbing of his soul to God.
The cosmos flowered in her, she was its bed.
She was Time and the dreams of God in Time;
She was Space and the wideness of his days.
From this she rose where Time and Space were not;
The superconscient was her native air,
Infinity was her movement’s natural space;
Eternity looked out from her on Time. (VII.7.557)
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Book 8, Canto 3: Death in the Forest
He cried out in a clinging last despair,
“Savitri, Savitri, O Savitri,
Lean down, my soul, and kiss me while I die.”
And even as her pallid lips pressed his,
His failed, losing last sweetness of response;
His cheek pressed down her golden arm. She sought
His mouth still with her living mouth, as if
She could persuade his soul back with her kiss;
Then grew aware they were no more alone.
Something had come there conscious, vast and dire.
Near her she felt a silent shade immense
Chilling the noon with darkness for its back.   (VIII.3.565)
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She knew that visible Death was standing there
And Satyavan had passed from her embrace.(VIII.3.566)
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Book 9, Canto 1 : Towards the Black Void
Then suddenly there came on her the change
Which in tremendous moments of our lives
Can overtake sometimes the human soul
And hold it up towards its luminous source.
The veil is torn, the thinker is no more:
Only the spirit sees and all is known.    (IX.1.571)
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All in her mated with that mighty hour,
As if the last remnant had been slain by Death
Of the humanity that once was hers.
Assuming a spiritual wide control,
Making life's sea a mirror of heaven's sky,
The young divinity in her earthly limbs
Filled with celestial strength her mortal part.
Over was the haunted pain, the rending fear:
Her grief had passed away, her mind was still,
Her heart beat quietly with a sovereign force.
There came a freedom from the heart-strings' clutch,
Now all her acts sprang from a godhead's calm. (IX.1.573)
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She raised her noble head; fronting her gaze
Something stood there, unearthly, sombre, grand,
A limitless denial of all being
That wore the terror and wonder of a shape.
In its appalling eyes the tenebrous Form
Bore the deep pity of destroying gods;
A sorrowful irony curved the dreadful lips
That speak the word of doom. Eternal Night
In the dire beauty of an immortal face
Pitying arose, receiving all that lives
For ever into its fathomless heart, refuge
Of creatures from their anguish and world-pain. (IX.1.574)
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Luminous he moved away; behind him Death
Went slowly with his noiseless tread, as seen
In dream-built fields a shadowy herdsman glides
Behind some wanderer from his voiceless herds,
And Savitri moved behind eternal Death,
Her mortal pace was equalled with the god's.
Wordless she travelled in her lover's steps,
Planting her human feet where his had trod,
Into the perilous silences beyond.  (IX.1.577)
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Turning arrested luminous Satyavan
Looked back with his wonderful eyes at Savitri.
But Death pealed forth his vast abysmal cry:
“O mortal, turn back to thy transient kind;
Aspire not to accompany Death to his home,
As if thy breath could live where Time must die.
Think not thy mind-born passion strength from heaven
To uplift thy spirit from its earthly base
And, breaking out from the material cage,
To upbuoy thy feet of dream in groundless Nought
And bear thee through the pathless infinite.
Only in human limits man lives safe. (IX.1.580)
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The Woman answered not. Her high nude soul,
Stripped of the girdle of mortality,
Against fixed destiny and the grooves of law
Stood up in its sheer will a primal force.
Still like a statue on its pedestal,
Lone in the silence and to vastness bared,
Against midnight's dumb abysses piled in front
A columned shaft of fire and light she rose.(IX.1.581)
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Book 9, Canto 2 : The Journey in Eternal Night
and the Voice of the Darkness
But still the light prevailed and still it grew,
And Savitri to her lost self awoke;
Her limbs refused the cold embrace of death,
Her heart-beats triumphed in the grasp of pain;
Her soul persisted claiming for its joy
The soul of the beloved now seen no more.
Before her in the stillness of the world
Once more she heard the treading of a god,
And out of the dumb darkness Satyavan,
Her husband, grew into a luminous shade. (IX.2.585)
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Return to thy body’s shell, thy tie to earth,
And with thy heart’s little remnants try to live.
Hope not to win back to thee Satyavan.
Yet since thy strength deserves no trivial crown,
Gifts I can give to soothe thy wounded life.
The pacts which transient beings make with fate,
And the wayside sweetness earth-bound hearts would pluck,
These if thy will accepts make freely thine.
Choose a life’s hopes for thy deceiving prize.”  (IX.2.587-88)
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“I bow not to thee, O huge mask of death,
Black lie of night to the cowed soul of man,
Unreal, inescapable end of things,
Thou grim jest played with the immortal spirit.
Conscious of immortality I walk.
A victor spirit conscious of my force,
Not as a suppliant to thy gates I came:
Unslain I have survived the clutch of Night.
My first strong grief moves not my seated mind;
My unwept tears have turned to pearls of strength:
I have transformed my ill-shaped brittle clay
Into the hardness of a statued soul. (IX.2.588)
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First I demand whatever Satyavan,
My husband, waking in the forest’s charm
Out of his long pure childhood’s lonely dreams,
Desired and had not for his beautiful life.
Give, if thou must, or, if thou canst, refuse.”
Death bowed his head in scornful cold assent,
The builder of this dreamlike earth for man
Who has mocked with vanity all gifts he gave.
Uplifting his disastrous voice he spoke:
“Indulgent to the dreams my touch shall break,
I yield to his blind father’s longing heart
Kingdom and power and friends and greatness lost
And royal trappings for his peaceful age,
The pallid pomps of man’s declining days,
The silvered decadent glories of life’s fall.   (IX.2.589)
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“World-spirit, I was thy equal spirit born.
My will too is a law, my strength a god.
I am immortal in my mortality.
I tremble not before the immobile gaze
Of the unchanging marble hierarchies
That look with the stone eyes of Law and Fate.
My soul can meet them with its living fire.
Out of thy shadow give me back again
Into earth’s flowering spaces Satyavan
In the sweet transiency of human limbs
To do with him my spirit’s burning will. (IX.2.589-90)
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Book 10, Canto 1 : The Dream Twilight of the Ideal
All here is a mystery of contraries:
Darkness a magic of self-hidden Light,
Suffering some secret rapture’s tragic mask
And death an instrument of perpetual life.
Although Death walks beside us on Life’s road,
A dim bystander at the body’s start
And a last judgment on man’s futile works,
Other is the riddle of its ambiguous face:
Death is a stair, a door, a stumbling stride
The soul must take to cross from birth to birth,
A grey defeat pregnant with victory,
A whip to lash us towards our deathless state.   (X.1.600)
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Book 10, Canto 2 : The Gospel of Death and Vanity of the Ideal
“A dangerous music now thou findst, O Death,
Melting thy speech into harmonious pain,
And flut’st alluringly to tired hopes
Thy falsehoods mingled with sad strains of truth.
But I forbid thy voice to slay my soul.
My love is not a hunger of the heart,
My love is not a craving of the flesh;
It came to me from God, to God returns.
Even in all that life and man have marred,
A whisper of divinity still is heard,    (X.2.612)
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One day I shall behold my great sweet world
Put off the dire disguises of the gods,
Unveil from terror and disrobe from sin.
Appeased we shall draw near our mother’s face,
We shall cast our candid souls upon her lap;
Then shall we clasp the ecstasy we chase,
Then shall we shudder with the long-sought god,
Then shall we find Heaven’s unexpected strain.
Not only is there hope for godheads pure;
The violent and darkened deities
Leaped down from the one breast in rage to find
What the white gods had missed: they too are safe;
A mother’s eyes are on them and her arms
Stretched out in love desire her rebel sons.  (X.2.613)
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If there is a yet happier greater god,
Let him first wear the face of Satyavan
And let his soul be one with him I love;
So let him seek me that I may desire.
For only one heart beats within my breast
And one god sits there throned. Advance, O Death,
Beyond the phantom beauty of this world;
For of its citizens I am not one.
I cherish God the Fire, not God the Dream.”
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But Death once more inflicted on her heart
The majesty of his calm and dreadful voice:
“A bright hallucination are thy thoughts.
A prisoner haled by a spiritual cord,
Of thy own sensuous will the ardent slave,
Thou sendest eagle-poised to meet the sun
Words winged with the red splendour of thy heart.
But knowledge dwells not in the passionate heart;
The heart’s words fall back unheard from Wisdom’s throne.
Vain is thy longing to build heaven on earth.      (X.2.614-15)
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Book 10, Canto 3 : The Debate of Love and Death
“O dark-browed sophist of the universe
Who veilst the Real with its own Idea,
Hiding with brute objects Nature’s living face,
Masking eternity with thy dance of death,
Thou hast woven the ignorant mind into a screen
And made of Thought error’s purveyor and scribe,
And a false witness of mind’s servant sense.
An aesthete of the sorrow of the world,
Champion of a harsh and sad philosophy
Thou hast used words to shutter out the Light
And called in Truth to vindicate a lie.
A lying reality is falsehood’s crown
And a perverted truth her richest gem.
O Death, thou speakest truth but truth that slays,
I answer to thee with the Truth that saves.  (X.2.621)
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“O Death, thou lookst on an unfinished world
Assailed by thee and of its road unsure,
Peopled by imperfect minds and ignorant lives,
And sayest God is not and all is vain.
How shall the child already be the man?
Because he is infant, shall he never grow?
Because he is ignorant, shall he never learn?
In a small fragile seed a great tree lurks,
In a tiny gene a thinking being is shut;
A little element in a little sperm,
It grows and is a conqueror and a sage.
Then wilt thou spew out, Death, God’s mystic truth,
Deny the occult spiritual miracle?
Still wilt thou say there is no spirit, no God?      (X.2.623)
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He has built a world in the unknowing Void.
His forms he has massed from infinitesimal dust;
His marvels are built from insignificant things.
If mind is crippled, life untaught and crude,
If brutal masks are there and evil acts,
They are incidents of his vast and varied plot,
His great and dangerous drama’s needed steps;
He makes with these and all his passion-play,
A play and yet no play but the deep scheme
Of a transcendent Wisdom finding ways
To meet her Lord in the shadow and the Night:    (X.3.624)
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Immortality assured itself by death;
The Eternal’s face was seen through drifts of Time.
His knowledge he disguised as Ignorance,
His Good he sowed in Evil’s monstrous bed,
Made error a door by which Truth could enter in,
His plant of bliss watered with Sorrow’s tears.
A thousand aspects point back to the One;
A dual Nature covered the Unique.
In this meeting of the Eternal’s mingling masques,
This tangle-dance of passionate contraries
Locking like lovers in a forbidden embrace
The quarrel of their lost identity,
Through this wrestle and wrangle of the extremes of Power
Earth’s million roads struggled towards deity.
All stumbled on behind a stumbling Guide,
Yet every stumble is a needed pace
On unknown routes to an unknowable goal.      (X.3.625)



( 361)

1 81 81 81 81 8Friday, November ekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] r`rh;kekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] r`rh;kekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] r`rh;kekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] r`rh;kekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] r`rh;k

Our lives are God’s messengers beneath the stars;
To dwell under death’s shadow they have come
Tempting God’s light to earth for the ignorant race,
His love to fill the hollow in men’s hearts,
His bliss to heal the unhappiness of the world.
For I, the woman, am the force of God,
He the Eternal’s delegate soul in man.
My will is greater than thy law, O Death;
My love is stronger than the bonds of Fate:
Our love is the heavenly seal of the Supreme.
I guard that seal against thy rending hands.
Love must not cease to live upon the earth;
For Love is the bright link twixt earth and heaven,
Love is the far Transcendent’s angel here;
Love is man’s lien on the Absolute.”       (X.3.633)
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“O priestess in Imagination’s house,
Persuade first Nature’s fixed immutable laws
And make the impossible thy daily work.
How canst thou force to wed two eternal foes?
Irreconcilable in their embrace
They cancel the glory of their pure extremes:
An unhappy wedlock maims their stunted force.
How shall thy will make one the true and false?
Where Matter is all, there Spirit is a dream:
If all are the Spirit, Matter is a lie,
And who was the liar who forged the universe?
The Real with the unreal cannot mate.
He who would turn to God, must leave the world;
He who would live in the Spirit, must give up life;
He who has met the Self, renounces self.  (X.3.635)
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“If the eyes of Darkness can look straight at Truth,
Look in my heart and, knowing what I am,
Give what thou wilt or what thou must, O Death.
Nothing I claim but Satyavan alone.”
There was a hush as if of doubtful fates.
As one disdainful still who yields a point
Death bowed his sovereign head in cold assent:
“I give to thee, saved from death and poignant fate
Whatever once the living Satyavan
Desired in his heart for Savitri.
Bright noons I give thee and unwounded dawns,
Daughters of thy own shape in heart and mind,
Fair hero sons and sweetness undisturbed
Of union with thy husband dear and true.  (X.3.636-37)
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Book 10, Canto 4 : The Dream Twilight of the Earthly Real
All things the past has made and slain were there,
Its lost forgotten forms that once had lived,
And all the present loves as new-revealed
And all the hopes the future brings had failed
Already, caught and spent in efforts vain,
Repeated fruitlessly age after age.
Unwearied all returned insisting still
Because of joy in the anguish of pursuit
And joy to labour and to win and lose
And joy to create and keep and joy to kill.
The rolling cycles passed and came again,
Brought the same toils and the same barren end,
Forms ever new and ever old, the long
Appalling revolutions of the world.  (X.4.643)
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Hope not to call God down into his life.
How shalt thou bring the Everlasting here?
There is no house for him in hurrying Time.
Vainly thou seekst in Matter’s world an aim;
No aim is there, only a will to be.
All walk by Nature bound for ever the same.
Look on these forms that stay awhile and pass,
These lives that long and strive, then are no more,
These structures that have no abiding truth,
The saviour creeds that cannot save themselves,
But perish in the strangling hands of the years,
Discarded from man’s thought, proved false by Time,
Philosophies that strip all problems bare
But nothing ever have solved since earth began,   (X.4.644)
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The world is a spiritual paradox
Invented by a need in the Unseen,
A poor translation to the creature’s sense
Of That which for ever exceeds idea and speech,
A symbol of what can never be symbolised,
A language mispronounced, misspelt, yet true.     (X.4.648)
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Eternal truth lives not with mortal men.
Or if she dwells within thy mortal heart,
Show me the body of the living Truth
Or draw for me the outline of her face
That I too may obey and worship her.
Then will I give thee back thy Satyavan.
But here are only facts and steel-bound Law.
This truth I know that Satyavan is dead
And even thy sweetness cannot lure him back.
No magic Truth can bring the dead to life,
No power of earth cancel the thing once done,
No joy of the heart can last surviving death,
No bliss persuade the past to live again.
But Life alone can solace the mute Void
And fill with thought the emptiness of Time.
Leave then thy dead, O Savitri, and live.”
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The Woman answered to the mighty Shade,
And as she spoke, mortality disappeared;
Her Goddess self grew visible in her eyes,
Light came, a dream of heaven, into her face.
“O Death, thou too art God and yet not He,
But only his own black shadow on his path
As leaving the Night he takes the upward Way
And drags with him its clinging inconscient Force.
Of God unconscious thou art the dark head,
Of his Ignorance thou art the impenitent sign,
Of its vast tenebrous womb the natural child,
On his immortality the sinister bar.
All contraries are aspects of God’s face.  (X.4.655-56)
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His being is a mystery beyond mind,
His ways bewilder mortal ignorance;
The finite in its little sections parked,
Amazed, credits not God’s audacity
Who dares to be the unimagined All
And see and act as might one Infinite.
Against human reason this is his offence,
Being known to be for ever unknowable,
To be all and yet transcend the mystic whole,
Absolute, to lodge in a relative world of Time,
Eternal and all-knowing, to suffer birth,
Omnipotent, to sport with Chance and Fate,
Spirit, yet to be Matter and the Void,
Illimitable, beyond form or name,
To dwell within a body, one and supreme
To be animal and human and divine:
A still deep sea, he laughs in rolling waves;
Universal, he is all,—transcendent, none.
To man’s righteousness this is his cosmic crime,
Almighty beyond good and evil to dwell
Leaving the good to their fate in a wicked world
And evil to reign in this enormous scene.
All opposition seems and strife and chance,
An aimless labour with but scanty sense,
To eyes that see a part and miss the whole;
The surface men scan, the depths refuse their search:
A hybrid mystery challenges the view,
Or a discouraging sordid miracle.
Yet in the exact Inconscient’s stark conceit,
In the casual error of the world’s ignorance
A plan, a hidden Intelligence is glimpsed.
There is a purpose in each stumble and fall;
Nature’s most careless lolling is a pose
Preparing some forward step, some deep result.
Ingenious notes plugged into a motived score,
These million discords dot the harmonious theme
Of the evolution’s huge orchestral dance.

 (X.4.657-58)
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Then Death the last time answered Savitri:
“If Truth supreme transcends her shadow here
Severed by Knowledge and the climbing vasts,
What bridge can cross the gulf that she has left
Between her and the dream-world she has made?
Or who could hope to bring her down to men
And persuade to tread the harsh globe with wounded feet
Leaving her unapproachable glory and bliss,
Wasting her splendour on pale earthly air?
Is thine that strength, O beauty of mortal limbs,
O soul who flutterest to escape my net?
Who then art thou hiding in human guise?
Thy voice carries the sound of infinity,
Knowledge is with thee, Truth speaks through thy words;
The light of things beyond shines in thy eyes.
But where is thy strength to conquer Time and Death?  (X.4.663-64)
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And Savitri looked on Death and answered not.
Almost it seemed as if in his symbol shape
The world’s darkness had consented to Heaven-light
And God needed no more the Inconscient’s screen.
A mighty transformation came on her.
A halo of the indwelling Deity,
The Immortal’s lustre that had lit her face
And tented its radiance in her body’s house,
Overflowing made the air a luminous sea.
In a flaming moment of apocalypse
The Incarnation thrust aside its veil.
A little figure in infinity
Yet stood and seemed the Eternal’s very house,
As if the world’s centre was her very soul
And all wide space was but its outer robe.  (X.4.664-65)
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“I hail thee, almighty and victorious Death,
Thou grandiose Darkness of the Infinite.
O Void that makest room for all to be,
Hunger that gnawest at the universe
Consuming the cold remnants of the suns
And eatst the whole world with thy jaws of fire,
Waster of the energy that has made the stars,
Inconscience, carrier of the seeds of thought,
Nescience in which All-Knowledge sleeps entombed
And slowly emerges in its hollow breast
Wearing the mind’s mask of bright Ignorance.
Thou art my shadow and my instrument.
I have given thee thy awful shape of dread
And thy sharp sword of terror and grief and pain
To force the soul of man to struggle for light
On the brevity of his half-conscious days.
Thou art his spur to greatness in his works,
The whip to his yearning for eternal bliss,
His poignant need of immortality.
Live, Death, awhile, be still my instrument.
One day man too shall know thy fathomless heart
Of silence and the brooding peace of Night
And grave obedience to eternal Law
And the calm inflexible pity in thy gaze.
But now, O timeless Mightiness, stand aside
And leave the path of my incarnate Force.
Relieve the radiant God from thy black mask:
Release the soul of the world called Satyavan
Freed from thy clutch of pain and ignorance
That he may stand master of life and fate,
Man’s representative in the house of God,
The mate of Wisdom and the spouse of Light,
The eternal bridegroom of the eternal bride.”
She spoke; Death unconvinced resisted still,
Although he knew refusing still to know,
Although he saw refusing still to see.
Unshakable he stood claiming his right.
His spirit bowed; his will obeyed the law
Of its own nature binding even on Gods.
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The Two opposed each other face to face.
His being like a huge fort of darkness towered;
Around it her light grew, an ocean’s siege.
Awhile the Shade survived defying heaven:
Assailing in front, oppressing from above,
A concrete mass of conscious power, he bore
The tyranny of her divine desire.
A pressure of intolerable force
Weighed on his unbowed head and stubborn breast;
Light like a burning tongue licked up his thoughts,
Light was a luminous torture in his heart,
Light coursed, a splendid agony, through his nerves;
His darkness muttered perishing in her blaze.
Her mastering Word commanded every limb
And left no room for his enormous will
That seemed pushed out into some helpless space
And could no more re-enter but left him void.
He called to Night but she fell shuddering back,
He called to Hell but sullenly it retired:
He turned to the Inconscient for support,
From which he was born, his vast sustaining self;
It drew him back towards boundless vacancy
As if by himself to swallow up himself:
He called to his strength, but it refused his call.
His body was eaten by light, his spirit devoured.
At last he knew defeat inevitable
And left crumbling the shape that he had worn,
Abandoning hope to make man’s soul his prey
And force to be mortal the immortal spirit.
Afar he fled shunning her dreaded touch
And refuge took in the retreating Night.
In the dream twilight of that symbol world
The dire universal Shadow disappeared
Vanishing into the Void from which it came.
As if deprived of its original cause,
The twilight realm passed fading from their souls,
And Satyavan and Savitri were alone.
But neither stirred: between those figures rose
A mute invisible and translucent wall.  (X.4.666-68)



( 374)

ekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khekxZ’kh”kZ Ñ”.k] prqnZ’kh3 03 03 03 03 0

Book 11, Canto 1 : The Eternal Day : The Soul’s Choice
and the Supreme Consummation
One whom her soul had faced as Death and Night
A sum of all sweetness gathered into his limbs
And blinded her heart to the beauty of the suns.
Transfigured was the formidable shape.
His darkness and his sad destroying might
Abolishing for ever and disclosing
The mystery of his high and violent deeds,
A secret splendour rose revealed to sight
Where once the vast embodied Void had stood.
Night the dim mask had grown a wonderful face. (XI.1.678-79)
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A marvellous form responded to her gaze
Whose sweetness justified life’s blindest pain;
All Nature’s struggle was its easy price,
The universe and its agony seemed worth while. (XI.1.679)
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Ascend, O soul, into thy blissful home.
Here in the playground of the eternal Child
Or in domains the wise Immortals tread
Roam with thy comrade splendour under skies
Spiritual lit by an unsetting sun,
As godheads live who care not for the world
And share not in the toil of Nature’s powers:
Absorbed in their self-ecstasy they dwell.
Cast off the ambiguous myth of earth’s desire,
O immortal, to felicity arise.”  (XI.1.685)
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“O besetter of man’s soul with life and death
And the world’s pleasure and pain and Day and Night,
Tempting his heart with the far lure of heaven,
Testing his strength with the close touch of hell,
I climb not to thy everlasting Day,
Even as I have shunned thy eternal Night.
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To me who turn not from thy terrestrial Way,
Give back the other self my nature asks.
Thy spaces need him not to help their joy;
Earth needs his beautiful spirit made by thee
To fling delight down like a net of gold.
Earth is the chosen place of mightiest souls;
Earth is the heroic spirit’s battlefield,
The forge where the Archmason shapes his works.
Thy servitudes on earth are greater, King,
Than all the glorious liberties of heaven. (XI.1.685-86)
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In me the spirit of immortal love
Stretches its arms out to embrace mankind.
Too far thy heavens for me from suffering men.
Imperfect is the joy not shared by all.
O to spread forth, O to encircle and seize
More hearts till love in us has filled thy world!
O life, the life beneath the wheeling stars!
For victory in the tournament with death,
For bending of the fierce and difficult bow,
For flashing of the splendid sword of God!
O thou who soundst the trumpet in the lists,
Part not the handle from the untried steel,
Take not the warrior with his blow unstruck.     (XI.1.686-87)
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I know that I can lift man’s soul to God,
I know that he can bring the Immortal down.
Our will labours permitted by thy will
And without thee an empty roar of storm,
A senseless whirlwind is the Titan’s force
And without thee a snare the strength of gods.
Let not the inconscient gulf swallow man’s race
That through earth’s ignorance struggles towards thy Light.
O Thunderer with the lightnings of the soul,
Give not to darkness and to death thy sun,
Achieve thy wisdom’s hidden firm decree
And the mandate of thy secret world-wide love.”  (XI.1.687)

Wednesday, December
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Then with a smile august as noonday heavens
The godhead of the vision wonderful:
“How shall earth-nature and man’s nature rise
To the celestial levels, yet earth abide?
Heaven and earth towards each other gaze
Across a gulf that few can cross, none touch,
Arriving through a vague ethereal mist
Out of which all things form that move in space,
The shore that all can see but never reach. (XI.1.688)
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Above her little finite steps she feels,
Careless of knot or pause, worlds which weave out
A strange perfection beyond law and rule,
A universe of self-found felicity,
An inexpressible rhythm of timeless beats,
The many-movemented heart-beats of the One,
Magic of the boundless harmonies of self,
Order of the freedom of the infinite,
The wonder-plastics of the Absolute.
There is the All-Truth and there the timeless bliss.
But hers are fragments of a star-lost gleam,
Hers are but careless visits of the gods.
They are a Light that fails, a Word soon hushed
And nothing they mean can stay for long on earth. (XI.1.688-89)
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The doors of light are sealed to common mind
And earth’s needs nail to earth the human mass,
Only in an uplifting hour of stress
Men answer to the touch of greater things:
Or, raised by some strong hand to breathe heaven-air,
They slide back to the mud from which they climbed;
In the mud of which they are made, whose law they know
They joy in safe return to a friendly base,
And, though something in them weeps for glory lost
And greatness murdered, they accept their fall.
To be the common man they think the best,
To live as others live is their delight.
For most are built on Nature’s early plan
And owe small debt to a superior plane; (XI.1.689)
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In the long ever-mounting hierarchy,
In the stark economy of cosmic life
Each creature to its appointed task and place
Is bound by his nature’s form, his spirit’s force.
If this were easily disturbed, it would break
The settled balance of created things;
The perpetual order of the universe
Would tremble, and a gap yawn in woven Fate.
If men were not and all were brilliant gods,
The mediating stair would then be lost
By which the spirit awake in Matter winds
Accepting the circuits of the middle Way,
By heavy toil and slow aeonic steps
Reaching the bright miraculous fringe of God,
Into the glory of the Oversoul. (XI.1.689-90)
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He is barred out from his own inner depths;
He cannot look on the face of the Unknown.
How shall he see with the Omniscient’s eyes,
How shall he will with the Omnipotent’s force?
O too compassionate and eager Dawn,
Leave to the circling aeons’ tardy pace
And to the working of the inconscient Will,
Leave to its imperfect light the earthly race:
All shall be done by the long act of Time. (XI.1.690-91)
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For ever rescued out of Nature’s shapes
Discover what the aimless cycles want,
There intertwined with all thy life has meant,
Here vainly sought in a terrestrial form.
Break into eternity thy mortal mould;
Melt, lightning, into thy invisible flame!
Clasp, Ocean, deep into thyself thy wave,
Happy for ever in the embosoming surge.
Grow one with the still passion of the depths.
Then shalt thou know the Lover and the Loved,
Leaving the limits dividing him and thee.
Receive him into boundless Savitri,
Lose thyself into infinite Satyavan.
O miracle, where thou beganst, there cease!”  (XI.1.691-92)
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But Savitri answered to the radiant God:
“In vain thou temptst with solitary bliss
Two spirits saved out of a suffering world;
My soul and his indissolubly linked
In the one task for which our lives were born,
To raise the world to God in deathless Light,
To bring God down to the world on earth we came,
To change the earthly life to life divine.
I keep my will to save the world and man;
Even the charm of thy alluring voice,
O blissful Godhead, cannot seize and snare.
I sacrifice not earth to happier worlds. (XI.1.692)
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If thou and I are true, the world is true;
Although thou hide thyself behind thy works,
To be is not a senseless paradox;
Since God has made earth, earth must make in her God;
What hides within her breast she must reveal.
I claim thee for the world that thou hast made.
If man lives bound by his humanity,
If he is tied for ever to his pain,
Let a greater being then arise from man,
The superhuman with the Eternal mate
And the Immortal shine through earthly forms.
Else were creation vain and this great world
A nothing that in Time’s moments seems to be.    (XI.1.692-93)
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But the god answered to the woman’s heart:
“O living power of the incarnate Word,
All that the Spirit has dreamed thou canst create:
Thou art the force by which I made the worlds,
Thou art my vision and my will and voice.
But knowledge too is thine, the world-plan thou knowest
And the tardy process of the pace of Time.
In the impetuous drive of thy heart of flame,
In thy passion to deliver man and earth,
Indignant at the impediments of Time
And the slow evolution’s sluggard steps,
Lead not the spirit in an ignorant world
To dare too soon the adventure of the Light,   (XI.1.693)
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If thou must indeed deliver man and earth
On the spiritual heights look down on life,
Discover the truth of God and man and world;
Then do thy task knowing and seeing all.
Ascend, O soul, into thy timeless self;
Choose destiny’s curve and stamp thy will on Time.” (XI.1.694-95)
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There was a voice unheard by ears that cried:
“Choose, spirit, thy supreme choice not given again;
For now from my highest being looks at thee
The nameless formless peace where all things rest.
In a happy vast sublime cessation know,—
An immense extinction in eternity,
A point that disappears in the infinite,—
Felicity of the extinguished flame,
Last sinking of a wave in a boundless sea,
End of the trouble of thy wandering thoughts,
Close of the journeying of thy pilgrim soul.
Accept, O music, weariness of thy notes,
O stream, wide breaking of thy channel banks.”
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The moments fell into eternity.
But someone yearned within a bosom unknown
And silently the woman’s heart replied:
“Thy peace, O Lord, a boon within to keep
Amid the roar and ruin of wild Time
For the magnificent soul of man on earth.
Thy calm, O Lord, that bears thy hands of joy.”  (XI.1.696)
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A second time the eternal cry arose:
“Wide open are the ineffable gates in front.
My spirit leans down to break the knot of earth,
Amorous of oneness without thought or sign
To cast down wall and fence, to strip heaven bare,
See with the large eye of infinity,
Unweave the stars and into silence pass.”
In an immense and world-destroying pause
She heard a million creatures cry to her.
Through the tremendous stillness of her thoughts
Immeasurably the woman’s nature spoke:
“Thy oneness, Lord, in many approaching hearts,
My sweet infinity of thy numberless souls.” (XI.1.696-97)
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A third time swelled the great admonishing call:
“I spread abroad the refuge of my wings.
Out of its incommunicable deeps
My power looks forth of mightiest splendour, stilled
Into its majesty of sleep, withdrawn
Above the dreadful whirlings of the world.”
A sob of things was answer to the voice,
And passionately the woman’s heart replied:
“Thy energy, Lord, to seize on woman and man,
To take all things and creatures in their grief
And gather them into a mother’s arms.” (XI.1.697)
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A last great time the warning sound was heard:
“I open the wide eye of solitude
To uncover the voiceless rapture of my bliss,
Where in a pure and exquisite hush it lies
Motionless in its slumber of ecstasy,
Resting from the sweet madness of the dance
Out of whose beat the throb of hearts was born.”
Breaking the Silence with appeal and cry
A hymn of adoration tireless climbed,
A music beat of winged uniting souls,
Then all the woman yearningly replied:
“Thy embrace which rends the living knot of pain,
Thy joy, O Lord, in which all creatures breathe,
Thy magic flowing waters of deep love,
Thy sweetness give to me for earth and men.”(XI.1.697)
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“O beautiful body of the incarnate Word,
Thy thoughts are mine, I have spoken with thy voice.
My will is thine, what thou hast chosen I choose:
All thou hast asked I give to earth and men.
All shall be written out in destiny’s book
By my trustee of thought and plan and act,
The executor of my will, eternal Time.
But since thou hast refused my maimless Calm
And turned from my termless peace in which is expunged
The visage of Space and the shape of Time is lost,
And from happy extinction of thy separate self
In my uncompanioned lone eternity,—
For not for thee the nameless worldless Nought,
Annihilation of thy living soul
And the end of thought and hope and life and love
In the blank measureless Unknowable,—
I lay my hands upon thy soul of flame,
I lay my hands upon thy heart of love,
I yoke thee to my power of work in Time.
Because thou hast obeyed my timeless will,
Because thou hast chosen to share earth’s struggle and fate
And leaned in pity over earth-bound men
And turned aside to help and yearned to save,
I bind by thy heart’s passion thy heart to mine
And lay my splendid yoke upon thy soul.
Now will I do in thee my marvellous works.
I will fasten thy nature with my cords of strength,
Subdue to my delight thy spirit’s limbs
And make thee a vivid knot of all my bliss
And build in thee my proud and crystal home.
Thy days shall be my shafts of power and light,
Thy nights my starry mysteries of joy
And all my clouds lie tangled in thy hair
And all my springtides marry in thy mouth.
O Sun-Word, thou shalt raise the earth-soul to Light
And bring down God into the lives of men;
Earth shall be my work-chamber and my house,
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My garden of life to plant a seed divine.
When all thy work in human time is done
The mind of earth shall be a home of light,
The life of earth a tree growing towards heaven,
The body of earth a tabernacle of God.
Awakened from the mortal’s ignorance
Men shall be lit with the Eternal’s ray
And the glory of my sun-lift in their thoughts
And feel in their hearts the sweetness of my love
And in their acts my Power’s miraculous drive.
My will shall be the meaning of their days;
Living for me, by me, in me they shall live.
In the heart of my creation’s mystery
I will enact the drama of thy soul,
Inscribe the long romance of Thee and Me.
I will pursue thee across the centuries;
Thou shalt be hunted through the world by love,
Naked of ignorance’ protecting veil
And without covert from my radiant gods.
No shape shall screen thee from my divine desire,
Nowhere shalt thou escape my living eyes.
In the nudity of thy discovered self,
In a bare identity with all that is,
Disrobed of thy covering of humanity,
Divested of the dense veil of human thought,
Made one with every mind and body and heart,
Made one with all Nature and with Self and God,
Summing in thy single soul my mystic world
I will possess in thee my universe,
The universe find all I am in thee.
Thou shalt bear all things that all things may change,
Thou shalt fill all with my splendour and my bliss,
Thou shalt meet all with thy transmuting soul.
Assailed by my infinitudes above,
And quivering in immensities below,
Pursued by me through my mind’s wall-less vast,
Oceanic with the surges of my life,
A swimmer lost between two leaping seas
By my outer pains and inner sweetnesses
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Finding my joy in my opposite mysteries
Thou shalt respond to me from every nerve.
A vision shall compel thy coursing breath,
Thy heart shall drive thee on the wheel of works,
Thy mind shall urge thee through the flames of thought,
To meet me in the abyss and on the heights,
To feel me in the tempest and the calm,
And love me in the noble and the vile,
In beautiful things and terrible desire.
The pains of hell shall be to thee my kiss,
The flowers of heaven persuade thee with my touch.
My fiercest masks shall my attractions bring.
Music shall find thee in the voice of swords,
Beauty pursue thee through the core of flame.
Thou shalt know me in the rolling of the spheres
And cross me in the atoms of the whirl.
The wheeling forces of my universe
Shall cry to thee the summons of my name.
Delight shall drop down from my nectarous moon,
My fragrance seize thee in the jasmine’s snare,
My eye shall look upon thee from the sun.
Mirror of Nature’s secret spirit made,
Thou shalt reflect my hidden heart of joy,
Thou shalt drink down my sweetness unalloyed
In my pure lotus-cup of starry brim.
My dreadful hands laid on thy bosom shall force
Thy being bathed in fiercest longing’s streams.
Thou shalt discover the one and quivering note,
And cry, the harp of all my melodies,
And roll, my foaming wave in seas of love.
Even my disasters’ clutch shall be to thee
The ordeal of my rapture’s contrary shape:
In pain’s self shall smile on thee my secret face:
Thou shalt bear my ruthless beauty unabridged
Amid the world’s intolerable wrongs,
Trampled by the violent misdeeds of Time
Cry out to the ecstasy of my rapture’s touch.
All beings shall be to thy life my emissaries;
Drawn to me on the bosom of thy friend,
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Compelled to meet me in thy enemy’s eyes,
My creatures shall demand me from thy heart.
Thou shalt not shrink from any brother soul.
Thou shalt be attracted helplessly to all.
Men seeing thee shall feel my hands of joy,
In sorrow’s pangs feel steps of the world’s delight,
Their life experience its tumultuous shock
In the mutual craving of two opposites.
Hearts touched by thy love shall answer to my call,
Discover the ancient music of the spheres
In the revealing accents of thy voice
And nearer draw to me because thou art:
Enamoured of thy spirit’s loveliness
They shall embrace my body in thy soul,
Hear in thy life the beauty of my laugh,
Know the thrilled bliss with which I made the worlds.
All that thou hast, shall be for others’ bliss,
All that thou art, shall to my hands belong.
I will pour delight from thee as from a jar,
I will whirl thee as my chariot through the ways,
I will use thee as my sword and as my lyre,
I will play on thee my minstrelsies of thought.
And when thou art vibrant with all ecstasy,
And when thou liv’st one spirit with all things,
Then will I spare thee not my living fires,
But make thee a channel for my timeless force.
My hidden presence led thee unknowing on
From thy beginning in earth’s voiceless bosom
Through life and pain and time and will and death,
Through outer shocks and inner silences
Along the mystic roads of Space and Time
To the experience which all Nature hides.
Who hunts and seizes me, my captive grows:
This shalt thou henceforth learn from thy heart-beats.
For ever love, O beautiful slave of God!
O lasso of my rapture’s widening noose,
Become my cord of universal love.
The spirit ensnared by thee force to delight
Of creation’s oneness sweet and fathomless,
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Compelled to embrace my myriad unities
And all my endless forms and divine souls.
O Mind, grow full of the eternal peace;
O Word, cry out the immortal litany:
Built is the golden tower, the flame-child born.
“Descend to life with him thy heart desires.
O Satyavan, O luminous Savitri,
I sent you forth of old beneath the stars,
A dual power of God in an ignorant world,
In a hedged creation shut from limitless self,
Bringing down God to the insentient globe,
Lifting earth-beings to immortality.
In the world of my knowledge and my ignorance
Where God is unseen and only is heard a Name
And knowledge is trapped in the boundaries of mind
And life is hauled in the drag-net of desire
And Matter hides the soul from its own sight,
You are my Force at work to uplift earth’s fate,
My self that moves up the immense incline
Between the extremes of the spirit’s night and day.
He is my soul that climbs from nescient Night
Through life and mind and supernature’s Vast
To the supernal light of Timelessness
And my eternity hid in moving Time
And my boundlessness cut by the curve of Space.
It climbs to the greatness it has left behind
And to the beauty and joy from which it fell,
To the closeness and sweetness of all things divine,
To light without bounds and life illimitable,
Taste of the depths of the Ineffable’s bliss,
Touch of the immortal and the infinite.
He is my soul that gropes out of the beast
To reach humanity’s heights of lucent thought
And the vicinity of Truth’s sublime.
He is the godhead growing in human lives
And in the body of earth-being’s forms:
He is the soul of man climbing to God
In Nature’s surge out of earth’s ignorance.
O Savitri, thou art my spirit’s Power,
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The revealing voice of my immortal Word,
The face of Truth upon the roads of Time
Pointing to the souls of men the routes to God.
While the dim light from the veiled Spirit’s peak
Falls upon Matter’s stark inconscient sleep
As if a pale moonbeam on a dense glade,
And Mind in a half-light moves amid half-truths
And the human heart knows only human love
And life is a stumbling and imperfect force
And the body counts out its precarious days,
You shall be born into man’s dubious hours
In forms that hide the soul’s divinity
And show through veils of the earth’s doubting air
My glory breaking as through clouds a sun,
Or burning like a rare and inward fire,
And with my nameless influence fill men’s lives.
Yet shall they look up as to peaks of God
And feel God like a circumambient air
And rest on God as on a motionless base.
Yet shall there glow on mind like a horned moon
The Spirit’s crescent splendour in pale skies
And light man’s life upon his Godward road.
But more there is concealed in God’s Beyond
That shall one day reveal its hidden face.
Now mind is all and its uncertain ray,
Mind is the leader of the body and life,
Mind the thought-driven chariot of the soul
Carrying the luminous wanderer in the night
To vistas of a far uncertain dawn,
To the end of the Spirit’s fathomless desire,
To its dream of absolute truth and utter bliss.
There are greater destinies mind cannot surmise
Fixed on the summit of the evolving Path
The Traveller now treads in the Ignorance,
Unaware of his next step, not knowing his goal.
Mind is not all his tireless climb can reach,
There is a fire on the apex of the worlds,
There is a house of the Eternal’s light,
There is an infinite truth, an absolute power.
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The Spirit’s mightiness shall cast off its mask;
Its greatness shall be felt shaping the world’s course:
It shall be seen in its own veilless beams,
A star rising from the Inconscient’s night,
A sun climbing to Supernature’s peak.
Abandoning the dubious middle Way,
A few shall glimpse the miraculous Origin
And some shall feel in you the secret Force
And they shall turn to meet a nameless tread,
Adventurers into a mightier Day.
Ascending out of the limiting breadths of mind,
They shall discover the world’s huge design
And step into the Truth, the Right, the Vast.
You shall reveal to them the hidden eternities,
The breath of infinitudes not yet revealed,
Some rapture of the bliss that made the world,
Some rush of the force of God’s omnipotence,
Some beam of the omniscient Mystery.
But when the hour of the Divine draws near
The Mighty Mother shall take birth in Time
And God be born into the human clay
In forms made ready by your human lives.
Then shall the Truth supreme be given to men:
There is a being beyond the being of mind,
An Immeasurable cast into many forms,
A miracle of the multitudinous One,
There is a consciousness mind cannot touch,
Its speech cannot utter nor its thought reveal.
It has no home on earth, no centre in man,
Yet is the source of all things thought and done,
The fount of the creation and its works,
It is the origin of all truth here,
The sun-orb of mind’s fragmentary rays,
Infinity’s heaven that spills the rain of God,
The Immense that calls to man to expand the Spirit,
The wide Aim that justifies his narrow attempts,
A channel for the little he tastes of bliss.
Some shall be made the glory’s receptacles
And vehicles of the Eternal’s luminous power.
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These are the high forerunners, the heads of Time,
The great deliverers of earth-bound mind,
The high transfigurers of human clay,
The first-born of a new supernal race.
The incarnate dual Power shall open God’s door,
Eternal supermind touch earthly Time.
The superman shall wake in mortal man
And manifest the hidden demigod
Or grow into the God-Light and God-Force
Revealing the secret deity in the cave.
Then shall the earth be touched by the Supreme,
His bright unveiled Transcendence shall illumine
The mind and heart and force the life and act
To interpret his inexpressible mystery
In a heavenly alphabet of Divinity’s signs.
His living cosmic spirit shall enring,
Annulling the decree of death and pain,
Erasing the formulas of the Ignorance,
With the deep meaning of beauty and life’s hid sense,
The being ready for immortality,
His regard crossing infinity’s mystic waves
Bring back to Nature her early joy to live,
The metred heart-beats of a lost delight,
The cry of a forgotten ecstasy,
The dance of the first world-creating Bliss.
The Immanent shall be the witness God
Watching on his many-petalled lotus-throne
His actionless being and his silent might
Ruling earth-nature by eternity’s law,
A thinker waking the Inconscient’s world,
An immobile centre of many infinitudes
In his thousand-pillared temple by Time’s sea.
Then shall the embodied being live as one
Who is a thought, a will of the Divine,
A mask or robe of his divinity,
An instrument and partner of his Force,
A point or line drawn in the infinite,
A manifest of the Imperishable.
The supermind shall be his nature’s fount,
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The Eternal’s truth shall mould his thoughts and acts,
The Eternal’s truth shall be his light and guide.
All then shall change, a magic order come
Overtopping this mechanical universe.
A mightier race shall inhabit the mortal’s world.
On Nature’s luminous tops, on the Spirit’s ground,
The superman shall reign as king of life,
Make earth almost the mate and peer of heaven,
And lead towards God and truth man’s ignorant heart
And lift towards godhead his mortality.
A power released from circumscribing bounds,
Its height pushed up beyond death’s hungry reach,
Life’s tops shall flame with the Immortal’s thoughts,
Light shall invade the darkness of its base.
Then in the process of evolving Time
All shall be drawn into a single plan,
A divine harmony shall be earth’s law,
Beauty and joy remould her way to live:
Even the body shall remember God,
Nature shall draw back from mortality
And Spirit’s fires shall guide the earth’s blind force;
Knowledge shall bring into the aspirant Thought
A high proximity to Truth and God.
The supermind shall claim the world for Light
And thrill with love of God the enamoured heart
And place Light’s crown on Nature’s lifted head
And found Light’s reign on her unshaking base.
A greater truth than earth’s shall roof-in earth
And shed its sunlight on the roads of mind;
A power infallible shall lead the thought,
A seeing Puissance govern life and act,
In earthly hearts kindle the Immortal’s fire.
A soul shall wake in the Inconscient’s house;
The mind shall be God-vision’s tabernacle,
The body intuition’s instrument,
And life a channel for God’s visible power.
All earth shall be the Spirit’s manifest home,
Hidden no more by the body and the life,
Hidden no more by the mind’s ignorance;
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An unerring Hand shall shape event and act.
The Spirit’s eyes shall look through Nature’s eyes,
The Spirit’s force shall occupy Nature’s force.
This world shall be God’s visible garden-house,
The earth shall be a field and camp of God,
Man shall forget consent to mortality
And his embodied frail impermanence.
This universe shall unseal its occult sense,
Creation’s process change its antique front,
An ignorant evolution’s hierarchy
Release the Wisdom chained below its base.
The Spirit shall be the master of his world
Lurking no more in form’s obscurity
And Nature shall reverse her action’s rule,
The outward world disclose the Truth it veils;
All things shall manifest the covert God,
All shall reveal the Spirit’s light and might
And move to its destiny of felicity.
Even should a hostile force cling to its reign
And claim its right’s perpetual sovereignty
And man refuse his high spiritual fate,
Yet shall the secret Truth in things prevail.
For in the march of all-fulfilling Time
The hour must come of the Transcendent’s will:
All turns and winds towards his predestined ends
In Nature’s fixed inevitable course
Decreed since the beginning of the worlds
In the deep essence of created things:
Even there shall come as a high crown of all
The end of Death, the death of Ignorance.
But first high Truth must set her feet on earth
And man aspire to the Eternal’s light
And all his members feel the Spirit’s touch
And all his life obey an inner Force.
This too shall be; for a new life shall come,
A body of the Superconscient’s truth,
A native field of Supernature’s mights:
It shall make earth’s nescient ground Truth’s colony,
Make even the Ignorance a transparent robe
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Through which shall shine the brilliant limbs of Truth
And Truth shall be a sun on Nature’s head
And Truth shall be the guide of Nature’s steps
And Truth shall gaze out of her nether deeps.
When superman is born as Nature’s king
His presence shall transfigure Matter’s world:
He shall light up Truth’s fire in Nature’s night,
He shall lay upon the earth Truth’s greater law;
Man too shall turn towards the Spirit’s call.
Awake to his hidden possibility,
Awake to all that slept within his heart
And all that Nature meant when earth was formed
And the Spirit made this ignorant world his home,
He shall aspire to Truth and God and Bliss.
Interpreter of a diviner law
And instrument of a supreme design,
The higher kind shall lean to lift up man.
Man shall desire to climb to his own heights.
The truth above shall wake a nether truth,
Even the dumb earth become a sentient force.
The Spirit’s tops and Nature’s base shall draw
Near to the secret of their separate truth
And know each other as one deity.
The Spirit shall look out through Matter’s gaze
And Matter shall reveal the Spirit’s face.
Then man and superman shall be at one
And all the earth become a single life.
Even the multitude shall hear the Voice
And turn to commune with the Spirit within
And strive to obey the high spiritual law:
This earth shall stir with impulses sublime,
Humanity awake to deepest self,
Nature the hidden godhead recognise.
Even the many shall some answer make
And bear the splendour of the Divine’s rush
And his impetuous knock at unseen doors.
A heavenlier passion shall upheave men’s lives,
Their mind shall share in the ineffable gleam,
Their heart shall feel the ecstasy and the fire.
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Earth’s bodies shall be conscious of a soul;
Mortality’s bondslaves shall unloose their bonds,
Mere men into spiritual beings grow
And see awake the dumb divinity.
Intuitive beams shall touch the nature’s peaks,
A revelation stir the nature’s depths;
The Truth shall be the leader of their lives,
Truth shall dictate their thought and speech and act,
They shall feel themselves lifted nearer to the sky,
As if a little lower than the gods.
For knowledge shall pour down in radiant streams
And even darkened mind quiver with new life
And kindle and burn with the Ideal’s fire
And turn to escape from mortal ignorance.
The frontiers of the Ignorance shall recede,
More and more souls shall enter into light,
Minds lit, inspired, the occult summoner hear
And lives blaze with a sudden inner flame
And hearts grow enamoured of divine delight
And human wills tune to the divine will,
These separate selves the Spirit’s oneness feel,
These senses of heavenly sense grow capable,
The flesh and nerves of a strange ethereal joy
And mortal bodies of immortality.
A divine force shall flow through tissue and cell
And take the charge of breath and speech and act
And all the thoughts shall be a glow of suns
And every feeling a celestial thrill.
Often a lustrous inner dawn shall come
Lighting the chambers of the slumbering mind;
A sudden bliss shall run through every limb
And Nature with a mightier Presence fill.
Thus shall the earth open to divinity
And common natures feel the wide uplift,
Illumine common acts with the Spirit’s ray
And meet the deity in common things.
Nature shall live to manifest secret God,
The Spirit shall take up the human play,
This earthly life become the life divine.”

(XI.1.698-710)
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Monday, December ikS”k Ñ”.k] n’kehikS”k Ñ”.k] n’kehikS”k Ñ”.k] n’kehikS”k Ñ”.k] n’kehikS”k Ñ”.k] n’keh2 62 62 62 62 6

Book 12, Epilogue : The Return to Earth
The immense remoteness of her trance had passed;
Human she was once more, earth’s Savitri,
Yet felt in her illimitable change.
A power dwelt in her soul too great for earth,
A bliss lived in her heart too large for heaven;
Light too intense for thought and love too boundless
For earth’s emotions lit her skies of mind
And spread through her deep and happy seas of soul.
All that is sacred in the world drew near
To her divine passivity of mood.
A marvellous voice of silence breathed its thoughts.
All things in Time and Space she had taken for hers;
In her they moved, by her they lived and were,
The whole wide world clung to her for delight,
Created for her rapt embrace of love.     (XII.pp.715-16)
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Tuesday, December ikS”k Ñ”.k] ,dkn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] ,dkn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] ,dkn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] ,dkn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] ,dkn’kh2 72 72 72 72 7

“Whence hast thou brought me captive back, love-chained,
To thee and sunlight’s walls, O golden beam
And casket of all sweetness, Savitri,
Godhead and woman, moonlight of my soul?
For surely I have travelled in strange worlds
By thee companioned, a pursuing spirit,
Together we have disdained the gates of night.
I have turned away from the celestials’ joy
And heaven’s insufficient without thee.
Where now has passed that formidable Shape
Which rose against us, the Spirit of the Void,
Claiming the world for Death and Nothingness,
Denying God and soul? Or was all a dream    (XII.p. 717)
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Wednesday, December ikS”k Ñ”.k] }kn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] }kn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] }kn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] }kn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] }kn’kh2 82 82 82 82 8

“All now is changed, yet all is still the same.
Lo, we have looked upon the face of God,
Our life has opened with divinity.
We have borne identity with the Supreme
And known his meaning in our mortal lives.
Our love has grown greater by that mighty touch
And learned its heavenly significance,
Yet nothing is lost of mortal love’s delight.
Heaven’s touch fulfils but cancels not our earth:   (XII.p.719)
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Thursday, December ikS”k Ñ”.k] =k;ksn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] =k;ksn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] =k;ksn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] =k;ksn’khikS”k Ñ”.k] =k;ksn’kh2 92 92 92 92 9

Let us give joy to all, for joy is ours.
For not for ourselves alone our spirits came
Out of the veil of the Unmanifest,
Out of the deep immense Unknowable
Upon the ignorant breast of dubious earth,
Into the ways of labouring, seeking men,
Two fires that burn towards that parent Sun,
Two rays that travel to the original Light.
To lead man’s soul towards truth and God we are born,
To draw the chequered scheme of mortal life
Into some semblance of the Immortal’s plan,
To shape it closer to an image of God,
A little nearer to the Idea divine.” (XII.p.720)
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Friday, December ikS”k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khikS”k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khikS”k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khikS”k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’khikS”k Ñ”.k] prqnZ’kh3 03 03 03 03 0

“What gleaming marvel of the earth or skies
Stands silently by human Satyavan
To mark a brilliance in the dusk of eve?
If this is she of whom the world has heard,
Wonder no more at any happy change.
Each easy miracle of felicity
Of her transmuting heart the alchemy is.” (XII.p.723)
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Saturday, December vekoL;kvekoL;kvekoL;kvekoL;kvekoL;k3 13 13 13 13 1

“Awakened to the meaning of my heart
That to feel love and oneness is to live
And this the magic of our golden change,
Is all the truth I know or seek, O sage.” (XII.p.724)
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Abbreviation Prefixes

Metre-m kilo (K)-1000 times unit
Gramme-gm hecto (h) - 100 times unit

Litres-1 deca (dal) - 10 times unit

CONVERSION FACTORS

for instance

100 centimetres = 1 metre
100 milligramme = 1 gramme

100 litres = 1 hectolitre

Mile (m) of unit

centi (c) of unit

deci (d) of unit

1
1000

1
100
1
10

CONVERSION FACTORS

Length

1 inch = 25.4 millimetres (mm)

1 foot = 30.48 centimetres (cm)

1 yard = 0.9144 metre (m)

1 mile = 1.6093 kilometres (km)

1 millimetre = 0.0328 inch.

1 centimetre = 0.0328 foot

1 metre = 1.094 yards

1 kilometre = 0.62137 mile

Centimetres Inch

2.540 1 0.394

5.080 2 0.787

7.620 3 1.181

10.160 4 1.575

12.700 5 1.969

15.240 6 2.362

17.780 7 2.756

20.320 8 3.150

22.860 9 3.543

Metres Yards

0.914 1 1.094

1.829 2 2.187

2.743 3 3.281

3.658 4 4.374

4.572 5 5.468

5.486 6 6.562

6.401 7 7.655

7.315 8 8.749

8.230 9 9.843

Kilometres Miles

1.609 1 0.621

3.219 2 1.243

4.828 3 1.864

6.437 4 2.485

8.047 5 3.107

9.656 6 3.728

11.265 7 4.350

12.875 8 4.971

14.484 9 5.592

Volume
1 inch3 = 16.387 centimetres3

1 foot3 = 28.316 decimetres3

1 pint3 = 0.568 litre

1 imperial gallon = 4.546 litres

1 centimetre3 = 0.0610 inch3

1 decimetre3 = 0.035 feet3

1 litre = 1.76 pints

1 litre = 0.220 Imperial gallon

Litre Gallons

4.546 1 0.220

9.092 2 0.440

13.638 3 0.660

18.184 4 0.880

22.730 5 1.110

27.276 6 1.320

31.822 7 1.540

36.368 8 1.760

40.914 9 1.980

Weight
1 ounce = 28.349 gm.
1 pound = 0.4536 kg.
1 stone = 6.350 kilogrammes
1 cwt = 50/80 kilogrammes
1 ton = 1.016 metric tonnes
1 gramme = 0.03527 ounce
1 kilogramme = 2.205 pounds
1 kilogramme = 0.158 stone
1 kilogramme = 0.01968 cwt
1 metric tonne = 0.09842

Kilograms Pounds

0.454 1 2.205

0.907 2 4.405

1.361 3 6.614

1.814 4 8.819

2.268 5 11.023

2.722 6 13.228

3.175 7 15.432

3.629 8 17.637

4.082 9 19.872

Area
1 sq. inch = 6.4516 sq. cm.
1 sq. yard = 0.8361 sq. metre
1 sq. mile = 2.589 sq. kilometres
1 acra = 4047 sq. metres
1 sq. centimetre = 0.155 sq. inch
1 sq. metre = 1.1960 sq. yards
1 sq. kilometre = 0.386 sq. mile
1 hectare = 10.000 sq. metres
1 hectare = 2.471 acres

Sq. Metres Sq. Yards
0.836 1 1.196
1.672 2 2.392
2.508 3 3.588
3.345 4 4.784
4.181 5 5.980
5.017 6 7.176
5.853 7 8.372
6.689 8 9.568
7.525 9 10.764

Easy Conversion

Metres into yards

add one-tenth

Yards into metres

deduct one-tenth

Kilometres into miles

multiply by 5 and divide by 8

Miles into kilometres

multiply by 8 and divide by 5

Litres into pints

multiply by 7 and divide by 4

Pints into litres

multiply by 4 and divide by 7

Litres into gallons

multiply by 2 and divide by 9

Gallons into litres

multiply by 9 and divide by 2

Kilograms into pounds

divide by 9 and multiply by 20

Pounds into by kilograms

divide by 20 and multiply by 9

Double conversion Tables : The central figures represent either of the two columns besides them, as the
case may be Exemple : 1 kilometre = 0.621 mile and one mile = 1.609 kilometres.
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IMPORTANT STD CODES

A

Abohar 01634

Aburoad 029741

Adityapur 0657

Agartala 0381

Agra 0562

Ahmedabad 079

Ahmednagar 0241

Aizwal 0389

Ajmer 0145

Akluj 0218

Akola 0724

Alandurai 0422

Aligarh 0571

Alipur 08155

Allahabad 0532

Alleppey 0477

Almora 05962

Alnavar 0836

Alwar 0144

Ambala 0171

Ambalamugal 0484

Ambalathara 0499

Ambernath 0251

Ambikapur 07774

Amboori 0471

Amethi 053681

Amraoti 0721

Amritsar 0183

Anandapur 06731

Anantang 01932

Anekal 080

Ankalgi 0831

Arachallur 0424

Arrah 06182

Asansol 0341

Aurangabad 0240

Aurangabad (BH) 06186

Ayarathally 0821

Ayodhaya 05276

Azamgarh 0546

B

Badaun 05832

Bagdogra 03556

Bahraich 05252

Balachor 0891

Balaghat 07632

Balasore 06782

Ballarpur 07174

Ballia 0549

Ballipatnam 0497

Balrampur 05263

Balurghat 03522

Banda 0519

Bandikul 01420

Bangerpet 08153

Banglore 080

Banswara 02962

Barabanki 0524

Baramati 02112

Baramulla 01952

Barasat 033

Barauni 06373

Baraut 01234

Bareilly 0581

Barmer 02982

Baroda 0265

Basti 05542

Beawer 01462

Beed 0231

Begusarai 06342

Behrampur(WB)

03482

Belgaum 0831

Belgundi 0831

Belur (Hubli) 083095

Belwadi 0821

Bettiah 06254

Betul 07141

Bhagalpur 0641

Bharatpur 05644

Bharuch 02642

Bhatapara 03164

Bhatinda 0164

Bhavnagar 0278

Bhillai 0788

Bhilwara 01482

Bhind 07534

Bhiwadi 01493

Bhiwandi 02522

Bhiwani 01664

Bhopal 0755

Bhubaneshwar 0674

Bhuj 02832

Bhurhanpur 0735

Bhusaval 02582

Bijapur 08352

Bijnore 01342

Bikaner 0151

Bilaspur 07752

Bilaspur(HP) 01978

Bogadi 0821

Bokaro 06542

Bundi 0747

Burdwan 0342

Buxar 06183

Bykampady 0824

C

Calicut 0495

Cannanore 0497

Carmelaram 080

Chaibasa 06582

Chamba 018992

Chandake 0674

Chandigarh 0172

Channapatna 08113

Chapprapadbu 0498

Chembari 0498

Chendia 08382

Chennai 044

Chennapatna 047525

Chhaharata 0183

Chhapra 06152

Chhindwara 07162

Chidambram 04144

Chinakadu 0474

Chittadrikkal 0499

Chittorgarh 01472

Chottanikkara 0484711

Cochin 0484

Coimbatore 0422

Combay 02698

Coochbehar 03582

Cudappah 08562

Cuttack 0671

D

Dabhoi 02663

Dabwali 01668

Dadri 05737

Daltanganj 06562

Daman 02636

Damoh 07812

Danapur 0612

Darbanga 06272

Darjeeling 0354

Daund 021176

Dehradun 0135

Dehuroad 0212

DELHI 011

Deoband 01336

Deshonke 0151

Dewas 07272

Dhahanu 02528

Dhanbad 0326

Dharamsala 01892

Dharmasthala 08256

Dharwar 0836

Dholpur 05642

Dhruva 0651

Dhulia 02562

Dibrugarh 0373

Digboi 037539

Dimapur 03862

Dindigal 0451

Dispur 0361

Doda 01996

Dombivilli 0251

Durg 0788

Dwarka 02892

E

Edakkad 0497

Elluru 08812

Ernakulam 0484

Erode 0424

Etah 05742

Etawa 0568

F

Faizabad 05272

Fajamundary 0883

Faridkot 01639

Fatehpur 0518

Fazilka 01638

Feroke 0495

Firojabad 0561

G

Gandhidham 02836

Gandhinagar 02712

Gandhinagar(KR)0481

Gangaikondan 0462

Gangaralchathra 0821

Gangtok 03592

Gannaur 01264

Garg 0836

Gauhati 0361

Gaya 0631

Ghazipur 0548

Girdih 06532
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Gohana 01263

Gonda 05262

Gondia 07182

Gopalganj 06156

Gopeshwar 01372

Gorakhpur 0551

Goregaon 07187

Guddimarnhaili 08118

Gudur 08624

Guna 07542

Guntakel 08552

Guntur 0863

Gurdaspur 01874

Gurgaon 0124

Gwalior 0751

H

Hailymandi 0124

Haldia 03224

Haldwani 05948

Halga 0831

Halol 02676

Hamirpur 01972

Hamirpur(UP) 0528

Hanumangarh 01552

Hapur 0122

Hardoi 05852

Hardwar 0133

Hassan 08172

Hathras 05722

Hazari Bagh 06546

Hebbagudi 0804

Hebsur 0836

Hirehalli 0816

Hissar 01662

Hodel 01276

Hoshangabad 07574

Hoshiarpur 01882

Howarh 033

Hubli 0836

Hublipintooroad 0836

Hyderabad 040

I

Ichalkaranji 02324

Imphal 03852

Indore 0731

Itanagar 03781

Itarsi 07572

J

Jabalpur 0761

Jatrabad 02799

Jagdalpur 07782

Jahanbad 06114

Jaipur 0141

Jaisalmer 02992

Jaisinghpur 023383

Jalgaon 0257

Jallandhar 0181

Jalna 02482

Jalore 02973

Jamnagar 0288

Jamkhandi 08353

Jammu 0191

Jamshedpur 0657

Jaunpur 05452

Jedimetla 040

Jeypore(K) 06854

Jhabua 07392

Jhalukban 0361

Jhansi 0517

Jharia 0326

Jharsuguda 06645

JhumriTilaiya 06534

Jhunjhunu 01592

Jind 01681

Jodhpur 0291

Joginder Nagar 01908

Jorhal 0376

Jodhimath 01389

Junagarh 0285

K

K.K. Koppa 0831

Kadakkai 0475

Kadappuram 0487

Kadiroor 0497

Kaithal 01746

Kalamboli 0227

Kalka 01733

Kalmeshwar 0711

Kalyan 0251

Kangazha 0482

Kangra 018926

Kaniapuram 0471

Kanke 0651

Kanpur 0512

Kanyakumari 04652

Kanzikuzhi 0481

Kapurthala 01822

Karakkonam 0471

Karivellur 0498

Karjat 02415

Karnal 0184

Karnire 0824

Karwar 08382

Kasauli 01792

Kashipur 05947

Kathua 01922

katni 07622

Kausa 0227

Kavindapadi 04256

Kazipel 08712

Khagaria 06244

Khandwa 0733

Khatauli 01316

Khurja 05738

Killiyanthara 0497

Kodaikanal 04542

Kohima 0370

Kolhapur 0231

KOLKATA 033

Konark 06758

Kongad 0491

Kopergaon 024232

Korukonda 0883

Kota 0744

Kotdwar 01382

Kottayam 0481

Kozikode 0495

Kullu 01902

Kumbakonam 0435

Kuppepadavu 0824

Kurichi 0422

Kurnool 08518

L

Lakhanpur 05643

Lalitpur 05176

Latur 02382

Leh 01982

Lucknow 0522

Ludhiana 0161

M

Madanapalle 08571

Madhurawada 0891

Madukkaral 0422

Madurai 0452

Madurai Ellisnaga 0452

Malegaon 02554

Malkapur 02315

Malkapurum 0891

Manachallur 0431

Mandore 0291

Mandya 08232

Mangalore 0824

Manjura 0261

Manmad 02552

Manol 08538

Marangatupally 0482

Mathura 0565

Maunath Bhanjan0547

Mayyil 0498

Meerut 0121

Meghalapur 01821

Mehsana 02734

Midnapur 03226

Miraj 023382

Mirzapur 05442

Moga 01636

Moghaisarai 05412

Mohali 0172

Monghyr 06344

Moradabad 0591

Morar 0751

Motihari 06257

Mukerian 01883

Mulauthuruty 0484

Mulleria 0499

MUMBAI 022

Murena 07532

Mussoorie 0135632

Muzzafarnagar 0131

Muzzafarpur 0621

Mysore 0821

N

Nabha 01765

Nadiad 0268

Nagamalaitukottai 0452

Nagamalpudh 0452

Nagpur 0712

Nahan 01702

Naini 0532

Nainital 05942

Najibabad 01341

Nanded 02462

Nandial 08514

Nangli 08159

Narnaul 01282

Nasik 0253

IMPORTANT STD CODES Contd.
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Navaseva 022

Nawalgarh 01592

Neemka-thana 01574

Nellore 0861

NEW DEHLI 011

New Tehri 01376

Nilamel 0475

Nimbahera 01477

Nokha 01531

Nowgaon 03672

O

Ooty 0423

Orai 0516

Osmanabad 02472

Othakadai 0452

Ottasekharamangal 0471

P

Palampur 01894

Palayamkotta 0462

Pali 02142

Palighat 0491

Pallikara 0499

Palwal 01275

Panankhady 0499

Panipat 01742

Panjim 0832

Panna 07732

Panvel 0227

Parassala 0471

pasur 0424

Pathankot 0186

Patiala 0175

Pauri Garhwal 01368

Patna 0612

Patna 08152

Peambur 0824

Peria Paipkenpanay 0422

Perinad 0475

Periya 0499

Poerumbavoor 048452

Phagwara 01824

Phaltan 021662

Phulankhara 0671

Pilani 01596

Pilibhit 05882

Pikhuwa 05763

Pinjore 04733

Pithoragarh 05964

Pokaran 02994

Pondicherry 0413

Poonch 01965

Pooyappally 0475

Poranki 0866582

Porbandar 0286

Portblair 03192

Pratapgarh 05342

Prathipadu 0863

Pune 020

Punnapra 0477

Purnia 06454

Puthencruz 0484

Q

Quilon 0474

R

Rabella 0227

Raibareilly 0535

Raichur 08532

Raigarh 07762

Raipur (MP) 0771

Raisen 07482

Rajamundry 0883

Rajapuram 0499

Rajkot 0281

Rajnandgaon 07744

Rajouri 01962

Rajpura 01762

Ramanthali 0498

Rampur 0595

Rachi 0651

Raniket 05966

Ratlam 07412

Ratangarh 01567

Raxaul 06255

Rewa 07662

Rewari 01274

Rishikesh 01354

Rohtak 01262

Roorkee 01332

Ropar 01881

Rourkela 0661

Rudrapur 05944

S

Sagar 07582

Saharanpur 0132

Saharsa 06478

Salem 0427

Samalkha 01742

Samastipur 06274

Sambalpur 0663

Sangamner 024252

Sangli 0233

Sangrur 01672

Saravanapatti 0422

Sarhind 01763

Sasaram 06184

Satana 02555

Satara 02162

Satgachia 0342

Satna 07672

Seoni 07692

Shaamli 01318

Shahabad 08474

Shahbad 01744

Shahjahanpur 05842

Shillong 0364

Shimla 0177

Siker 01572

Silchar 03842

Siliguri 0353

Sivakasi 04562

Siwan 06154

Solan 01792

Solapur 0217

Somarasampet 0431

Sonepat 01264

Sreekariam 0471

Sriganganagar 0154

Srinagar 0194

Srinagar Garwal01388

Srirampur 02422

Srirangam 0431

Sujangarh 01568

Sultanpur 05362

Suraipur 07775

Surat 0261

Surendranagar 02752

T

Tallarevu 0884

Tamando 0674

Tarapur 02525

Tasgaon 023384

Tejpur 03712

Telco 0657

Thakurli 0251

Thillenkeri 0497

Thirunagar 0452

Thondamuthur 0422

Thrikkaripur 0499

Tinsukia 0374

Tiruchirapally 0431

Tirunelveli 0462

Tiruparaithuray 0431

Tirupati 08574

Tirupur 0421

Trichur 0487

Trikakkara 0484

Trivendrum 0471

Tundla 05612

Turbhe 0227

Tuticorin 0461

U

Uchagaon 0831

Udaipur 0294

Udhampur 01992

Ujjain 0734

Ulhasnagar 0251

Ullal 0824

Uluberia 033

Una 01975

Unnao 05144

Urdiqure 0816

Uttarkashi 01374

V

Vapi 02638

Varansi 0542

Vasco 083451

Vashi 0227

Vellore 0416

Vettikavala 0475

Vidisha 07592

Vidyanagar 0836

Vijayawad 0866

Viramgam 02715

Vishakhapatnam 0891

Vishwanathapura 08119

W

Warangai 08712

Wardha 07152

Wellington Island0484

Y

Yamunagar 01732

Yeotamal 07232

IMPORTANT STD CODES Contd.
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IMPORTANT ISD CODES

Algeria 213
Algiers 2

Argentina 54
Buenos Aires 1

Australia 61
Canberra 62

Melbourne 3

Sydney 2

Austria 43

Vienna 1

Bahrain 973

Manama NAC

Bangladesh 880

Chittagong 31

Dhaka 2

Belgium 32

Antwerp 3

Brussels 2

Brazil 55

Brasilia 61

Rio de Janeiro 21

Sao Paulo 11

Bulgaria 359

Sofia 2

Canada 1

Montreal 514

Toronto 416

Vancouver 604

China 86

Beijing 1

Cyprus 357

Nicosia 2

Czech 42

Prague 2

Denmark 45

Copenhagen (Inner) 1

Copenhagen (Outer) 2

Egypt 20

Alexandria 3

Cairo 2

Ethiopia 251

Addis Ababa 1

Finland 358

Helsinki 0

Fiji 679

Suva NAC

France 33

Lyon 7

Nice 93

Paris (City) 1

Germany 49

Berlin 30
Bonn 228
Frankfurt/Main 69
Leipzig 341
Munich 89

Ghana 233
Accra 21

Greece 30
Athens 1

Hong Kong 852
Hong Kong NAC

Hungary 36
Budapest 1

India 91
New Delhi 11

Indonesia 62
Jakarta 21

Iran 98
Tehran 21

Iraq 964
Baghdad 1

Ireland 353
Dublin 1

Italy 39
Genda 10
Milano 2
Rome 6

Japan 81
Kobe 78
Kyoto 75
Osaka 6
Tokyo 33

Jordan 962
Amman 6
Aqaba 3
Kenya Rep. 254
Mombasa 11
Nairobi 2

Kuwait 965
Kuwait NAC

Libya 218
Tripoli 21

Luxembourg 352
Luxembourg NAC

Malaysia 60
Kuala-Lumpur 3

Maldives 960
Male 32

Mexico 52
Mexico City 5

Mauritius 230

Port St. Louis NAC

Nepal 977

Kathmandu 1

Netherlands 31

Amsterdam 20

The Hague 70

New Zealand 64

Auckland 9

Christchurch 3

Wellington 4

Nigeria 234

Lagos 1

Norway 47

Oslo 2

Oman 968

Muscat NAC

Pakistan 92

Islamabad 51

Karachi 21

Lahore 42

Phillipines 63

Manila 2

Poland 48

Warsaw 2

Portugal 351

Lisbon 1

Qatar 974

Doha NAC

Russia 7

Moscow 95

Leningrad 812

Saudi Arabia 966

Jeddah 2

Mecca 2

Riyadh 1

Seychelles 248

Victoria NAC

Singapore 65

Singapore NAC

Slovakia 42

Bratislava 7

South Korea 82

Seoul 2

Spain 34

Barcelona 3

Madrid 1

Sri Lanka 94

Colombo 1

Jaffna 21

Sweden 46

Stockholm 8

Switzerland 41

Berne 31

Geneva 22

Zurich 1

Syria 963

Damascus 11

Taiwan 886

Taipei 2

Tanzania 255

Dar-Es-Salaam 51

Thailand 66

Bangkok 2

Turkey 90

Ankara 4

Istanbul 11

UAE 971

Abu Dhabi 2

Dubai 4

Sharjah 6

Uganda 256

Kampala 41

United Kingdom 44

Belfast 232

Birmingham 21

Glasgow 41

London (Inner) 171

Liverpool 51

Manchester 61

United States 1

Chicago 312

Houston 713

Los Angeles 213

Miami 305

New Jersey 732

New York 718

Philadelphia 215

San Fransisco 415

Washington DC202

Ukraine 7

Kiev 44

Uzbekistan 7

Tashkent 371

Vatican City 39

Vatican City 6698

Venezuela 58

Caracas 2

Zambia 260

Kitwe 2

Lusaka 1

Ndola 2

Zimbabwe 263

Harare 4

Country
City Code

Country
City Code

Country
City Code

Country
City Code
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READY-REFERENCE CALENDAR
For ascertaining any day of the week for any given time from 1800 to 2050 inclusive

COMMON YEARS, 1800 TO 2050

1801 1829 1857 1885 1914 1942 1970 1998 2026

1807 1835 1863 1891 1925 1953 1981 2009 2037 4 7 7 3 5 1 3 6 2 4 7 2

1818 1846 1874 1903 1931 1959 1987 2015 2043

1802 1830 1858 1886 1915 1943 1971 1999 2027

1813 1841 1869 1897 1926 1954 1982 2010 2038 5 1 1 4 6 2 4 7 3 5 1 3

1819 1847 1875 1909 1937 1965 1993 2021 2049

1803 1831 1859 1887 1921 1949 1977 2005 2033

1814 1842 1870 1898 1927 1955 1983 2011 2039 6 2 2 5 7 3 5 1 4 6 2 4

1825 1853 1881 1910 1938 1966 1994 2022 2050

1805 1833 1861 1889 1907 1935 1963 1991 2019 2047

1811 1839 1867 1895 1918 1946 1974 2002 2030 2 5 5 1 3 6 1 4 7 2 5 7

1822 1850 1878 1901 1929 1957 1985 2013 2041

1800 1823 1851 1879 1913 1941 1969 1997 2025

1806 1834 1862 1890 1919 1947 1975 2003 2031 3 6 6 2 4 7 2 5 1 3 6 1

1817 1845 1873 1902 1930 1958 1986 2014 2042

1809 1837 1865 1893 1911 1939 1967 1995 2023

1815 1843 1871 1899 1922 1950 1978 2006 2034 7 3 3 6 1 4 6 2 5 7 3 5

1826 1854 1882 1905 1933 1961 1969 2017 2045

1810 1838 1866 1894 1917 1945 1973 2001 2029

1821 1849 1877 1900 1923 1951 1979 2007 2035 1 4 4 7 2 5 7 3 6 1 4 6

1827 1855 1883 1906 1934 1962 1990 2018 2046

29

1804 1832 1860 1888 1928 1956 1984 2012 2040 7 3 4 7 2 5 7 3 6 1 4 6

1808 1836 1864 1892 1904 1932 1960 1988 2016 2044 5 1 2 5 7 3 5 1 4 6 2 4

1812 1840 1868 1896 1908 1936 1964 1992 2020 2048 3 6 7 3 5 1 3 6 2 4 7 2

1816 1844 1872 1912 1940 1968 1996 2024 1 4 5 1 3 6 1 4 7 2 5 7

1820 1848 1876 1916 1944 1972 2000 2028 6 2 3 6 1 4 6 2 5 7 3 5

1824 1852 1880 1920 1948 1976 2004 2032 4 7 1 4 6 2 4 7 3 6 1 3

1828 1856 1884 1924 1952 1980 2008 2036 2 5 6 2 4 7 2 5 1 3 6 1

J
a
n

F
e
b

M
a
r

A
p
r

M
a
y

J
u
n

J
u
l

A
u
g

S
e
p

O
c
t

N
o
v

D
e
c

LEAP YEARS, 1804 TO 2048
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Monday 1

Tuesday 2

Wednesday 3

Thursday 4

Friday 5

Saturday 6

SUNDAY 7

Monday 8

Tuesday 9

Wednesday 10

Thursday 11

Friday 12

Saturday 13

SUNDAY 14

Monday 15

Tuesday 16

Wednesday 17

Thursday 18

Friday 19

Saturday 20

SUNDAY 21

Monday 22

Tuesday 23

Wednesday 24

Thursday 25

Friday 26

Saturday 27

SUNDAY 28

Monday 29

Tuesday 30

Wednesday 31

Tuesday 1

Wednesday 2

Thursday 3

Friday 4

Saturday 5

SUNDAY 6

Monday 7

Tuesday 8

Wednesday 9

Thursday 10

Friday 11

Saturday 12

SUNDAY 13

Monday 14

Tuesday 15

Wednesday 16

Thursday 17

Friday 18

Saturday 19

SUNDAY 20

Monday 21

Tuesday 22

Wednesday 23

Thursday 24

Friday 25

Saturday 26

SUNDAY 27

Monday 28

Tuesday 29

Wednesday 30

Thursday 31

Wednesday 1

Thursday 2

Friday 3

Saturday 4

SUNDAY 5

Monday 6

Tuesday 7

Wednesday 8

Thursday 9

Friday 10

Saturday 11

SUNDAY 12

Monday 13

Tuesday 14

Wednesday 15

Thursday 16

Friday 17

Saturday 18

SUNDAY 19

Monday 20

Tuesday 21

Wednesday 22

Thursday 23

Friday 24

Saturday 25

SUNDAY 26

Monday 27

Tuesday 28

Wednesday 29

Thursday 30

Friday 31

Thursday 1

Friday 2

Saturday 3

SUNDAY 4

Monday 5

Tuesday 6

Wednesday 7

Thursday 8

Friday 9

Saturday 10

SUNDAY 11

Monday 12

Tuesday 13

Wednesday 14

Thursday 15

Friday 16

Saturday 17

SUNDAY 18

Monday 19

Tuesday 20

Wednesday 21

Thursday 22

Friday 23

Saturday 24

SUNDAY 25

Monday 26

Tuesday 27

Wednesday 28

Thursday 29

Friday 30

Saturday 31

Friday 1

Saturday 2

SUNDAY 3

Monday 4

Tuesday 5

Wednesday 6

Thursday 7

Friday 8

Saturday 9

SUNDAY 10

Monday 11

Tuesday 12

Wednesday 13

Thursday 14

Friday 15

Saturday 16

SUNDAY 17

Monday 18

Tuesday 19

Wednesday 20

Thursday 21

Friday 22

Saturday 23

SUNDAY 24

Monday 25

Tuesday 26

Wednesday 27

Thursday 28

Friday 29

Saturday 30

SUNDAY 31

Saturday 1

SUNDAY 2

Monday 3

Tuesday 4

Wednesday 5

Thursday 6

Friday 7

Saturday 8

SUNDAY 9

Monday 10

Tuesday 11

Wednesday 12

Thursday 13

Friday 14

Saturday 15

SUNDAY 16

Monday 17

Tuesday 18

Wednesday 19

Thursday 20

Friday 21

Saturday 22

SUNDAY 23

Monday 24

Tuesday 25

Wednesday 26

Thursday 27

Friday 28

Saturday 29

SUNDAY 30

Monday 31

SUNDAY 1

Monday 2

Tuesday 3

Wednesday 4

Thursday 5

Friday 6

Saturday 7

SUNDAY 8

Monday 9

Tuesday 10

Wednesday 11

Thursday 12

Friday 13

Saturday 14

SUNDAY 15

Monday 16

Tuesday 17

Wednesday 18

Thursday 19

Friday 20

Saturday 21

SUNDAY 22

Monday 23

Tuesday 24

Wednesday 25

Thursday 26

Friday 27

Saturday 28

SUNDAY 29

Monday 30

Tuesday 31

1 2 3 4 5 6 7

NOTE: To ascertain any day of the week, first look in the table for the year re-

quired and under the months are figures which refer to the corresponding figures

at the head of the columns of the days below. For Example:- To know on what day

of the week 15th Aug., 1872 fell, look in the table of years for 1872, and in a

parallel line under August is figure 4, which directs to column 4 in which it will be

seen that August 15 fell on Thursday.
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SRI AUROBINDO DIVINE LIFE TRUST

It is a registered public charitable Trust which has been
established by certain devotees of  Sri Aurobindo and the
Mother with the hope that it will become an important vehicle
of  the Mother’s Force Working for the realisation of  Sri
Aurobindo’s  vision of  a Divine Life for humanity. The Trust
endeavours to fulfil its above objective by pursuing the following
objects:-

(i) To encourage and to provide necessary assistance to
interested  and capable individuals for pursuing  Sri Aurobindo’s
Integral Yoga. For this purpose the Trust shall maintain its own
yoga centres at suitable places where the necessary facilities
for the Sadhana of  Integral yoga would be provided for.

(ii) To work for such changes in the structure and functioning
of various social, economic, political and educational institutions
and organisations, which will make the social environment more
favourable to the flowering and growth of individual souls.

(iii) To maintain reading rooms, libraries and to encourage
and undertake research and publication of  books and
periodicals with the view to help more and more people become
aware and conscious of  the crucial importance of  the work
and the teachings of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother for their
lives.

(iv) Promotion of  Integral Education based on the teachings
of  Sri Aurobindo and the Mother.

(v) Promotion of  the Indian spiritual heritage for the benefit
of mankind.

(vi) Promotion of  Indian Art, Literature and the study of
Sanskrit ... the language of the spirit.
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