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      Publisher’s Note


      This is one in a series of some e-books created by SRI AUROBINDO DIGITAL EDITION and published by AURO MEDIA (a section of SRI AUROBINDO BHAVAN Berchtesgadener Land, Germany) under the title All Life Is Yoga. Our effort is to bring together, from Sri Aurobindo and the Mother, simple passages with a practical orientation on specific subjects, so that everyone may feel free to choose a book according to his inner need. The topics cover the whole field of human activity, because true spirituality is not the rejection of life but the art of perfecting life.


      While the passages from Sri Aurobindo are in the original English, most of the passages from the Mother (selections from her talks and writings) are translations from the original French. We must also bear in mind that the excerpts have been taken out of their original context and that a compilation, in its very nature, is likely to have a personal and subjective approach. A sincere attempt, however, has been made to be faithful to the vision of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother. These excerpts are by no means exhaustive.


      Bringing out a compilation from the writings of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother, which have a profound depth and wideness unique, is a difficult task. The compiler’s subjective tilt and preferences generally result in highlighting some aspects of the issues concerned while the rest is by no means less significant. Also without contexts of the excerpts the passages reproduced may not fully convey the idea – or may be misunderstood or may reduce a comprehensive truth into what could appear like a fixed principle.


      The reader may keep in mind this inherent limitation of compilations; compilations are however helpful in providing an introduction to the subject in a handy format. They also give the readers a direct and practical feel of some of the profound issues and sometimes a mantric appeal, musing on which can change one’s entire attitude to them.


      The excerpts from the writings of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother carry titles and captions chosen by the editor, highlighting the theme of the excerpts and, whenever possible, borrowing a phrase from the text itself. The sources of the excerpts are given at the end of each issue.


      We hope these compilations will inspire the readers to go to the complete works of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother and will help them to mould their lives and their environments towards an ever greater perfection.


      “True spirituality is not to renounce life, but to make life perfect with a Divine Perfection.” – The Mother


      * * *
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        Let us meditate on the most auspicious (best) form of Savitri, on the Light of the Supreme which shall illumine us with the Truth. — Sri Aurobindo


        


        Savitri, that marvellous prophetic poem which will be humanity’s guide towards its future realisation. — The Mother


        


        We are in a very special situation, extremely special, without precedent. We are now witnessing the birth of a new world; it is very young, very weak – not in its essence but in its outer manifestation – not yet recognised, not even felt, denied by the majority. But it is here. It is here,making an effort to grow, absolutely sure of the result. But the road to it is a completely new road which has never before been traced out – nobody has gone there, nobody has done that! It is a beginning, a universal beginning. So, it is an absolutely unexpected and unpredictable adventure. — The Mother


        * * *

      
    

  

  
    
      Part I


      INTRODUCTION


      
        ...my long labour on Savitri ... was not labour in the ordinary sense, not a labour of painstaking construction, I may describe it as an infinite capacity for waiting and listening for the true inspiration and rejecting all that fell short of it, however good it might seem from a lower standard until I got that which I felt to be absolutely right. — Sri Aurobindo

      
    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1


      Savitri – This Wonderful Prophetic Poem


      Words of the Mother


      About Savitri


      1) The daily record of the spiritual experiences of the individual who has written.


      2) A complete system of yoga which can serve as a guide for those who want to follow the integral sadhana.


      3) The yoga of the Earth in its ascension towards the Divine.


      4) The experiences of the Divine Mother in her effort to adapt herself to the body she has taken and the ignorance and the falsity of the earth upon which she has incarnated.


      *


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 2


      Savitri – the Divine Mother


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      Savitri is represented in the poem as an incarnation of the Divine Mother... This incarnation is supposed to have taken place in far past times when the whole thing had to be opened, so as to “hew the ways of Immortality”.


      *


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      Aswapati’s Yoga falls into three parts. First, he is achieving his own spiritual self-fulfilment as an 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.


      *


    ............

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 3


      The Composition of Savitri


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      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 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 any one of these higher planes to its highest or the psychic, poetic intelligence or vital towards them.


      *


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      With your silent consciousness, it should be possible to draw from the highest planes with the slightest pull.


      The highest planes are not so accommodating as all that. If they were so, why should it be so difficult to bring down and organise the supermind in the physical consciousness? What happy-go-lucky fancy-web-spinning ignoramuses you all are. You speak of silence, consciousness, overmental, supramental etc. as if they were so many electric buttons you have only to press and there you are. It may be one day but meanwhile I have to discover everything about the working of all possible modes of electricity, all the laws, possibilities, perils etc., construct modes of connection and communication, make the whole far-wiring system, try to find out how it can be made fool-proof and all that in the course of a single lifetime. And I have to do it while my blessed disciples are firing off their gay or gloomy a priori reasonings at me from a position of entire irresponsibility and expecting me to divulge everything to them not in hints – but at length. Lord God in omnibus!


      *


  ............

    

  

  
    
      Part II


      A VISION OF HIGHER REALMS THAN OURS


      
        Sri Aurobindo incarnated in a human body the supramental consciousness and has not only revealed to us the nature of the path to follow and the method of following it so as to arrive at the goal, but has also by his own personal realisation given us the example; he has provided us with the proof that the thing can be done and the time is now to do it. — The Mother

      
    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1


      The Supramental Vision and Its Expression


      The Nature of the Supermind


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      We have to regard therefore this all-containing, all-originating, all-consummating Supermind as the nature of the Divine Being, not indeed in its absolute self-existence, but in its action as the Lord and Creator of its own worlds. This is the truth of that which we call God.


      *


     

    ............

    

  

  
    
      Part III


      THE CREATIVE WORD


      
        The function of a mantra is to create vibrations in the inner consciousness that will prepare it for the realisation of what the mantra symbolises and is supposed indeed to carry within itself. — Sri Aurobindo

      
    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1


      Theory of the Mantra


      The Mantra – a word of power and light


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      The mantra as I have tried to describe it in The Future Poetry is a word of power and light that comes from the Overmind inspiration or from some very high plane of Intuition. Its characteristics are a language that conveys infinitely more than the mere surface sense of the words seems to indicate, a rhythm that means even more than the language and is born out of the Infinite and disappears into it, and the power to convey not merely the mental, vital or physical contents or indications or values of the thing uttered, but its significance and figure in some fundamental and original consciousness which is behind all these and greater.


      *


      The three highest intensities of poetic speech


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      The mantra, poetic expression of the deepest spiritual reality, is only possible when three highest intensities of poetic speech meet and become indissolubly one, a highest intensity of rhythmic movement, a highest intensity of interwoven verbal form and thought-substance, of style, and a highest intensity of the soul’s vision of truth. All great poetry comes about by a unison of these three elements; it is the insufficiency of one or another which makes the inequalities in the work of even the greatest poets, and it is the failure of some one element which is the cause of their lapses, of the scoriae in their work, the spots in the sun. But it is only at a certain highest level of the fused intensities that the Mantra becomes possible.


      *


    ............

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 2


      Poetic Vision and the Mantra


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      Vision is the characteristic power of the poet, as is discriminative thought the essential gift of the philosopher and analytic observation the natural genius of the scientist. The Kavi1 was in the idea of the ancients the seer and revealer of truth, and though we have wandered far enough from that ideal to demand from him only the pleasure of the ear and the amusement of the aesthetic faculty, still all great poetry instinctively preserves something of that higher turn of its own aim and significance. Poetry, in fact, being Art, must attempt to make us see, and since it is to the inner senses that it has to address itself, – for the ear is its only physical gate of entry and even there its real appeal is to an inner hearing, – and since its object is to make us live within ourselves what the poet has embodied in his verse, it is an inner sight which he opens in us, and this inner sight must have been intense in him before he can awaken it in us.


      Therefore the greatest poets have been always those who have had a large and powerful interpretative and intuitive vision of Nature and life and man and whose poetry has arisen out of that in a supreme revelatory utterance of it. ... Sight is the essential poetic gift. The archetypal poet in a world of original ideas is, we may say, a Soul that sees in itself intimately this world and all the others and God and Nature and the life of beings and sets flowing from its centre a surge of creative rhythm and word-images which become the expressive body of the vision. The great poets are those who repeat in some measure this ideal creation, kavayah satyasrutah, seers of the poetic truth and hearers of its word.


      *


    ............

      


      
        1 The Sanskrit word for poet. In classical Sanskrit it is applied to any maker of verse or even of prose, but in the Vedic it meant the poet-seer who saw the Truth and found in a subtle truth-hearing the inspired word of his vision.

      

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 3


      The Poetry of the Future


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      The poetry of the future has to solve, if the suggestions I have made are sound, a problem new to the art of poetic speech, an utterance of the deepest soul of man and of the universal spirit in things, not only with another and a more complete vision, but in the very inmost language of the self-experience of the soul and the sight of the spiritual mind. The attempt to speak in poetry the inmost things of the spirit or to use a psychical and spiritual seeing other than that of the more outward imagination and intelligence has indeed been made before, but for the most part and except in rare moments of an unusually inspired speech it has used some kind of figure or symbol more than a direct language of inmost experience; or else, where it has used such a language, it has been within the limited province of a purely inward experience as in the lofty philosophic and spiritual poetry of the Upanishads, the expression of a peculiar psychic feeling of Nature common in far eastern poets or the poetic setting of mystic states or of an especial religious emotion and experience of which we have a few examples in Europe and many in the literature of western Asia and India. It is a different and much larger creative and interpretative movement that we now see in its first stages, an expansion of the inner way of vision to outer no less than to inner things, to all that is subjective to us and all that is objective, a seeing by a closer identity in the self of man with the self of things and life and Nature and of all that meets him in the universe. The poet has to find the language of these identities, and even symbol and figure, when brought in to assist the more direct utterance, must be used in a different fashion, less as a veil, more as a real correspondence.


    ............

    

  

  
    
      Part IV


      SAVITRI – THE DIVINE WORD


      
        All world is expression or manifestation, creation by the Word. — Sri Aurobindo

      
    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1


      Savitri – The Sun-Word


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      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,


      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.


      *


      ............

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 2


      Savitri – A Legend and a Symbol


      Words of Sri Aurobindo


      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.


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 3


      Savitri – A Revelation


      On the 18th January 1960, when a young disciple met the Mother for a personal interview, she said to him: “I shall give you something special; be prepared.” The next day, when he again met her, she spoke in French first about how to kindle the psychic Flame and then in this connection started speaking about Sri Aurobindo’s great epic Savitri and continued to speak at length.


      The disciple, after returning from the Mother, wanted to note down immediately what She had said, but he could not do so because he felt a great hesitation due to his sense of incapacity to transcribe exactly the Mother’s own words. After nearly seven years, however, he felt a strong urge to note down what the Mother had spoken; so in 1967 he wrote down from memory a report in French. The report was seen by the Mother and a few corrections were made by her. To another disciple who asked her permission to read this report, she wrote: Years ago I have spoken at length about 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. (4 December 1967)


      On a few other occasion also, the Mother had spoken to the same disciple on the value of reading Savitri which he had noted down afterwards. These notes have been added at the end of the main report.


      A few members of the Ashram had privately read this report in French, but afterwards there were many requests for its English version. A translation was therefore made in November 1967. A proposal was made to the Mother in 1972 for its publication and it was submitted to her for approval. The Mother wanted to check the translation before permitting its publication but could check only a portion of it.


      In view of the great value of what the Mother had said about Savitri and also because of the increasing demand for the English version, it is now being published in this here. This is a report written from memory but is amazingly distinct and vivid. We should be multiply thankful to Mona Sarkar for giving it to us all. The Mother says the direct road to Savitri is by ‘the heart’.


      Words of the Mother


      Do you read Savitri?


      Yes, Mother.


      You have read the whole of it?


      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.


      It does not matter if you do not understand 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 the 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, the rhythms, the vibrations will penetrate directly to this white page, will put their stamp upon the brain, will explain themselves without your making an 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 one who wishes to follow this path, it is a visible 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 here its solution, 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.


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 4


      The Extraordinary Power of Savitri


      Words of the Mother


      If you are depressed, if you feel miserable, if you do not succeed in what you do or else if what happens is always the contrary of what you expect, however much you try – if it has come to such a pass that you lose your temper, life becomes disgusting and you are unhappy, then immediately take Savitri and, after a moment’s concentration, open it at any page and read. You will see that all your misery disappears like smoke. And you will have the strength to overcome the worst sorrows; you will no longer feel that which was tormenting you. Instead, you will feel a strange happiness, a reversal of consciousness along with the energy and force to conquer everything, as though there was nothing impossible. And you will feel this inexhaustible joy that purifies everything. Read just a few lines and that is enough to establish the contact with your inmost being. Such is the extraordinary power of Savitri.


    ............

      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 5


      Messages from the Mother


      Savitri, this prophetic vision of the world’s history, including the announcement of the earth’s future.


      *


   ............

    

  

  
    
      Part V


      SAVITRI – THE SONG OF THE INFINITE AND ETERNAL


      
        Whoever can go beyond the brain to the heart, will hear the voice of the Eternal. — Sri Aurobindo

      

      Selections from Sri Aurobindo’s Savitri

    

  

  
    
      


      I. The Book of Beginnings

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Symbol Dawn


      Dark Beginning


      It was the hour before the Gods awake.


      Across the path of the divine Event


      The huge foreboding mind of Night, alone


      In her unlit temple of eternity,


      Lay stretched immobile upon Silence’ marge.


      Almost one felt, opaque, impenetrable,


      In the sombre symbol of her eyeless muse


      The abysm of the unbodied Infinite;


      A fathomless zero occupied the world.


     ............


      The Revelation and the Flame


      Insensibly somewhere a breach began:


      A long lone line of hesitating hue


      Like a vague smile tempting a desert heart


      Troubled the far rim of life’s obscure sleep.


      Arrived from the other side of boundlessness


      An eye of deity peered through the dumb deeps;


      A scout in a reconnaissance from the sun,


     ............

      The God-Light


      All grew a consecration and a rite.


      Air was a vibrant link between earth and heaven;


      The wide-winged hymn of a great priestly wind


      Arose and failed upon the altar hills;


      The high boughs prayed in a revealing sky.


      Here where our half-lit ignorance skirts the gulfs


      On the dumb bosom of the ambiguous earth,


      Here where one knows not even the step in front


      And Truth has her throne on the shadowy back of doubt,


      On this anguished and precarious field of toil


      Outspread beneath some large indifferent gaze,


      Impartial witness of our joy and bale,


      Our prostrate soil bore the awakening ray.


     ............


      Mortality and the Eternal’s Touch


      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.


      I.1.221-28


      Savitri’s Inner Conflict


      Calm was her face and courage kept her mute.


      Yet only her outward self suffered and strove;


      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....


     ............


      The Day of Satyavan’s Death


      The godheads from the dim Inconscient born


      Awoke to struggle and the pang divine,


      And in the shadow of her flaming heart,


      At the sombre centre of the dire debate,


      A guardian of the unconsoled abyss


      Inheriting the long agony of the globe,


      A stone-still figure of high and godlike Pain


      Stared into Space with fixed regardless eyes


      That saw grief’s timeless depths but not life’s goal.

............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Issue


      The Many-Imaged Past


      Awhile, withdrawn in secret fields of thought,


      Her mind moved in a many-imaged past


      That lived again and saw its end approach:


      Dying, it lived imperishably in her;


      Transient and vanishing from transient eyes,


      Invisible, a fateful ghost of self,


      It bore the future on its phantom breast.


      Along the fleeting event’s far-backward trail


      ............

      Savitri and the God of Love


      Alone amid the many faces loved,


      Aware among unknowing happy hearts,


      Her armoured spirit kept watch upon the hours


      Listening for a foreseen tremendous step


      In the closed beauty of the inhuman wilds.


      A combatant in silent dreadful lists,


      The world unknowing, for the world she stood:


      No helper had she save the Strength within;


   ............


      The Immortal and the Snare of Time


      Almost they saw who lived within her light


      Her playmate in the sempiternal spheres


      Descended from its unattainable realms


      In her attracting advent’s luminous wake,


      The white-fire dragon-bird of endless bliss


      Drifting with burning wings above her days:


      Heaven’s tranquil shield guarded the missioned child.


    ............


      A Magic Leverage


      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.2.327-33


      The Victory for God in Man


      But wisdom comes, and vision grows within:


      Then Nature’s instrument crowns himself her king;


      He feels his witnessing self and conscious power;


      His soul steps back and sees the Light supreme.


      A Godhead stands behind the brute machine.

............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      The Yoga of the King: The Yoga of the Soul’s Release


      The Seer, Savitri’s Father


      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.


    ............


      The Growing Divinity


      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,

............


      Aswapati’s Growth into Larger Self


      As so he grew into his larger self,


      Humanity framed his movements less and less;


      A greater being saw a greater world.


      A fearless will for knowledge dared to erase


      The lines of safety Reason draws that bar


      Mind’s soar, soul’s dive into the Infinite.


      ............


      A Magical Accord


      A magical accord quickened and attuned


      To ethereal symphonies the old earthy strings;


      It raised the servitors of mind and life


      To be happy partners in the soul’s response,


      Tissue and nerve were turned to sensitive chords,


      Records of lustre and ecstasy; it made


      The body’s means the spirit’s acolytes.


      A heavenlier function with a finer mode


      Lit with its grace man’s outward earthliness;


      The soul’s experience of its deeper sheaths


      No more slept drugged by Matter’s dominance.


      In the dead wall closing us from wider self,

............


      The Inner Planes


      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.


   ............


      Time’s Drama


      In the unceasing drama carried by Time


      On its long listening flood that bears the world’s


      Insoluble doubt on a pilgrimage without goal,


      A laughter of sleepless pleasure foamed and spumed


      And murmurings of desire that cannot die:


      A cry came of the world’s delight to be,


      The grandeur and greatness of its will to live,


      Recall of the soul’s adventure into space,


      A traveller through the magic centuries


      And being’s labour in Matter’s universe,


      Its search for the mystic meaning of its birth


      And joy of high spiritual response,


      Its throb of satisfaction and content


    ............

      New Discovery


      In every hour loosed from the quiver of Time


      There rose a song of new discovery,


      A bow-twang’s hum of young experiment.


      Each day was a spiritual romance,


      As if he was born into a bright new world;


      Adventure leaped an unexpected friend,


      And danger brought a keen sweet tang of joy;


      Each happening was a deep experience.


      There were high encounters, epic colloquies,


      And counsels came couched in celestial speech,


      And honeyed pleadings breathed from occult lips


      To help the heart to yield to rapture’s call,


      And sweet temptations stole from beauty’s realms


  ............


      Silent Self


      Out of this world of signs suddenly he came


      Into a silent self where world was not


      And looked beyond into a nameless vast.


      These symbol figures lost their right to live,


      All tokens dropped our sense can recognise;


      There the heart beat no more at body’s touch,


      There the eyes gazed no more on beauty’s shape.

............


      Beyond Thought


      This huge material universe became


      A small result of a stupendous force:


      Overtaking the moment the eternal Ray


      Illumined That which never yet was made.


      Thought lay down in a mighty voicelessness;


      The toiling Thinker widened and grew still,


      Wisdom transcendent touched his quivering heart:


      His soul could sail beyond thought’s luminous bar;


      Mind screened no more the shoreless infinite.


      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,

............


      The Unseen Guide


      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.


      I.3.463-70


      Inspiration


      Oft inspiration with her lightning feet,


      A sudden messenger from the all-seeing tops,


      Traversed the soundless corridors of his mind


      Bringing her rhythmic sense of hidden things.

............


      The Universe as God’s Body


      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.3.738-42


      Release from Ignorance


      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.

............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 4


      The Secret Knowledge


      Our Forgotten Vastnesses


      On a height he stood that looked towards greater heights.


      Our early approaches to the Infinite


      Are sunrise splendours on a marvellous verge


      While lingers yet unseen the glorious sun.


      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.4.1-17


      In Great Lonely Hours


      A shapeless memory lingers in us still


      And sometimes, when our sight is turned within,


      Earth’s ignorant veil is lifted from our eyes;


      There is a short miraculous escape.


      This narrow fringe of clamped experience


      We leave behind meted to us as life,


      Our little walks, our insufficient reach.


      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.


      A breath comes down from a supernal air,


      A Presence is born, a guiding Light awakes,


      A stillness falls upon the instruments:


      Fixed, motionless like a marble monument,


      Stone-calm, the body is a pedestal


      Supporting a figure of eternal Peace.


      Or a revealing Force sweeps blazing in;


      Out of some vast superior continent


      Knowledge breaks through trailing its radiant seas,


      And Nature trembles with the power, the flame.


      A greater Personality sometimes


      Possesses us which yet we know is ours:


      Or we adore the Master of our souls.


      Then the small bodily ego thins and falls;


      No more insisting on its separate self,


      Losing the punctilio of its separate birth,


      It leaves us one with Nature and with God.


    ............

      The Labour of the Earth Goddess


      Along a path of aeons serpentine


      In the coiled blackness of her nescient course


      The Earth-Goddess toils across the sands of Time.


      A Being is in her whom she hopes to know,


      A Word speaks to her heart she cannot hear,


      A Fate compels whose form she cannot see.


      In her unconscious orbit through the Void


      Out of her mindless depths she strives to rise,


      A perilous life her gain, a struggling joy;


      A Thought that can conceive but hardly knows


      Arises slowly in her and creates


      The idea, the speech that labels more than it lights;


      A trembling gladness that is less than bliss


      Invades from all this beauty that must die.


      Alarmed by the sorrow dragging at her feet

............


      The Immortals Vision


      Only the Immortals on their deathless heights


      Dwelling beyond the walls of Time and Space,


      Masters of living, free from the bonds of Thought,


      Who are overseers of Fate and Chance and Will


      And experts of the theorem of world-need,


      Can see the Idea, the Might that change Time’s course,


      Come maned with light from undiscovered worlds,


      Hear, while the world toils on with its deep blind heart,


      The galloping hooves of the unforeseen event,


      Bearing the superhuman Rider, near


      And, impassive to earth’s din and startled cry,


      Return to the silence of the hills of God;


      As lightning leaps, as thunder sweeps, they pass


      And leave their mark on the trampled breast of Life.


      I.4.280-93


      Time’s Fulfilment


      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.4.334-41


      The Certitude of our Divine Destiny


      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.


      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.


      I.4.465-84


      Dream Truth


      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,


      A phenomenon stands out significant


      Against dim backgrounds of eternity;


      We accept its face and pass by all it means;


      A part is seen, we take it for the whole.


      I.4.557-64


      He and She


      He moves there as the Soul, as Nature she....


      Although possessor of the earth and heavens,


      He leaves to her the cosmic management


      And watches all, the Witness of her scene.


      A supernumerary on her stage,


      He speaks no words or hides behind the wings.


      He takes birth in her world, waits on her will,


      Divines her enigmatic gesture’s sense,


      The fluctuating chance turns of her mood,


      Works out her meanings she seems not to know


      And serves her secret purpose in long Time.


     ............


      The Self-Determining Absolute


      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.


      He whose transcendence rules the pregnant Vasts,


      Prescient now dwells in our subliminal depths,


      A luminous individual Power, alone.


      The Absolute, the Perfect, the Alone


      Has called out of the Silence his mute Force


     ............


      A Nameless Resident


      In a body obscuring the immortal Spirit


      A nameless Resident vesting unseen powers


      With Matter’s shapes and motives beyond thought


      And the hazard of an unguessed consequence,


      An omnipotent indiscernible Influence,


      He sits, unfelt by the form in which he lives


      And veils his knowledge by the groping mind.


      A wanderer in a world his thoughts have made,


      He turns in a chiaroscuro of error and truth


      To find a wisdom that on high is his.


      As one forgetting he searches for himself;


      As if he had lost an inner light he seeks:


      As a sojourner lingering amid alien scenes


    ............


      The Voyager Soul


      This is the sailor on the flow of Time,


      This is World-Matter’s slow discoverer,


      Who, launched into this small corporeal birth,


      Has learned his craft in tiny bays of self,


      But dares at last unplumbed infinitudes,


      A voyager upon eternity’s seas.


    ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 5


      The Yoga of the King: The Yoga of the Spirit’s Freedom and Greatness


      The Eternal’s Promise


      Once more was heard in the still cosmic Mind


      The Eternal’s promise to his labouring Force


      Inducing the world-passion to begin,


      The cry of birth into mortality


      And the opening verse of the tragedy of Time.


      Out of the depths the world’s buried secret rose;


      He read the original ukase kept back


      In the locked archives of the spirit’s crypt,


      And saw the signature and fiery seal


      Of Wisdom on the dim Power’s hooded work


      Who builds in Ignorance the steps of Light.


    ............


      The Tessellated Whole


      Only beginnings are accomplished here;


      Our base’s Matter seems alone complete,


      An absolute machine without a soul.


      Or all seems a misfit of half ideas,


      Or we saddle with the vice of earthly form


      A hurried imperfect glimpse of heavenly things,


      Guesses and travesties of celestial types.


      Here chaos sorts itself into a world,


      A brief formation drifting in the void:


      Apings of knowledge, unfinished arcs of power,


      Flamings of beauty into earthly shapes,

............


      Towards the Eternal


      Impassive he lived immune from earthly hopes,


      A figure in the ineffable Witness’ shrine


      Pacing the vast cathedral of his thoughts


      Under its arches dim with infinity


      And heavenward brooding of invisible wings.


      A call was on him from intangible heights;


      Indifferent to the little outpost Mind,


      He dwelt in the wideness of the Eternal’s reign.


      His being now exceeded thinkable Space,


      His boundless thought was neighbour to cosmic sight:


      A universal light was in his eyes,


      A golden influx flowed through heart and brain;


      A Force came down into his mortal limbs,


      A current from eternal seas of Bliss;


      He felt the invasion and the nameless joy.

............

      The Transforming Descent


      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:

............


      Mind – A Mediator Divinity


      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,

............

      The Hierarchy of Worlds


      Life in him learned its huge subconscient rear;


      The little fronts unlocked to the unseen Vasts:


      Her gulfs stood nude, her far transcendences


      Flamed in transparencies of crowded light.


      A giant order was discovered here


      Of which the tassel and extended fringe


      Are the scant stuff of our material lives....


      Ascending and descending twixt life’s poles


      The seried kingdoms of the graded Law


      Plunged from the Everlasting into Time,


      Then glad of a glory of multitudinous mind


      And rich with life’s adventure and delight


      And packed with the beauty of Matter’s shapes and hues


      Climbed back from Time into undying Self,


      Up a golden ladder carrying the soul,


      Tying with diamond threads the Spirit’s extremes.


      In this drop from consciousness to consciousness


      Each leaned on the occult Inconscient’s power,


      The fountain of its needed Ignorance,


      Archmason of the limits by which it lives.


      In this soar from consciousness to consciousness


      Each lifted tops to That from which it came,


      Origin of all that it had ever been


      And home of all that it could still become.


      An organ scale of the Eternal’s acts,


      Mounting to their climax in an endless Calm,


      Paces of the many-visaged Wonderful,


      Predestined stadia of the evolving Way,


      Measures of the stature of the growing soul,


      They interpreted existence to itself


      And, mediating twixt the heights and deeps,


      United the veiled married opposites


      And linked creation to the Ineffable.


      A last high world was seen where all worlds meet;


      In its summit gleam where Night is not nor Sleep,


      The light began of the Trinity supreme.


      All there discovered what it seeks for here....


      Above were the Immortal’s changeless seats,


      White chambers of dalliance with eternity


      And the stupendous gates of the Alone.


      Across the unfolding of the seas of self

............

    

  

  
    
      


      II. The Book of the Traveller of the Worlds

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The World-Stair


      The Ascending World Hierarchy


      Tireless the heart’s adventure of delight,


      Endless the kingdoms of the Spirit’s bliss,


      Unnumbered tones struck from one harmony’s strings;


      Each to its wide-winged universal poise,


      Its fathomless feeling of the All in one,


      Brought notes of some perfection yet unseen,


      Its single retreat into Truth’s secrecies,


      Its happy sidelight on the Infinite.


      All was found there the Unique has dreamed and made


      Tinging with ceaseless rapture and surprise


      And an opulent beauty of passionate difference


      The recurring beat that moments God in Time.


      Only was missing the sole timeless Word


      That carries eternity in its lonely sound,


      The Idea self-luminous key to all ideas,


      The integer of the Spirit’s perfect sum


      That equates the unequal All to the equal One,


      The single sign interpreting every sign,


      The absolute index to the Absolute.


      II.1.84-102


      Ladder Towards Deity


      If earth were all and this were not in her,


      Thought could not be nor life-delight’s response:


      Only material forms could then be her guests


      Driven by an inanimate world-force.


      Earth by this golden superfluity


      Bore thinking man and more than man shall bear;


      This higher scheme of being is our cause


      And holds the key to our ascending fate;


      It calls out of our dense mortality


      The conscious spirit nursed in Matter’s house.


      The living symbol of these conscious planes,


      Its influences and godheads of the unseen,


      Its unthought logic of Reality’s acts


      Arisen from the unspoken truth in things,


      Have fixed our inner life’s slow-scaled degrees.


      Its steps are paces of the soul’s return


      From the deep adventure of material birth,


      A ladder of delivering ascent


      And rungs that Nature climbs to deity.


      Once in the vigil of a deathless gaze


      These grades had marked her giant downward plunge,


      The wide and prone leap of a godhead’s fall.


      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.1.144-71


      The Mystery’s Process


      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:


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Kingdom of Subtle Matter


      Earth-Nature’s Origins


      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....


      And lulled by whispers of that lucid air


      Take dream-hued rest like birds on timeless trees


      Before they dive to float on earth-time’s sea.


      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.


      II.2.12-67


      Our Lives and Divine Intimations


      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;


    ............


      Earth’s Forms and Man’s Art


      A radiance of a golden artifice,


      A masterpiece of inspired device and rule,


      Her forms hide what they house and only mime


      The unseized miracle of self-born shapes


      That live for ever in the Eternal’s gaze.


      Here in a difficult half-finished world


      Is a slow toiling of unconscious Powers;


      Here is man’s ignorant divining mind,


      His genius born from an inconscient soil.


      To copy on earth’s copies is his art.


      II.2.223-32


      The Finite Perfection and the Immeasurable


      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.


   ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      The Glory and the Fall of Life


      The Heavens of Light


      Above him in a new celestial vault


      Other than the heavens beheld by mortal eyes,


      As on a fretted ceiling of the gods,


      An archipelago of laughter and fire,


      Swam stars apart in a rippled sea of sky.


      Towered spirals, magic rings of vivid hue


      And gleaming spheres of strange felicity


      Floated through distance like a symbol world.


      On the trouble and the toil they could not share,


      On the unhappiness they could not aid,

............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 4


      The Kingdoms of the Little Life


      The Formless Yearning


      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.


      The infant laugh that rang through time is hushed:


      Man’s natural joy of life is overcast


    ............


      The Birth of Sense


      An inconscient Power groped towards consciousness,


      Matter smitten by Matter glimmered to sense,


      Blind contacts, slow reactions beat out sparks


      Of instinct from a cloaked subliminal bed,


      Sensations crowded, dumb substitutes for thought,


      Perception answered Nature’s wakening blows


      But still was a mechanical response,


      A jerk, a leap, a start in Nature’s dream,


      And rude unchastened impulses jostling ran


      Heedless of every motion but their own


      And, darkling, clashed with darker than themselves,


      Free in a world of settled anarchy.


      II.4.176-87


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 5


      The Godheads of the Little Life


      The Deeper Vision of the Spirit


      There is a deeper seeing from within


      And, when we have left these small purlieus of mind,


      A greater vision meets us on the heights


      In the luminous wideness of the spirit’s gaze.


      At last there wakes in us a witness Soul


      That looks at truths unseen and scans the Unknown;


      Then all assumes a new and marvellous face:


      The world quivers with a God-light at its core,


      In Time’s deep heart high purposes move and live,


      Life’s borders crumble and join infinity....


      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.


      II.5.611-43


      The Divine Influx


      And when that greater Self comes sea-like down


      To fill this image of our transience,


      All shall be captured by delight, transformed:


      In waves of undreamed ecstasy shall roll


      Our mind and life and sense and laugh in a light


      Other than this hard limited human day,


      The body’s tissues thrill apotheosised,


      Its cells sustain bright metamorphosis.


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 6


      The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Greater Life


      Death – A Passage to New Worlds


      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.


      II.6.770-80


      The Certitude of God’s Descent


      “Oh, surely one day he shall come to our cry,


      One day he shall create our life anew


      And utter the magic formula of peace


      And bring perfection to the scheme of things.


      One day he shall descend to life and earth,


      Leaving the secrecy of the eternal doors,


      Into a world that cries to him for help,


      And bring the truth that sets the spirit free,


      The joy that is the baptism of the soul,


      The strength that is the outstretched arm of Love.


      One day he shall lift his beauty’s dreadful veil,


      Impose delight on the world’s beating heart


      And bare his secret body of light and bliss.”


      II.6.967-79


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 7


      The Descent into Night


      Life: Its Obverse and Reverse Faces


      Life looked at him with changed and sombre eyes:


      Her beauty he saw and the yearning heart in things


      That with a little happiness is content,


      Answering to a small ray of truth or love;


      He saw her gold sunlight and her far blue sky,


      Her green of leaves and hue and scent of flowers


      And the charm of children and the love of friends


      And the beauty of women and kindly hearts of men,


      But saw too the dreadful Powers that drive her moods


      And the anguish she has strewn upon her ways,


      Fate waiting on the unseen steps of men


      And her evil and sorrow and last gift of death.


      II.7.76-87


      The Abysm of Hell


      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.


      Around him crowded grey and squalid huts


      Neighbouring proud palaces of perverted Power,


      Inhuman quarters and demoniac wards.


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 8


      The World of Falsehood, the Mother of Evil and the Sons of Darkness


      Aswapati Crosses the World of Falsehood


      The Anarchs of the formless depths arose,


      Great Titan beings and demoniac powers,


      World-egos racked with lust and thought and will,


      Vast minds and lives without a spirit within:


      Impatient architects of error’s house,


      Leaders of the cosmic ignorance and unrest


      And sponsors of sorrow and mortality


      Embodied the dark Ideas of the Abyss....


      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.


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 9


      The Paradise of the Life-Gods


      The Life Heavens


      Around him shone a great felicitous Day.


      A lustre of some rapturous Infinite,


      It held in the splendour of its golden laugh


      Regions of the heart’s happiness set free,


      Intoxicated with the wine of God,


      Immersed in light, perpetually divine....


      It needed not to curb its passionate beats;


      Thrilled by the clasp of the warm satisfied sense


      And the swift wonder-rush and flame and cry


      Of the life-impulses’ red magnificent race,


      It lived in a jewel-rhythm of the laughter of God


      And lay on the breast of universal love.


   ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 10


      The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Little Mind


      The Human Ascent


      To eternal light and knowledge meant to rise,


      Up from man’s bare beginning is our climb;


      Out of earth’s heavy smallness we must break,


      We must search our nature with spiritual fire:


      An insect crawl preludes our glorious flight;


      Our human state cradles the future god,


      Our mortal frailty an immortal force.


      II.10.94-100


      Reason and the Infinite


      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....


      Absolute her judgments seem but none is sure;


      Time cancels all her verdicts in appeal....


      A master and slave of stark phenomenon,


      She travels on the roads of erring sight


      Or looks upon a set mechanical world


      Constructed for her by her instruments.


      A bullock yoked in the cart of proven fact,


      She drags huge knowledge-bales through Matter’s dust


      To reach utility’s immense bazaar.


      Apprentice she has grown to her old drudge;


      An aided sense is her seeking’s arbiter.


      This now she uses as the assayer’s stone.


    ............


      Great Thoughts


      Even now great thoughts are here that walk alone:


      Armed they have come with the infallible word


      In an investiture of intuitive light


      That is a sanction from the eyes of God;


      Announcers of a distant Truth they flame


      Arriving from the rim of eternity.


      A fire shall come out of the infinitudes,


      A greater Gnosis shall regard the world


      Crossing out of some far omniscience


      On lustrous seas from the still rapt Alone


      To illumine the deep heart of self and things.


      A timeless knowledge it shall bring to Mind,


      Its aim to life, to Ignorance its close.


      II.10.722-34


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 11


      The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Greater Mind


      The Spirit of Mind


      In gleaming clarities of amethyst air


      The chainless and omnipotent Spirit of Mind


      Brooded on the blue lotus of the Idea.


      A gold supernal sun of timeless Truth


      Poured down the mystery of the eternal Ray


      Through a silence quivering with the word of Light


      On an endless ocean of discovery.


      Far-off he saw the joining hemispheres.


      On meditation’s mounting edge of trance


      Great stairs of thought climbed up to unborn heights


      Where Time’s last ridges touch eternity’s skies


      And Nature speaks to the spirit’s absolute.


      II.11.154-65


      Eternal Truth


      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:


      Out of our thoughts we must leap up to sight,

............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 12


      The Heavens of the Ideal


      The Deathless Rose


      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,


      A great wide step trembling with jewelled fire


      As if a burning spirit quivered there


      Upholding with his flame the immortal hope,


      As if a radiant God had given his soul


      That he might feel the tread of pilgrim feet


      Mounting in haste to the Eternal’s house.


    ............


      Our Hidden Centres


      Our hidden centres of celestial force


      Open like flowers to a heavenly atmosphere;


      Mind pauses thrilled with the supernal Ray,


      And even this transient body then can feel


      Ideal love and flawless happiness


      And laughter of the heart’s sweetness and delight


      Freed from the rude and tragic hold of Time,


      And beauty and the rhythmic feet of the hours.


      This in high realms touches immortal kind;


      What here is in the bud has blossomed there.


      There is the secrecy of the House of Flame,


      The blaze of godlike thought and golden bliss,


      The rapt idealism of heavenly sense;


      There are the wonderful voices, the sun-laugh,


  ............


      The Deathless Flame


      On the other side of the eternal stairs


      The mighty kingdoms of the deathless Flame


      Aspired to reach the Being’s absolutes.


      Out of the sorrow and darkness of the world,


      Out of the depths where life and thought are tombed,


      Lonely mounts up to heaven the deathless Flame.


      In a veiled Nature’s hallowed secrecies


      It burns for ever on the altar Mind,


      Its priests the souls of dedicated gods,


      Humanity its house of sacrifice.


      Once kindled, never can its flamings cease.


      A fire along the mystic paths of earth,


      It rises through the mortal’s hemisphere,


      Till borne by runners of the Day and Dusk


      It enters the occult eternal Light


      And clambers whitening to the invisible Throne.


      Its worlds are steps of an ascending Force:


      A dream of giant contours, titan lines,


      Homes of unfallen and illumined Might,


      Heavens of unchanging Good pure and unborn,


      ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 13


      In the Self of Mind


      The Source of Knowledge


      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

............


      The Mind-Self


      The world seemed a long aeonic failure’s scene:


      All sterile grew, no base was left secure.


      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....


      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.


      Existence’ self was shadowed by a doubt;


      Almost it seemed a lotus-leaf afloat


      ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 14


      The World-Soul


      Entry into the World-Soul


      A covert answer to his seeking came.


      In a far shimmering background of Mind-Space


      A glowing mouth was seen, a luminous shaft;


      A recluse gate it seemed, musing on joy,


      A veiled retreat and escape to mystery.


      Away from the unsatisfied surface world


      It fled into the bosom of the unknown,


      A well, a tunnel of the depths of God.


      It plunged as if a mystic groove of hope


      Through many layers of formless voiceless self


      To reach the last profound of the world’s heart,


      And from that heart there surged a wordless call


      Pleading with some still impenetrable Mind,


      Voicing some passionate unseen desire.


     ............


      The Interval Between Birth and Birth


      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,


  ............


      The Supreme Power


      There he beheld in their mighty union’s poise


      The figure of the deathless Two-in-One,


      A single being in two bodies clasped,


      A diarchy of two united souls,


      Seated absorbed in deep creative joy;


      Their trance of bliss sustained the mobile world.


      Behind them in a morning dusk One stood


      Who brought them forth from the Unknowable.


      Ever disguised she awaits the seeking spirit;


      Watcher on the supreme unreachable peaks,


      Guide of the traveller of the unseen paths,


      She guards the austere approach to the Alone.


      At the beginning of each far-spread plane


      Pervading with her power the cosmic suns


      She reigns, inspirer of its multiple works


      And thinker of the symbol of its scene.


      Above them all she stands supporting all,


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 15


      The Kingdoms of the Greater Knowledge


      Overmind and Oversoul


      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.15.176-86


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      


      III. The Book of the Divine Mother

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Pursuit of the Unknowable


      The One


      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:

............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Adoration of the Divine Mother


      Self and World


      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;


      ............


      The Everlasting Yes


      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?


      This too is Truth at the mystic fount of Life.


      A black veil has been lifted; we have seen


    ............


      The Experience of the All-Beautiful


      Even while he stood on being’s naked edge


      And all the passion and seeking of his soul


      Faced their extinction in some featureless Vast,


      The Presence he yearned for suddenly drew close.


      Across the silence of the ultimate Calm,


      Out of a marvellous Transcendence’ core,


      A body of wonder and translucency


      As if a sweet mystic summary of her self


      Escaping into the original Bliss


      Had come enlarged out of eternity,


      Someone came infinite and absolute.


      A being of wisdom, power and delight,


      Even as a mother draws her child to her arms,


      Took to her breast Nature and world and soul.


      Abolishing the signless emptiness,


      Breaking the vacancy and voiceless hush,


    ............

      The Vision of the Supreme Mother


      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.


      Hers is the mystery the Night conceals;


      The spirit’s alchemist energy is hers;


      She is the golden bridge, the wonderful fire.


      The luminous heart of the Unknown is she,


      A power of silence in the depths of God;


      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 Descent of the Mother-Might


      A Word is spoken or a Light is shown,


      A moment sees, the ages toil to express.


      So flashing out of the Timeless leaped the worlds;


      An eternal instant is the cause of the years....


      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.


      III.2.188-211


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      The House of the Spirit and the New Creation


      Aspiration


      In the unapproachable stillness of his soul,


      Intense, one-pointed, monumental, lone,


      Patient he sat like an incarnate hope


      Motionless on a pedestal of prayer.


      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.


      III.3.6-13


      The Universal Soul


      No voice came down from the high Silences,


      None answered from her desolate solitudes.


      A stillness of cessation reigned, the wide


      Immortal hush before the gods are born;


      A universal Force awaited, mute,


   ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 4


      The Vision and the Boon


      The Advent of the Divine Mother


      An Influence had approached the mortal range,


      A boundless Heart was near his longing heart,


      A mystic Form enveloped his earthly shape.


      All at her contact broke from silence’ seal;


      Spirit and body thrilled identified,


      Linked in the grasp of an unspoken joy;


      Mind, members, life were merged in ecstasy.


      Intoxicated as with nectarous rain


      His nature’s passioning stretches flowed to her,


      Flashing with lightnings, mad with luminous wine.


      All was a limitless sea that heaved to the moon....


      Even lost in slumber, mute, inanimate


      His very body answered to her power.


  ............


      Aswapati and the Divine Mother


      Nothing now moved in the vast brooding space:


      A stillness came upon the listening world,


      A mute immensity of the Eternal’s peace.


      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,


    ............


      Savitri and Her Mission


      “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;

............

    

  

  
    
      


      IV. The Book of Birth and Quest

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Birth and Childhood of the Flame


      The Cycle of the Seasons


      A Maenad of the cycles of desire


      Around a Light she must not dare to touch,


      Hastening towards a far-off unknown goal


      Earth followed the endless journey of the Sun.


      A mind but half-awake in the swing of the void


      On the bosom of Inconscience dreamed out life


      And bore this finite world of thought and deed


      Across the immobile trance of the Infinite.


      A vast immutable silence with her ran:


      Prisoner of speed upon a jewelled wheel,


      She communed with the mystic heart in Space.


    ............


      Savitri’s Body


      Its charm recalled things seen in vision’s hours,


      A golden bridge spanning a faery flood,


      A moon-touched palm-tree single by a lake


      Companion of the wide and glimmering peace,


      A murmur as of leaves in Paradise


      Moving when feet of the Immortals pass,


      A fiery halo over sleeping hills,


      A strange and starry head alone in Night.


      IV.1.336-43


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Growth of the Flame


      The Truth of Ethics and Philosophy


      Ethics the human keyed to imitate heaven;


      The harmony of a rich culture’s tones


      Refined the sense and magnified its reach


      To hear the unheard and glimpse the invisible


      And taught the soul to soar beyond things known,


      Inspiring life to greaten and break its bounds,


      Aspiring to the Immortals’ unseen world.


      Leaving earth’s safety daring wings of Mind


      Bore her above the trodden fields of thought


      Crossing the mystic seas of the Beyond


      To live on eagle heights near to the Sun.


      There Wisdom sits on her eternal throne.


      IV.2.26-37


      The Divine Word


      Invested with a rhythm of higher spheres


      The word was used as a hieratic means


      For the release of the imprisoned spirit


      Into communion with its comrade gods.


      Or it helped to beat out new expressive forms


      Of that which labours in the heart of life,


      Some immemorial Soul in men and things,


      Seeker of the unknown and the unborn


      Carrying a light from the Ineffable


      To rend the veil of the last mysteries.


      IV.2.47-56


      Towards Love’s Universality


      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.2.117-29


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      The Call to the Quest


      The Working of the Mantra


      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:


      Transmuted by the white spiritual ray


      He walks in naked heavens of joy and calm,


      Sees the God-face and hears transcendent speech:


      An equal greatness in her life was sown.


      IV.3.220-38


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 4


      The Quest


      Savitri’s Memory-Waking Quest


      The world-ways opened before Savitri.


      At first a strangeness of new brilliant scenes


      Peopled her mind and kept her body’s gaze.


      But as she moved across the changing earth


      A deeper consciousness welled up in her:


      A citizen of many scenes and climes,


      Each soil and country it had made its home;


      It took all clans and peoples for her own,


      Till the whole destiny of mankind was hers.


      These unfamiliar spaces on her way


      Were known and neighbours to a sense within,


      Landscapes recurred like lost forgotten fields,


      Cities and rivers and plains her vision claimed


      Like slow-recurring memories in front,


      The stars at night were her past’s brilliant friends,


      The winds murmured to her of ancient things


      And she met nameless comrades loved by her once.


      All was a part of old forgotten selves.


      IV.4.1-18


      Divine Providence


      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


    ............


      Yogis and Nature


      The strife was over, the respite lay in front.


      Happy they lived with birds and beasts and flowers


      And sunlight and the rustle of the leaves,


      And heard the wild winds wandering in the night,


      Mused with the stars in their mute constant ranks,


      And lodged in the mornings as in azure tents,


    ............


      The Fateful Search


      On dreaming plains, an indolent expanse,


      The death-bed of a pale enchanted eve


      Under the glamour of a sunken sky,


      Impassive she lay as at an age’s end,


      Or crossed an eager pack of huddled hills


      Lifting their heads to hunt a lairlike sky,


      Or travelled in a strange and empty land


      Where desolate summits camped in a weird heaven,


      Mute sentinels beneath a drifting moon,


      Or wandered in some lone tremendous wood


      Ringing for ever with the crickets’ cry


      Or followed a long glistening serpent road


      Through fields and pastures lapped in moveless light


      Or reached the wild beauty of a desert space


      Where never plough was driven nor herd had grazed


      And slumbered upon stripped and thirsty sands


      Amid the savage wild-beast night’s appeal.


      Still unaccomplished was the fateful quest;


  ............

    

  

  
    
      


      V. The Book of Love

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Destined Meeting-Place


      The Meeting-Place


      Below them crouched a dream of emerald woods


      And gleaming borders solitary as sleep:


      Pale waters ran like glimmering threads of pearl.


      A sigh was straying among happy leaves;


      Cool-perfumed with slow pleasure-burdened feet


      Faint stumbling breezes faltered among flowers.


      The white crane stood, a vivid motionless streak,


      Peacock and parrot jewelled soil and tree,


      The dove’s soft moan enriched the enamoured air


      And fire-winged wild-drakes swam in silvery pools....


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      Satyavan


      The Meeting


      Her vision settled, caught and all was changed.


      Her mind at first dwelt in ideal dreams,


      Those intimate transmuters of earth’s signs


      That make known things a hint of unseen spheres....


      All in a moment was surprised and seized....


      Thoughts indistinct and glad in moon-mist heavens,


      Feelings as when a universe takes birth,


      Swept through the turmoil of her bosom’s space


      Invaded by a swarm of golden gods....


     ............

      The Significance of the Meeting


      His self-bound nature foundered as in fire;


      His life was taken into another’s life.


      The splendid lonely idols of his brain


      Fell prostrate from their bright sufficiencies,


      As at the touch of a new infinite,


      To worship a godhead greater than their own.


      An unknown imperious force drew him to her.


      Marvelling he came across the golden sward:


      Gaze met close gaze and clung in sight’s embrace.


      A visage was there, noble and great and calm,


      As if encircled by a halo of thought,


      A span, an arch of meditating light,


      As though some secret nimbus half was seen;


    ............

      The Truth of Love


      On the dumb bosom of this oblivious globe


      Although as unknown beings we seem to meet,


      Our lives are not aliens nor as strangers join,


      Moved to each other by a causeless force.


      The soul can recognise its answering soul


      Across dividing Time and, on life’s roads


      Absorbed wrapped traveller, turning it recovers


      Familiar splendours in an unknown face


      And touched by the warning finger of swift love


      It thrills again to an immortal joy


      Wearing a mortal body for delight.


  ............

      Fitness to Receive Love


      Rare is the cup fit for love’s nectar wine,


      As rare the vessel that can hold God’s birth;


      A soul made ready through a thousand years


      Is the living mould of a supreme Descent.


      V.2.241-44


      Affinity Revealed


      The mist was torn that lay between two lives;


      Her heart unveiled and his to find her turned;


      Attracted as in heaven star by star,


      They wondered at each other and rejoiced


      And wove affinity in a silent gaze.


      A moment passed that was eternity’s ray,


      An hour began, the matrix of new Time.


      V.2.259-65


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      Satyavan and Savitri


      The Recognition


      Out of the voiceless mystery of the past


      In a present ignorant of forgotten bonds


      These spirits met upon the roads of Time.


      Yet in the heart their secret conscious selves


      At once aware grew of each other warned


      By the first call of a delightful voice


      And a first vision of the destined face.


      As when being cries to being from its depths


      Behind the screen of the external sense


      And strives to find the heart-disclosing word,


      The passionate speech revealing the soul’s need,


      But the mind’s ignorance veils the inner sight,


      Only a little breaks through our earth-made bounds,


      So now they met in that momentous hour,


      So utter the recognition in the deeps,


      The remembrance lost, the oneness felt and missed.


      V.3.1-16


      Satyavan’s Inner Sight and Hearing


      Thus Satyavan spoke first to Savitri....


      “Amid the pageantries of day and dusk,


      Long have I travelled with my pilgrim soul


      Moved by the marvel of familiar things....


      I witnessed the virgin bridals of the dawn


      Behind the glowing curtains of the sky


      Or vying in joy with the bright morning’s steps


      I paced along the slumbrous coasts of noon,


      Or the gold desert of the sunlight crossed


      Traversing great wastes of splendour and of fire,


      Or met the moon gliding amazed through heaven


   ............

      Satyavan’s Deepening Vision of the Soul


      “The neighing pride of rapid life that roams


      Wind-maned through our pastures, on my seeing mood


      Cast shapes of swiftness; trooping spotted deer


      Against the vesper sky became a song


      Of evening to the silence of my soul.


    ............

      Satyavan Finds the Key to Transformation


      “I conversed with Nature, mused with the changeless stars,


      God’s watch-fires burning in the ignorant Night,


      And saw upon her mighty visage fall


      A ray prophetic of the Eternal’s sun.


      I sat with the forest sages in their trance:


      There poured awakening streams of diamond light,


      I glimpsed the presence of the One in all.


      But still there lacked the last transcendent power


      And Matter still slept empty of its Lord.


      The Spirit was saved, the body lost and mute


      Lived still with Death and ancient Ignorance;


      The Inconscient was its base, the Void its fate.


      But thou hast come and all will surely change:


      I shall feel the World-Mother in thy golden limbs


      And hear her wisdom in thy sacred voice.

............


      The Gold Link


      “I looked upon the world and missed the Self,


      And when I found the Self, I lost the world,


      My other selves I lost and the body of God,


      The link of the finite with the Infinite,


      The bridge between the appearance and the Truth,


      The mystic aim for which the world was made,


      The human sense of Immortality.


    ............


      The Marriage Garland


      Then flitting like pale-brilliant moths her hands


      Took from the sylvan verge’s sunlit arms


      A load of their jewel-faces’ clustering swarms,


      Companions of the spring-time and the breeze.


      A candid garland set with simple forms


      Her rapid fingers taught a flower song,


      The stanzaed movement of a marriage hymn.


    ............

      The All-Embrace


      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.


  ............

    

  

  
    
      


      VI. The Book of Fate

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Word of Fate


      The Descent of Narad


      In silent bounds bordering the mortal’s plane


      Crossing a wide expanse of brilliant peace


      Narad the heavenly sage from Paradise


      Came chanting through the large and lustrous air.


      Attracted by the golden summer-earth


      That lay beneath him like a glowing bowl


      Tilted upon a table of the Gods,


      Turning as if moved round by an unseen hand


      To catch the warmth and blaze of a small sun,


      He passed from the immortals’ happy paths


      To a world of toil and quest and grief and hope,


      To these rooms of the see-saw game of death with life.


      VI.1.1-12


      His Vision of the Future


      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.1.63-74


      The King’s Plea to Narad


      “A flame of radiant happiness she was born


      And surely will that flame set earth alight:


      Doom surely will see her pass and say no word!


      But too often here the careless Mother leaves


      Her chosen in the envious hands of Fate:


      The harp of God falls mute, its call to bliss


      Discouraged fails mid earth’s unhappy sounds;


      The strings of the siren Ecstasy cry not here


      Or soon are silenced in the human heart.


      Of sorrow’s songs we have enough: bid once


      Her glad and griefless days bring heaven here.


      Or must fire always test the great of soul?”...


      But Narad answered not; silent he sat,


      Knowing that words are vain and Fate is lord.


      VI.1.289-306


      Man’s Tragic Struggle


      Abrupt, jagged hills only the mighty climb


      Are here where few dare even think to rise;


      Far voices call down from the dizzy rocks,


      Chill, slippery, precipitous are the paths.


      Too hard the gods are with man’s fragile race;


      In their large heavens they dwell exempt from Fate


      And they forget the wounded feet of man,


      His limbs that faint beneath the whips of grief,


      His heart that hears the tread of time and death.


     ............

      The Mystery of Pain


      The great Gods use the pain of human hearts


      As a sharp axe to hew their cosmic road:


      They squander lavishly men’s blood and tears


      For a moment’s purpose in their fateful work.


      This cosmic Nature’s balance is not ours


      Nor the mystic measure of her need and use.


      A single word lets loose vast agencies;


      A casual act determines the world’s fate.


      VI.1.522-29


      Narad Describes Satyavan


      “A sapphire cutting from the sleep of heaven,


      Delightful is the soul of Satyavan,


      A ray out of the rapturous Infinite,


      A silence waking to a hymn of joy.


      A divinity and kingliness gird his brow;


      His eyes keep a memory from a world of bliss.


      As brilliant as a lonely moon in heaven,


      Gentle like the sweet bud that spring desires,


      Pure like a stream that kisses silent banks,


      He takes with bright surprise spirit and sense.


      A living knot of golden Paradise,


      A blue Immense he leans to the longing world,


      Time’s joy borrowed out of eternity,


      A star of splendour or a rose of bliss.


      In him soul and Nature, equal Presences,


      Balance and fuse in a wide harmony.”


      VI.1.536-51


      Savitri’s Resolute Will


      “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?...


    ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Way of Fate and the Problem of Pain


      World Pain and Its Necessity


      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.


      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.


    ............

      End of the Law of Pain


      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....


      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....


     ............


      Origin of Death and Fate


      “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.


    ............


      The Working of Providence


      “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.”


      VI.2.697-703


      Narad on Death as the Spirit’s Opportunity


      “In vain thou mournst that Satyavan must die;


      His death is a beginning of greater life,


      Death is the spirit’s opportunity.


      A vast intention has brought two souls close


      And love and death conspire towards one great end.


      For out of danger and pain heaven-bliss shall come,


      Time’s unforeseen event, God’s secret plan.


    ............

      The Heroic Strength


      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.


      VI.2.848-54


      * * *

    

  

  
    
      


      VII. The Book of Yoga

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Joy of Union; the Ordeal of the Foreknowledge of Death and the Heart’s Grief and Pain


      Joy and Grief


      At first to her beneath the sapphire heavens


      The sylvan solitude was a gorgeous dream,


      An altar of the summer’s splendour and fire,


      A sky-topped flower-hung palace of the gods


      And all its scenes a smile on rapture’s lips


      And all its voices bards of happiness.


      There was a chanting in the casual wind,


      There was a glory in the least sunbeam;


      Night was a chrysoprase on velvet cloth,


      A nestling darkness or a moonlit deep;


      Day was a purple pageant and a hymn,


      A wave of the laughter of light from morn to eve.


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Parable of the Search for the Soul


      Mind’s Restlessness


      This mind no silence knows nor dreamless sleep,


      In the incessant circling of its steps


      Thoughts tread for ever through the listening brain;


      It toils like a machine and cannot stop.


      Into the body’s many-storeyed rooms


      Endless crowd down the dream-god’s messages.


      All is a hundred-toned murmur and babble and stir,


      There is a tireless running to and fro,


      A haste of movement and a ceaseless cry.


      The hurried servant senses answer apace


      To every knock upon the outer doors,


      Bring in time’s visitors, report each call,


      Admit the thousand queries and the calls


      And the messages of communicating minds


      And the heavy business of unnumbered lives


      And all the thousandfold commerce of the world.


      VII.2.163-78


      The Persistent Past


      The unremembering hours repeat the old acts,


      Our dead past round our future’s ankles clings


      And drags back the new nature’s glorious stride,


      Or from its buried corpse old ghosts arise,


      Old thoughts, old longings, dead passions live again,


      Recur in sleep or move the waking man


      To words that force the barrier of the lips,


   ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      The Entry into the Inner Countries


      The Mission of the Avatar


      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.


      VII.3.20-27


      Savitri Enters the Inner Worlds


      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.


      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.3.36-55


      Life’s Nether Realms


      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.


      Or they enter the valley of the wandering Gleam


      Whence, captives or victims of the specious Ray,


    ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 4


      The Triple Soul-Forces


      Savitri to the Three Soul-Forces


      “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;


      The world shall be freed from the anger of the Beast,


      From the cruelty of the Titan and his pain.


      There shall be peace and joy for ever more.”


      ....


      “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,


      The cry of the ego shall be hushed within,


      Its lion roar that claims the world as food,


      All shall be might and bliss and happy force.”


   

     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 5


      The Finding of the Soul


      The Search for the Soul


      At last a change approached, the emptiness broke;


      A wave rippled within, the world had stirred;


      Once more her inner self became her space.


      There was felt a blissful nearness to the goal;


      Heaven leaned low to kiss the sacred hill,


      The air trembled with passion and delight.


      A rose of splendour on a tree of dreams,


      The face of Dawn out of mooned twilight grew.


      Day came, priest of a sacrifice of joy


      Into the worshipping silence of her world;


      He carried immortal lustre as his robe,


      Trailed heaven like a purple scarf and wore


      As his vermilion caste-mark a red sun.


    ............


      The Finding of the 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.


    ............


      The Rising of the Serpent Power


      Once more she was human upon earthly soil


      In the muttering night amid the rain-swept woods


      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.


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 6


      Nirvana and the Discovery of the All-Negating Absolute


      Autumnal Mellowness


      A calm slow sun looked down from tranquil heavens.


      A routed sullen rearguard of retreat,


      The last rains had fled murmuring across the woods


      Or failed, a sibilant whisper mid the leaves,


      And the great blue enchantment of the sky


      Recovered the deep rapture of its smile.


      Its mellow splendour unstressed by storm-licked heats


      Found room for a luxury of warm mild days,


      The night’s gold treasure of autumnal moons


      Came floating shipped through ripples of faery air.


      VII.6.1-10


      An Upsurge of the Inconscient


      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.


      A rolling surge of silent death, it came


      Curving round the far edge of the quaking globe;


      Effacing heaven with its enormous stride


      It willed to expunge the choked and anguished air


      And end the fable of the joy of life.

............


      The Saviour’s Labour


      “Thou hast come down into a struggling world


      To aid a blind and suffering mortal race,


      To open to Light the eyes that could not see,


      To bring down bliss into the heart of grief,


      To make thy life a bridge twixt earth and heaven;


      If thou wouldst save the toiling universe,


      The vast universal suffering feel as thine:


      Thou must bear the sorrow that thou claimst to heal;


      The day-bringer must walk in darkest night.


      He who would save the world must share its pain.


      If he knows not grief, how shall he find grief’s cure?


      If far he walks above mortality’s head,


      How shall the mortal reach that too high path?


     ............


      Introversion


      Aloof and standing back detached and calm,


      A witness of the drama of herself,


      A student of her own interior scene,


      She watched the passion and the toil of life


      And heard in the crowded thoroughfares of mind


      The unceasing tread and passage of her thoughts.


      VII.6.225-30


      Mystic Visitations


      Oft from her soul stepped out a naked thought


      Luminous with mysteried lips and wonderful eyes;


      Or from her heart emerged some burning face


      And looked for life and love and passionate truth,


      Aspired to heaven or embraced the world


      Or led the fancy like a fleeting moon


      Across the dull sky of man’s common days,


      Amidst the doubtful certitudes of earth’s lore,


      To the celestial beauty of faith gave form,


      As if at flower-prints in a dingy room


      Laughed in a golden vase one living rose.


     ............

      The Mystery of the Genius


      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.


      ............


      The Stilling of Thought


      Then all grew tranquil in her being’s space,


      Only sometimes small thoughts arose and fell


      Like quiet waves upon a silent sea


      Or ripples passing over a lonely pool


      When a stray stone disturbs its dreaming rest.


      Yet the mind’s factory had ceased to work,


      There was no sound of the dynamo’s throb,


      There came no call from the still fields of life.


      Then even those stirrings rose in her no more;


      Her mind now seemed like a vast empty room


      Or like a peaceful landscape without sound.


      This men call quietude and prize as peace.


     ............


      Nirvana


      In that absolute stillness bare and formidable


      There was glimpsed an all-negating Void Supreme


      That claimed its mystic Nihil’s sovereign right


      To cancel Nature and deny the soul.


      Even the nude sense of self grew pale and thin:


      Impersonal, signless, featureless, void of forms


      A blank pure consciousness had replaced the mind....


      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,


      No mind that chose or passed the fitting word:


      All wrought like an unerring apt machine....


     ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 7


      The Discovery of the Cosmic Spirit and the Cosmic Consciousness


      Unreal Reality


      Thus was she lost within to separate self;


      Her mortal ego perished in God’s night.


      Only a body was left, the ego’s shell


      Afloat mid drift and foam of the world-sea,


      A sea of dream watched by a motionless sense


      In a figure of unreal reality.


      VII.7.43-48


      Enlightenment


      Yet all was not extinct in this deep loss;


      The being travelled not towards nothingness.


      There was some high surpassing Secrecy,


      And when she sat alone with Satyavan,


      Her moveless mind with his that searched and strove,


      In the hush of the profound and intimate night


      She turned to the face of a veiled voiceless Truth


      Hid in the dumb recesses of the heart


      Or waiting beyond the last peak climbed by Thought, –


    ............

    

  

  
    
      


      VIII. The Book of Death

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      Death in the Forest


      Satyavan’s Death


      But as he worked, his doom upon him came.


      The violent and hungry hounds of pain


      Travelled through his body biting as they passed


      Silently, and all his suffering breath besieged


      Strove to rend life’s strong heart-cords and be free.


      Then helped, as if a beast had left its prey,


      A moment in a wave of rich relief


      Reborn to strength and happy ease he stood


      Rejoicing and resumed his confident toil


      But with less seeing strokes. Now the great woodsman


      Hewed at him and his labour ceased: lifting


      His arm he flung away the poignant axe


      Far from him like an instrument of pain.


     ............

    

  

  
    
      


      IX. The Book of Eternal Night

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      Towards the Black Void


      A New Birth of Consciousness


      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.


      Then a calm Power seated above our brows


      Is seen, unshaken by our thoughts and deeds,


      Its stillness bears the voices of the world:


      Immobile, it moves Nature, looks on life.


      It shapes immutably its far-seen ends;


      Untouched and tranquil amid error and tears


      And measureless above our striving wills,


      Its gaze controls the turbulent whirl of things.


      ............


      Savitri’s Spiritual Stature


      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.1.84-95


      The God of Death


      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


  ............

      Savitri in the Forest


      Around her on the green and imaged earth


      The flickering screen of forests ringed her steps;


      Its thick luxurious obstacle of boughs


      Besieged her body pressing dimly through


      In a rich realm of whispers palpable,


      And all the murmurous beauty of the leaves


      Rippled around her like an emerald robe.


      IX.1.224-30


      Savitri Pursues Death in the Occult Planes


      Herself lived far in some uplifted scene


      Where to the trance-claimed vision of pursuit,


      Sole presences in a high spaceless dream,


      The luminous spirit glided stilly on


      And the great shadow travelled vague behind.


      Still with an amorous crowd of seeking hands


      Softly entreated by their old desires


      Her senses felt earth’s close and gentle air


      Cling round them and in troubled branches knew


      Uncertain treadings of a faint-foot wind:


      She bore dim fragrances, far callings touched;

............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Journey in Eternal Night and the Voice of the Darkness


      Night Threatened by Light


      At first a faint inextinguishable gleam,


      Pale but immortal, flickered in the gloom


      As if a memory came to spirits dead,


      A memory that wished to live again,


      Dissolved from mind in Nature’s natal sleep.


      It wandered like a lost ray of the moon


      Revealing to the night her soul of dread;


      Serpentine in the gleam the darkness lolled,


      Its black hoods jewelled with the mystic glow;


      Its dull sleek folds shrank back and coiled and slid,


      As though they felt all light a cruel pain


      And suffered from the pale approach of hope.


      Night felt assailed her heavy sombre reign;


      The splendour of some bright eternity


      Threatened with this faint beam of wandering Truth


      Her empire of the everlasting Nought.


      IX.2.102-17


      Savitri’s Challenge to Death


      As ceased the ruthless and tremendous Voice,


      Unendingly there rose in Savitri,


      Like moonlit ridges on a shuddering flood,


      A stir of thoughts out of some silence born


      Across the sea of her dumb fathomless heart.


      At last she spoke; her voice was heard by Night:


      “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....


      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.


      Now in the wrestling of the splendid gods


      My spirit shall be obstinate and strong


      Against the vast refusal of the world.


      ............

    

  

  
    
      


      X. The Book of the Double Twilight

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Dream Twilight of the Ideal


      Night the Shadow of Day


      The Inconscient is the Superconscient’s sleep.


      An unintelligible Intelligence


      Invents creation’s paradox profound;


      Spiritual thought is crammed in Matter’s forms,


      Unseen it throws out a dumb energy


      And works a miracle by a machine.


      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:


      ............

      Twilight of the Gods


      There is a morning twilight of the gods;


      Miraculous from sleep their forms arise


      And God’s long nights are justified by dawn.


      There breaks a passion and splendour of new birth


      And hue-winged visions stray across the lids,


      Heaven’s chanting heralds waken dim-eyed Space.


      The dreaming deities look beyond the seen


      And fashion in their thoughts the ideal worlds


      Sprung from a limitless moment of desire


      That once had lodged in some abysmal heart.


      X.1.95-104


      A Dream World


      A ripple of gleaming wings crossed the far sky;


      Birds like pale-bosomed imaginations flew


      With low disturbing voices of desire,


      And half-heard lowings drew the listening ear,


      As if the Sun-god’s brilliant kine were there


      Hidden in mist and passing towards the sun.


      These fugitive beings, these elusive shapes


      Were all that claimed the eye and met the soul,


      The natural inhabitants of that world.


      But nothing there was fixed or stayed for long;


    ............


     
    

  

  
    
      Canto 2


      The Gospel of Death and Vanity of the Ideal


      Love, the Rapturous Core of Suns


      Even in all that life and man have marred,


      A whisper of divinity still is heard,


      A breath is felt from the eternal spheres.


      Allowed by Heaven and wonderful to man


      A sweet fire-rhythm of passion chants to love.


      There is a hope in its wild infinite cry;


      It rings with callings from forgotten heights,


      And when its strains are hushed to high-winged souls


      In their empyrean, its burning breath


      Survives beyond, the rapturous core of suns


      That flame for ever pure in skies unseen,


      A voice of the eternal Ecstasy.


      X.2.209-20


      Savitri’s Great Promise


      “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.


    ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 3


      The Debate of Love and Death


      The World as God Fulfilled


      A blaze of his sovereign glory is the sun,


      A glory is the gold and glimmering moon,


      A glory is his dream of purple sky.


      A march of his greatness are the wheeling stars.


      His laughter of beauty breaks out in green trees,


      His moments of beauty triumph in a flower;


      The blue sea’s chant, the rivulet’s wandering voice


      Are murmurs falling from the Eternal’s harp.


      This world is God fulfilled in outwardness.


      X.3.103-11


      The Tangle-Dance of the One


      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.


      All blundered and straggled towards the One Divine.


      X.3.147-58


      The Growth of the Inner Light


      A darkness wallows in the paths of Time


      Or lifts its giant head to blot the stars;


      It makes a cloud of the interpreting mind


      And intercepts the oracles of the Sun.


      Yet Light is there; it stands at Nature’s doors:


      It holds a torch to lead the traveller in.


    ............

      The Graded Ascent of Love


      A mystic slow transfiguration works.


      All our earth starts from mud and ends in sky,


      And Love that was once an animal’s desire,


      Then a sweet madness in the rapturous heart,


      An ardent comradeship in the happy mind,


      Becomes a wide spiritual yearning’s space.


      A lonely soul passions for the Alone,


      The heart that loved man thrills to the love of God,


      A body is his chamber and his shrine.


      Then is our being rescued from separateness;


      All is itself, all is new-felt in God:


 ............


      Savitri on Love Linking Earth and Heaven


      “O Death, not for my heart’s sweet poignancy


      Nor for my happy body’s bliss alone


      I have claimed from thee the living Satyavan,


      But for his work and mine, our sacred charge.


    ............


      Savitri’s Universal Heart


      “My heart is wiser than the Reason’s thoughts,


      My heart is stronger than thy bonds, O Death.


      It sees and feels the one Heart beat in all,


      It feels the high Transcendent’s sunlike hands,


      It sees the cosmic Spirit at its work;


      In the dim Night it lies alone with God.


      My heart’s strength can carry the grief of the universe


      And never falter from its luminous track,


      Its white tremendous orbit through God’s peace.


      It can drink up the sea of All-Delight


      And never lose the white spiritual touch,


      The calm that broods in the deep Infinite.”


      He said, “Art thou indeed so strong, O heart,


      O soul, so free? And canst thou gather then


      Bright pleasure from my wayside flowering boughs,


      Yet falter not from thy hard journey’s goal,


      Meet the world’s dangerous touch and never fall?


     ............


      Psychic Fire


      Intent upon her silent will she walked


      On the dim grass of vague unreal plains,


      A floating veil of visions in her front,


      A trailing robe of dreams behind her feet.


      But now her spirit’s flame of conscient force


      Retiring from a sweetness without fruit


      Called back her thoughts from speech to sit within


      In a deep room in meditation’s house.


  ............

    

  

  
    
      Canto 4


      The Dream Twilight of the Earthly Real


      Savitri, God and the World


      “If in the meaningless Void creation rose,


      If from a bodiless Force Matter was born,


      If Life could climb in the unconscious tree,


      Its green delight break into emerald leaves


      And its laughter of beauty blossom in the flower,


      If sense could wake in tissue, nerve and cell


      And Thought seize the grey matter of the brain,


      And soul peep from its secrecy through the flesh,


      How shall the nameless Light not leap on men,


      And unknown powers emerge from Nature’s sleep?


      Even now hints of a luminous Truth like stars


      Arise in the mind-mooned splendour of Ignorance;


     ............


      Beyond Law


      Vain the soul’s hope if changeless Law is all:


      Ever to the new and the unknown press on


      The speeding aeons justifying God.


      What were earth’s ages if the grey restraint


      Were never broken and glories sprang not forth


      Bursting their obscure seed, while man’s slow life


      Leaped hurried into sudden splendid paths


      By divine words and human gods revealed?


      X.4.388-95


      Most Bound Most Free


      She answered, “Straight I trample on the road


      The strong hand hewed for me which planned our paths.


      I run where his sweet dreadful voice commands


      And I am driven by the reins of God.


      Why drew he wide his scheme of mighty worlds


      Or filled infinity with his passionate breath?


     ............

      The Overhead Planes


      On summit Mind are radiant altitudes


      Exposed to the lustre of Infinity,


      Outskirts and dependencies of the house of Truth,


      Upraised estates of Mind and measureless.


      There man can visit but there he cannot live.


      A cosmic Thought spreads out its vastitudes;


      Its smallest parts are here philosophies


      Challenging with their detailed immensity,


      Each figuring an omniscient scheme of things.


      But higher still can climb the ascending light;


      There are vasts of vision and eternal suns,


      Oceans of an immortal luminousness,


      Flame-hills assaulting heaven with their peaks,


      There dwelling all becomes a blaze of sight;


      A burning head of vision leads the mind,


      Thought trails behind it its long comet tail;


      The heart glows, an illuminate and seer,


      And sense is kindled into identity.


     ............


      Transformation – Its Phases


      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.


      A curve of the calm hauteur of far heaven


      Descending into earth’s humility,


      Her forehead’s span vaulted the Omniscient’s gaze,


      Her eyes were two stars that watched the universe.


      The Power that from her being’s summit reigned,


      The Presence chambered in lotus secrecy,


      Came down and held the centre in her brow


      Where the mind’s Lord in his control-room sits;


      There throned on concentration’s native seat


      He opens that third mysterious eye in man,


      The Unseen’s eye that looks at the unseen,


      When Light with a golden ecstasy fills his brain


      And the Eternal’s wisdom drives his choice


      And eternal Will seizes the mortal’s will.


      ............

    

  

  
    
      


      XI. The Book of Everlasting Day

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Eternal Day: The Soul’s Choice and the Supreme Consummation


      God’s Everlasting Day


      A marvellous sun looked down from ecstasy’s skies


      On worlds of deathless bliss, perfection’s home,


      Magical unfoldings of the Eternal’s smile


      Capturing his secret heart-beats of delight.


      God’s everlasting day surrounded her,


      Domains appeared of sempiternal light


      Invading all Nature with the Absolute’s joy.


      Her body quivered with eternity’s touch,


      Her soul stood close to the founts of the infinite.


      Infinity’s finite fronts she lived in, new


      For ever to an everliving sight....


      Twilight and mist were exiles from that air,


      Night was impossible to such radiant heavens....


      A chanting crowd from mountain bosoms slipped


      Past branches fragrant with a sigh of flowers


      Hurrying through sweetnesses with revel leaps;


      The murmurous rivers of felicity


      Divinely rippled honey-voiced desires,


      Mingling their sister eddies of delight,


      Then, widening to a pace of calm-lipped muse,


      Down many-glimmered estuaries of dream


      Went whispering into lakes of liquid peace.


      XI.1.1-83


      The Delights of the Purified Heart


      Immortal harmonies filled her listening ear;


      A great spontaneous utterance of the heights


      On Titan wings of rhythmic grandeur borne


      Poured from some deep spiritual heart of sound,


      Strains trembling with the secrets of the gods....


      A climber on the invisible stair of sound,


      Music not with these few and striving steps


      Aspired that wander upon transient strings,


      But changed its ever new uncounted notes


      In a passion of unforeseeing discovery,


      And kept its old unforgotten ecstasies


      A growing treasure in the mystic heart....


    ............

      The Dance Celestial


      Great forms of deities sat in deathless tiers,


      Eyes of an unborn gaze towards her leaned


      Through a transparency of crystal fire.


      In the beauty of bodies wrought from rapture’s lines,


      Shapes of entrancing sweetness spilling bliss,


      Feet glimmering upon the sunstone courts of mind,


      Heaven’s cupbearers bore round the Eternal’s wine.


     ............

      Spirit – An Upsoaring Bird


      Air was a luminous feeling, sound a voice,


      Sunlight the soul’s vision and moonlight its dream.


      On a wide living base of wordless calm


      All was a potent and a lucid joy.


      Into those heights her spirit went floating up


      Like an upsoaring bird who mounts unseen


      Voicing to the ascent his throbbing heart


      Of melody till a pause of closing wings


      Comes quivering in his last contented cry


      And he is silent with his soul discharged,


      Delivered of his heart’s burden of delight.


      Experience mounted on joy’s coloured breast


      To inaccessible spheres in spiral flight.


      There Time dwelt with eternity as one;


      Immense felicity joined rapt repose.


      XI.1.253-67


      Revelation of the Supreme Divine


      All grace and glory and all divinity


      Were here collected in a single form;


      All worshipped eyes looked through his from one face;


      He bore all godheads in his grandiose limbs.


     ............


      The Divine’s Promise


      “I am the hushed search of the jealous gods


      Pursuing my wisdom’s vast mysterious work


      Seized in the thousand meeting ways of heaven.


      I am the beauty of the unveiled ray


      Drawing through the deep roads of the infinite night


      The unconquerable pilgrim soul of earth


      Beneath the flaring torches of the stars.


      I am the inviolable Ecstasy;


      They who have looked on me, shall grieve no more.


      The eyes that live in night shall see my form.


     ............


      Savitri’s Universal Love


      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.


      The heavens were once to me my natural home,


      I too have wandered in star-jewelled groves,


      Paced sun-gold pastures and moon-silver swards


      And heard the harping laughter of their streams


      And lingered under branches dropping myrrh;


      I too have revelled in the fields of light


      Touched by the ethereal raiment of the winds,


      Thy wonder-rounds of music I have trod,


      Lived in the rhyme of bright unlabouring thoughts,


      I have beat swift harmonies of rapture vast,


      Danced in spontaneous measures of the soul


      The great and easy dances of the gods.


    ............

      Savitri’s Supplication


      “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.1.595-600


      Ordinary Humanity


      Few are the silences in which Truth is heard,


      Unveiling the timeless utterance in her deeps;


      Few are the splendid moments of the seers.


      Heaven’s call is rare, rarer the heart that heeds;


      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:


     ............


      Savitri and Satyavan – Their Appointed Work


      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....


     ............

      Savitri and the Supreme Lord


      Around her some tremendous spirit lived,


      Mysterious flame around a melting pearl,


      And in the phantom of abolished Space


      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.


      ............

      The Supreme Lord to Savitri


      “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.


     ............


      The Things to Come


      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.


     ............

      The Descent to Earth


      Down with a hurried swimming floating lapse


      Through unseen worlds and bottomless spaces forced


      Sank like a star the soul of Savitri.


      Amidst a laughter of unearthly lyres


      She heard around her nameless voices cry


      Triumphing, an innumerable sound.


      A choir of rushing winds to meet her came.


      She bore the burden of infinity


      And felt the stir of all ethereal space.


      Pursuing her in her fall, implacably sweet,


      A face was over her which seemed a youth’s,


      Symbol of all the beauty eyes see not,


      Crowned as with peacock plumes of gorgeous hue


      Framing a sapphire, whose heart-disturbing smile


      Insatiably attracted to delight,


      Voluptuous to the embraces of her soul.


   ............

    

  

  
    
      


      XII. Epilogue

    

  

  
    
      Canto 1


      The Return to Earth


      Back to Life


      Out of abysmal trance her spirit woke.


      Lain on the earth-mother’s calm inconscient breast


      She saw the green-clad branches lean above


      Guarding her sleep with their enchanted life,


      And overhead a blue-winged ecstasy


      Fluttered from bough to bough with high-pitched call....


      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....


   ............

    

  

  
    
      


      APPENDIX

    

  

  
    
      A Brief Introduction to Savitri


      Savitri, it has been said, is ‘the supreme revelation of Sri Aurobindo’s vision’.


      Sri Aurobindo (1872-1950), who was educated in England, was called upon to play many parts during his lifetime. He was a lecturer in French and English literature, a revolutionary nationalist and political leader, an editor and writer on philosophy, political theory and Indology, a literary critic, and a yogi and spiritual guide. However, it was as a poet that he consistently saw himself, and it was to the writing of poetry that he always reverted whenever the pressure of his other activities allowed. His first verses were published when he was a boy of about ten, and shortly before his death, in his 78th year, he was concentrating on the revision of his great epic, Savitri.


      Of his poetic output, which included drama and translations, Savitri was his master-work, and in one form or another he was probably working on it for over fifty years. In his earliest version, it was simply a poetic retelling and elaboration of an episode from the Sanskrit epic, Mahabharata, in which, as in Euripides’ Alcestis, a devoted wife wins back her husband from the power of Death. Later in his life, after the intensive practice of his Integral Yoga had begun at Pondicherry, and following his meeting with a French spiritual seeker subsequently known as ‘The Mother’, Sri Aurobindo’s treatment of the Savitri motif changed so that it became the record of his own and the Mother’s spiritual experience, and the vehicle for his entire teaching. The legendary tale became symbolic of the conquest of Death and of the perfecting of human life on earth: its epic theme the adventure of consciousness evolving towards its fulfilment in Divinity.


      The structure of the completed poem may be outlined briefly as follows. It begins with a symbol dawn – the summoning of consciousness asleep in matter – seen in an actual dawn, the dawn of Satyavan’s last day upon earth, and the awakening of Savitri his wife, and the summons to her to confront Satyavan’s mortal fate.


      The following cantos of Books II and III tell of the events leading to this day of crisis. They describe the personal sadhana (yogic discipline) of Savitri’s father, Aswapati, before her birth. He is the ‘Traveller of the Worlds’, who systematically explores the many planes or dimensions of existence, personal and cosmic, which are subliminal to our norm al awareness. He remains unsatisfied in his search for the meaning of earth-life, which appears doomed to frustration and suffering.


      Holding to his naked intent, Aswapati invokes the Transcendent in the person of the Divine Mother, and asks on behalf of humanity his boon,


      For knowledge to enter the darkness of the world


      And love to rule a realm of strife and hate.


      He asks for an incarnation whose intervention may break the iron law of nature as it is.


      Books IV to VI tell the story of the Divine’s response: the birth of Savitri, her growing up, her meeting with Satyavan and their mutual love. Narad, the heavenly sage, foretells Satyavan’s tragic death after twelve months, but Savitri remains undeterred in her choice. Books VII and VIII describe Savitri’s own sadhana to realise the Divine Consciousness, and how, on the fated day, Death comes and takes Satyavan’s life a s predicted.


      Books IX to XI contain the great debate between Savitri and Death for the life of Satyavan. Defeated at last by the revelation of Savitri’s true nature, Death vanishes into the void from which he came. There remains a final dialogue between Savitri and an ‘ensnaring voice’, which offers her the false choice between heaven and earth, and urges her to enter the transcendent fields of light, since Nature is incapable of redemption. But Savitri is open to the aspiration and cry ‘of the magnificent soul of man on earth’ and refuses to abandon him for any personal salvation. In a superb climax of poetic inspiration Sri Aurobindo closes Book Eleven with the affirmation of the Divine Mother that Savitri has been speaking with Her own voice, and that she and Satyavan are ‘A dual power of God in an ignorant world’ born to lift earth-beings to immortality.


      An Epilogue describes Savitri’s return home with Satyavan. It is the night succeeding the day on which he was to die. Together they await the breaking of a greater dawn.


      A selection from the epic such as that which follows must inevitably be a personal one. It is hoped, none the less, that there will be advantages: newcomers to the poem will not have to face its daunting length of nearly 24,000 lines, while others who know and love the work may find here a more compact and portable edition of the finest passages. Ultimately the hope of all selectors and editors must be that their work will lead people to the source from which they have drawn.


      In 1946 Sri Aurobindo told K.D. Sethna, who corresponded with him on the poem, that Savitri was to be ‘A sort of poetic philosophy of the Spirit and of Life’. It was not, however, to be a product of thought in the usual sense – not a kind of versified textbook on metaphysics. Sri Aurobindo once said, ‘It is out of a silent mind that I write whatever comes ready shaped from above’, so that Savitri is, rather, the poetic creation of a seer who was concerned with the age-old preoccupations: God, Light, Freedom and Immortality.


      This point was emphasised by Sri Krishnaprem (Ronald Nixon) in an early review, when he Wrote, ‘Savitri is neither subjective fantasy nor yet mere philosophical thought, but vision and revelation of the actual structure of the Cosmos and of the pilgrim of life within its sphere.’ It is this visionary, revelatory element in Savitri that gives it its unique quality.


      Such a poem is not to be judged by existing literary criteria, for it is something new. A critical reader, demanding an elliptical concision, may find it diffuse and of unacceptable length; he may react, too, against some variations on the same theme and the reiterated use of certain words, several of them seeming abstract.


      The long poem, it is true, has become unfashionable, but Sri Aurobindo aimed, he said, ‘Not at a minimum but at an exhaustive exposition of [his] world-vision or world-interpretation,’ and the repetition, also, was deliberate; helping to create a cumulative resonance and generative mood. He was aware of its likely rejection by ‘the common reader’, and wrote that ‘A new kind of poetry demands a new mentality in the recipient as well as in the writer.’ This new type of reader ‘must be open to this kind of poetry, able to see the spiritual vision it conveys ...’ because Savitri is ‘the record of a seeing, of an experience which is not of the common kind and is often very far from what the general human mind sees and experiences.’


      It is a help, in reading the poem, to approach it with as calm and silent a mind as possible, and to relate to it with as much receptivity as one can. It will then create its own mantric effect upon the mind, and lead in fact to a meditation. Indeed, the Mother once said, ‘To read Savitri is ... to practise yoga, spiritual concentration. One can discover there all that is needed to find the Divine.’


      * * *
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